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Luna

I stared at myself in the mirror that hung on the bathroom door, seeing a free woman for the first time in ten years. Free, but at what cost? I knew that if Seth found me he’d hurt me, or worse, force me to go back to him. It would have been easy to dwell on that thought right now, considering that I’d only escaped his clutches less than a week ago, but I’d promised myself that if I ever got away from him I would learn to live again. I’d promised myself, and my parents, and I deserved that. 

My new life had started with a drive from Key West that ended in Lake George, a small town in New York in the Adirondack Mountains. I’d known exactly where I was going when I’d set out. My grandfather had passed away a long time ago, leaving to my parents an old trailer in a fish camp that was located in Lake George. My dad had used it once or twice over the years, but he enjoyed deep sea fishing more than lake fishing. So the trailer had just sat empty, left to the elements.

I intended to make it my new home, but when I'd arrived early on Friday morning it was plain to see that I had my work cut out for me before the trailer could begin to be called a home. It was smaller than I’d expected, a tiny 1963 Shasta travel trailer, the top half white, the bottom half red. With the exception of a shower, it had all of the comforts of home, but needed a serious cleaning. 

The one positive was that the gas was working, thanks to my parents, who had hired someone to take care of it before I arrived. At least I would be able to use the kitchen appliances and the bathroom. I’d have to make do with sponge bathes until I figured something out with the shower. Considering my circumstances, it could have been worse. That had become my new mantra.

My first cleaning project was the tiny sleeping space at the front of the kitchen near the door, which also doubled as a sofa. It pulled out to make a double bed, but I was small enough to sleep comfortably without the hassle. I'd had to rip out and toss the nasty cushions away before scrubbing and disinfecting everything down. A quick trip to the local Walmart I found a pair or new, firmer cushions for sleeping, a couple of throw pillows, and curtains for the windows. 

The tiny bathroom, which consisted of nothing more than a toilet with a shelf over it, had come next. I’d scrubbed the toilet down before moving on to the walls and the floor. There wasn’t much that could be done to make it pretty, but the new rug and towel set had made it feel homier. Later, I would add a couple of pictures, but for now the vase of wildflowers I’d set on the shelf over the toilet added some needed color against the drab, tan walls.

Right now, I was standing naked in the kitchen, giving myself a sponge bath before I walked down to the camp tavern for lunch. It was a rundown-looking building that sat right on the water, and they served up the best seafood and fresh fish around. I already knew the folks who ran it, having eaten there every day since I’d arrived. Bob and Judy were the sweet, elderly couple who owned the tavern, and they had two waitresses, Karla and Barbara, who also happened to be sisters. 

I dried myself off and slipped into my clothes, pulled my long hair up into a high ponytail to get it off the back of my neck, and then slipped my feet into a pair of flip flops. Before leaving my little home, I checked my pockets to make sure that I had some money and then took off walking to the tavern. It was only a two minute walk, and sometimes I encountered other campers on my walk over, which was nice, knowing that I wasn’t completely alone at the camp. 

The nights there were dark and slightly scary. 

Further down the road was a motorcycle club. They'd taken over an entire campground area that included a restaurant, which I'd later found out had been turned into their clubhouse. A number of the cabins had been converted into homes for their members for the summer months. Because there was only once entrance to the campground, they'd driven by on their bikes many times since I’d arrived. I'd even seen a few in the tavern, but most of the time they stayed to themselves at their end of the lake.

I wasn't sure how I felt about their presence, but I was thankful that they didn’t come around my side of the lake. I didn't know much about motorcycle clubs, other than the little I'd heard on the news. From what I’d heard, most of them operated like gangs and were involved in illegal activities. Still, I wasn't usually one to judge. I liked to draw my own conclusions about people.

When I was about a minute into my walk to the tavern I stopped short at the sight of a large dog running toward me. A few barks were met with a sharp command from his owner to come back, but the dog ignored the order. Right before the tail wagging golden retriever reached me, the woman yelled out, “He won’t hurt you!”

I laughed, because the dog had already thrown his weight against me in a friendly, overzealous action that made me stumble back before I could brace myself. As I bent to pat his head, he jumped up and began to lick the side of my face. 

“Down, Samson! I’m so sorry,” the young woman said once she’d reached us. She pulled Samson back by his collar. 

“No worries,” I smiled. “I love animals." Growing up, I'd had my share of dogs, cats, birds, and hamsters, but Seth hadn't liked animals so there hadn't been any in my life the last few years. "He’s beautiful.” 

“He’s a pest,” she said, still struggling with the active, tail-wagging pooch. “I’m Casey, by the way.”

“Nice to meet you. I’m Luna.”

We shared a smile, and then both turned when we heard the sound of thundering motorcycles on the road. There were four men riding our way, none of whom were wearing helmets, and I immediately identified them as members of the club down the road. Their attire was identical. From the waist down, they wore jeans and black boots, and from the waist up they wore black t-shirts beneath leather vests with various patches. I also noticed chains hanging from their belts to their pockets. They all had long hair, tattoos, and some degree of facial hair. 

The other thing that I noticed they had in common was that they were all brutes, and it was obvious they either worked out or that whatever they did for a living kept them in shape. It was easy to see that they were all tall and appealing in their own rights. However, it was the man in the lead with the bulging biceps and the ropes of veins lining his defined forearms that held my interest. He had the bluest eyes I'd ever seen, the kind that seemed to cut right through you while not missing a thing. His hardened face, tanned by the sun, was attractive if you were into the rugged, square-jawed look. 

Everything about him checked all of the boxes for a woman who was in the market for a dangerous bad boy, which I wasn't. Hell, the last thing I needed was a man. His silent perusal unnerved me though, because I had a feeling that he was dissecting me, that he could see all my secrets. It left me feeling raw and vulnerable, and I'd had enough of that particular feeling. I glanced away from him to relay my indifference. 

