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        When the wrong man turns out to be the right one...

      

        

      
        Nash, a longtime Dirty Angels MC member and lead singer of Dirty Deeds, has a secret. For years, he’s hidden his bisexuality from his brothers, fellow bikers, worried how they’d take the news. But Nash isn’t the only one keeping secrets from his brotherhood. So is Cross, a police officer and member of the Blue Avengers MC.

      

        

      
        As opposite as they come, when Cross spots Nash across the bar, he can’t resist the unexpected attraction. Then lines are crossed, boundaries blurred. And they need to survive in two different worlds where men who like other men aren’t usually accepted, and where bikers and cops don’t mix.

      

        

      
        Reality and fantasy are two different things. The fantasy being Cross and Nash can be together, that they can make it work. The reality being their situation is impossible. Cross will never give up being a cop. Nash will never give up being a biker. What either of them would have to walk away from is more than anyone should ask for. In the end, fighting reality could be a losing battle in a war they might never win.
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      Nash jerked his chin up at the bartender, who was finishing up serving a patron down at the other end of the noisy and crowded bar. He pointed to his empty whiskey glass and the bartender, who was wearing nothing but a black leather jock strap with matching leather wrist cuffs and collar, nodded back in acknowledgment.

      The long bar wasn’t the only area noisy, the whole place was. That was because a band was rocking out on stage and while half of the patrons at The Cockpit were paying attention, half were not.

      Fuck no.

      Half were there for the entertainment; the other half for their entertainment.

      The Cockpit was a known pick-up joint. But that’s not why Nash was there tonight.

      That wasn’t saying he’d say no if the right person came along, especially since he hadn’t hooked up with anyone in a while. His main reason for being at this well-known meat locker on the outskirts of Pittsburgh was strictly for business.

      His band, Dirty Deeds, needed a new guitarist and singer. Normally, Nash was the front man, singing and playing guitar for the AC/DC cover band he’d started almost fifteen years ago. He could also play the drums and bass himself, but he couldn’t do it all. And it was nice to have someone else in the band who could be the lead singer when Nash’s voice was in the shitter.

      Like after a night of heavy partying, which tended to happen after playing a few sets at one of the many Dirty Angels MC pig roasts. Which had been his band’s main gig, until recently.

      Problem with that main gig was it didn’t pay, except in beer, booze and pussy. While Nash would partake in the first two, along with whatever fat joint was being passed around the bonfire, he rarely took part in the third.

      He could fake it, but he preferred not to take it.

      And while occasionally he was drunk enough to fall face first into pussy, it wasn’t his preferred meal.

      No, he preferred to sink his teeth into something a little different. Like the guy sitting three stools down to his left. The blond man caught his attention when Nash went to break the seal a half hour ago.

      While Nash was a biker, he didn’t come out to other bikers, even his own club brothers.

      That would be just plain fucking stupid.

      He also tended to drift toward men who were more clean-cut. Men opposite of him. Plus, he knew those types of men would never travel the same circles as any of the bikers he knew, so his secret would remain safe.

      Even so, if anybody saw him here, his excuse was trying to poach the band’s lead guitarist. Though, in this case, he wasn’t. He’d lost interest not long after hearing him play. While the guy playing the Fender was good, he wasn’t great. So, he was taking a hard pass on this one. Unfortunately, he’d have to keep searching.

      He threw a crumpled ten spot on the bar when the bear of a bartender dropped off his Jack on the rocks. Nash waved a hand, indicating the man should keep the change. Especially since the bartender couldn’t afford clothes, apparently.

      As he raised his glass to his lips, someone bumped his elbow and he barely recovered his drink before it splashed over the rim.

      “Fuckin’ watch it,” he muttered. His life revolved around loud music and crowds but only when he was on stage. He didn’t enjoy being bumped into, stepped on and talked over any other time.

      “Problem?”

