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This series is dedicated to some people who have meant the world to me. Their love of Harley Davidson and rock 'n roll is something I will always carry with me. Foxy Roxie, Elmer Lee (Cowboy) and my parents Glen & Alice. Thank you for all of the wonderful influences you placed upon me.  Roxie, Elmer and dad I hope you all are riding on that highway in the sky.

This book is for anyone with a dream, who has ever been told no, or that you aren’t good enough. Dreams do happen, they do come true, the fact that you are reading this is proof.  To everyone who has supported me on this journey this book is for you. To those of you who gave Grim a chance and kept coming back for more, I love you. You rock my world.
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Striker

I have traveled many roads, but riding the road to winning her heart is proving to be my greatest journey yet... "Nothing brings me so much pain and pleasure, like her mouth."

My name is Striker Black, and this is my story...

Have you ever made a choice that changed everything? A decision that set off a chain of events that you could not control. Have you ever been torn between wishing to go back and change one night if it could repair all of the lives you ruined or being glad that it happened, because it brought you the most precious gift life had to offer?

As long as I can remember, I have sworn to protect her, to give her everything she ever needed. I waited so long for her to put her faith in me, to trust in me to cherish her, and I failed her. Letting down the one person who mattered most to me broke me, letting her go about nearly killed me.

Baby has loved and lost. Trying to pick up the pieces of her heart, she finds herself in the crosshairs of a tangled mess. Can Baby forgive the past and open her heart to the man who has loved her since she was just a girl? How many times can a heart be wounded before it finally bleeds dry...

Romeo has always been loyal to his patch and one woman has always owned his heart. He is soon finding out that loyalty and love doesn’t always go hand in hand. When a new threat arises, Romeo learns the hard way, all is not fair on the road and between the sheets.
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Prologue
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"Dance with me Striker." 

I take Baby by the hand and lead her to the floor. ‘We Got Tonight’ is playing loud, and I hold her body tight against mine. Fuck, she smells so good. I suck in a deep breath and place a little distance between us, but she draws me back in, and lays her head on my shoulder. 

“Where's your girl at? Figured she'd have your mark on her arm by now," she teases.

Having her close, like this, feels so right and so wrong. I have always loved Baby, but I have also always known that I don’t stand a chance with her. She has always had a thing for my brother, Rebel. I don’t see what attracts her to him, other than what a jerk he has always been towards her. Guess she is like every other woman—they love an asshole.

“Nah, her parents are in town and they are tight ass stuck up fuckers. They'd never approve of their daughter being with me." That is the appeal of being with Aspen. There isn’t any expectations between us. She knows I will never be serious about her, just as I know she uses me to get at her parents. But I lied to Baby just now, Aspen wanted to see me, and I blew her off, because I knew tonight was Baby’s graduation night, and I wanted to be here for her, to celebrate. I may have just wanted to see her before I leave in the morning. I haven’t ever been longer than a day or two without at least catching sight of her on the club property. My whole life has revolved around Baby. 

Protecting her. 

Watching over her. 

Wanting her. 

The song changes to ‘Family Tradition’.  Baby smiles at me as our bodies stay close, like we have always fit together. "Well they sure as fuck don't know what in the hell they are missing." She laughs, and I almost can’t stand it, it is the sweetest sound I have ever heard. Even when we were kids, she had that laugh, it always touched my heart. I twirl her around, resisting the urge to ravish her mouth. Her pretty pink lips are parted and so damn tempting. She has no idea how crazy she makes me. How it has killed me to watch her chase after my brother who has never fuckin’ deserved her devotion. 

"So where in the fuck you been lately, you don't ever come around. You haven't been to a family breakfast over at Mom's in months. You got a man I don't know about? Or is it because of my dumbass brother?" I steer our conversation into safer territory.

"Just had a lot going on. Tell Foxie I'll be over in the morning to make up for it." 

"I'm going to hold you to it, but you can start making it up to me by finding us some smoke, I'm tapped out. And I'd like to go out tonight in style. Chicago is going to be a lot of work and no play." I dread Chicago, but at the same time, I am happy for the change. In Chicago, I won’t have to watch Baby fall in love with someone who isn’t me. I’m not ready to be the man who can tame her wild ass. Moreover, going up against Grim, to place a claim on her is scary as shit. He killed my father for screwing him over, I can’t even begin to imagine what in the hell he would do if I ever hurt his daughter. 

"Alright I got you. Meet me at your apartment in about ten minutes.” Baby takes off, and I make a mad dash to my place to pick up my shit. 

My apartment is a mess. Old beer bottles line the coffee table. Not wasting any time, I grab the trashcan from my kitchen and start tossing anything in, even my work clothes from earlier today. I make a mental note to have one of the potentials come by and clean sometime after I get to Chicago. Aspen rarely comes by, so I am not used to keeping the apartment picked up for female company. 

Baby shows up moments later, looking even more beautiful than she did a bit ago. Her red hair frames her face, her wild honey eyes sparkling so full of promise. What I wouldn’t give to have just one night with her.

"You know Grim will have both our asses if he catches us smoking his good shit." I take the weed from her and roll us a joint. "Before I get too blazed to remember, I got you something." I have been debating on giving her the bracelet, but she is here and if I don’t do it now I never will. 

Walking into my room my palms are sweating. This is the first time I have ever given any woman jewelry. What if she hates it or thinks it is lame? I don’t know why I am freaking so bad over this, it’s just a fuckin’ bracelet. I grab the bag and take it to her, placing it in her lap. Her lips curve upward in an amused smile. Baby is enjoying my embarrassment. I smooth my hands over my hair, pushing it out of my face and take a seat beside of her on the couch. 

"Open it." I nudge her shoulder, eager to see her reaction. 