As Casey and I stood together I thought that the bikers would continue past us, but they surprised me by pulling up next to us and stopping. When one of the men jumped off his bike, Casey let go of Samson and jumped into his arms with a girlish squeal.

“Jim!” she cried with a wide smile on her face. "I didn't know you were coming back today!"

“Hey, baby.” His tone was gruff in an expression that matched Casey's. It was clear that there was something special between them.

They hugged and kissed for several seconds, making enough noise that it became uncomfortable to watch. I glanced away, meeting the eyes of the biker who'd pulled up next to Jim. He was greeting Samson, but his eyes were on me. There was a twinkle in his blue eyes, as if he sensed my embarrassment at the public display, and he winked at me. Not wanting to seem rude, I smiled, but then looked away. 

“Hey, sweetness, you with Casey?” one of the other bikers asked. He had red hair, a full red beard and a crinkle at the corners of his green eyes that showed that he had some age on him. If I had to guess, I’d have said he was close to fifty.

“No, we just met,” I explained.

“You staying here in camp?” a blonde God asked, showing a row of even white teeth behind his scruff. He was without a doubt the handsomest man I’d ever met, and young, maybe even younger than my twenty-eight years. The twinkle in his green eyes warned me that he was dangerous, but only to a woman’s heart.

“I live here.” As soon as the words were out of my mouth I realized that I probably shouldn’t have admitted it, but if they were going to be around for a while they’d have figured it out sooner or later. Since Casey and Jim were involved and oblivious to their surroundings, I decided to continue my walk to the tavern. “Well, I guess I’ll be on my way.” I started to walk around them, proud of myself for managing to avoid looking at the rugged brute that had made me feel uncomfortable, uncomfortable with the way that he affected my lady bits.

“What’s the hurry, darlin'?” This came from the biker that I'd been hoping to avoid. Samson had moved away, and the man's hands were resting on top of his thick thighs as he balanced his bulk on his bike. 

He was wearing biker gloves, the half-finger kind. As I glanced over the patches on his vest, I noticed that he had one on that said “Nomad”, while the other bikers’ patches revealed that they were in the Wreckers MC. His muscular bulk, the bulging muscles that I'd already noticed in his arms, revealed that he was a powerful man. He was nowhere near as handsome as the blonde God, but there was something about him that made him appealing, too appealing for my peace of mind. His square jaw and strong, firm mouth was sensual. Even though his eyes reflected friendliness, I got the impression that this man was dangerous and someone to be careful around. 

“I’m hungry,” I finally said, as if that explained everything. I ignored the chuckles of two of his friends, mesmerized by the steel blue of his eyes as they dropped down my body in a lazy assessment that stole my breath.

“Me too,” he returned, his gaze roaming back up my body. "And you're just my type."

Instant heat flushed through me. He was teasing me, and I didn't like the quirk on his mouth. The way he was looking at me made me feel naked in my jean cutoffs and clinging t-shirt. As I felt my nipples betray me by hardening beneath his stare, I took a breath and forced myself to walk away. 

"Sounds like your problem," I said indifferently.

There was no way I was getting involved with an obvious bad ass when I’d just gotten rid of one.

Well, one who’d thought he was, anyway. 
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Chapter 2
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Jace

Damn, she was fucking hot! For a blonde. I'd never been attracted to blondes. I couldn’t tell you why. Hell, I'd come across quite a few blonde beauties in my travels, from the bottle and all natural, but if they were in a room full of redheads and brunettes I went for the brunette every time. Redheads were my second choice. And, to be honest, if there were no other options and I was horny enough, I'd do a blonde. I may have been picky, but my dick didn't give a fuck.

The blonde walking away from me now had a ton of silky hair that made me wonder how it would feel wrapped around my hand. Hair like that was good for holding on to, which led me to think about other things. My dick jerked, reminding me that we needed relief. It had been too damned long since I'd felt a woman wrapped around me, her mouth doing all kinds of wondrous shit to my dick. Yeah, I said wondrous. 

I tried not to turn and watch her walk away, but found myself being drawn to her reflection in my rearview mirror. I didn’t need trouble right now, and that little girl spelled big trouble. Still, I couldn’t resist watching that curvy ass bounce with each of her steps. There was something about her that told me that she didn’t belong there. Despite her casual clothes, she looked pampered, too soft. I’d have bet anything that she was running away from something, slumming it for the first time in her life. 

Yeah, my dick might not have agreed, but I didn’t need trouble in the form of a pert little bundle of curves with enough fucking hair we could both get tangled up in. I took a breath, ordering my libido to behave. There were plenty of women around in the Wreckers' clubhouse to give me what I needed. No need to chase trouble, even if she did have the kind of curves that my hands craved. I released a resigned breath as her shapely little ass disappeared into the tavern. 

"Like to tap that, brother?" Roy had apparently noticed my interest in the woman. I turned to him to see a smirk on his bearded face and shrugged. "Thought you didn't like blondes."

Grinning, I said, "When you've been as long as I have without pussy, you tend to overlook the color of a woman's hair."

"And why is that, man?" Dober joined in. "Our clubhouse has plenty of free pussy."

I snorted. "Yeah, and all the good ones are claimed." I thought about Raze, Wolfman, and Reaper's old ladies, Rosa, Bee, and Marie. Lucky fuckers. How they'd managed to get hold of prime pussy like those three beauties was beyond me. Christ, Raze was a hot-tempered bastard, Wolfman looked like the fucking wolfman, and Reaper was all scarred up. 