      Nash set his glass down slowly on the bar and eyed the man who now perched on the stool next to him, his knee pressing into Nash’s thigh.

      “Yeah,” Nash mumbled just loud enough to be heard over the music.

      The guy leaned in to ask, “What?”

      Nash gave him the side-eye. “You.”

      “Didn’t mean to bump into you, man. Got shoved from behind.”

      “Whatever,” he grumbled.

      “Is broody asshole still a thing?”

      Was the guy trying to be funny? Nash ignored him and knocked back half of his whiskey before slamming the glass back on the bar. “Don’t know, is it?”

      “Haven’t been out looking, so I’m not sure what’s hot right now.”

      “Wouldn’t know, either.”

      The guy settled more solidly on the stool, but left his knee touching Nash. And as he leaned forward to grab the bartender’s attention, his chest brushed against Nash’s arm. Once he placed his order of a draft beer, he turned enough where his knee slid along Nash’s thigh.

      Wasn’t being too fucking obvious.

      Problem was, Nash was trying to ignore him but was having a hard time doing so.

      The guy leaned closer to Nash again to make sure he was heard over the din of the bar. “Name’s Cross.”

      Cross. How fucking gay was that?

      “Yours?” The question was yelled in his ear.

      Nash dropped his chin and eyed the fingers this Cross wrapped around his bicep. The grip was firm, his fingers long and, for a split moment, Nash wondered how they’d feel wrapped around his dick.

      Again, he reminded himself that wasn’t what he was there for and, in truth, he was too close to home to hook up. It was risky. Even if it would be a random, anonymous fuck.

      But since the guy introduced himself—assuming that was his real name—the anonymous part was no longer true.

      “Got a name?” the guy asked again, his dark brows dropping low over his light blue eyes.

      “Everybody’s got a fuckin’ name,” Nash answered and turned back to the bar, picking up his glass and downing the remainder.

      He put the empty glass back on the bar and slid it down past several other patrons toward the bartender and gave him a nod.

      “You driving?”

      What the fuck. What a nosy fucker.

      “Nope.” Nash was riding, not driving. His sled was tucked out front between a light blue Mini Cooper and a pink Mazda Miata.

      “Do you come here often?”

      Jesus fuck. Nash slammed his palm on the bar top. “Can’t a man just grab a fuckin’ drink and enjoy a band?”

      Cross dropped his hand from Nash’s arm and even though he pulled back, Nash could still hear clearly, “In a gay bar?”

      “Is that what this is?” From the corner of his eye, Nash could see the guy studying his profile, an amused half-smile on his face.

      Cross snorted next to him. “You want to play dumb?” He shrugged. “Then play dumb, but you don’t look stupid. If you haven’t noticed, the name of the bar is The Cockpit. Pretty fucking obvious. Plus, our bartender is a big, burly bear wearing leather gear and letting his hairy ass hang out. That’s not a normal sight you see at a typical neighborhood bar.”

      “You might not be hangin’ out at the right bars.”

      “This is the right bar,” Cross said softly, but Nash still caught it since the band wrapped up their first set and walked off stage to a smattering of applause. A DJ started up almost immediately but was nowhere near as loud as the band.

      That was his sign it was time to go, especially since the DJ was playing techno dance music. Not his scene.

      He dug out another wrinkled ten from his front pocket and threw it on the bar just as the bartender snagged it and slid another glass in front of him before dropping off a fresh beer for Nash’s nosy neighbor.

      Nash didn’t notice Cross requesting it. Maybe the bartender knew him, and he was a regular.

      “Must be here often,” Nash muttered.

      “Haven’t been here in a long time.”

      “Why not?” Now he was being the fucking nosy one.

      “Was tied up for a while with someone. Problem was, he was out and proud, and didn’t like I wasn’t. Not that I’m ashamed, but I can’t go publicly blasting that I like cock.”

