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      Secrets tore us apart, but I won’t risk losing her a second time . . . even if it destroys me.

      I thought I’d buried the pain of losing Sienna, the girl who once owned my heart. There’s been no one since, but that doesn’t mean I’m ready to forgive the past when her father’s death brings us face to face again.

      Now that I’m a member of the War Brothers MC, I’m nothing like the boy she once loved. Only one thing remains the same . . . we can’t deny this need burning between us.

      But giving in to temptation means tearing open old wounds and living with mistakes I can never undo. I may not deserve her, but I can’t let her go again either. I want to be her everything.

      When someone close to Sienna tries to hurt her, I don’t know if it’s my second chance or if I’m destined to go down in flames. I’ll do anything to protect the woman I’ve never stopped loving.

      Nobody gets to threaten Sienna and keep breathing . . .

      
        
        Grab your copy of Cash now.
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      Rose

      

      The limousine glides to a stop outside the church. I step out on unsteady legs. My dad is waiting for me at the entrance, smiling proudly. I take a few deep breaths trying to calm myself, then walk over. Looking up at the heavy clouds, I frown. “I hope it doesn’t rain on my wedding day,” I murmur to Kayla, my best friend and maid of honor, who’s by my side. We’ve been inseparable for five years, but today she seems distant. I expected support from my bridal party, not this . . . detachment.

      My hands are shaking while I hold the bouquet. “I’m so nervous,” I mutter.

      Kayla steps behind me, adjusting the train of my dress.

      “Thank you,” I say with a small smile. But she doesn’t smile back. Instead, tears well in her eyes.

      Soft music plays inside the church, signaling that it’s time. “Come on, Kayla, you’re up,” my dad says, his voice gentle but firm.

      She abruptly shakes her head, and my heart accelerates. What’s wrong?

      “Hold on, Dad,” I say to him, my voice tight with unease. I pull Kayla aside, my pulse quickening. “What’s going on?”

      Tears spill down her cheeks as she pulls her arm away. She walks away, so I follow her until she stops and turns.

      “I begged him to tell you, but he wouldn’t.”

      I tilt my head as confusion settles in. “Who are you talking about?”

      “Tyler . . .” she whispers.

      I freeze. “What hasn’t he told me?” My voice is sharp with panic.

      “He . . .” she stammers, her lip trembling. “He’s been having an affair with me . . . for the past year.”

      I inhale sharply and clutch my chest as if trying to hold my heart together. The weight of her words crashes into me, and I stumble back.

      “Rose, what’s going on, sweetheart?” Dad asks with concern. He’s out of earshot.

      With tense muscles and heart pounding, I take a good look at Kayla. She was supposed to be my best friend, and she betrayed me. “You bitch!” I scream. “How dare you! Pretending to be my best friend while screwing my fiancé?”

      I’m not marrying Tyler. Not now.

      Dad gasps.

      Kayla stands there with slumped shoulders, her face streaked with tears. “I deserve that . . .” she says quietly.

      She deserves so much more.

      I force myself to look at my dad. “Can you get me my bag? It should be with Mom?” I need to get out of here; the pain is heavy . . . suffocating . . . nauseating.

      “Are you sure?” he asks, his brows furrowed with worry.

      I nod, blinking rapidly, forcing the tears to stay put. “Please, Dad.” My voice is raw.

      He nods and walks into the church. I hear the light chatter inside. Seeing my dad walk in first at my wedding has people talking.

      “You were supposed to be my best friend.” My voice is tortured but has an edge of rage. “How could you two do this to me?”

      Her shoulders sag further, but I feel no sympathy for her. “It just happened,” she says weakly. “And then we couldn’t stop.”

      The thought of those two together makes me flinch. I want to vomit.

      “I think I love him,” she declares.

      I give her a death stare. “You wait until my wedding day to tell me?” In one day I’m losing my best friend and my relationship, the money I spent on this stupid wedding, and perhaps my sanity. “You’ve ruined everything!”

      Dad rushes out and hands me my bag. “Where are you going?” he asks with a deep frown.

      I shake my head. I can’t talk anymore or I’ll cry, so I turn, ignoring the murmurs behind me. My heart is pounding as I run and get into the limousine, slamming the door behind me. Only then do I let the tears fall. I wasn’t going to give Kayla the satisfaction of seeing me crying.