"CC's been dying to get hold of your dick."

I gave Roy a nod of acknowledgement. Yeah, that'd been obvious from the start. I'd been going to the Wreckers' MC and had done a few jobs for them for about seven years. CC had always made it known that she was available, but I wasn't feeling it for the long-time club whore. In fact, none of the club women interested me. Twenty years ago I would have been all over them, and wouldn’t have given a fuck that they spread their legs for anyone. At forty-four, I'd reached an age where I was a little more selective. 

"What about Toya?" Dober suggested. "That girl knows how to suck dick. I'm telling ya, man, you'll think you've got a vacuum going down on you," he laughed lewdly, grabbing the front of his pants.

His description was less than appealing to me. "Let me worry about my dick," I suggested, hoping that it would put an end to the conversation. I was eager to get to the clubhouse for a drink, and maybe something to eat. Jim and Casey were still going ga ga over each other, and my patience was wearing thin. "Hey, look, I'm going to head on. See you back at the clubhouse."

I didn't wait for their responses. We'd just returned from a run, and I was damned tired. I’d gone along just for the hell of it, and now I was ready to kick back and relax. And who knew, maybe by the end of the evening one of the girls would manage to interest me. I revved my engine and took off, reaching the clubhouse in less than five minutes. It was located on the same road, on the lake, and at the entrance to the cabins beyond. Once a fishing camp, the Wreckers had purchased it and converted for their use. 

The fact that there was only one road in and out and the building was protected by the lake on one side and the mountains on the other made for the perfect setup for an active MC with rivals. There had only been one time that another MC had tried to infiltrate the Wreckers' clubhouse by lake access, right after Raze had kidnapped Rosa and brought her to the club. I'd happened to be there to discuss business with Reaper when the trouble had gone down.

I backed my bike into a spot in front of the restaurant and dismounted. A couple of brothers stumbled out when I opened the door to go inside. They were drunker than skunks and clinging to the shoulders of their women.  It was hard to distinguish if they were old ladies or club whores from the way that they were dressed. I exchanged chin nods with the men as we passed one another. I couldn't help but smile as I caught the disgusted mumblings of the women as they helped them walk. 

As soon as I stepped inside I was swallowed up by the club life of brothers, old ladies, and club whores. I was a nomad by choice, and that meant that I didn't belong to any MC. I was friends with many, even clubs that were rivals with each other, and I did shit for all of them as long as they paid me. The jobs I took were dangerous, and usually involved finding someone who didn't want to be found, and sometimes killing. When I was hired for a hit, I made sure that the intended victim deserved to die, especially if they were civilians.

I was a killer, but I had a fucking conscious. 

"Hi, Jace." I felt her breath against the back of my neck before she slithered around to my front, making sure that her body rolled solidly against me. "I'm on a break. Feel like some company?" 

I couldn't help but grin into the face of CC's obvious invitation. Looking a little tired and worn, she was still a beautiful woman. I knew that she'd been with the Wreckers for a long time, long enough that if a brother was going to make her an old lady he would have done it by now. Still, she stuck around and held out hope. Word was that she'd worked her way through the club, trying to sink her hooks into any brother with an officer's patch. Gradually, one by one, they had all found old ladies, and none of them had been her.

My gaze dropped to her ruby-red lips and the tip of her tongue running over them. I had to admit that the sight made my dick jerk, because there was nothing I liked more than seeing my dick surrounded by glistening red lips. I wrapped my arm around her small waist, trying not to wince at the feel of how boney she was. "What did you have in mind, honey?" Why did some women feel they had to be skinny to be pretty? While CC had a nice pair of tits, fake as they were, her protruding ribs and hip bones were a little too prominent for my tastes. 

I liked soft, pliable flesh on my women.

Her pretty blues—I was certain they were contact lenses—lit up like a Christmas tree. "I'm up for anything," she said seductively. "Are you?" She glanced down purposely at my dick, which was at half-mast. 

"Hey, Jace!"

I glanced up to see Reaper motioning me over to his table. CC's audible sigh revealed that she knew what was coming next. I smiled down at her, slipping my arm from around her waist. "Maybe later, yeah?"

"Sure," she responded in a tone that revealed her annoyance. "Kiss till later?"

When she leaned in I pushed her away gently. "Oh, no, honey. I don't do that shit." Her scowl revealed that she didn't like that. I didn't give a fuck. No telling how many dicks she'd had her lips on that day. Besides, kissing seemed too personal. It was something that people who cared for each other did. When I saw that she was about to get bitchy, I patted her on the ass. "Later."

Her huff followed me as I made my way to Reaper. 
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Luna

I set the flowers I'd bought around the steps leading up to my door and along the side of my tiny home. I'd made another run to Walmart, and hadn't been able to pass up the beautiful geraniums I’d found outside of their garden center. The flowers were white, and were a nice contrast against the red of my trailer. It was early summer, and I knew that with a little care I'd have flowers until the first frost. Once they were arranged to my satisfaction, I dug out my burner phone and sat down on one of the lawn chairs that I'd also purchased. It was highly unlikely that I'd have company, but I’d bought two chairs just in case. 

I smiled as I punched in the number to my parents’ home. We'd made an agreement that we'd only touch base once a week, on Wednesdays, and it was my turn to call. It was the one day of the week that I really looked forward to, being able to talk to my folks. I missed them so much. I'd hated leaving them, and it hadn't gotten easier as Mom had said it would. 

"Hello?"

"Mom, it's me."

"Oh, honey, we've been waiting for your call. How are you?"

"I'm good, Mom. I've really turned Grandpa's trailer into a comfortable home for me. You should see what it looks like."

"Send pictures, dear."

"I will when I'm done. I still have a few things to do. I added flowers to the outside today."