      Nash turned his head toward him. Besides the light blue eyes, the man had a full head of short dark brown hair. Cut neat. A beard, trimmed way cleaner than Nash’s own, which tended to stay on the scruffy side. He’d cut it back recently because it was becoming annoying as fuck, especially when he ate, but he still didn’t keep up after it on a daily basis. And he certainly didn’t remember the last time he cut his hair. Most of the time he put it up in a ponytail or a man-bun which some women liked, some didn’t.

      Not that Nash gave a fuck what they thought.

      He was a rocker and a fucking biker, and his hair was for himself, not them.

      If a woman wanted to drop to her knees and suck his cock, he was fine with it, but the second they started giving him suggestions on his look or whatever, he couldn’t get shot of them fast enough.

      And it wasn’t like he would keep a woman long-term anyway, because what he preferred was sitting next to him being a pain in his ass.

      Now, if that one was on his knees gagging on Nash’s dick, he might listen to a suggestion about trimming up his facial hair. Not that he would do it, but he’d listen.

      “You’re not out?”

      Cross shook his head.

      “Why?”

      “My job.”

      “Which is?”

      “Not very tolerant.”

      Nash understood that completely. A couple of his bandmates knew how he leaned, but that was it. And they didn’t talk, not if they wanted to remain a part of Dirty Deeds. Right now, with a new manager, their band was starting to book all over the east coast. And the money was finally starting to roll in. Most of them, except for their guitarist, wanted to benefit from that.

      However, his lead guitarist had a ball and chain around his ankle, consisting of a wife and three kids. He couldn’t just up and go do multi-state tours for weeks at a time.

      Nash had a lot of freedom when it came to that. The only ball and chain he had was his MC and even that was a light one.

      “So, you’re into women and you’re sitting in a gay bar, not just any gay bar, but one known for random pick-ups. Why?”

      “Why the fuck not? There’s a band playin’ and I’m a musician.”

      Cross’s eyebrows rose. “What do you play?”

      “Guitar, drums, bass. Sing, too.”

      “You good?”

      Nash lifted a shoulder. “So I’m told.”

      “Ever play here before?”

      “Fuck no.”

      “Why? Because it’s a gay bar?”

      No, because it wasn’t a biker bar, which was most of the gigs they’d had recently. While they wanted to expand, gay bars were not on their radar. One of his band members was a homophobe and would flip the fuck out if he or their manager suggested it.

      Another reason Nash kept the fact that he was bi on the DL.

      Plus, it wasn’t anyone’s business but his and whoever was on the receiving end of his dick.

      Even so, Lenny was a great drummer and Nash didn’t want to risk losing another band member, homophobe or not.

      “Yeah, since I’m not gay.”

      Cross jerked his head toward the now empty stage. “Think any of them are gay? As long as they’re getting paid, bet they don’t care whose pocket that money came from.”

      While Nash agreed, he wasn’t going to say that out loud. “Time for me to go.” He shifted to get to his feet, but long fingers snagged his bicep again, this time giving it a squeeze first.

      “Hold up, you didn’t give me your name yet.”

      Nash’s heart began to thump like a bass drum. He should’ve left the moment the guy began to chatter, but something had kept him in his seat.

      The guy was good looking and Nash’s type, but something bothered him. Something Nash couldn’t put his finger on.

      Then it hit him. Something he should’ve caught from the get-go. Maybe the beard had thrown him off.

      Cross’s eyelids got heavy and his blue eyes heated as Nash leaned in close, inhaling deeply as he slid his nose along Cross’s jaw, not touching, but close all the same. His cock twitched when the subtle cologne the man wore filled his nostrils, but he could still smell that identifiable stink beneath it.

      Cross’s fingers tightened painfully around Nash’s arm when he got even closer, putting his mouth to the man’s ear, murmuring, “You smell like a pig.”

      Cross froze but didn’t let go of Nash. Instead, he glanced down at himself. “Did I spill something on myself? I swear I showered. Do I stink?”

