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I want to dedicate this story to all of you readers who have supported me for the past ten years. I can’t believe it’s been that long since the first time I submitted my first book and got that big ole rejection, but I didn’t let that deter me, obviously.

I have been so blessed to find a circle of women who helped me clean up that atrocious book Selena’s Men, from the late Desiree Holt who will always be my heroine, to Caitlyn O’Leary who is my bestie for the restie, to Shayla Black, and Jenna Jacob, both of whom I adore with all of my heart, and so many others. The list of authors and friends who have helped me navigate this crazy writing world is shortish, but so very amazing.

So thank you to all who have read me, helped me, cheered me on, and believed in me throughout this journey. I hope y’all continue to love and support me (eep I hope y’all love me) ’cause I truly love all y’alls so effing hard.

Love y’all so hard,

Elle Boon aka The Crazy F-Bomb Dropping Author W/Purple Hair
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TO AVOID SPOILERS, THIS LIST ONLY INCLUDES THE CHARACTERS MENTIONED

IN THE PREVIOUS BOOKS

ROYAL MC Members:

King Royal – President – King Royal Jr (Son of King Sr), brother to Duke VP (Royally Tempted book 3)

Duke Royal – Vice President – Son of King Royal Sr, brother to King (Royally Treasured book 4)

Traeger – Sgt at Arms (Royally Taken book 2)

Keys – Enforcer (Royally Broken book 5)

Hollywood aka Scott Haven – Enforcer (Royally Chosen Christmas book 7)

Digger – Road Captain – Owns Royal Towing

Cosmo – Enforcer and money man (Royally F**ked changed to Royally Saved book 6)

Tymber – Tattoo Artist (Royally Twisted book 1)

Ayesha – King’s ole’ lady

Ivy – Tymber’s ole’ lady, former best friend of Luke Royal

Luke Royal – Twin to Duke Royal / Luke committed suicide in Royally Twisted.

Kailani – Traeger’s ole’ lady – Mob boss’s daughter (Father and Brother both killed in previous books)

Lennox – Duke’s ole’ lady – Doc’s daughter – Doctor and old-timer

Palmer – Keys’ ole’ lady (Royally Broken book 5)

DaiTai – Cosmo’s ole’ lady (Royally Saved book 6)

Talena – Hollywood’s ole’ lady (Royally Chosen Christmas book 7)

Archer – Formerly known as Prospect Frog – Real name is Mick Richardson (Royally Targeted book 9)

Tiana – Sister to Ayesha, King’s ole’ lady (Royally Targeted book 9)

Groot – Pete, former prospect, killed in Royally Tempted by Ayesha/King

Former Originals: None have books or have been mentioned except King Sr... yet “wink”

King Royal Sr – President – Deceased

Ryno Marx – VP - Deceased

Argo Peters – Sgt at Arms – Deceased

Crazy Jax – Treasurer – Deceased

Torpedo (Tinny) – Deceased
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Prologue
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Ivy’s heart hammered against her chest. Her blood ran cold through her veins at the desperation in Luke’s tone as she beat against the bathroom door, praying he’d open up. “Dammit, let me in. Let’s talk about this,” she begged. Over her shoulder, she glared at the blond man who ruined their carefully constructed world. He shrugged one broad shoulder, seemingly unaffected by what was happening.

A whimper came through, giving her a renewed sense of purpose and hope. How the fuck had things gone from perfectly fine when she’d left home that morning to this...a complete shitshow, she wasn’t sure.

“Everything’s fucked. I can’t face them, Ivy.” Luke’s voice sounded desperate.

She pressed her palm to the door, leaning her forehead against the hardwood. “Luke, baby, we’ve gotten through tougher shit, we can get through this.”

The man behind her growled, but she waved her free hand frantically, needing him to shut the hell up. Luke tended to be a drama king, but something told her this was different.

“Not this time, love. Not this time. King knows. He knows something. I love you, Ivy. Remember, I’ve always loved you.”

She jerked backward at his words, her palms sweating. “Luke, open this fucking door. Stop talking like an idiot, and let’s sit down and figure this out.”

Time seemed to suspend at the sound she’d heard many times when she’d been at the rifle range, the sound of a shell being inserted and then the barrel being locked in place. Panic had her reaching above her head for the key kept over the frame to unlock the door, fearing she’d be too late, worried she’d piss Luke off. Fear won out as she pushed the key in.

Ivy burst through the door at the same time as the shotgun boomed through the small space. Most people would’ve been screaming, and maybe she did. Her body jerked as if it, too, felt the impact of the bullet, her hand going over her mouth. In slow motion, her feet took her the short distance where Luke lay, his eyes staring up at the ceiling, his body in a pool of blood. “Oh god, Luke, what did you do?” she sobbed, shaking, slipping on Luke’s blood.

“Holy shit. I’m calling 911.”

She heard someone say as if from far away, but she just wanted another moment with Luke before he was gone, but he was already gone. His eyes, those beautiful chocolate eyes, were vacant. “You promised you’d never leave me alone. You lied, damn you.” How many times she’d laid on his chest and cried her eyes out, she couldn’t remember, but none of them had ever been filled with only her heart beating. “We were going to raise our kids together one day, remember?” Another sob escaped, followed by another. Her body felt heavy. The blood was cooling. Shouldn’t it stay warm longer? He was her best friend. They’d met in grade school when he’d punched a boy for pulling her pigtails. They’d become best friends when she’d punched a girl for breaking up with him in junior high. They became the it couple in high school when he became her...everything. Now, he was lying in a pool of thick, cooling blood.

Ivy stayed there on the bathroom floor with the tangy scent of copper filling every fiber of her being, covering every inch of her body. She was sure she’d never be clean again, but she did not want to leave Luke alone, needing to make sure he had someone with him. Fuck, his brothers were going to kill her, was her last thought before she shut down and just floated.
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​​Chapter One
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Tymber shook Alan’s hand at the end of the meeting. “Thanks for coming and talking tonight,” Alan said.

“No thanks needed, man. You and I both know I owe you and this place my sanity. I'll do it if I can give even a small amount back.” He grinned at the raised brow his friend gave him. Sure, back when he’d first begun coming to the meetings, he’d only done it to make his sisters happy. Of course, he’d found it easy to pick up women, and then he’d found a little peace in the place—a win-win for a man who hadn’t had much to look forward to back then. Coming up on his five-year cancer-free date, he felt a little bit of everything. One of them being the need to celebrate.