Mom laughed. "I know you love flowers. Do you need anything? Money?"

I laughed. "Mom, I've been here less than a month. I'm good. Are you and Dad okay?"

"We're fine, honey. Don't worry about us. Seth still calls demanding that we tell him where you are, but I think we've convinced him that we don't know. He hasn't phoned at all today."

"Be careful, Mom. He's tricky." I wouldn't put anything past Seth. When he wanted something, he could be ruthless, and he never gave up. "You may want to call him in a day or two and ask if he's heard from me, and sound worried."

"That's a good idea." I could hear the smile in her voice. "You know, after you've been there for a while, your dad and I could come for a visit. We..." I let her go on for a while. My mom, the forever optimist.

I hadn't been completely honest with my parents about Seth. I hadn't told them how controlling and cruel and domineering he’d been. I hadn't told them that there couldn't be any visits from them. That once I had got away, I would have to stay away, and that it was too dangerous for them to come to me. Seth would never give up looking for me, and you couldn't fool him. He'd know that they had helped me get away from him. He'd wait, and watch, and right when I thought I was safe, he would attack. I wouldn't take a chance with my parents, because I knew Seth wouldn't hesitate to hurt them, and more than he’d ever hurt me.

And he'd hurt me. I didn’t have scars—he’d always been careful when he’d gotten physical—but that hadn’t dimmed the emotional pain that he’d inflicted on me.

I felt tears fill my eyes. 

"What do you think, dear?"

I had no idea what she was asking. "Mom, I . . ." I decided to take a stab in the dark. "Sounds good. Is Dad around?"

She laughed. "You know your dad and his naps. But I could get him up."

"No, no, that's okay." My dad had a heart problem and had been forced to retire from the post office early because of it. "Don't bother him." I could easily picture him laying on top of her quilted bedspread with one of her crocheted throws covering him. 

"Are you sure? He's going to be upset that he missed your call."

"The week will go by fast, and he can call me next Wednesday." 

"Okay, dear."

"I guess that's it for now, Mom. Please be careful where Seth is concerned. I love you."

"Love you, too."

We said our goodbyes and I disconnected, sitting back in my chair and closing my eyes. The tears that I'd been struggling to hold back burst like a dam, and I buried my face in my hands. Damn Seth McDonald. Damn him to hell and back. How I hated him. And I hated myself for letting him have that kind of power over me. I didn't trust him not to use my parents to get to me. I knew what he was capable of, and if he hurt them...If he ever found out that they knew where I was and that they were helping me, God only knew how he'd react. 

When Seth got physical, he held nothing back. I'd only been the recipient of his physical abuse once, and once had been enough. Coupled with all of the mental abuse that he'd put me through, when it had turned physical, I'd immediately begun making my plans to leave him. It hadn't been easy. Seth's possessiveness to control everything around him had forced me to sneak out in the dead of night, only taking what I'd been able to cram into an oversized tote bag. He'd been out of town at the time, but I'd been afraid that he'd had someone watching me.

My parents, who were old enough to be my grandparents because they'd had me late in life, had been confused and worried. They hadn't understood why they'd had to pick me up on a corner until we were sitting at the kitchen table and they'd been able to see the bruises that Seth had left on my body. I'd told them most of everything at that point. Then they hadn't understood why I'd stayed with Seth for so long. I hadn't told them why, falling back on the old excuse of being stupid and in love. I hadn’t told them that I was worried that he'd used them against me.

That was why it had been so important that he not know that they were helping me. If Mom and Dad were careful and stuck with the story, he just might believe that I'd simply run away in the night and told no one where I was going. As long as he didn't suspect that my parents knew more than they were admitting to, they would be okay.

I wiped furiously at my tears. They weren't for Seth. I had sworn that I would never shed another tear for him and the years that I'd lost being stupid. I'd lost a lot more by having to leave my parents and everything that I'd known. Now I knew what a fugitive felt like on the run, always having to look over my shoulder, being careful who I talked to and what I said. Not getting too close to people, being afraid to trust. At least the situation that I found myself in now was so far removed from what life with Seth had been like that he'd never think to look for me here. Not without help, anyway. 

I pulled myself together and went inside to splash some cold water on my hot face. My little trailer was beginning to look more like a home and less like a weekend fisherman’s retreat. There wasn't much that I'd been able to do about the drab walls, but I'd brightened up the place with colorful accent pieces and curtains. Not too feminine, just clean and comfortable. Other than the fact that I had to walk down to the camp shower facilities in order to shower, I was growing content in my little piece of the world. 

I opened my little fridge for a drink. It was packed with food now so that I didn't need to go to the tavern to eat every day. I had just grabbed a bottle of water when there was a knock at the door. I peered through the screen door to see Casey standing there at the top step with a big smile on her face.

"Anyone home?" she asked as though she couldn't see me.

I rolled my eyes. Since meeting her two weeks ago, Casey and I had become friends. She was easy to talk to, and I liked her. She was always smiling and eager to help, even offering me the use of her shower. I'd declined after seeing her boyfriend, Jim, and some of his biker friends come and go at will. I didn't want to take a chance on putting myself in an uncomfortable situation. From the way that some of them looked at me, I knew that their interest went beyond casual friendship, so I kept my distance when they were around.

It hadn't stopped me from wondering about a certain older biker, though. The one with the steely blue eyes and hot looks. I hadn't seen him since that first day that I’d met Jim, and for all I knew, he was no longer around. 

"Hello?" Casey repeated.

I grinned. "Come on in." I went to the sofa and sank down, opening my water. "When did you color your hair blue?" I hadn't seen her for a couple of days.

