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After 80+ published books, I've run out of family, friends, editors, agents, and publishers to include in the dedication. But what I haven't run out of is readers. I wish I could name everyone who has touched my life. From the quiet likes on Facebook to the vocal cheers when I release a new book, readers have motivated me each day to continue to write.
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Thank you. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One
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Bright beams of light flashed behind Daisy's eyelids. 

"Where's the girl?" screamed a woman into the wind. "They have a teenage girl who goes to the high school. She's on the swim team."

"Everyone spread out and sweep the beach."

"Watch out for the tow truck."

"Everyone, back away. We need the light to see."

"The vehicle went in the water over there. I can't even see the roof."

Sirens rode the wind up to the dune. Ahead of Daisy, flashes of blue and red lights flickered off the water. She couldn't see her dad's car any longer. Everyone was in the way. The ambulance. The fire truck. The police cars.

Outside her house, she got up on her knees, trying to see better. Dad had told her to stay. She wasn't supposed to get up or follow him. She was supposed to stay on the dune.

The blanket wrapped around her fell off her shoulders. She sat on her butt and scooped the warm sand underneath her into her hands, spilling the grains over her legs and covering her bare skin. Liking the weight of the sand pressed against her, she stopped watching the activity down at the shoreline and proceeded to bury her toes under the sand.

From inside her Jeep, Daisy blinked her eyes open, dispelling the memories that tormented her. She grabbed the tequila bottle she'd opened the moment she shifted into Park in her driveway and took a big swig. Then, knowing she needed to find somewhere she could drink herself into oblivion, she went inside her duplex and straight out to the back patio to face the past.

With the company of the same ocean that ruined her life six years ago, she sat down and proceeded to drink.

Swallow after swallow.
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Chapter Two
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Bane stepped out on the patio with a beer in his hand. Inhaling the briny air, he gazed out at the Pacific Ocean. After a long day of moving the motorcycle club to Seaglass Cove, it was his first night in the duplex.

Over the past year, more than thirty members of the Havoc-Lincoln Motorcycle Club—better known as Havlin MC, worked their asses off to branch off, make the move to the cove, and start another chapter. 

The task was made more complicated because of the location near the ocean. Most places were set up for short-term vacations. Few houses came up for sale, and they'd found it challenging to find long-term rentals.

He was one of the lucky ones. Jagger, Havlin's president, knew some chick who worked in a local property management firm and found several possible places to house the members. 

Because he was gone the day the choices were presented to the club, he got stuck with the most expensive one on the waterfront.

The extra expense wasn't a problem. As vice president, the club provided enough security so he could buy a house if he wanted. The duplex was only a temporary answer to one of his problems. 

Once he got a feel for the land and what was available on the market, he'd buy a house. He still had the profits from selling his place back in Beaverton.

A soft cry carried in the wind. He walked to the edge of the concrete pad and gazed at the water. The sun had set almost an hour ago. The only light came from the glow of the moon.

The whine came again over the pounding of the surf. Investigating closer, he walked over to the partition separating the two patios behind the duplex and peeked around the divider.

A tall man lifted his head, spotted Bane, and ran in the sand toward the ocean. He jerked his gaze back to the woman, sitting on the edge of the dune with her knees drawn up to her chest and her feet buried in the sand. Her arms hung lax at her sides as she stared at the ocean.

The cry came again. He squinted, finding it hard to believe the noise came from her. Her solemn expression never changed.

Blonde shoulder-length hair blew off her face. High cheekbones took the brunt of the wind. He couldn't see the color of her eyes, but she rarely blinked as she stared at the ocean.

He approached her, waiting to see if she would turn toward him, but she remained staring at the water as if frozen.

He hadn't seen anyone around earlier when he was in and out, moving his shit in the rental. 

He looked around for the man who was with her, but he'd disappeared into the darkness.

Knowing he wouldn't leave a lone woman outside when upset, he stepped in front of her, cutting off her view. Only then could he see the container at her side.

He squatted, getting a better look at the bottle, and whistled under his breath. She'd downed a whole bottle of liquor.

He turned his attention to her. She stared at him. He waited for her eyes to refocus.