He saw a slim form pass by the open door. Her dark hair shone in the hallway, catching his attention with how it swayed back and forth. He was sure he’d seen her walk past several times before. He made excuses and went to see if he could find the beauty, coming to a hard stop outside the door. His brows pulled down into a frown as he watched her stand on her tiptoes outside one of the meeting rooms. Although he’d used the meetings in the beginning as his own personal pickup place, ‘cause seriously, he was a guy who had issues five years ago. Cancer being the biggest one, losing his hair wasn’t much of an issue, but undergoing a mastectomy seriously fucked with his head. He became a dick and used the meetings as his personal playground. Hell, the women there had been easy pickings, and he’d been just the dickhead to take advantage. Now, though, he didn’t like the idea of anyone coming around to spy.

“Think she’s lost?” Alan murmured.

“No clue, but I’m about to find out.” The woman in question wore black combat boots, giving her a couple of inches in height, but he could see she was a petite little thing. However, the window was still too high for her to see through without jumping. Tymber didn’t think she’d be the type of woman to do such a thing, but he’d been surprised before.

“Isn’t that the suicide meeting?”

He glanced back at Alan, giving him a look that said shut the hell up, just as their friend Aubrey strolled out of the back room. “Hey, who’re we spying on?” she whispered.

Tymber tipped his head toward the ceiling and stepped back into the room. She was one of the only ladies he considered a friend and wasn’t one with benefits. Again, he was that guy before his diagnosis. Of course, she’d been pregnant when they’d first met five years ago and bent on keeping her child even if it had meant her life. Today, she’s a mother to a four-year-old. She upped her crazy by naming Tymber as one of the kid’s godfathers. Like him, she was in remission and thriving. He’d told her she had to live, or he’d have her kid tatted up by fifteen. “Aubs, you need a filter.”

“So says the manwhore. Go see if she needs help getting into the meeting, Tymber,” Aubrey gave him a shove.

“Fuck, Aubrey, you can’t make someone go to a meeting if they don’t want to. Why don’t you two go home, and I’ll chat with her? Maybe she’s just lost.” He winked at the two people who were the complete opposite of him yet were two of his closest friends, next to Ember and Lincoln at Twisted Ink, the tattoo shop they owned together. “I’ll see if I can’t help her.”

“She doesn’t need your D to convince her not to end her life, Tymber,” she whispered.

Tymber rolled his eyes. “Did I say she did? What, do you need the D, Aubs? Not mine since that is off the table and all, what with you being like my sister and everything.” He grinned at the dirty look she shot him while flipping the bird.

“Just don’t be an ass, Tymber Black,” she warned.

It was his turn to flip her the bird as he waited for Alan and Aubrey to leave. He was glad to see the two of them together and happy. Aubrey’s fiancé had left her as soon as he’d heard she was pregnant, and then after the baby was born, he signed his rights away. If there was a man that was a dick, it was that jackass. And, of course, other men like him.

Walking out the door, he made his way toward the mystery woman, wondering what would make a beauty like her want to kill herself. Her outfit screamed zero fucks given, but it clearly cost a lot of money. He was the only boy of four and knew enough to spot name brands. Harley Davidson clothes were sexy as fuck but weren’t cheap. Paired with the leather mini skirt, the dollar signs were adding up. The slim, sexy legs he could imagine wrapped around his waist or neck...he indeed was an equal opportunity guy, looked as though she worked out.

“You going to stand there all night and eye fuck me, or move on?”

Tymber raised his gaze, startled to see bright green eyes glaring back at him. She had shiny black hair, green eyes, and porcelain skin. Black Irish, his mama would’ve called her. Damn, he bet she had a fiery temper too. “Sorry, I was trying to get the nerve up to speak to you,” he lied.

She fell back onto her feet, no longer standing on the tips of her boots. The leather made a creaking noise in the silence of the hall. “Uh-huh, and you thought my ass had all the answers?”

A grin split his lips. “Sugar, many a fine ladies’ asses have left me speechless, yet none have given me answers. Does your ass talk?”

It was her turn to grin. “Well, I’m told when I walk away, men’s tongues tend to wag. Does that count?”

He stepped closer, keeping his hands in his pockets, not wanting to appear threatening. Damn, she smelled fucking amazing. “I’d ask for a demonstration, but I find myself not wanting you to leave.”

She snorted. “Good line, lumberjack.”

Tymber startled at the name. “What?”

“The flannel and work boots. Hence lumberjack. Although I do have to say California is a far cry from the woods.” Her hand went up and down as she spoke, outlining his frame and indicating his attire.

He thought about her words, then nodded. “So, going by clothing choice, you’d be a goth girl. Oh, we are a pair. The lumberjack and goth girl. Surely those are superhero names or should be.”

She laughed, then bit her lip. “I...this is odd.”

He moved across the hallway, giving her space when he sensed she needed it. He leaned against the wall, raising one leg, resting his foot on the wall, then crossed his arms. “Nah, not odd. Ant-Man was odd,” he said when the silence stretched too long.

Finally, she nodded. “You’re right; that could work. Our superhero names,” she agreed. “What would be our superpower?” she mimicked his pose.

Running his hand down his short beard a couple of times, he tapped his chin as he thought. “Superman has several powers, but his disguise was fucking lame as shit. I’m gonna go with Iron Man.”

“I didn’t ask which superhero. I said what superpower,” she laughed.

Her laugh was deep, making him think of smooth whiskey.

“Yeah, but after giving it some thought, I decided a complete takeover was due,” he argued.

Again, her husky laugh filled the hallway. “You’re a rule breaker, aren’t you?”

Tymber shrugged. “Only when the rules are stupid. Now, before you get your panties in a twist, I’m not saying your rules were stupid.”

When she held her hand up and gifted him with another laugh, he swore he’d do almost anything to hear it again and again. “First of all, I didn’t give a rule. Second of all, I don’t have any panties on.” Her cheeks turned a delicate pink, but she didn’t break eye contact.

Oh, he liked her sass. Now, he just needed to convince her to go to the suicide help meeting, or maybe he could help her. He knew all about thinking life was over. Five years ago, he was sure his time was up. He’d never heard of a man getting breast cancer. For fuckssake, he didn’t have tits like a woman. Sure, he had pecs. Hell, he worked out and had muscles, but not huge man boobs. He had a nice six-pack and felt he was good to go. No, he wouldn’t win any bodybuilding competitions, but he didn’t give a shit about them. He’d had women say they could wash their tongues on his abs...and he’d let them. Ahh, the good old days.