"You like it?" She twirled around. Casey liked color, and not just in the eclectic hippy clothes that she wore. "Just did it last night." Her wide smile reached the sparkle in her brown eyes. "Can't wait for Jim to see it."

"It looks great on you," I said honestly. I watched her help herself to a water from the fridge. "Where's Jim?"

She came my way and plopped herself down onto the cushion next to me. "He had to go on a run with some of his brothers." She twisted the top off the bottle and brought it to her red lips, taking a big drink. "They should be back tonight."

I wondered if by "they" that included the steely-eyed hulk that I couldn't get off my mind. I'd had a dream or two about him. "What's a run?" I asked. 

She shrugged lightly. "Club business," she explained simply, which didn't explain anything at all. The expression on my face must have revealed my confusion. She took a breath. "All I know is that if it involves anything to do with their club, it's club business. They're not allowed to discuss it with outsiders, or civilians, as they refer to non-members, which include us."

"Sounds kind of mysterious." And suspicious, too, I could have added, but didn't.

"Yeah. But it's the way all MCs run. It's a brotherhood, stronger than if they were blood brothers. They live by certain rules. They don't even tell their old ladies what's going on to keep them safe."

I frowned. "Safe? From what?" I was curious now. 

"Safe from rival clubs who might want to use the brothers’ family members to gain information." She giggled. "Or safe from the law. If the old ladies don't know what goes on in the club, they can't talk about it."

I didn't like the sound of that. "Are these men criminals?" 

Casey hesitated, her expression thoughtful. I had the feeling that she wasn't sure that she should answer the question. "Your hesitation says a lot," I said with a small smile. I released a breath and glanced out the window next to me.

"I'm just thinking about how I should answer this," she admitted, drawing my gaze. "I wouldn't call them criminals, they're not wanted by the law or anything. If they were, they'd be in jail. Right?" Another pause. "But I think some of their activities fall outside of the law, or at least on the line. They're not saints. Most of them have been in trouble, and even jail, but I don't think they're dangerous to people like you and me. It's usually with other clubs."

I wondered what kind of trouble she was talking about. The men I'd met so far, and the ones that I'd seen riding through the park, had looked dangerous and scary enough to me. I'd seen how people went out of their way to avoid them. Still, in spite of their overbearing personalities, they seemed to keep to themselves.

"How long has Jim been in a gang?

Casey laughed. "Don’t let any of them hear you call them a gang, they're a motorcycle club."

Personally, I couldn't see the difference but I remained silent.  

"Jim's been patched into the Wreckers for a couple of years now. Before that he was a prospect. Not just anyone can join, from what he tells me. They have to earn their way into the club. Now that he's a patched member, he has more say in club activities and doesn't get stuck with the crap jobs anymore."

"Sounds like he's important."

She shook her head. "He's not one of the officers or anything, but he'd like to be one day.

"So are you his old lady?" I finished my water and got up to fix myself a sandwich. 

"Not yet, but I'm hoping." I could hear the wistfulness in her tone. "We've only been seeing each other a couple of months."

"If it's meant to be, it will happen," I smiled, tossing her a glance from the fridge. "Want a sandwich? I have tuna fish." 

"Sure."

It didn't take long to put together two sandwiches on a paper plate. I added some dill pickles and a handful of chips and set them on the small, booth-like table. Casey just scooted over on the sofa while I sat opposite her on a vinyl seat. I couldn't help but notice that she was taking in the changes that I'd made.

"You've really turned this into a cute little home for yourself." She reached for her sandwich. "I would have done something with mine, but I didn’t think that I'd be staying that long."

"Thanks," I mumbled around a mouthful. "At least yours is bigger than a matchbox." I already had an idea of why she'd decided to extend her stay, but I asked her anyway. "What changed?"

"I met Jim."

"Of course," I teased. "Funny, you're staying because of a man, and I'm running away because of one." I hadn't meant to reveal so much, and regretted the words as soon as they'd left my mouth. "Forget I said that." I stuffed a chip into my mouth, glancing away from her. I really didn't want to get into the whole Seth situation.

Casey surprised me by saying, "I knew you were running from something."

My eyes widened with surprise. "How?"

She shrugged. "You're not the only one living here who's hiding out. And besides, you don’t look like the fish camp type."

I had to laugh at that. "I didn't know there was a fish camp type." She took a bite of sandwich and smiled. "So I’m not the only who’s hiding out, huh? Do you mean Jason?" I had to ask. I'd met Jason about a week ago. He was quiet, almost shy, but there'd been a stone-cold look in his eyes that had bothered me. I remembered that when I’d first met him I’d made a mental note to stay away from him.

Casey nodded, but the smile remained on her pretty face. "Definitely Jason. He has secrets, but I don't think you have to worry about him."

"Said the girl with the big dog for protection."

"Samson wouldn't hurt a flea," she said, taking a bite of her pickle. "He wouldn't be much protection." She paused, taking a drink. "The most I can hope for is that people think he's a vicious guard dog."

We finished our lunch in silence. Casey stacked our plates and took them to the garbage can beneath the sink. "You know, I've had lunch here a few times now. Come to my place for dinner tonight. I'm making a pan of lasagna in case Jim makes it back in time for dinner. Even if he does, there's no way we can eat it all." 

I hesitated. The last thing I wanted was to be a third wheel. 

"Look, if you're worried about being a third wheel, don't,” she said, reading my mind. “When Jim comes back from a run, I always feed him and his brothers. The ones that go with him, that is."

Did that include the hulk? I didn't want to be obvious by asking. I wasn't sure why I was infatuated with him, I'd only seen him the one time since moving into the camp. And for all I knew, he had a girlfriend.

"Say yes," Casey insisted.

