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Chapter One

 


It’s time. I’ve been waiting for
almost seven months, and it’s finally time.

Chas is coming home.

About a week or so after coming back
to Hope, I went to visit him in prison. It was surreal. Even though
I’ve been to prison a few times to visit random family, it was
something I hadn’t done in years. Being surrounded by the starkly
painted walls, the cold, unforgiving concrete, and corrections
officers with stares just as icy was uncomfortable. And loud. I’d
forgotten how loud prisons are. Without a single sound-absorbing
surface within its walls, each click, clack, or slam echoes so damn
loudly.

But I got to see Chas. I couldn’t
touch him, (touching is strictly monitored and forbidden within
prisons) but I got to see him. Like with the guys, I immediately
started to cry. I couldn’t help it. The instant the giant emerged
in the brilliant orange jumpsuit, my eyes began to well with
tears.

Chas looked so different, but the
same, too—like Spencer. Chas is nearly six-five, a true giant of a
man. He’s broad and intimidating with a face hidden behind a thick
beard, and long brown hair that falls just to his shoulders. And
unlike Spencer, he’s covered in tattoos. While all the guys bear
marks of the MC to show their loyalty and allegiance, Chas has full
sleeves and probably more I couldn’t see during visits. He didn’t
have those when I left.

The minute he saw me, his hazel eyes
lit up and a smile formed across his lips. I’m not ashamed to admit
I started shaking. I wanted to race forward, wrap my arms around
him, and never let go. But I couldn’t.

Talking to him for those few minutes
was one of the most joyous and painful things I think I’ve ever had
to do. It physically hurt not to reach over and touch his hand, but
he’d get reprimanded for it, so I managed. Every two weeks I’d go
see him—alternating days with his kids and ex—and it never got
easier.

But now he’s coming home.

There are streamers
everywhere. They’re wrapped around support beams, tied to the metal
fences separating the properties, and hanging from any and
everything. A giant banner is stretched across the long driveway
that leads to the bar reading the obligatory “Welcome Home”. My heart hasn’t
stopped pounding since the guys left to pick Chas up, and if they
don’t get back soon, I’ll have a heart attack.

My knee hasn’t stopped bouncing since
I took a seat at one of the picnic tables under the awning by the
bar. Nerves are running rampant through me, and I can’t help it. As
anxious as I was initially when I came home pales in comparison to
now. Now, I’m that much closer to my life being complete
again.

The world suddenly stops when I hear
the distant rumble of a motorcycle herd. My heart, my breathing,
even my twitching, immediately ceases. They’re here.

I don’t know when I stood up or when I
started walking towards the driveway, only that within a few
moments I’m surrounded by the typical group of people who always
linger around the Devils. Alongside them, I watch impatiently for
the guys to emerge.

Alan’s the first to show up. As he
turns into the drive, he’s followed shortly by Spencer and Billy.
After them are Trager and Chas. Once I see my giant, my eyes don’t
divert. Two by two, they head up the long driveway, and sweep into
their parking spots by the metal wall. The cheers and claps of the
people around me sound like a faint buzz in my ears.

As the guys park, they’re descended
upon by the swarm of supporters, and whether I like it or not, I’m
kind of shoved to the back. I don’t care. I’d like to be up at the
front, but I’m not about to fight for it because I may actually
hurt someone by “accident”. Instead, I dash back to the picnic
table and climb onto the bench. I can see everything from my
stance, and I know he’ll be able to see me.

Chas and the guys turn off their bikes
and begin to dismount. My eyes are only on my giant as he stands
from his motorcycle. His gaze dances around as he unsnaps his
helmet. I see Spencer step to his side, and the two talk for a
moment before Chas’s eyes fall to me. He goes rigid, and evidently
Spence notices because he looks at me, too. I see him smile, say
something else to Chas, and pat his brother on the back. That seems
to be all it takes for the giant to suddenly move.

The crowd parts like the Red Sea as
his long legs take him to me in seconds. The instant he reaches me,
Chas wraps his arms around my waist and pulls me to him in a
body-crushing hug. My fingers bite into his leather as I bury my
face into the nape of his neck, half disappearing within his
beard.