“Hey, you okay?”

Shit, he needed to keep his head on straight.

“My name’s Tymber Black, by the way,” he blurted.

Big green eyes widened. “Oh, um, I’m Ivy.”

He moved off the wall, holding out his hand. “Nice to meet you, Ivy. Would you like to go grab a cup of coffee and discuss our superhero status further?”

Wariness filled her gaze. “Is that a euphemism for let’s go have sex?”

Her pale hand trembled in his large one. “Sugar, when we have sex, there will be no euphemisms. I’m not one to worry about being too harsh or blunt. If I have something to say or feel something I need to speak on, I say it. Life is too short to play those types of games.”
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IVY LOOKED DOWN AT their clasped hands. His tan, rough, work-hardened ones had tattoos on them. They seemed so different to hers. Oh, not that she didn’t associate with men with similar-looking hands, far from it. Most of the men she knew had plenty of tattoos; only they were big, badass men who gave no quarter. She shook her head, clearing it of thoughts of anyone but the gorgeous man in front of her. “Alright,” she said before she could stop herself. “Coffee sounds great.”

He laughed; the rich sound made butterflies dance in her stomach. “There’s a great little place around the corner called The Brew and Sip.”

She knew it was probably a bad idea. Probably on the top of her ten worst, but she nodded her agreement. Her hand still clasped in his felt right, which was one hundred percent stupid, so she pulled away. “I’ll meet you there,” she stuttered, hating how unsure she sounded. Goddamn, where had the cocky girl gone?

“You going to drive around the block? Come on, Ivy Irish, live a little,” he implored, smiling, showing a dimple on his right cheek. Tymber reached for her hand again, his touch gentle like he was used to wary women. “I’ll keep you safe.”

Her heart lurched at those words. The same ones she’d heard dozens of times, only to be shunned. With a force of will that her mama said she came out of her womb with, she pasted on a smile and squeezed his hand before breathing deeply. “Lead the way, lumberjack.”

“You know, that nickname kinda turns me on.” He winked. Before she could respond, he began pulling her back down the hall, away from the door she didn’t have the guts to walk through. Next time, she promised herself.
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Chapter Two
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They walked out the front door, her hand still enclosed in Tymber’s. He was a complete contradiction. He dressed like a...well, a lumberjack. Yet he had the manners of a gentleman but talked of sex with her like it was a given. Her body said get it, girl, while her mind was throwing up all kinds of stop signs. He was precisely the kind of guy she was attracted to, the kind of man she would’ve dated. The exact type she should be running in the opposite direction from instead of holding his hand while they walked to a coffee shop together, thinking about what sex with him would be like. Or, at the very least, pumping the fucking breaks. Instead, she let him hold her hand and lead her wherever he wanted. Damn, where did the Ivy, who’d promised herself she’d make wiser choices go?

“Penny, for your thoughts,” Tymber said in a deep voice, interrupting her internal struggle.

Ivy did a mental shake. “I was thinking how ironic this is.” Which was true. She’d gone to the center looking for a...a what, she wasn’t sure. Absolution, solace, a place to vent? Maybe a little of all three, only to chicken out and come face-to-face with a man who made every inch of her wake up and take notice.

He didn’t respond as they reached the coffee shop. The heavenly aroma of freshly brewed beans had her inhaling deeply. “Lord, I love that smell. If I could, I’d have it bottled up in a perfume.”

Tymber’s lips tilted up in a grin, and she just knew what would come out of his mouth would be dirty. The man didn’t disappoint. “Hm, that would definitely wake a man up. Not that I’d need that to wake up around you.” He wagged his brows.

She punched his arm playfully. “I get the feeling you don’t need help in that department.” She looked him up and down, admiring how he filled the denim jeans. Damn, he was built.

Ivy was saved from further commenting as they moved to the front counter to place their orders. Tymber ordered two coffee cake slices, declaring her underfed. Ivy raised her brows, placing her hands on her hips. “Have you the need of glasses, sir?” she questioned him. She was a lot of things, but skinny wasn’t one of them—Curvy and proud of it. However, she’d lost a few pounds since Luke’s death, but not so much that she would be considered skinny.

“I see you perfectly. Every damn inch of you looks perfect to me.” Tymber paid for the coffee and the cakes, smiling at the young girl who blushed as he winked at her. “Booth or table?”

She looked at the booth with its padded seats, then the table by the window. “Booth, please.”

Once they were seated at the booth, he waited for her to settle in before motioning toward the coffee cake. “Alright, try it.”

Picking up the fork, she cut a small piece off, bringing it to her mouth. She felt Tymber’s eyes on her the entire time, but she forgot about him as soon as the delicious morsel hit her tongue, moaning her pleasure. “Oh my god, this is amazing.”

He sat back, a satisfied smile on his too-handsome face. “Told you.”

She finished chewing and then took another bite before responding. “Aren’t you going to try it?”

They both began eating the little treat until their plates were empty. She sat back, smiling as he scraped his plate. “You have a sweet tooth, Mr. Black,” she announced, pointing her fork toward him.

Tymber shrugged. “Only when I know it's good, sweets.”

There was no way she could miss his double entendre, or maybe she was reading too much into his words. Hell, maybe it was her who was the horny one, wanting him while he was being the polite guy.

“So, what do you do? I mean, for a living, that is?” Ivy asked after clearing her throat. Jesus, she sounded like a damn teenager on her first date instead of a grown-ass woman who lived a crazy life.

The man across from her picked up his coffee cup, took a sip, then sat it back down. “I own a tattoo shop with some buddies here in town.”

His words had her sitting up taller. Sure, he looked like a...well, a lumberjack with the flannel and jeans, but a tattoo artist was something she wouldn’t have guessed. “Oh, which one?” Their city was pretty big, nothing like Los Angeles to the south of them, but Santa Clarita had over two hundred thousand people. She chose the center on the opposite side of town for a reason, the main one being that she’d hoped nobody who ran in her circles would be around.

“Twisted Ink. It’s right off the highway.” Pride suffused his tone.

Her heart beat against her chest. She’d heard of his shop. A few of the MC brothers had gotten inked there. Hell, she’d almost gone there herself. Only circumstances kept her from going the last time. “That’s pretty cool. How long have you been doing that?” Just because he tattooed members of the MC didn’t mean he would be friendly with them. She’d been around them her entire life and would’ve seen him if he’d been a prospect or a hangaround. No, Tymber hadn’t been at any club parties or the clubhouse. Of course, with his intensity, she could see him fitting in just fine with the Royal Sons, no problem. Fuck, she didn’t need another MC member in her life.