      “Where would you like to go, ma’am?” the driver asks cautiously.

      Where can I go? I’m staying here at a hotel with Tyler, family, and friends. If I go home, Tyler might turn up. I can’t see his face right now. I can’t go to my parents; I don’t think I can deal with anyone else’s emotions as my life crashes down around me. I’m in a town I’m not too familiar with. I wanted to get married here in Crown Village because it’s a seaside town.

      “The closest bar,” I choke out.

      My hands flop on my knees, over the layers of my big, puffy wedding dress. I’m going to stand out wearing this, but right now I don’t have a choice. I need a drink to ease the pain of betrayal by the two people I thought were closest to me. The thought churns in my mind, making me question everything I thought I knew.

      More tears fall as my heart aches. I can’t hold it in any longer, and I sob. Acidic tears fall hard and fast, and my chest heaves as I continue to cry. My heart is shattered.

      My phone buzzes continuously with calls, messages, notifications, but I can’t bear to talk to anyone. I turn it off and stare out the window, watching the blur of houses pass by until the car finally slows to a stop.

      The driver turns to me. “We’re here. This is a hotel, but it has a bar, restaurant, and entertainment area.”

      “Thank you,” I manage, my voice hoarse.

      He clears his throat. “So, I assume you don’t need my services anymore?”

      “You would be correct.” I pull out the small mirror from my bag and wipe my eyes with a tissue. They’re red, and my face is splotchy. “Just give me a minute.” I take a moment to settle down. I wait until my face doesn’t look like I just came from a funeral, even though it feels like I have.

      I step out in front of the hotel. I hesitate at the entrance, my hand hovering over the door handle, but I force myself to push it open. Head down, I walk past reception, a bustling hall where a function seems to be in full swing, and a restaurant filled with the hum of conversation. I keep walking, looking around. “Jesus Christ, where’s the bar?” I mutter under my breath, my heels clicking against the floor.

      Finally I spot it. Bartenders are serving customers from behind a wooden bar. The crowd is a mix of people. A few are leaning against the bar, but most others are sitting in tight groups at high-top tables.

      I pull out a stool. “Stupid dress,” I grumble, gathering up the fabric of the giant skirt and plopping down. Whispers ripple around me, but I keep my gaze fixed on the counter, avoiding eye contact.

      “Congratulations,” the bartender says.

      I push past the tightness in my throat. “No . . . it didn’t work out.” My voice is flat, the words bitter on my tongue. Catastrophe would be a better word, and that’s putting it mildly.

      He cringes. “I’m sorry about that. What can I get you?”

      “Fruit tingle—a double.”

      He gives me a look of understanding. “Coming right up.”

      I slip the engagement ring off my finger. I’m a jeweler, and I poured so many hours into that ring. Now it feels like a cruel joke. I sniffle and can’t stop the few tears that roll down my cheeks, but I quickly wipe them away before anyone notices.

      The bartender places the drink in front of me. “Here, ma’am. The first one’s on the house.”

      I smile at him, grateful for his kindness. “Thank you.” I bring the cold drink to my lips and gulp it all down until only ice remains in the glass. It’s sweet and refreshing, but nowhere near enough. I slide the glass back to him. “I’ll take another.”

      He doesn’t hesitate. I smash that one too and request another because there’s still a strong ache in my chest.

      What I don’t understand is Tyler. How can he say he loves me one night but cheat on me with my best friend the next? That’s not love. My stomach is in knots as I replay the last few years. I can’t believe I was so blindsided. I thought I was lucky that my best friend and partner got along so well. My cheeks heat with embarrassment.

      My family, friends, and everyone in my hometown are going to find out the truth. I’m going to be the clueless woman who didn’t see it. Did anyone else know? I rub my chest. They waited for the worst possible time to tell me, embarrassing me like that. Why didn’t Tyler just leave me and go be with her? Why let it get to my wedding day? I wasted so many years with him. The air-conditioning is cool inside the bar area, but I just feel cold . . . all the way to my broken heart.