Recognizing she wasn't alone, she sprang from the ground and wrapped her arms around his neck. Knocked backward by the force, he grabbed her as he fell to the sand.

She curled on top of him. Wiggling and grabbing, she tried to become one with him.

"Hey, now." He flipped onto his side.

She plastered herself against his chest and hooked her leg around his hip. Every time he managed to take her arm off his neck, she clamped her leg down on him harder. He couldn't budge her.

"Slow down, babe." He gave up on pushing her away and held her to his chest. "How about you tell me what's going on?"

"Don't leave me." She tightened her arms around him.

"Are you hurt?" He ran his hands down her back.

She squirmed under his touch. Not away, but even closer. She appeared fine.

Sitting up, he couldn't get to his feet before she straddled his lap. His hand hit the bottle. He picked up the drink and squinted at the label. Tequila. 

No wonder she moaned and groaned against him.

Clutching her to his chest, he rocked back and forth until he got his legs under him and could heft himself up to his feet. He walked to the patio and stopped.

"Hop off," he said.

She clutched him tighter.

He let go of her, expecting her body weight to make her slide off him. Instead, she clung to him like a monkey on a palm tree. He looked at the duplex. The sliding glass door was open.

He had no other option than to put her inside. She was too drunk to listen.

"Time for bed." He strode forward and walked into her place.

A light from the bedroom led him through the small area opposite his side of the duplex. He at least knew where he was going. He only hoped no husband was waiting somewhere in the place to greet him. He was too damn tired from moving to beat the shit out of someone.

During the short walk, she'd grown heavier.

Inside the bedroom, he stopped when his legs hit the mattress. Leaning over, he grabbed her hips and pushed down, trying to dislodge her from his body. She refused to let go, pulling him down. Caught in her arms, he was done. 

Drunk or not, she needed to sleep it off, and he wanted to get back to what he was doing—nothing, for once.

He extracted himself from her arms and stepped back.

She bolted to a sitting position on the bed and screamed.

Not a scream of excitement or a scream of surprise. It was a scream of fear as if her whole world shattered when he'd left her.

He returned to the queen-size bed, moved her to the other side, and laid beside her. She willingly came into his arms.

His heart raced long after she stopped screaming and settled against his chest. Though he hadn't got a clear look at the woman, he could feel the plushness of her breasts against him and the width of her hips underneath his hand.

She wouldn't have had to ask him twice to sleep with her if she hadn't been two sheets to the wind when he arrived. He was a lot of things, but he was never one who enjoyed sex with a drunk woman when there were so many willing women ready to fuck him and not just lay there deep in their drinks.

Now, if they had partied together and he had known where he stood before they started drinking, the night would've ended differently.

Something or someone had hurt his neighbor. For how much it felt good to lay on the bed holding her plush body against him. He wasn't looking for that kind of trouble.

He blamed how damn comfortable the bed was after moving boxes all damn day. She had a good mattress. Plush and warm.

He stared up at the ceiling. Sleeping in someone else's bed fully clothed was a hell of a way to spend his first night in Seaglass Cove.

***
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The sunshine coming through the window woke Bane. Then, he heard a door open in the other room. In a blink, he remembered where he'd slept.

Looking at the woman in his arms, he slid out from underneath her and covered her with the blanket. It was just his luck her ol' man was coming home from shift work and wouldn't be happy to find him sleeping with his wife.

He grabbed his pistol off the floor where he'd placed it last night. It was damn uncomfortable trying to sleep with the imprint of a 9mm on his lower back.

Going to the door, he peeked into the short hallway and found a woman picking a throw pillow off the floor and placing it on the couch. He walked out of the room and put his finger to his lips when the woman gasped, jumping away from him in surprise.

"If you're looking for your friend, she's sleeping." He slipped his pistol under his belt and showed his hands.

The woman patted her pocket and dived in, pulling out her phone. "I'm calling the police."

He grabbed the cell out of her hands before she could call the cops. "She's not hurt. She was drunk. She's sleeping."

The short woman only came to his chest. Despite her size, she was ready to take him down. "Who are you?"

"Her neighbor." He set the phone on the table near the door.

"What's your name?"