“What’s wrong?” He reached across the table, taking the coffee cup from her hands.

Ivy hadn’t realized she’d picked up the hot liquid or noticed her shaking hands. “Nothing, I just realized how late it was. I should be going.” She didn’t want to go. Watching the man sitting calmly, like a solid tree, made her want to lean on him. She knew that was dangerous territory because she’d learned not to rely on anyone but herself. To rely on anyone else would only lead to heartache and a letdown. No, she would only trust in herself. Men, especially big, tough men like Tymber, like the men of the Royal Sons MC, didn’t care about anyone but themselves and their brothers.

She was shocked at the ease of talking with Tymber. The guys she’d been with before were all about themselves, yet this gorgeous stranger wanted to know about her and her life. The only problem or main problem was that she couldn’t tell him too much, or he’d run for the hills.

For the next hour and a half, two cups of latte and another piece of cake later, Ivy didn’t know if the guy was for real or a figment of her imagination. He listened when she spoke yet didn’t push when she stopped.

“I don’t know what your past relationships were, but from the look on your face, I figure you must’ve only been with assholes. Ivy, there ain’t a man or woman alive who should make you feel as though you were worthless.” His gaze ensnared her like the hand he placed over hers. She wondered if the tattoos on his hands, the intricate designs, were meaningful.

“How do you know what my past relationships were like?” she asked, her heart racing. No way had he seen or heard of her before today.

Tymber smiled, not the megawatt melt-the-panties off of every woman within his vicinity, but a knowing one that had her pulling her hand back. His words rang in her ears. He’d change his mind if he knew her past.

“I really should head out. Thank you for the coffee and cakes, although my ass isn’t going to be thanking you when we can’t wiggle into our favorite pair of jeans,” she joked, hoping her tone rang true.

“I’ll walk you to your car.” Tymber hurried out of the booth before she could protest.

“You don’t have to do that. I’ve been on my own for a long time. I’m pretty sure I can make it to my car just fine.” She looked up into his gorgeous eyes, willing her voice to be strong.

He nodded. “Just the same, I’ll walk you if you don’t mind.”

“And if I mind?” she asked.

He shrugged. “I’ll still do it, only I’ll be the asshole who walked you to your car instead of the nice man you met.”

She laughed. “I have a feeling you really can be an asshole.”

The cooler air slapped at them when they walked outside, making her suck in the fresh scent. Silence greeted her words, allowing her to look around the area. A few bikes were parked along the road outside of shops. She didn’t recognize any, but fear skated up her spine.
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TYMBER WATCHED HER look around the neighborhood, not missing the shiver that shook her petite frame. Something had the gorgeous woman scared. Something that also had her running to a suicide help meeting. He vowed he’d find out more. There was a mystique to Ivy that called to him on a visceral level. A connection he’d never felt for any other woman, and he’d met a lot of women, but none brought out such a protective side to him that he wanted to wrap her up in his arms and protect her from the world. His sisters would laugh their asses off if they saw him right now. Being the baby with four older females, he’d been raised to respect the fairer sex. They’d taught him a lot of things. One of his greatest lessons was their body language, and Ivy’s body was screaming self-defense. Whoever had hurt her, had her running, would have to go through him to get to her.

He saw her glance toward the row of bikes, and then she shivered again. Shit, was she scared to ride? He and his buddies liked their rides. Although they weren’t affiliated with any of the MCs all over California, he was friendly with several clubs that ran many businesses in Santa Clarita. The president and a few others were clients of his. He took another look at Ivy’s appearance, thinking of the women who’d come into the shop with King and Duke and the others. Those women appeared in much less clothing than Ivy, but that didn’t mean Ivy wasn’t an ole’ lady of a biker or a wannabe. Hell, he fucking hoped she wasn’t either of those because he sure as shit didn’t want to get into it with the Royal Sons.

They walked back toward the center, her eyes darting around them as if she waited for someone to jump out at them. Tymber couldn’t stand it. By the time they rounded the corner, his nerves were frayed, or maybe that was his control. Either way, he came to a stop, pulling Ivy with him. “What the fuck has you so damn scared? What sent you to a suicide meeting only to chicken out, Ivy?” he asked, his voice more of a growl than he wanted.

Her bright green eyes widened. She darted a look around, her tongue coming out to moisten her lips. “I...I don’t know what you’re talking about. I wasn’t going to a...a suicide meeting. I was lost.” She looked down when she said the last.

Tymber gave her a little shake. “Dammit, don’t lie. This is fucking serious.”

She jerked as if he’d hit her. “You think I don’t know that? Do you think I don’t know what is serious and what isn’t? Let me tell you what’s serious, Tymber.” She poked him in the chest. “Walking into your apartment to find your best friend arguing with their boyfriend. Seeing the desolation on his face, the utter defeat stamped on every feature, and then watched as he locked himself in the bathroom. Imagine hearing him crying, telling you he loves you but that he can’t do it anymore. Have you ever heard the sound of a gun cocking, the way it echoes in a small space? I have. It’s a sound I hear night after night, along with the last words he said before a single shot rang out,” she sobbed.

He pulled her into his chest, holding her shaking body against his, absorbing her words. What the fuck? Her best friend was a dude who’d killed himself over a breakup or some shit. “I’m sorry, Ivy. So damn sorry.” Shit, nobody deserved to witness something like that.

Her tears soaked his shirt while she cried. Tymber kept one hand on the back of her head. The other, he ran up and down her back, murmuring words he couldn’t recall if asked. He had no clue how long they stood on the street like that. Finally, she sniffled, the sound almost cute. “I got your shirt all wet,” she mumbled.

He almost made a sexual reference but stopped himself. “That’s alright, it washes.”

“That was hard, wasn’t it?” she questioned, leaning back slightly to meet his eyes.

Tymber raised a brow. “What was?”

Ivy wiped the tears away. Her chest rose and fell with her deep inhale. “I could see the wheels turning in your mind. You normally would’ve made a sexual quip right then but didn’t want to be an asshole.”

He chuckled at her astuteness. “Do I get points for not saying anything?”

She tried to step back, but his hold prevented her from moving too far. “You get points for a lot, one being the restraint you showed then.”

“I’m sorry about your friend,” he said, his heart aching for her loss.