      A chair scrapes beside me and a deep voice cuts through my thoughts. “I’ll take a beer,” the man says to the bartender. “And another drink for the bride.”

      Please don’t talk to me. Please don’t talk to me.

      “Is anyone sitting here?” he asks.

      I glance around. Yep, he’s talking to me. God damn it! I look up at him—and freeze, staring deep into a younger man’s ocean-blue eyes. Both stormy and intense. He’s gorgeous.

      “No, it’s free,” I say, giving him a tight smile.

      “Did you just get married?” he asks, his tone curious.

      Screw it. I’m feeling a little lighter from the alcohol. “Nope . . . instead I found out my best friend has been screwing my partner for a year, and she decided to tell me right before I was due to walk down the aisle.”

      His face falls. “I’m so sorry,” he says, and it sounds genuine. “I hate cheaters.”

      Goosebumps erupt over my arms. We agree on something.

      His brows pull in. “Are you cold?”

      Before I can answer, he slips out of his hoodie and passes it to me. I can smell his cologne. It’s refreshing but has a bold masculine scent. “Thank you,” I say softly, and slip it over my curled hair. His hoodie is warm, and even though I’m a big girl, it still fits me.

      I glance down at my attire. A puff of air escapes me. “I’m a wreck with a hoodie on over the top of a fancy wedding dress. Real classy.”

      “Nah,” he says, his lips curving into a smile. “You look sexy.”

      The compliment catches me off guard, and I dissolve on the spot. But is he saying it out of sympathy? “Thank you for being nice to me. You go and enjoy your night. I’ll be at the bar whenever you want your hoodie back.” Let’s face it—I’ll be here till they close.

      He shakes his head, a small, confident smile tugging at his lips. “I’m not going anywhere.”

      I take a proper look at him. He’s tall—easily over six feet—with thick, slightly tousled hair and a five-o’clock shadow that gives him a rugged look. His eyes hold mine for a beat too long. My pulse quickens. I glance around the bar, taking in the groups of women scattered at tables, all of them gorgeous. What’s he doing here, talking to the bigger girl in a wedding dress?

      “It’s okay,” I say, my voice soft. “You don’t have to stay because you feel bad for me.” He seems like a nice guy, but he’s clearly younger than me. How much younger? It’s hard to tell.

      His lips lift slightly, a hint of amusement in his expression. “No, I want to stay.”

      My heart flutters, betraying me. The most handsome young man I’ve ever seen wants to talk to me. I don’t have it in me to tell him to leave. It’s better to have someone here so I don’t feel lonely.

      I glance down at his outfit—a crisp white shirt under a leather vest, paired with baggy jeans. Simple, but it suits him. Too well. I chastise myself for noticing. I just found out my fiancé cheated on me, and here I am, flustered over a stranger. I would never cheat—not that Tyler and I are together now—but I can’t seem to control the way my body reacts to him. Maybe the alcohol is just numbing the pain of their betrayal.

      “What’s your name?” I ask, my voice steadier than I feel.

      “Theo,” he says, extending a hand. “And yours?”

      “Rose.” I slip my hand into his, and the moment our skin touches, a jolt of electricity zips through me. I pull back slightly, startled by the intensity of it. Guilt creeps in, but there’s a small voice in the back of my mind whispering, Why not? Tyler cheated on me, and here’s this kind, attractive man who actually wants to talk to me. Why should I feel bad about that?

      “Are you just here for a few drinks?” I ask, desperate to keep the conversation going.

      “I’m at an engagement party for my friends, Milly and Twitch,” he says, gesturing vaguely toward the other side of the bar. “But I don’t really feel like celebrating right now. I just wanted a couple of drinks to unwind.”

      The bartender places our drinks in front of us, and I take a sip through the straw, trying to appear more composed than I feel. The sweet, tangy flavor cools me down, though I’m still hyperaware of Theo’s presence beside me.

      “What have you got there?” he asks, nodding toward my purple drink.

      “A fruit tingle,” I reply.

      He tilts his head, intrigued. “It looks good.”

      “Want a taste?” The words tumble out before I can stop them, and my cheeks heat instantly. I can’t believe I just said that.

      Theo’s smile widens, warm and disarming. He leans closer, his lips brushing the straw as he takes a sip. My body stiffens, every nerve on high alert.