"No business of yours." He stepped toward the sliding door. "If your friend has a problem with me putting her to bed after she's drunk too much, she knows where to find me."

"Oh, God. What's the date?" The woman tapped her phone and mumbled, "June 8th."

She sagged in what he took as relief. He wasn't going to get involved in someone else's life. He was only being neighborly—which was more than he usually did for others.

He slipped out the patio door and walked over to his side of the duplex. No doubt, by the time the woman woke up, she'd regret her night and stay out of his hair.

That's the way he wanted it.
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Chapter Three
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Miss Hill." Sierra walked into the office of Seaglass Cove's City Pool, dripping wet. "A bunch of adults are standing outside on the stairs, yelling for someone to open the door."

"Those kids..." Daisy pushed the rolling chair away from the computer and glanced at the front doors. "The younger ones like to kick the stopper at the bottom of the door when they leave their lessons, and the doors automatically lock if shut. I'll go let them in."

She threw Sierra a towel. "Who's on the towers?"

"Chad and Melanie." Sierra padded her way across the concrete floor on bare feet. "I just walked off for my break and noticed people standing at the front of the building."

Unfortunately, inside the pool house, there were no windows in the front, only on the sides of the locker rooms—boys on the right and girls on the left. Smack dab in the middle was the front office, where they could greet everyone entering through the double doors.

While the view from the small counter in the office to the entryway was less than stellar, it was a safe set up for the kids that used the facility. Nobody could get to the pool behind the building without entering the double doors and walking past the office. 

The beautiful area was saved for the enclosed pool surrounded on three sides by a tall glass enclosure, giving those who swam and the lifeguards a good view of the outside world. The employees working at the pool often kept an eye on anyone approaching the pool to help Daisy out when she was stuck inside the office.

As the aquatics manager, she was hired to keep the place running. Safety came before convenience. Thankfully, she had some great teenagers who worked their summers to fill in the gaps when swim lessons were at their peak, running all day long, and then helped after school when they could once Labor Day came around.

Liz handled the adult lap swims, rec swims, and private parties, while Daisy dealt with the pool from nine o'clock to four in the afternoon while Tara taught the kids' swim classes.

She loved being around the pool. Even though she'd lived in Seaglass Cove her entire life, she preferred chlorinated, clear water that was warmed compared to the Pacific Ocean. The ocean was a beast. Cold, wicked, and dark.

Her mom had started her in swimming lessons at eight years old, and she'd continued swimming through the high school level. It came naturally to her that she made working at the pool a career choice. 

She walked to the doors. It was what she suspected. The stopper was up, allowing the door to shut, which meant they automatically locked. It was probably that little squirt, Taylor. He was always playing pranks—hiding the weighted rings at the bottom of the pool and holding the kickboards hostage, trying to get money for the vending machine.

She pushed one of the doors open and toed the stopper down to keep it from swinging closed. "Sorry about the inconvenience, everyone. Rec swim doesn't start for another hour, but you're free to use the locker room to change into your suits and then sit in the spectator area until lessons are..."

Her routine speech fled her mind as the people before her took shape. Unable to think, she stared at the six men standing in front of the door. They all wore black leather vests with patches. It took her two seconds to understand they were all bikers.

She shivered despite the warm day. They gave off a definite chill.

She kicked out, knocking the stopper up on the door in case she needed to slam it shut. She had no doubt the men could easily stop her from locking them out. They were big men who used their bodies a lot because that was muscle, making them hulk in front of her.

"I need to talk to whoever is in charge." The nearest man stepped forward. "Who would that be?"

At least six foot two inches tall, the man wore the sleeves of his t-shirt rolled above the swell of his tattooed bicep. Aware she only wore a red one-piece swimsuit, she stuck up her chin. It was standard attire when one worked at the pool, but she felt underdressed as each man scoped her out.

"I'm the aquatics manager." She plastered a smile on her face to hide her nervousness. "Daisy Hill. How can I help you?"

Surely, the men weren't here to use the pool. The people that came to swim were all different shapes and sizes, young and old. But none wore leather vests, jeans, and combat boots in ninety-degree weather when they arrived.

At least she hadn't seen any bikers walk into the public pool before, and she'd worked there since she turned sixteen, starting as a lifeguard—and she was now twenty-four years old.