“He was my best friend since kindergarten when he beat up a boy for pulling my pigtails.” She smiled at the memory.

He’d have done the same if he’d been in class with Ivy back then. “That’s the mark of a good best friend, for sure.”

“Luke claims I became his best friend when I punched Sally after she dumped him in junior high because he found out she only wanted to get closer to his brothers.”

An image of a younger version of Ivy beating another girl made him smile. “I’d have paid to see that.” And he would. The thought of this sassy woman knocking the shit out of another would be hot as hell in his mind.

“I fell in love with him that same year when he beat my stepdad up after he tried to...well, anyway, that was when we became a couple.” Her voice cracked.

His mind came to a halt. He wasn’t following, or he was missing some vital parts of the story. “Ivy, I’m not on the same page. Who are we discussing?”

Her green eyes were shiny with her tears. “Luke. My best friend. My first love. He’s...or rather, he was gay. We figured it out in high school, but I still loved him, and he still loved me. Our relationship wasn’t like that. I protected him, and he protected me. Only I didn’t protect him in the end. I should’ve known. I should’ve been there. If only I’d have—” she sobbed.

Tymber gripped the back of her hair, tipping her face up to his so she had to see him when he spoke. “Ivy, I don’t know who Luke was. I don’t know why he did what he did. What I do know is this. He pulled that trigger, not you. You have survivor’s guilt, which is very common, I’m told. People say that when someone commits suicide, life goes on. They don’t understand that life is forever changed for those left behind. Many times, suicide is a permanent solution to a temporary problem. I’m not saying that was your friend’s issue. Hell, I know nothing of your life or his, but what I do know is that it wasn’t your fault. It wasn’t the boyfriend’s fault either.”

She shook her head. “You don’t understand.”
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STARING UP AT TYMBER, she soaked in his words, wishing they were true, hoping Luke’s family agreed. God, she wished she believed them to be true. What she knew for a fact, and without a shadow of a doubt, was her life was forever changed, and not for the better. Luke had been more than just her friend. They were family. His family had been her family. They only allowed her to be a part of them because of him. Now that he was dead, they blamed her. They thought Darian was her boyfriend, and Luke had offed himself because he couldn’t stand life without her. God, it was so fucked up. “I really wish I could believe that was true. I wish everyone else thought the same way, too.”

His hand gripping her hair sent a tingle of awareness through her body, reminding her she was still alive, that she still had needs. It had been too damn long since she’d thought of herself as a sexual being. Hell, with her playing the part of Luke’s beard, she couldn’t just go out and find a guy to scratch the itch. Truth be told, she’d not had a boyfriend other than Luke, and that hadn’t worked out. “I should go,” she whispered but didn’t step away.

His grip didn’t ease. “Can I get your number?” he asked.

His words were an invitation. She knew it, and he did, too. She licked her lips. For one moment, she wanted to forget, wanted to escape the reality of life, and pretend all was right in her world. Tymber Black looked like the man who could help her do just that. “Where are you going?” she asked him instead.

Tymber looked up and down the block. “Home, to my place.”

“If I give you my number, will you call me, even if I don’t go home with you now?”

Ivy was aware she was taking a massive leap of faith. He was a virtual stranger. Hell, nobody even knew where she was or would even care, but she tossed her proverbial last fuck in the air and nodded. “Want some company?”

He tugged her hair slightly, reminding her he had control. “You sure?”

Her mouth had gone dry, but she nodded. “Very,” she agreed.

“Want to ride with me?” He pointed toward his bike.

She swallowed, noticing his ride. Just because he rode a bike didn’t mean he was part of an MC. She’d never seen him around the Royal clubhouse or with any of the guys. “I’ll follow you.” Her bike was parked in the garage behind her apartment.

“Where’s your car?”

Ivy pointed to where her 1974 orange Ford Bronco sat. “Right there.”

“Dayum, girl. That’s a sweet ride. Is it a six-speed?” he asked, walking over to peer inside.

“Yeah, but it’s been modified. I’ve replaced everything under the hood, so it’s all brand new, right down to the six-point roll cage.”

Tymber whistled. “You did the work?”

Ivy rolled her eyes. Men couldn’t wrap their heads around women who liked to work on cars and trucks. She was that girl. The one who could and would take an engine apart and put it back together even better than it had been. Case in point: her Bronco. She and Luke had found it sitting in a junkyard up in Sacramento years ago. She’d slowly but surely rebuilt and replaced everything until she had what sat on the road today. The fact that she and Luke would never be putting anything back together almost brought her to a crying mess again. “I had help,” was all she said.

His phone ringing had him stiffening. “I need to take this.”

She stared as he pulled the little phone out, his jeans hugging him in all the right places. No matter how hard she tried, tearing her eyes away from his back was near impossible. What kind of person does that make her? Drooling over a man and thinking of going home with said man she’d met at a crisis center? For all she knew, he might be a suicide survivor. Would being with her cause him more grief?

“Carly, calm the fuck down. I’m sure it’s fine. Yeah, I’ll be right there.” Tymber ran his hand through his hair, turning to look at her over his shoulder. His heated stare conveyed more than words could.

Was this the universe telling her she was crazy to go home with a man she didn’t know? Her mind caught up to what he’d said or didn’t say. She was sure they’d discussed significant others, but here he was, promising some faceless woman named Carly he’d be right there. The way Tymber’s muscular ass flexed and bunched as he pushed the cell phone into his back pocket was enough for any red-blooded woman to lose her mind. “I lost my mind years ago. No reason to question its lack of existence now, Ivy Girl,” she mumbled. She’d walk away now if he had a girlfriend or fiancé. Ivy would rather know in the beginning than make another considerable mistake later.

“I don’t think you’ve lost anything, Ivy. Maybe you’ve forgotten or misplaced it somewhere along the way.”
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Chapter Three
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Tymber wasn’t sure what had made Ivy retreat from him, but he’d be damned if he allowed it. There was something about the woman who was dressed to kill, yet her demeanor was that of a woman in need of saving. He watched and waited for her to process his declaration.

Ivy let out a deep breath. “You should get going. It sounds like Carly needs.”

He almost smiled. Only knowing Ivy might kick him with those black boots kept him from following through with it. Nope, he definitely wasn’t going to crack a shit-eating grin, even though he understood why she was backing away. Jealousy was a bitch, one that he didn’t usually like seeing on a woman he wanted. However, with the gorgeous Ivy, he found he liked it. “My sister tends to go into theatrics when one of her offspring is a little hard to handle. Hence the frantic call. My nephew is giving her fits,” he explained.