      “Yeah, you stink,” Nash growled in his ear. “Got that distinctive odor that comes with badges and jail cells.”

      “You forgot about the handcuffs.”

      “Never forget about the handcuffs,” Nash murmured, then sat back, studying the man once more. From what he could see, the maroon button-down long-sleeved dress shirt the man wore pulled at his shoulders, which meant there were muscles under there. His gut was trim and his thighs pretty damn thick in his jeans. His face, though handsome, was a bit baby-faced for Nash. He wasn’t super young, but he wasn’t old enough, either.

      Nash didn’t like to mess with anyone who needed direction. He didn’t have the time to waste on lessons. He wanted a man, or woman, who knew what the fuck they were doing. This way they could do their thing and Nash could bounce shortly afterward.

      So, no. Nash didn’t need a headache like this one. Even if it was for one night.

      Pigs and bikers didn’t mix, anyway.

      “Gotta go.”
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      The man with the long dirty-blond hair, whose name he still did not know, jerked away from him and moved from the bar and through the crowd. Cross saw a few sets of interested eyes following him as he went. He understood that interest because he was feeling it himself.

      The man they were watching had long, lean legs which could eat up real estate fast. His hair was a bit shaggy for Cross’s taste and his beard a bit haphazard, but his hazel eyes held a story Cross wanted to hear.

      He doubted he’d ever get the chance, but he still wanted a shot at it.

      How the man knew he was a cop, Cross didn’t know. He didn’t have a severe haircut like most, nor did he carry an arrogant air. When it came to his job, he tried to be fair. He treated others as he’d want to be treated if he was in their shoes when dealing with an officer of the law.

      But the nameless man whose back he watched as he shifted through the crowd, didn’t seem to want to give Cross a chance.

      Ignoring his beer, he quickly got to his feet and decided to follow. The more the man refused to give him his name, the more Cross was determined to learn it.

      He wasn’t one to give up so easily.

      He also wasn’t the one who gave up on his last relationship, his former boyfriend did. Being a cop, he didn’t want the hassle of coming out. Other cops usually didn’t like it when “one of their own” wasn’t quite “one of their own.”

      And luckily, his department was one which pretty much stuck to “don’t ask, don’t tell,” so Cross kept that shit to himself.

      But Jeff didn’t want to keep their relationship a secret. He didn’t want to go back in the closet. He wanted to go to Cross’s station functions, like the annual Christmas party, as a couple. Or attend their own parties and fundraisers.

      He also wanted to ride on the back of Cross’s Harley when the Blue Avengers, the law enforcement MC Cross belonged to, did their monthly runs.

      That was never going to happen because things with him and his career would never be the same again. He wanted to make corporal by the end of the year, and he figured if he was outed that might not come to fruition. Excuses could be made why Cross wouldn’t get that fucking promotion, even though he was qualified and had time enough on the job, but Cross would know the truth of why he kept getting passed up.

      If Cross had to decide between getting dick and his career, he was choosing the one that would most likely last the longest. All he needed was another fifteen years on the job and he could retire with a nice pension and full bennies.

      So why the fuck he was tracking the man who refused to give him his name and who had something against cops, Cross didn’t fucking know.

      And even though he knew it wasn’t smart, his feet wouldn’t change direction.

      No, instead he pushed out the front door of The Cockpit and into the late fall night. The paved lot was well lit, so he spotted his target immediately moving between two rows of cars.

      Cross began to jog. He needed to stop him before he left. It would bug the shit out of him if the guy left before Cross ever got to know his name.

      Cross was a detail type of guy. Being a cop, that was important. While he could easily see what vehicle the man got into and run his plate, that would be an abuse of power and if he got caught doing that shit, he could kiss his promotion goodbye.

      He caught up with him a few vehicles down from the entrance.

      “Wait. Hold up.” Cross reached out to grab his arm and stop him. But the man spun on him, taking a defensive position by planting his feet wide.