      He leans back, smirking. “Yeah, it’s good. A bit strong, though.”

      I shrug, trying to play it cool. “I need strong drinks tonight.”

      He raises his hands in mock surrender, chuckling. “Completely understandable.”

      I can’t help but smile at his playfulness. “So, tell me about yourself, Theo. Anything to get my mind off the nightmare I’m living.”

      “At least you found out now,” he says, his tone serious. “Did you have kids with him?”

      “No.” I’m grateful for that small mercy. But the thought lingers—if Kayla hadn’t told me, how far would Tyler have let it go?

      “That’s good,” Theo says, his voice tinged with something darker. “Nothing worse than dragging kids through it.”

      There’s a weight to his words, a bitterness that makes me wonder if he’s speaking from experience. I take another sip of my drink, letting the alcohol steady me. “I just can’t believe it,” I admit. “I wasted four years being the perfect partner, doing everything I could to make him happy. I worked full-time, but I also cleaned the house and made his dinners, his lunches—everything. He didn’t have to lift a finger, and it still wasn’t enough.” My voice wavers, and I straighten my back, determined not to cry again.

      He places a hand on my arm, and I look into soft eyes. “It has nothing to do with you and everything to do with him. He sounds like a loser, and you sound like his mom. And that so-called friend of yours was never a friend anyway and eventually showed you her true colors. People always do.”

      His words hit me like a revelation. He’s right. For the first time, I realize I did and gave too much, and it was never reciprocated. The fault wasn’t mine.

      “Do you have a girlfriend?” I ask, the alcohol taking over.

      “I surely don’t,” he says in an upbeat tone.

      A hint maybe? Pfft . . . who am I kidding? A young man like him wanting me? Impossible.

      “Well . . . a bit about me. I’m in a motorcycle club.” He looks down at his vest.

      My tongue feels heavy. “Is it . . . a bad club?” I lean toward him, tipsy and curious. “Do you kill people?”

      He laughs. The sound is rich and warm, and it lightens something in me.

      “We’re the good type. We look out for people in the community.”

      I don’t know what he means by that, but I like the sound of it. “How old are you?” He’s clearly a man, but younger than me. I’m just not sure how much.

      He smiles, and it’s glorious. “Old enough.”

      “Old enough for what?” I tease.

      “For you.”

      My body ignites and I forget how to breathe for a second. He’s ballsy, but not arrogant. My nipples pebble against my bra. His eyes smolder, and I get lost in them. Thoughts flicker. What have I got to lose? Nothing.

      “Let’s get a room,” he says, holding out his hand.

      A bolt of lust overcomes me, leaving me giddy. I place my hand in his. His eyes roam over me with a fierce hunger I’ve never seen any man have before, and it sends a ripple down my spine. He looks at me like he wants me, but I’m just me . . . I’m all curves. Pudgy belly, thick thighs. Why would someone like him want me? But he couldn’t fake the longing in his eyes that says he wants me.

      He leans in, his breath warm against my neck. “Don’t tell me you’re gonna back out . . . I’m already hard for you.”

      And just like that, all the toxic thoughts leave me. Butterflies take over my stomach.

      “Okay,” I whisper as adrenaline soars through me. A sexy distraction to take my mind off the pain stalking me tonight.
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      Rose

      
      We head up the stairs. My heart is hammering. I’m trying my best not to trip because of all the alcohol I’ve consumed, so I’m walking slowly. He stops ahead of me and turns, chuckling, and takes a few steps to get behind me. I snort. What is he doing? Pushing me up the stairs? How embarrassing!

      But then my legs are whisked from underneath me. I squeal as I’m suddenly cradled in his strong arms. My puffy wedding dress is all I can see apart from his gorgeous, mischievous smile.

      “Put me down,” I protest. Jeez, the last thing I want is for him to get hurt. I’m a solid girl.

      He laughs. “Nope. I want to carry you. I’ve got to give you some of the bridal experience.”

      I carefully watch his face. It doesn’t seem like he’s struggling to carry me. “I don’t want you to hurt your back.”

      He gives me a funny look. “Are you trying to offend me? I can lift way more than you. Don’t you worry your beautiful face about it.”