I caved, because it would be nice having a normal dinner with new friends for a change. Besides, I couldn't become a hermit. 

Casey was standing at the door, waiting for my answer. I smiled, shaking my head with resignation. "Only if I can bring dessert."

"Sounds good! I gotta go now, I have a lot of shaving to take care of before Jim gets back. Dinner is around six."

"I'll be there," I said, already brainstorming about what I could make for dessert. 
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Luna

It turned out that I had the makings for a dump cake, so that’s what I made. It was my favorite dessert and so easy to make, but it would have been difficult to eat the entire thing by myself. All it took was a layer of canned pineapple and its juice, a layer of cherry pie filling, topped off with a box of dry yellow cake mix, butter, and walnuts, and then bake. I hadn't met anyone yet that didn't love it.

I could see Casey's trailer from mine. The three bikes that were parked outside her door revealed that Jim and his brothers had returned. I walked past Jason's tiny place, not surprised that it was closed up tight, curtains drawn shut and the door closed as usual. After what Casey had said earlier, I wondered what his story was. Why would a young man, he couldn’t have been more than twenty, be living alone in an old fish camp? It would have been easy to scare myself by letting my imagination run.

Next up was Elba and Roy Jones’ camper, a retired couple who spent their summers at the camp and their winters in Florida. Roy spent his days fishing while Elba busied herself crocheting blankets for homeless shelters. They were nice people, but other than "hellos" and "how you doing" we kept our greetings brief. 

The place next to the tavern belonged to the two girls who worked there, Karla and Barbara. The tavern owners, Bob and Judy, lived above the tavern in a small apartment. There were other trailers throughout the camp grounds, but I'd only met the few people who lived close to me.

As I neared Casey's door I could hear the murmur of voices coming from inside, and I began to get nervous. Would he be there? My gaze scanned over the huge bikes, as if I would be able to identify his if it were there. The smell of dinner wafted out to me as I approached the door, and it was Samson who alerted everyone of my presence. I'd just reached the bottom step when he met me at the screened door with a friendly bark and a vigorous tail wag.

"Hi, handsome!" I laughed, only vaguely aware of the others inside the house beyond the dog. I thought everything was under control until Samson jumped up on the door and it swung open. I immediately held the cake pan in my hands above my head in the hopes of saving dessert. I cried out when Samson jumped up, making eye contact with the three occupants inside the trailer, all too aware that they were too far away to do anything to help. 

Everything happened so fast.

"Samson, down!" Several voices shouted from inside, but the damage had been done.

Before I knew it, I was stumbling helplessly backwards and down the metal steps toward the ground. Nothing but a miracle was going to save me, and just as that thought crossed my mind, I hit a brick wall. A brick wall that grunted before powerful arms wrapped around my middle, pulling me firmly against an unyielding body. Somehow I managed not to drop the cake pan, even after I realized that the brick wall was really a solid wall of hard, unyielding muscle. 

"Got ya, little girl."

Little girl? Oh, I did not like that, or any other disparaging comments that brought attention to my size. Maybe I was hyper-sensitive because being petite didn't always mean being cute and tiny. In my case I was short, only five feet tall, which meant that even one extra pound was noticeable on me. It was bad enough that I was short, but I had also been blessed with an abundance of curves that no amount of exercising could trim down. I knew, because I'd tried, until I’d finally accepted that my body was the way it was.

I instantly recognized the deep rasp in my ear, the feel of warm breath against my skin that caused me to shiver. I gasped and looked over my shoulder at the man who'd saved me. My heart skipped a beat as I met intense blue eyes and a sexy half-grin that caused a flutter deep in my core. I was thoroughly imprisoned in his strong arms, my backside flush against the front of him. My senses were suddenly on full alert and reacting to his sexiness. 

I finally found my voice. "Little girl?" I huffed. The heat of embarrassment that crawled up my neck had nothing to do with his remark and everything to do with what he was making my lady bits feel, all tingly and stuff. Since I was staring up at him over my shoulder it put his lips close to my mouth, and I couldn't help but imagine what they would feel like on mine.

I had a feeling that kissing him would be nothing short of spectacular. 

His grin deepened as I met the amusement in his sharp eyes. He wasn't backing down. "A little girl with the sexiest fucking curves I've had my hands on in a long while," he said outrageously. 

I sucked in my breath, not used to being spoken to so explicitly. Seth had always saved intimate comments like that for the bedroom. I couldn't deny that his words sparked something significant inside me, deep inside, where arousal blossomed from a tiny spark into a full-blown five alarm fire. As he continued to hold me against him, that full-blown fire began to spread throughout my body. The unexpected intensity alarmed me, because I realized that it was arousal born from hot, unadulterated, lust. 

"Jace, stop molesting my friend and let her go," Casey ordered from her spot at the top of her stairs. Samson was gone, and I could only assume that one of the bikers standing behind her had taken care of him. "Dinner is ready. Have you decided to stay?"

I waited for Jace to release me, smiling up at Casey, feeling my arms begin to tremble from having to hold the cake pan up for so long. His arms didn't loosen as I'd expected they would. Instead they glided slowly around my waist in a sensual slide that caused awareness to explode like rockets throughout my body. I caught my breath, feeling wetness dampen my panties. The man was dangerous, and if I were smart, I would avoid him at all costs. 

"I have shit to take care of," he replied in response to Casey’s question. The next thing I knew, he was removing the cake pan from my hands. "I'll get this for ya, darlin'."

"Thank you." I lowered my arms and walked up the metal steps into Casey's home, aware that Jace was right behind me. Once inside, I scooted aside to allow him to step through the narrow doorway.

"Whatever's in this pan smells fucking good, darlin'," Jace murmured into my ear on his way by.