      Cross stepped back giving them space in case the guy tried to take a swing at him.

      “What the fuck do you want?”

      This was a bad idea. A really bad fucking idea. Cross should go inside and find someone a lot more willing. But for some reason, he couldn’t let this go. He hadn’t had this strong of a reaction to anyone in a long time, even to Jeff. That probably was why when Jeff broke it off, Cross didn’t give a shit. Yes, he’d miss the sex, but that was it.

      The only time Jeff didn’t bore him was when they were in bed, which was another major problem between the two, as well. Cross should’ve known they were doomed from the start.

      Not that Cross was looking for any kind of meaningful relationship with this guy. The one who clearly had a thing against cops, which was a big part of who Cross was. But they didn’t have to discuss their career choices or anything much personal at all.

      He simply wanted a name.

      Fuck, maybe he wanted more than a name. But a name would be a start.

      “Hey, I just want to apologize. I didn’t mean to run you out of there.”

      “Was done anyway. The guitarist didn’t pan out.”

      Cross looked back toward the entrance of the bar. “The guitarist? Were you interested in him?”

      “Yeah.”

      “I don’t think he’s gay.”

      “Was interested in him for my fuckin’ band, not to fuck him. Told you I’m not gay.”

      “Where are you playing next? Maybe I’ll come listen.” Fuck, that was lame. Since when had he become a desperate fool?

      “Tryin’ too hard,” the guy muttered, shaking his head and turning away.

      Cross grabbed his arm again, swinging him around and said, “Maybe not trying hard enough.” He pushed the guy against the SUV they were standing next to and took his mouth.

      Maybe he was wrong, the guy really wasn’t gay, and he was only scouting out another musician for his band. Because the guy stiffened and began to push on Cross’s chest. His lips remained tightly sealed no matter what Cross did to try to open them.

      Was he molesting a stranger in the fucking parking lot?

      He gathered his common sense and stopped kissing him.

      But the guy hadn’t hit him, hadn’t complained, hadn’t done anything to stop him. He just didn’t take part. In fact, his hands were fisted in Cross’s shirt, tight enough that Cross couldn’t step back.

      They stared at each other, Cross trying to gather his thoughts, along with his breath.

      While the light wasn’t enough in the parking lot for Cross to see the color of the guy’s eyes, it was enough that he could see a spark in them, as well as catch the slight flare of his nostrils.

      The guy wasn’t turned off.

      Not at fucking all.

      That meant he was either lying when he said he wasn’t gay, or he just wasn’t admitting to it. Either to himself or others.

      “I’m—” Before Cross could apologize, the man had his hand gripping Cross’s throat, spinning them both around and with a grunt, shoved Cross into the side of the SUV. He lost all his breath and as he opened his mouth to suck air, the man had his mouth on his and was shoving his tongue inside.

      Cross drew oxygen through his nose as the guy stole the air from his lungs. The stranger tried to dominate the kiss, take control, still holding Cross by his throat, using his hips to pin Cross to the vehicle.

      Cross didn’t fight him. He let it happen. Because for insisting he wasn’t gay, the man’s erection was hard to miss since it was jammed against Cross’s own.

      Cross also didn’t fight the groan rising from his throat as the man’s fingers flexed against his neck. Cross didn’t worry about being strangled, he could break free easily, if he needed to.

      But he didn’t want to.

      The man tasted good. Like whiskey and a touch of smoke. Maybe even a touch of bud.

      No surprise he didn’t like cops if he was a regular pot smoker. It wasn’t a deal breaker for Cross, since legalization was on the horizon.

      The hard shit? No. A little grass got a pass.

      But the only hard stuff Cross was paying attention to was what was straining against the guy’s zipper. His fingers itched to touch him, but he wasn’t stupid enough to push it. He was currently going to walk away from this without a black eye and would like it to remain that way.