"We bought the building next door." He pointed in the general direction. "There are cars parked in front of the doors. We need them moved so we can get in the building."

"The doors...?" Her eyebrows shot up, realizing he was talking about the building on the other side of the pool. "You bought the old bus barn?"

"That's what I said." He stroked his beard, pulling his gaze off her chest. "We need inside and can't do that with the cars parked out front, and we think the drivers of those cars are using the pool. They need to move."

"Wow." She pushed the stopper on the bottom of the door down with her toes. "That place has been vacant since I was a kid. You bought it?"

The building used to house the buses for the school district. Last she'd heard, the district planned to auction off the building because no one wanted to buy it. Probably for two good reasons. It was next door to the pool, and a lot of traffic came and went each day as parents dropped off their kids for their lessons. And it would be crazy expensive to heat the building unless it were used strictly as a garage. It was big enough to play basketball, maybe even football, inside.

The biker scratched the back of his neck, ignoring her question. She held up her finger, buying herself time to remember who parked beside her earlier.

"One of those vehicles is mine, and I can move it." She stepped back inside the building. "I'll run out to the pool and look through the glass enclosure to see who else is parked there and let them know they have to move their car—it'll take me a minute."

As one, the bikers turned and walked down the stairs and around the corner of the building out of sight. She let out her breath and pressed a hand to her stomach. That was an intense conversation.

It wasn't like she'd argue about moving her Jeep with a gang of bikers. Maybe she needed them around when she ordered everyone out of the pool after their lessons. Big, rough, tatted men would get the kids moving. They always dragged their feet when told to leave the pool. 

The thought of the bikers barking orders at the kids made her giggle. It'd been a long day.

She walked out to the pool and went over to the glass panels. While she couldn't see the building next door, she could see the three cars blocking the men from entering their building.

Below her on the sidewalk, the bikers walked back to the old bus barn. She hurried away to seek out Chad. He was on the tower chair underneath the umbrella.

"I'm going to have Sierra come and relieve you from your spot." She gazed out into the water. "I need you to run and move your truck."

"My truck?" Chad took off his sunglasses. "Why?"

"We can't park on that side of the pool anymore. Someone bought the building, and we're blocking the big bus doors in front."

"Weird."

"Yeah." She shrugged, walking away. "Wait until Sierra is here before you get down."

Five minutes later, she'd informed everyone of the changes so she could leave the pool house. She slipped a pair of red shorts and a white lifeguard tank top that the guys wore while working and wiggled into her sneakers. With her keys in her hand, she hurried outside and jumped in her Jeep.

Heat scorched the back of her thighs. She arched, holding herself off the leather seat, panting through the pain. In her hurry, she forgot how hot it was today. Working at the pool during the summer, going swimming to cool off, she never realized how scorching hot the interior of the Jeep was until she had to go home.

She tested the seat with her hand. It was still too hot to sit. Needing the air conditioning to cool off the interior, she contorted her body and started the vehicle, reaching over to slide the AC to max.

Her thighs quivered, holding her off the seat. She pressed her head into the headrest and spotted a lone biker standing in front of her Jeep, watching her.

Her spine rebounded, and she plopped into the hot seat. She sucked in air and braced through the painful flash covering the back of her thighs. It felt like her skin was on fire.

The man cocked his brow and stepped to the edge of the sidewalk. He hadn't been with the others. Though he was bare-chested and not wearing a motorcycle club vest, there was no doubt in her mind that he was a part of the biker's club.

He stood in the shade of the awning coming off the building. His dark, windswept hair hung light around his shoulders. She leaned closer to the steering wheel, using the cool air flowing from the vent as a reason to lean closer and check out the man's tattoos covering each bicep.

It looked as if he had a wing, maybe an eagle. No, a dragon and an angel. Second guessing what she saw, she decided whatever he had inked on him was hot.

Chad walked beside the door of the Jeep and got into his truck. He'd backed into the spot. She waited for him to move first, then put the Jeep in Reverse and drove to the other side of the pool.