"It's a dump cake," I explained, watching as he set the pan on the counter next to the stove. "Would you like me to save you a piece?" 

Our eyes met and held, and the way his gaze shifted down my body made me wonder if it was me that he wanted a piece of and not the cake. His expression was hard to read, only his eyes seemed alive in his face, and they were dark with hunger.

Casey's trailer was much bigger than mine. Beyond the kitchen was a small living room, and I guessed that the two doors past the living room led to the bathroom and bedroom. Jimmy and a man that I hadn't yet met had returned to the living room and had plopped down into old recliners. 

"Hey, sweetness," the biker sitting opposite Jimmy grinned, drawing my attention. "Don't believe I've seen you around. Name's Fury."

I returned his friendly smile, determined to ignore Jace and my body's reaction to him. "I'm Luna. I just moved in a month ago."

He winked. "Well, now, I'm glad we met."

He was handsome, and big like the other bikers that I’d seen. His brown hair looked as if he were constantly running his hands through it. Eyes the color of chocolate gleamed with friendly warmth, and a hint of something else. I felt myself blush and glanced down at the floor, not wanting to encourage the flare of interest I saw reflected in his gaze. If he had friendship in mind, I was all for it, but from what little Casey had told me, any unattached woman was fair game to these bikers. They were coarse, unpredictable, and intense, and she confessed that that was what had attracted her to Jimmy. 

I was grateful that they mainly stuck to their end of the lake, and my brief interactions with them amounted to little more than a wave as they rode by on their big, loud motorcycles. Some gave me lingering looks, others just passing glances. I made sure that my actions didn't invite anything further. 

"Not just passing through?" I met the curiosity in Jace's eyes. "What are you running from?"

Talk about getting right to the point. His bluntness unnerved me, and I could see in his eyes that it wasn't a casual question. He seemed slightly on guard, and his teasing, playful attitude of a few minutes ago had completely disappeared. 

I wondered what made a man like him so suspicious. "What makes you think I'm running from someone?" 

He smirked. "Never said you were running from someone." 

That was true, he hadn't. He'd asked "what" I was running from. It was clear that I was going to have to watch myself around this man. 

"Is that what you're running from, darlin'? Is it a man?"

I didn't like the predatory gleam in his knowing eyes. It felt as if he could see right through me, see all of my secrets, see into my very soul. I decided to ignore his inquiry. It was none of his business. I turned away from him. Casey was removing a pan of garlic bread from the oven.

"What do you need me to do?" I asked.

"Nothing, honey. The table isn't big enough for all of us, so just fill a plate and find a spot to sit." She tossed me a smile. "We're gonna do it buffet style. There's beer in the fridge if you want one."

A beer suddenly sounded good. I needed something to calm my nerves. I turned toward the fridge, coming to a stop. Jace was standing there, a beer in his hand. He held it out to me. "Thanks." I took it, careful not to brush my fingers against his much larger ones. His light chuckle revealed that he knew what I was afraid of. Since he'd already popped the top off for me I took a drink, turning back to face Casey. "Smells good."

She nodded, scooping out a large chunk of lasagna onto a plate. "It's about the only dish I'm decent at making." She grabbed a piece of bread and brought the plate to Jimmy. 

I glanced back at Jace, who was in the process of taking a drink of his own beer. He was watching me like a hawk over the rim of his bottle. 

"I hope you don't expect me to service you," I smiled, picking up a plate. I dished out a much smaller chunk of lasagna for myself before meeting his gaze again. His frozen expression sent warning bells through me, and it was then that I realized what I'd said. 

Damn! I felt embarrassment wash over me, and I knew without a doubt that I was turning red as an apple. I opened my mouth to retract what I'd said, but the words were locked in my throat. I watched a slow, panty-melting grin turn Jace’s sexy mouth upward at the corners, and I just knew that he was going to say something smug in response. He looked too cocky not to.

"That came out wrong," I rushed out before he could say anything.

His deep laugh had the same effect on me as if someone had run their rough, callused hands over my naked body, leaving me flushed with arousal. Only it wasn't just anyone. I was strongly attracted to Jace. The knowledge frightened me a little. It was way too soon to be thinking about being with another man. The wounds were still raw from what Seth had put me through. Besides, I had a feeling that he wasn't being serious with me. He struck me as a big flirt.

"That's too bad," he finally said, picking up a piece of garlic bread and taking a big bite. 

"Get some dinner and come join us, Luna."

I shot Casey a grateful smile, picking up a plate. I was scooping some lasagna onto it when my gaze fell onto the plate that I’d already prepared. Jesus, I seemed to be a blithering idiot around Jace. I was conscious of him standing there, watching me. I refused to let him see that he unnerved me. I wouldn't give him that kind of power. I ignored the second plate of food and turned, heading toward the living room. I made my way to the chair Jimmy had vacated to sit with Casey on the sofa. I made eye contact with a smiling Fury. "You're not eating?" 

"Oh, I'm eating, honey." He got to his feet with a child-like enthusiasm. "I never turn down Casey's lasagna." 

"What do you mean you never turn down my lasagna?" she scoffed good-naturedly. "You never turn down any food, anywhere." Laughter followed her statement. She looked my way. "I swear he's still growing."

Possibly, I thought to myself. He was a tall man, muscular, too, but not nearly as filled out as some of the other bikers I'd seen around. It made me wonder if being big and muscular and sexy as hell were prerequisites for belonging to an MC. Jace was all of those things and more. I wasn't usually attracted to older men, but my libido was making the decision for me. 

"Damn, woman, this looks good!" Fury said from where he was piling the lasagna onto his plate. "And what's this dessert? I can't wait to dig into that." He shot me a wink.