      Their tongues clashed and twisted, and their kiss got even more intense. Cross was having a hard time finding his breath, especially since this guy could kiss. No doubt remained this guy had kissed men before. He wasn’t tentative at all, instead he was going full bore.

      And Cross was all for it.

      He raised his hand and brushed his fingers along the wiry hairs covering the guy’s jaw, then slid his fingers into the man’s hair. He normally wasn’t into long hair on men, but it fit this guy. The scruff, the shaggy locks, with him being a rocker it made sense.

      Suddenly the kiss ended, the guy pulling away only enough so they could both catch their breath. Though, they were both struggling with it. The thumb of the guy’s hand that gripped his throat took a few passes over Cross’s pounding pulse.

      “That what you were lookin’ for?” The man’s voice was gruff, raw and sent more blood rushing to Cross’s cock.

      Admittedly, it was a start.

      Still not able to control his breath or his racing heartbeat, Cross whispered, “Not gay, huh?”

      The man didn’t avoid his gaze when he answered, “Nope.”

      Cross couldn’t resist anymore and swept his hand over the bulge in the man’s jeans. “Could’ve fooled me.”

      The guy jerked one shoulder up but didn’t pull away from Cross’s touch. In fact, he pressed into it.

      Not gay, his ass.

      Cross tried again. “What’s your name?”

      “It matter?”

      “Since I got you hard, then yes, it fucking matters.”

      The guy’s eyes landed on Cross’s lips, then slid down his chest to his waist and where they were pressed together. “Nash,” he finally said.

      Nash. First name? Last name? Stage name? Fake name? Cross decided not to push it. He got something out of him. For now.

      “Yours?”

      Cross arched a brow at him. “Told you what it was.”

      Nash shook his head. “No one names their kid Cross.”

      “It’s Aiden Cross.”

      His lips twitched. “Least you didn’t say Christopher.”

      “I would’ve run away from home if they named me that. At least your parents didn’t name you Graham Nash, which would be ironic since you’re a musician.” He’d hoped that tease would give him the rest of Nash’s name. It didn’t, instead Nash jerked against him, then pulled away abruptly.

      He had shut down.

      Fuck.

      The joke was meant to open him up, not close him down.

      He pushed on. “Would like to see you play one night. On stage... or otherwise.” Why was he working so hard to get this guy’s dick? He never had to work this hard.

      While he sometimes liked a challenge, there were too many other easy hook-ups back inside The Cockpit.

      A drink. A smile. Exchange of names, real or not, and then someone was coming down the other’s throat. Even if it was only in the parking lot.

      It was that easy. This Nash was not being easy.

      Cross needed to just walk away.

      But he could leave a breadcrumb.

      Releasing Nash’s evidence of his lie about not liking men, he pulled out his wallet, and from that, a business card. He tucked it into the man’s front pocket, making sure his fingers brushed against Nash’s erection once more.

      “If you decide you are gay, give me a call. If you want to meet on neutral ground, I’m willing. In fact, I’d prefer it.”

      “’Cause of that job of yours.”

      Cross dipped his head. “That’s one reason.”

      “Don’t do pigs.”

      “You also indicated you didn’t do men. And anyway, I never said I was a cop.”

      “Never said you weren’t.”

      Cross tilted his head and studied the man who still had him pinned against the SUV with his hips. They were almost the same height, so they were eye to eye, dick to dick.

      Cross wanted to kiss him again, but he knew that might not fly, so instead, he brushed his thumb over Nash’s bottom lip.

      “One admission for another,” Cross suggested softly.

      Nash jerked his head away and Cross’s hand dropped to his side.

      “I’m good. Gotta go.”

      Suddenly, Cross was no longer pinned to the vehicle, and Nash’s long legs were taking him quickly away from him.

      Cross moved out from between the two vehicles where they’d been kissing and watched Nash approach a bike.

      He should go inside and just forget this whole thing happened.