      He called me beautiful . . . My heart swells. I don’t remember a time Tyler called me that.

      We reach the top of the stairs, and Theo effortlessly carries me to the door of our room. He unlocks it with one hand, still holding me securely in his other arm. My breathing is uneven, and I tug at the neck of his hoodie as if I’m overheating.

      He gently places me on the bed before he returns to lock the door. I look down at the wedding dress. I can’t believe this is happening. He comes back and stands in front of me and cups my cheek, bringing my eyes to his. I could drown in those ocean-blue eyes of his.

      “You don’t have to go through with this,” he says softly. “If you want to sit here and talk, that’s fine. I’m just happy to be with you.”

      I tilt my head. “Why do you want to spend time with me? There were so many gorgeous women downstairs who were admiring you. Am I a charity case or something?”

      I didn’t mean to sound so abrupt, but this isn’t normal. It’s never happened to me. Men tend to be rude to me and look right through me like I’m not even there.

      Theo’s brows draw together in confusion. He brushes a strand of hair behind my ear, and I close my eyes briefly at the tenderness of the gesture. When I open them, his gaze is steady, sincere.

      “I don’t know how to explain it; I saw you and I was just drawn to you. I sat back and waited for your husband to arrive, and when he didn’t, I made my move. I didn’t want you to be sad, and no, you’re not a charity case. I just saw a beautiful woman sitting alone at a bar, and to be honest I felt lonely too.”

      He was lonely. I frown at that. With his thick hair, blue eyes, and bulging biceps, there is no way he could be lonely, but I guess even attractive people aren’t exempt from the feeling.

      “If we do this”—I point my finger between us—“know what to expect. Under this dress I’m not the skinny girl you’re used to seeing. I’ve got a pudgy belly and thick thighs.”

      “Fuck yeah,” he says, and it brings a smile to my face. “I want to fuck a woman with some meat on her.”

      He says that now, but seeing me could be different. I’ve always been solid, since I was born. There was never a time I wasn’t.

      Theo leans down and grabs the back of my hair, making me gasp. He takes full advantage, plunging his tongue inside and kissing me. His lips are punishing but passionate. His tongue tangles with mine, drawing a moan from my lips. He pulls back with a slight smirk on his lips.

      “Stop trying to talk me out of it. I want to fuck you!”

      I feel faint. My tongue feels heavy, like I can’t respond. He grabs the bottom of his hoodie, and I help by lifting my arms up. He takes it off and throws it on the floor.

      He tugs at my wedding dress. “Now . . . how do you get out of this thing?”

      I turn slightly. “There should be a zipper at the back.”

      He doesn’t unzip me right away. Instead he touches the top of my back in soft, smooth motions. “Your skin is truly beautiful.”

      I hear the zipper as it drags down. I hold the top of the dress so I’m not totally exposed. “Can you turn the light off?” I ask shyly. After my day, I couldn’t handle the look on his face if he isn’t into me.

      He groans. “But I want to see you.” Then obliges, “Okay. I’ll turn the light off but only . . .”

      Oh, here we go. “Only what?”

      “After I get to see those perfect tits.”

      I chuckle uncomfortably. Perfect . . . ha! They have stretch marks from when they grew so quickly. I have enormous boobs—like, they have their own zip code.

      “Stop it!” he says. He leans down and gives me a hard, chaste kiss. “Stop overthinking it.” He tugs on the neckline of the dress and I let go, allowing him to pull the dress down and exposing the top half of my body to him.

      His eyes darken and he leans back, admiring me with heat in his gaze. My heart races as he gently pushes me back until I’m lying on the bed. He crawls over me and cups my breast. His warm hands and tender touch make me gasp. He puts his mouth over my nipple, making me buck off the bed. Over and over he sucks, licks, and nibbles on my nipple, ravishing it, making my eyes roll back.

      He caresses the other breast before giving it the same treatment, and my panties are drenched. This man knows what he’s doing.

      When he pulls back, he says, “What did I tell you? Perfect tits!”

      My chest warms at his declaration.

      His eyes wander to my feet. “Let me help you out of those shoes.”