Wariness clouded her gorgeous green eyes. “You better get going then.” She tilted her head toward his bike.

“You gonna give me your number?” He ran the back of his fingers down her cheek, the softness of it making him wish they’d had more time together. If she didn’t give him her number, he wasn’t sure how he’d track her down. Of course, he could call a friend who could run her plates, but that would only cause him grief. Sure as shit, his buddy would demand he explain before he’d run them. How would he explain the crazy need to see Ivy again? He had this need to make sure she was safe and happy. Shit, maybe it would be better if she denied him her digits.

“What’s your number?” Ivy asked instead.

His brows rose, and then he rattled off his number, thinking she’d never call. Ivy pulled her phone out of her bag and typed in his number. He figured she’d delete it once she was away from him. The sound of his phone ringing made the grin he’d fought earlier appear. He slipped his cell out of his back pocket, keeping his eyes locked on hers. “Hello?” he said into the phone, hoping it was Ivy, hating the thought it wasn’t.

Silence met his words. Ivy let out a deep breath. “There’s my number.”

Tymber quickly added her to his contacts. “You’ve got mine too. Are you going to answer if I call?”

Ivy laughed. “You act as though women turn you down, Tymber. If they have, then you’re either a dick once they get to know you, or you have a small dick, which for the record, I’m not asking, just saying.”

He stepped closer to Ivy, eyeing the way her tongue peeked out to lick over her lips. Fuck, he wanted to do the same thing, replacing her tongue with his. “I can’t say I’ve never been a dick, but I can assure you the size of my dick has never been an issue, except that it might be too big. However, I’m a patient man, so even those complaints I can erase.”

Her throat worked as she swallowed. “Good to know.”

“I’ll call you tonight.” He made it a statement. There would be no stalking or calling her if she didn’t answer him when he called the first time.

“My phone will be on. See you, lumberjack.” She moved back, then rounded her vehicle, leaving him alone on the sidewalk.

“Yeah, you will,” he promised her. Shit, he needed to have his head examined, he thought while watching her tail lights disappear around the corner. Walking over to his bike, he grabbed the skull cap he never rode without and strapped it on. The familiar rumble of the bike usually eased his mind, giving him a respite from reality. However, the vision of Ivy standing on her toes outside a meeting for suicide survivors and those who were on the edge kept him from shutting down. “After I deal with Carly, I’ll call her. If she doesn’t pick up, I’ll leave a message, but then the ball would be in her court,” he muttered while easing into traffic.

A short time later...

“Carly, you need to be consistent with the kids. You can’t give them their way one day, then expect them not to be pissed when you deny them the next. If you don’t want Carl hanging out with certain friends, letting him go to a party with them last week, yet telling him he can’t be friends with them, isn’t going to sit well.” He took the cold bottle of water his sister held out. He was thirty-two to her forty-five. Times like these made him wonder how she’d gotten through life without falling flat on her face.

“Tymber, there are reasons for everything. For one, the party I let my fifteen-year-old son go to last week was monitored by adults. This one isn’t. Hell, the kid he wanted to go with drove a sportscar like a...teen let loose for the first time. I didn’t want to see my son get in with him. I don’t know how to explain it, but I have a feeling he wouldn't come home. Call it mother’s intuition, but that’s what I got.”

He walked around the kitchen counter and pulled his sister into his arms. Like him, she had dark brown hair and brown eyes. In her mid-forties, she was in better shape than most women in their twenties. She kept her mind and body fit as her way of saying fuck off to her ex. “I don’t question your motives, sis. I hate seeing you upset like this. Where’s CJ at?” His nephew was Carl Junior, but he hated it when people called him that. Why his sister had married the douche, Carl, making them that couple with matching names, he would never know. Their twenty-year marriage had fallen apart three years ago after Carly found out he’d been screwing around on her for the last five years. He wondered if the man had not cheated but hadn’t said that to Carly. After all, Carl Senior was now spending a fifteen-year jail sentence, thanks to his fall from grace and into the arms of a junkie who set him up. Karma was a bitch, but when she came calling, snaring Carl in a sting operation, nobody in his family cared.

“He’s in his room sulking. I tried to talk to him, but he wouldn’t open the door, and he’s not returning my calls or texts,” Carly said, her tone filled with hurt, and so was her demeanor.

Back when he’d been a teen, throwing a hissy fit like CJ would’ve been the last thing he would’ve done. He made his way down the hallway after he’d assured his sister he’d talk with her son. Shit, he wondered when he’d become the wise one, then chuckled. At CJ’s door, he could hear the pounding beat of heavy metal. Two sharp raps on the door didn’t elicit a response, but unlike his sister, he wouldn’t allow a little thing like that to keep him out. Reaching the ledge above the door to his sister’s room, he found the key she kept there. “I hope you’re decent and not jacking off to online porn,” he muttered as he opened the door.

“Hardy har har, Uncle Tymber. What did my mom do, call you in for reinforcements?” CJ asked without turning to look toward the door.

“Something like that,” he agreed. Never would he lie to the boy if he could help it.

“Well, you can return and tell her I’m being a good little boy. See...” He moved aside to show Tymber what was on the screen. Not that he’d actually thought the kid would be watching porn...but seeing some document he’d been working on had him relaxing.

Tymber walked a few feet from the door to where his nephew sat. Leaning against the desk, he faced CJ. “You know your mother only has your best interest in mind when she gives an order.”

“Well, my best interests weren’t to be kept from attending Dillon’s party just because his parents weren’t home. It’s like she doesn’t trust me.” Sadness wafted from the boy. Having your dad locked up for drug trafficking and a mother who kept the apron strings too tight had to be hard.

He spent a half hour with CJ, looking over his paper and explaining what could happen if the party was busted. Even though he was sullen, he agreed he didn’t want to be anywhere near the police, especially with his father’s name still floating in the air. His sister had been lucky when she’d finally divorced the man, or he would’ve drug her and their children down the rabbit hole he was in.

The kitchen was empty, but he knew where to find Carly. By the pool with a book and a glass of water with lemon. He shook his head as he stepped out the patio door, taking in the serene picture of the sun setting and the crisp, clean air.

“I just got a text from CJ. I guess your talk did him good?” She lifted the glass and took a sip, laying the book on her lap.

“Yeah, he’s still mad, but he understands you were only looking out for him. You might want to talk to him. You know, before beginning with the yelling.” He sat on the lounger across from her, his elbows resting on his thighs, waiting.