      Or maybe just go the fuck home and call it a night. He had a bottle of lube and an experienced fist, as well as a good imagination, so he could use his memory of Nash to get him off, if needed.

      Unfortunately, he lost interest in finding someone else in the bar. His interest was still on the man digging into one of his saddlebags. He pulled what looked like a leather vest from it, then shrugged it on.

      Cross’s heart started to pound in his ears.

      From where he stood, he couldn’t read it, but it was an MC cut like Cross wore being a member of the Blue Avengers MC. Only Cross knew Nash wasn’t a part of any law enforcement-based MC.

      He didn’t like “pigs,” so he definitely wasn’t one.

      The roar of the straight pipes, which were illegal in the Commonwealth of Pennsylvania, filled the night air.

      Holy shit.

      Cross tracked him as Nash rode past him on his Harley, his eyes glued to the rockers on the back of that vest.

      He just made out with a fucking biker. Not just any biker but a member of an MC.

      Not just any MC but the Dirty Angels MC.

      He knew of them, only too well.

      Some members of the BAMC had connections with the DAMC.

      So, messing with Nash wouldn’t be random, it would be stupid.

      Shit could easily get out.

      Any kind of interest in Nash would be a big mistake, he could not only lose his chance at a promotion, but possibly lose his job. Outlaw club or not, Nash was part of an MC which his superiors wouldn’t take too kindly to Cross having any kind of connection to.

      Not only being gay but hooking up with a biker like Nash could fuck him up one side and down the other.

      He reminded himself one more time the choice between dick and his career should be an easy one.

      Now he just needed to convince his brain and his own dick of that.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      Nash leaned back against the counter of his fully furnished kitchen in his fully furnished house.

      A kitchen he never cooked or even ate a fucking meal in. A house he never slept in. Not once.

      The only reason it was fully furnished was Mercy and his woman, Rissa, had holed up there all those months ago when her life had been threatened.

      Nash had done a walk-through of the house in the DAMC compound once the construction was complete. He’d done a walk-through again once Mercy and Rissa had moved out.

      And both times right after those walk-throughs he’d walked right the fuck back out, got on his sled and headed back to church, which felt more like home than this house did.

      He was alone, why did he need such a big fucking house? Especially since he’d been on the road more often, too. He liked rolling loose and easy. When he was home in Shadow Valley, he had a free room above church where he stayed. A commercial kitchen downstairs, which was a part of The Iron Horse Roadhouse, where he could have one of the cooks or Mama Bear make him grub.

      Living in his own house would not only be too quiet, but he’d have to make his own shit, for the most part. He could get a house mouse, but he didn’t need some young female living with him and in his business. Fuck that.

      Anyway, he wasn’t ready for domestic bliss for him and his fist, since he didn’t have anyone else to share it with. Probably never would.

      All his brothers, who had an ol’ lady or a family, now lived behind the gate and concrete walls of this neighborhood. Zak, the DAMC president, wanted everyone, especially the ol’ ladies and the kids, in one spot for good reason. He wanted everyone safe after dealing with the Shadow Warriors being a threat and wreaking havoc for decades.

      Now that rival MC was extinct, it was still smart to keep the families in one location. Everyone looked out for everyone else.

      Safety in numbers.

      It also didn’t hurt that a couple of Diesel’s Shadows lived in the compound, too.

      Even so, Nash didn’t belong here. He ought to just pass the house on to one of his brothers. But anyone not living here was single yet. Moose, Coop, Crash, Rig, Rooster and Jester. None of them wanted the burden of owning a house like this. They were happy to live above church, too.

      He reached into the back pocket of his jeans and slid out his wallet, finding what he was looking for. What his mind kept going back to.

      It wasn’t fucking smart.

      In fact, it could be a disaster.

      He flipped the card over and over within his fingers, then flicked it onto the counter. He should burn it.

      Then burn the memory of that kiss out of his head.
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