      He gets off the bed, so I lift my leg up. He places my foot on his thigh and softly caresses my calf muscle before moving to the back of my ankle to unclip the shoe.

      “What did I tell you. I have chunky legs.”

      “I was admiring how good your feet look in the shoes, but now that you mention it, I’m jealous. I’ve got to work my ass off in the gym to get my calves the size of yours.” He gently tugs on my shoe and takes it off. “I’ll swap you legs,” he teases.

      He makes me feel at ease and free, like all my insecurities don’t matter to him, and it’s like breathing fresh air.

      He takes my other shoe off. “Can you please turn off the light?” I ask. I need him now.

      He groans but walks over and turns it off for me, which I appreciate. I pull the ridiculously sized wedding dress off and throw it on the floor.

      It’s so dark in here. I hear his footsteps coming toward the bed. Oh damn. I realize I made a terrible mistake. I didn’t even get to see his body, and I’m sure it’s something else. I take off my panties as I hear his jeans zipper lower. Even though I’m tipsy and the alcohol has taken the edge off, my heart is pounding, my breathing is frantic, and I’m nervous.

      The bed dips and I reach out for him. I touch his abs, and as my fingers move around, I feel that each ab is clearly defined. He sucks in a breath. “You really work out, don’t you,” I murmur. Like, what is this—an eight-pack? I’m really regretting asking him to turn the light off right now. I’ve never felt this type of muscle before and probably will never get the chance again.

      He grabs my hand and puts it on his hard-as-steel cock. I squeeze it, making him hiss. His long cock throbs against my touch. Holy shit, he’s packing. He’s hard—for me—and it makes my smile widen.

      “Lay down,” he says, his voice rough.

      I do, and he reaches out for me with one hand and then strokes my side. “I love your curves.” My thighs quiver. I let out a frustrated grunt when his hands disappear from my body, but between one blink and the next, he moves down, shouldering my legs open.

      The first swipe of his tongue against my sensitive flesh causes my back to arch off the bed. Every muscle tenses as he uses his tongue to drive me insane. He flicks my clit and laps up the pleasure that rushes through me, then fucks me with his tongue. My head rolls from side to side as I moan, with one hand in his hair and the other scrunching up the bedsheet. He’s eating me like I’m his last meal and he’s starving. He replaces his tongue with his fingers and moves his tongue back to my clit.

      I can’t hold out any longer. Wave after wave of pleasure washes over me.

      He chuckles in satisfaction while I pant. I hear a wrapper and realize he’s putting on a condom. In my delirious state, I didn’t even think of that.

      His hand grazes my leg, then slips between them. “You’re soaked for me.”

      Who wouldn’t be for a guy like him? Not to mention he did just make me come with only his talented mouth and fingers. Tyler couldn’t do that. Not that he ever tried.

      Theo shuffles, and I feel the head of his cock drag deliciously through the lips of my sex. My pulse is thrashing, and I’m eager to have him inside me. He lines up his cock at my entrance and thrusts inside. I gasp out loud at the sudden intrusion.

      “Fuuuck.” His voice is a husky grumble in his throat.

      I’m wet, but he’s still a big boy. I’m so full of him I can hardly breathe. It’s overwhelming but feels right at the same time. I’ll be sore tomorrow.

      His mouth is at my neck, kissing and nipping, making me shudder. My hands are on the hard planes of his chest as he thrusts hard and deep and kisses me like I’m the air he needs to breathe. His tongue swirls against mine. Tasting. Taking. Being with a stranger is better than I imagined.

      He’s pulling almost all the way out and slamming back in. He keeps up his relentless rhythm, as sweat mists my skin. He’s brutal, but I’m high from pleasure, moaning loudly, enjoying every second.

      Our bodies are smacking together as the bed squeaks with every thrust. My teeth clench as the pleasure builds, and I sink my fingernails into his back. He picks up the pace, and my body greedily clenches around him. I meet him thrust for thrust, one of my hands combing through his soft hair.

      “Are you ready to come?” he asks through gritted teeth.

      “Nearly,” I pant.

      His finger goes to my clit, and he applies pressure and circles it. That’s all it takes for me to detonate. I cry out and clamp down on his cock. He curses and bucks wildly as his thrusts become erratic. Then he groans loudly and
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