“Tymber, you can’t always be their friend when you’re the parent. Yes, I could’ve talked him through my reasoning instead of grounding him, but damn, the boy knows how to push my buttons,” she growled.

Oh, he knew all about pushing a parent’s button, especially a mother’s. Before they’d lost their mom to breast cancer, he’d always pushed buttons or envelopes, whatever he could, to get his way. Hell, at thirty-two, there wasn’t much he hadn’t done that he wanted. “You don’t owe the kid a reason. A little respect goes a long way. Remember, he’s a straight-A student and has goals. Trust him enough to talk with him before you start the yelling. And while I’m doling out advice, may I suggest you not do it via text?” He lifted his chin toward the pink phone on the table.

Carly blinked, her eyes swimming with tears. “It’s hard, Tymber. I only want what’s best for him, but he acts like I’m the worst mother in the world when I don’t let him have his way. Throwing up his grades doesn’t make it okay for him to go to a party with no chaperones.”

Tymber agreed with Carly. He hoped his nephew truly did acknowledge his mom only did things for his wellbeing. “I gotta go.” He stood up, hugging Carly as she, too, stood.

“Thanks for coming up and putting out my fires,” she joked.

Seated on his Harley as he headed toward his home, he thought of Ivy and her reasoning for being outside a meeting but not going in. All through their little coffee...he couldn’t call it a date, but it was something, something he wanted to explore further.
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IVY RECOGNIZED DARIAN’S car outside the flat she shared with him and Luke. Her heart twisted in her chest, making it hard to breathe. “Get your shit together, girl,” she muttered then winced. Whenever she’d been nervous or upset, she’d always talked to herself, except when Luke had been there, which, looking back, had been almost her entire life. Now, he was gone, and there was this huge hole where he had been in her life. She felt as though she were swimming against the current. The saying ‘Life isn’t finding shelter in the storm but about learning to dance in the rain’ flittered into her mind.

“That’s what I’m going to get inked on me.” It felt as though all she’d done was let the rain that was her shitshow of life wash her away instead of standing tall with an umbrella over her head, telling the storm to do its worst.

She pushed the door to her Bronco open, making her way to the entrance where her life seemed to be left hanging. Inside, she climbed the steps to the upstairs apartment. Her boots sounded loud in the empty hallway, but she’d never been one to walk quietly, yet she wondered if that annoyed others. Seeing the door left ajar sent fear slithering down her spine. With her phone in one hand, she pushed the door open with her foot. “Darian, you home?”

A noise from the living room had her moving as silently as she could. “I’ve already called 911,” she lied.

Darian lifted his head from the leather sofa, his hand holding his nose that looked like he’d been in a fight. “You’re such a bad liar, Ivy.” His words were muffled by the towel he held to his face.

Bruising around both eyes had already appeared. “What the fuck happened here?” The apartment seemed to have been trashed, like those after a weekend bender. Not that she or Luke had ever had one of them at the apartment, but she’d been to enough parties the Royal MC had thrown. Only the damage looked more deliberate than what would happen during a party.

“Some of the Royal Sons showed up and didn’t like to see me here. Shit, this is the last thing I wanted or needed in my life. Luke—” He choked up.

Moving to sit next to him, she paused, retraced her steps, and shut the door, swearing when her eyes landed on the busted door. “Those fuckers broke the door down?” she asked, sitting down next to him.

“I came home to find them already here. I guess they wanted inside enough that even a locked door wouldn’t keep them out.” He pulled the towel away from his nose.

“Good lord, you need to get that fixed. It looks broken.” Her hand reached for the bloody towel.

“Aren’t you scared I’ll infect you with my gay blood?” Darian let her take the towel away. “I now understand why Luke didn’t want to come out to the club. Fuck, if I could’ve, I’d have walked away from him years ago. I loved him, Ivy. Why wasn’t I enough to keep him from...” His words that were left unsaid broke her heart.

“Darian, listen to me. You weren’t the problem, and neither was Luke. The MC may accept many things, but he didn’t think they’d allow him to come around, even though his brothers are the Prez and his VP. Hell, the entire MC was created by his family like a hundred years ago. Luke was scared to lose his brothers, whether they be of blood or cut.” That was one of the reasons she’d agreed to pretend to be his girlfriend all these years. Luke thought he’d only be accepted if he had an ole’ lady. He didn’t want to be a full-fledged member, unlike his brothers, who were not only members but also the president and vice president. Yet he didn’t want to be cut off from them either. Life had really fucked with him, but she’d loved him.

“I’m moving back home,” Darian whispered.

She jerked back, taking in her best friend’s boyfriend’s appearance. He was a blond Adonis with blue eyes and a muscled physique. “You mean, home to Iowa?”

Darian nodded, tossing the bloody rag onto the leather ottoman that served as the coffee table. “Are you being rash? I mean, yeah, this place is a mess, but I’m sure they won’t be back.” If the MC wanted to make a statement, beating the shit out of Darian was it. She hoped. Damn, she hated the uncertainty her life had become.

“I came out here for Luke. I like my job at Pump, but it’s not what I planned for my life. Look at me. I’m a twenty-five-year-old gay man living with my deceased boyfriend’s supposed girlfriend in the place he took his life. Every day, I wake up wishing it were a bad dream. It’s a fucking nightmare that I pray I can wake from, only to find it’s my new reality. I can’t stay here and keep my sanity,” he cried.

Ivy pulled him to her, wishing there was something she could do. Too many times, she woke with the horror of knowing her best friend had taken his life. “God, this sucks,” she choked out.

“I was actually packing before I went out to grab something to eat. It was when I came back that I found the two men in leather vests tearing shit up. Can you believe I yelled at them? How stupid was that?” His blue eyes implored her to understand.

“Did they ruin any of your stuff?” she asked, not wanting to get into what had happened. Luke’s death was too fresh of a wound for them to talk about. However, she thought that by having Darian there, at least one person would be able to understand what she was going through. An image of Tymber appeared. His openness made her wish she had met him before.

“Nah, nothing that can’t be replaced. Ivy, it’s not safe for you here. I think I was a warning to you.” He reached for her, taking her by the shoulders and giving her a firm shake. “Are you listening to me?”

“I know the MC, unlike you, Darian. I grew up with them and had my first beer with them. Trust me, they’re just blowing off steam. It’s been over a month since Luke—since that night. When do you leave?” she asked, changing the subject. Her internal alarm for danger was blaring. If the MC decided she was to blame, her life could be on the line.