"Dump cake. Better than sex," I said with a grin before I could catch myself. For some reason my gaze shot to Jace, and I caught the smirk on his face. "Well, it is," I insisted. Seth was the only man that I'd ever been with. In the beginning of our relationship the sex had been great, but by the end, it had become a chore that I hadn't looked forward to. 

"If you really believe that, then you haven't been properly fucked," Jace said outrageously. I felt my face heat up because I could see from the look in his eyes that he would clearly like a shot at making me eat my words. The sudden image of us naked and fucking caused my panties to soak with arousal. Damn him! I didn’t like the feeling that I was losing control around him. 

"That's just sad!" Casey laughed, breaking the uncomfortable silence. "You're not a virgin, are you?" she teased.

I laughed with a mixture of embarrassment and nervousness. Suddenly all eyes were on me as they waited for my answer. I cleared my throat. "Of course not. I've been with someone." Damn my runaway tongue again! But Jace made me so nervous, standing there in that quiet, scrutinizing way of his. Seeing too much.  It was as if he could see inside my head. I stuffed a forkful of food into my stupid mouth.

"Someone? You mean one man?" Casey chuckled. "Poor you, you don’t know what you're missing!" She and Jimmy exchanged a kiss.

"Practically a virgin," Fury quipped jokingly, sitting back down. 

"You just haven't met the right man," Casey continued. "But that won't happen if you don't get some experience under your belt to make comparisons."

I couldn’t believe that we were talking about my lack of experience. God, why didn't the floor just open up and swallow me? Or Jace, for that matter? Why didn't he just leave? His silent presence increased my discomfort. I forced a laugh, hoping that my next comment would end the insane conversation. "Oh, I plan to." Jace's eyebrow rose and he crossed his muscular arms over his massive chest as if I’d just issued him a challenge. I glanced away. Had I?

"If you need any volunteers, I'm available," Fury laughed, his eyebrows dancing above his eyes.

"I might take you up on that," I countered, because I knew that he was joking. I couldn't help but laugh at his comment, as did Casey and Jim. There was a low snarl from the other side of the room, and my eyes moved over to Jace. Had he actually just growled? He didn’t look too happy. In fact, the man looked positively furious. Had my comment to Fury made him angry?

For some reason I wanted to believe that it had.

In the next instant, chaos erupted. 
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Jace

I had to get out of there before I made an ass out of myself. This girl was dangerous to my libido and way too fucking young for me. I had no right getting angry over the sexual teasing between her and Fury, but it was happening. My response drew her gaze to me, and I realized that she'd overheard a growl that I hadn't meant to escape. No fucking way I wanted her to know the effect that she was having on me. 

And my fucking dick, which had turned hard the moment that I'd had her smoking hot body up against it.

For some reason, when I was around her I couldn't control him.

Thank fuck that the thundering sound of motorcycles driving down the road toward us interrupted the moment and gave me something more significant to think about. The noise also captured the attention of Jim and Fury. We exchanged sharp, hurried looks before they dropped their plates and got to their feet, coming to the same conclusion that I had. The Wreckers would never ride through this part of the camp at the speed that these bikes were approaching. I was already pushing out the front door when the bullets started to fly. I had time to see a Destroyers’ cut ride by before I threw myself back inside the trailer, knocking Jim and Fury back. All three of us reached for our pieces when it became apparent that the Destroyers were there for trouble.

The Destroyers were from Glen Falls. Rival MC's didn't cross the lines of another MC’s territory without parlaying first, and to my knowledge there'd been no such parlay. If there had been, we would have known about it. Looking at Fury and Jim's outraged faces confirmed my belief. 

"What‒"

"It's the fucking Destroyers!" Jim swore.

More shooting sounded. 

"Luna, get down!" 

I snapped my head sideways to see Casey on the floor and Luna rising to her feet. Either she hadn't heard Casey's frantic yell, or she didn't understand the dangerousness of the situation she was in. I met the confusion in her rounded eyes. My heart slammed in my chest when a bullet shattered the window and hit the wall next to her head.

"Get the fuck down!" I snarled, getting the reaction that Casey hadn't. The look on her startled face quickly turned to one of fright. She didn't hesitate before flattening herself onto the floor. As the sound of the bikes moved on toward the clubhouse, I moved to open the door again. "Stay down!" I ordered both women, but my gaze met the bright fear in Luna's eyes. I wasn't as worried about Casey. She and Jim had been together long enough for her to know what was what.

The three of us charged out the door and down the steps to our bikes. Seeing them parked in front of the trailer had been a clear sign to the Destroyers that there were probably Wreckers inside, giving them reason to shoot. Fuckers! They had to have known by the presence of Casey’s car that there were civilians inside with us and if they’d done their fucking homework, they would have known that there were civilians living at this end of the lake. They obviously didn't care.

"Fuck!" Fury snarled, looking at the bullet hole in his gas tank, which prompted me and Jim to check our own tanks. His was the only one that had been hit.

"Get on!" Jim demanded, starting his bike. Fury ran toward him.

We heard more gunfire further down the road. The fuckers had already reached the Wreckers’ clubhouse. I revved my engine and skidded onto the dirt road a little too recklessly, adrenaline surging through my system. The rapid sound of gunfire revealed that there was a full-on war going on. The Destroyers were crazy, gutsy, or both to think that they could attack another club on their home turf, on a dead-end road no less, and come out good. 

We came up close to the clubhouse. I laid my bike down and rolled behind a tree. It wasn't lost on me that the three of us were in a precarious position. The Destroyers were between us and the clubhouse, and we could easily be hit by friendly fire. I shot a glance to where Fury and Jim were crouched behind another tree. Jim shrugged and lifted his hands in a helpless gesture that relayed his
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