I can’t put into words how happy I am
to finally touch Chas. Something as simple as a hug, his breath on
my neck, or the feeling of his fingers running through my hair as
he cradles the back of my head is enough to make my skin prickle.
My grip tightens to the point my fingers start to ache, but I don’t
want to let him go.

“I’ve missed you,” he
sighs. His deep, rumbling voice vibrates through me.

For a few short minutes, the world
around us disappears, but eventually, we’re forced to remember
there’s a party to be had. Whether we really want to or not, the
two of us draw back from one another. Chas takes my hand and helps
me off the bench. Spencer meets us and hands us each a beer,
smiling as he does. I can see the happiness in his eyes,
too.

The three of us are finally
together.

****

The free drinks flow, the music’s loud
enough to burst eardrums, and women wearing next to nothing are
dancing on every surface they can fit on. But the three of us
barely notice. We see it, sure, but we just don’t care. Instead we
drink, we talk, we laugh, and we keep a bit to ourselves. It might
be greedy on mine and Spencer’s parts since most of the guys want
to spend some time with their brother, too, but Chas belongs to
us.

“Nah, man,” Spence
declares loudly so he can be heard over the music. “You’re not
stayin’ in this shithole. You’ll be with us.”

Chas looks from me to the smiling
blond at my side, like he’s actually surprised we’d offer our house
to him.

“You sure?” he
asks.

“You kidding?” Spence
shoots back with a laugh. “I mean, we might have to build a cave in
the backyard for you, but yeah.”

Chas chuckles deeply and punches
Spencer playfully in the arm for the “bear” remark. I’ve missed
having these two idiots together.

“I’ll even give you guys
the night,” Spencer continues. He wags his eyebrows at the two of
us as he lifts his beer to his lips. “Ya know,” he teases
leadingly.

My cheeks warm and I know I’m near
blushing, but it could just as easily be the alcohol racing through
my veins.

The closer it came to Chas’s release,
the more open Spencer was about what he knew would happen. He knew
things would most likely return to the way they were the last time
the three of us were together, but because it’d been so long since
then, he felt the need to actually say it out loud. I thought it
was a little unnecessary, but sweet that he wanted to make sure I
knew he was okay with whatever would happen between Chas and
me.

Spencer and I have been exclusive for
the last few months, ever since I came home. It was me and him, and
no one else. He never touched another woman, and another man never
touched me. But those rules didn’t apply to Chas, and we both knew
it. He wasn’t “some other guy”. Chester “Chas” Knoller is the final
third, that piece that makes us complete. We are only whole
together.

The night progresses, and eventually,
I’m tired. I don’t know if the guys are or not, but I’m exhausted.
It doesn’t seem to matter how much I want to stay in the bar with
them, I’m just not able.

Chas offers to take me home. So, with
a kiss to Spencer—who’s still grinning slyly at us like the pervert
he is—and a farewell to those who matter, Chas and I leave the
bar.

I drive through the streets so
familiar I can navigate them with my eyes closed, and eventually
reach my house. Chas is silent the whole drive, but he holds my
hand. I happily do the same, entwining my fingers in his and
gripping tight. I didn’t want to let him go, but obviously getting
out of the car would be a little tricky otherwise.

He follows me the short distance to
the front door, and while I’m trying to unlock it in the dark, I
can feel him come up behind me. The air shifts, and electricity
courses through my veins. He’s only inches away—not touching me—but
so close I swear I can feel his heat through my jacket. My
breathing shortens, and my body starts to tingle.

For a moment, I don’t move. I’m not
entirely certain I can, and when he reaches out to touch me, all
coherent thought flees my mind. Chas takes a half-step forward,
closing the miniscule distance between us. His chest presses
against my back, his arms circle around me as he plants his massive
palms against my front door, and he dips forward. My eyes flutter
shut as I feel him bury his face in my hair.

My heart
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We are the future kings and queen of the Devil's Sons and no one will
ever come between us again.

C. TYLER





tmp_80032262cbc6966464fadaf433f3aeb9_bRAd5H_html_6bd667c.png