“I already booked my flight. There’s nothing here except the clothes I want. I’ll help you clean up.” He stood abruptly, picked up the bloody towel, and swore. “I get why he didn’t want to tell the entire club, but why not his brothers? For that matter, how the fuck didn’t they know he preferred dudes to women?”

Ivy knew how, and that was why she felt so much guilt. Maybe if she’d encouraged him to be honest with King and Duke, they might’ve accepted his sexuality. She pictured King Royal, the president of the Royal Sons MC. Her hand flew to her chest as an image of his angry face appeared. “I should’ve made him tell King.”

“That would’ve been fun to see, Ivy Girl. Listen, why don’t you come with me? My family would welcome you with open arms, and you could start over.” He didn’t look up as he spoke, his intent to clean up the mess left by the assholes making him grunt in pain from their beating.

“Yeah, that would be the day. Imagine me on a farm in the middle of Iowa. I’m sure the entire town would flip if I went with you. Besides, this is my home.” She gestured toward the mess. Yes, Luke and she shared the place, but it was her name on the lease. “Plus, I just graduated. How many jobs do you think are in Iowa waiting for the likes of me?”

Darian looked her up and down, stopping once he met her eyes. “You could tone down the badass biker chick. You’re gorgeous, smart, and way too good for the jerks who did this.”

“Let’s just clean this mess up. I’ll help you get your stuff together.” Her mind was already on the tasks at hand. Replacing some of the broken pieces would be put on the back burner. Her fingers flew to her mouth. “Did they go into the bedrooms?” Her body jerked as she walked down the hallway toward her room, across from Luke’s and Darian’s.

“No, they must’ve just gotten in before I walked in on them. At first, I thought you’d come home, so I yelled for you. I think that was a big fat match to their flame. I didn’t have time to do anything except yelp when one of the big fuckers grabbed me by the neck, shoving me inside the door.”

Ivy and Darian worked through the rest of the evening, filling five large garbage bags with trash and things Darian said he no longer wanted or needed. Her hand brushed over the clothing left in the walk-in closet. The familiar scent of Luke’s cologne tickled her nose. When Darian sighed, she’d looked up to see the pain he couldn’t erase from his busted-up face. “I’ll see you again,” she whispered. She wasn’t sure if she meant Darian or Luke. She only knew her world was being rocked again. Fucking Royal MC and their bastard ways.

It was close to midnight. The apartment was silent, save for the clock on the wall ticking. Her mind wouldn’t settle. Fear was no longer something she seemed to feel. Everyone she’d cared about was gone now that Darian had left. “How pathetic, the only men in my life had loved each other, leaving me on the outside looking in.” That had been her life growing up. Luke was her angel when she needed him. His loss had a sob escaping before she could quell it. Her body moved on autopilot, double-checking that the newly replaced door with its three sets of deadbolts was locked. It would be a hell of a lot harder for the Sons to break down a steel door with deadbolts like she had installed.

Luckily, she’d known a locksmith who also replaced doors. He had grey hair that looked like he’d stuck his finger in a light socket, resembling Albert Einstein, but he was fast and efficient, everything she’d needed.

The moment he’d looked at the door and then her, he’d shook his head but didn’t say anything more until the new door was in place. Ivy had to bite her tongue to keep from telling him to mind his business, only holding the sharp retort in because he truly appeared genuine in his comments and suggestions.

Like she needed him, or anyone, to tell her to lock all three locks, or not to open the door unless she knew who was on the other side. Instead, she’d listened to him say what he wanted, thanked him for rushing to replace the busted door, and ensured she had one that was ten times better.

Now, hours later, that same door taunted her. If she and Luke had the door a month ago, maybe, just maybe, he’d still be alive. Instead, he and Darian had been making out on the couch when King had strolled in. She shuttered, imagining what the big man had looked like at that moment. Luke said he and Darian hadn’t been caught outright, but he worried King or Duke would find out. “Why didn’t I convince him to come out?” she asked, banging her head against the wall. The pain from the impact didn’t stop her from doing it again.

Getting up, she triple-checked the locks, then walked down the hallway, hating the emptiness of the apartment and her heart. Tomorrow, she’d see about a new place to live.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Four
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“What do you think?” He held a mirror out for King to take. The big son of a bitch didn’t have a lot of open canvas on his body, but Tymber had taken the art already there as a layer beneath what he was putting on him. The end result was kickass, in his opinion. Luckily, the president of the MC agreed, his dark eyes taking in the two clasped hands holding a rosary with the words Brothers Forever. Even In Death was written along the cross that hung from the praying hands.

“Looks great, man. Thanks for getting me in at the last minute.” King shrugged into his leather cut, his dark eyes not missing anything. “If you ever need anything, give me a holler.” He held his hand out, shaking Tymber’s.

“I appreciate that. I don’t need to give you aftercare instructions, do I?” he asked, shaking his head at the absurd notion. The other man had almost as many tattoos as he did.

“I’m good. See you around,” King stated, his hand releasing Tymber’s. “Remember what I said. If you need anything, give me a holler. The Sons will come without a question.”

Tymber agreed to call if the need ever arose. In the back of his mind, he contemplated what could happen that he’d need the help of the club. He knew about patches and their significance, which was how he knew King was the president. Not seeing a 1% patch on the cut didn’t mean they weren’t an outlaw club. It just meant they didn’t announce it to the world, or he missed it. Nobody could ever say he was a fool, and only a fool would’ve asked a member of the Royal Sons MC if they were or not. He preferred to keep his head attached to his unbeaten body. Thank you very much. He wasn’t scared to take on any of the club members one-on-one. However, he was pretty sure if you fucked with one, you fucked with them all. He hadn’t survived fucking breast cancer, only to get his ass handed to him by one of the brothers.

“You look like you’re contemplating a big problem. Want my advice?” King asked from the doorway.

He had to shake himself to pull his mind back to the present. “Hit me with it.”

King chuckled. “Never tell a brother to hit you. He just might. Whatever is bugging you, don’t let it consume too much of your time,” King warned.

Tymber watched through the window as King got on his Harley, the bike rumbling to life seconds before he pulled out into traffic, several other bikes falling in line behind him. Yeah, he wouldn’t forget the other man’s words.

A text dinged from where he’d left his phone. Tymber ignored it while he locked up the front of the shop. He cleaned up his station, then gazed around
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