As soon as she stepped out of the Jeep to return to work, Melanie, one of the teenage lifeguards, skipped out of the building, dripping water in her wake, with keys in hand to move the last car. Now that they'd cleared the front of the building next door, she headed back to work. There were two more hours until Liz arrived, and she could go home.

After suffering from a massive hangover over the weekend, her appetite had returned with a vengeance, and she planned on putting a burger on the grill once work was over.

A loud whistle split the air. She stopped on the stairs and looked behind her.

The man who'd stood on the sidewalk in front of her Jeep motioned above his head. Then, a loud vibration rolled over her. She couldn't move if she wanted to.

Half a block away, a large group of motorcycle riders pulled into the street and rode toward the former bus barn.

One. Two. Three...ten. She stopped counting after twenty-five bikers rode through the open door at the front of the building.

Chad jogged up the steps and stopped beside her. "Do you see that?"

"Yeah." She gawked, finding it hard to believe someone had bought the old bus garage. It was even more surprising that it was a motorcycle club—a motorcycle club in Seaglass Cove, who would've thought.

Out of all the little coastal towns along the Oregon coastline, she figured bikers would want a faster lifestyle closer to a metro area or at least near Newport or Lincoln City. There wasn't much to do in Seaglass Cove except the tourist attractions—whale watching, gift shops, harbor seals, and watch the tide come in and spout over the boardwalk.

"Where did they come from?" he asked.

She inhaled deeply. "I don't know."

"Pretty cool."

"Yeah, pretty cool," she mumbled before snapping out of shock. "We better get back to the pool."

For the next hour, she listened for the loud rumble of the motorcycles, but everything remained normal. Kids squealed. Water splashed. Voices echoed from the locker rooms.

But she couldn't quit thinking about what the motorcycle club was doing next door. Bikers always had bad reputations attached to them. She hoped their proximity to a public city-owned pool wouldn't be problematic.

She wanted those using the pool to feel comfortable and safe while coming and going.
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Chapter Four
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The truck backed into the shop. A load of lumber filled the back bed.

"Hold it." Bane lifted his hand. "That's far enough.

Cord, Link, and Dio came forward and started unloading the order. Bane kicked a roll of insulation out of the way. It would take them a good week to throw up the back wall, separating Havlin MC's clubhouse from the rest of the shop.

The building was one large cement barn, formally a bus garage, capable of holding ten full-size school buses. It was the perfect location for the headquarters of Havlin Motorcycle Club and the storefront for Havlin Motorcycle Parts shop.

Jagger slid out of the truck and looked over the framing they'd completed after the last load of lumber was delivered. Bane swept back his sweaty hair. The only thing they needed besides the walls finished was some air conditioning. It was hotter than hell inside the building, even with the five overhead doors open.

"Looks good." Jagger approached Bane. "Rush is two hours away with the semi. Maverick is following him."

They'd put every part and box pertaining to the business inside a trailer and had Rush drive the big rig. It was going to be chaos until everything was done within the week.

"We won't be ready," said Bane.

"If I'm not here, have him park the trailer in the last stall. We'll get to it when we get the wall up. At least we can keep the front clean. We'll worry about the back of the building later."

Over the last several months, they all moved up to Seaglass Cove from Beaverton. An almost two-hour drive. Everyone now had a place to stay except Jagger. Prez planned to throw a mattress in the back of the building until he could build a room inside, off the clubhouse side.

A car pulled up in front of the open overhead door. Bane walked outside and waited until the woman stepped out of her car before pointing toward the pool.

"There's no pool parking here. You'll have to move your rig," he said.

Her eyes bugged, and she jumped into her car and slammed the door. He stayed on the sidewalk, making sure she left. Everyone in Seaglass Cove would need to get used to seeing members of Havlin around. They weren't going anywhere.

The woman reversed out of the spot, and instead of stopping and parking on the other side of the pool building, she turned right and drove away. Bane wiped the sweat off his forehead with his forearm and went back to help the others unload the lumber.

They only had one truck that continually loaded and unloaded the material. It was easy enough to make the mile trip across town to the lumberyard rather than wait for them to deliver the wood.

"What is with people?" Cord pulled off his shirt and tossed it on the pile of two-by-fours. "Can't they fucking see us working inside?"

Bane followed his MC brother's































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