She squeals, she loves it, I am relieved, and now I feel like I can relax and enjoy that joint. We spend some time talking about what each charm represents. My favorite is the tree. When we were kids, Baby was sad about not having her mom, and her old man always being out on the road. She said she felt alone. It was a small gesture, but I remembered my mom buying some trees and shit to plant around the Roadhouse. I stole a magnolia tree and when Baby and I planted it, I told her as long as that tree had its roots in the soil, she would have me, and we would always be rooted together. 

I wanted her to know that for as long as I am breathing, she’ll always have me. 

She rolls us another joint and grabs us another jar of moonshine. "You want to play?" I ask, noticing her eyeing the game controllers. I can’t even count how many times we have played together over the years.

"You're on. Let's kick some zombitch ass!" Baby cheers with excitement. We play a few rounds and the two of us are feeling pretty fucking good at this point. I couldn’t think of a better way to spend my last night in Drag Creek than with Baby. I can’t stop staring at her. She’s so beautiful and she knows it. I see the way the men around here look at her. But they are all too pussy to step up and be her man, myself included. 

"Striker, tonight was the best night I have had in a long time. Thank you for hanging out with me, best night I have had in a while." She leans over, falling into me, her soft velvety lips, crash into me. Fucking amazing. I can’t stop myself from pulling her to me and having a full taste of her. She deepens the kiss sucking on my tongue, best goddamned kiss I have ever had the pleasure of receiving. The taste of her lips travels all the way down to my toes. 

"I've wanted to do that for a long time," I whisper against her neck biting and sucking her sensitive flesh, moving towards her collarbone. God, I want her. I wish I could make her mine but neither of us are ready. 

"Don't say things like that unless you mean them, you've got a girlfriend..." Tonight Aspen is the farthest thing from my mind, with Baby here looking so sexy, tasting so good, giving me what I have been denying myself—Aspen who?

"Baby, you taste so motherfuckin' sweet, smell so damned good, skin so smooth." I run my hands over her stomach, brushing my fingers over her breasts. I need them in my mouth. My cock is stretching, aching to fill her, to give her every inch of me. Her response is welcoming, as she pulls my shirt over my head. We continue nipping, rubbing, tasting, and exploring each other’s bodies. If I don’t have her soon, I am going to combust. She sucks on my lip ring, making my dick twitch.

I explore further, running my hands over her thighs and up to her wet panties. I hook the silk material to the side and tease her clit slowly with my thick finger. She lets out a whimper, nearly causing me to cum in my pants. She’s soaked for me. I can smell her arousal and it turns me on even more. 

"Take me to bed Striker," she moans, tightening her tight cunt around my finger. She bites her lip and I can’t take it. So fucking sexy. I swear nothing brings me more pleasure and pain than her mouth. I take her in my arms and carry her to my bed. She looks stunning lying here waiting for me to make her feel so damned good. 

"Have I ever told you how breathtakingly beautiful you are, Baby? I swear nothing has ever been as beautiful as you are." My lips find their way to her mouth again after kissing up her neck. I am trying so hard to control myself. I need to do this slowly, I want her to know how much I desire her, and I want to worship her heart, body, and soul. "Baby, I want to do this right, I don't want to just fuck you. You, you deserve to be made love to.” I put it all out there. “I have loved you since we were kids. And I am going to give you what you deserve." Fu-uuck, I just told her how I really feel. I am not ready to tell her this shit yet. Neither of us are ready. Baby needs to experience life a little more. If I were to claim her now, she’d resent me later on, because there are so many things she has yet to experience.

"You love me?" She is looking deep in my eyes seeing the window to my soul. I can’t hurt her and say no, because I do love her. There’s no denying that she’s always had my heart. 

"So much, never thought I'd get the chance to tell you...to show you..." I undress her determined to show her just how much. 

Taking my time kissing down her throat to her breasts, I suck on each pointed peak, massaging, caressing her delicate mounds. She is squirming wanting to be touched more. Her hips shift. I know what she wants, but she is going to work for it. I take her belly ring between my teeth, tugging on it before sucking on it. Wrapping my arms around her thighs, I spread her apart, and work my hungry mouth over her pussy. “Fuck, Baby, you taste out of this world, sweetest thing ever.” She moans in ecstasy. "Touch yourself, Baby. Show me what you want me to do to you." 

Her cheeks blush. I need to give her more encouragement. I swirl my tongue inside her slit, and bite down on her clit. "Show me," I command taking her hand in mine romancing her body together. She is hesitant at first but gives into the sensation and shoves our fingers inside her cunt. She’s killing me, it feels so damned sensual. I’m enchanted by her beauty and the gift she’s giving me of her body. 

"Do you feel how wet you are? How responsive you are to my touch? You’re driving me wild.”  Sweeping her hair from her face, I delve my finger in her mouth, showing her how good she tastes. I kiss her soft and slow allover, tracing all of her tattoos with my tongue. Rocking back on my calves, I take in how beautiful she truly is, it feels like a dream. I can’t believe this is happening. I keep waiting to wake up or for her to tell me to stop. I’ve thought of this exact moment so many times. Being wrapped up in her sweet touch. 

When she urges me to continue, I settle between her legs pressing into her, slowly giving her body time to welcome me. "So fucking tight."  It feels like her pussy was made just for me. She stretches accepting me further.

A single tear trickles down her face. I hate that I am causing her physical pain. "I'm sorry, if this is hurting, but I promise it will feel good in a minute, but if you want me to stop I will. But please don't tell me to stop, you feel so good, so motherfuckin' tight, like a silk glove wrapped around me."

"I don't want you to stop." She bucks her hips, receiving every inch of me fully. Making love to Baby is like nothing else I have ever felt. I have been with plenty of women, but it has never felt this way. I’m not just talking physical, there is an emotional connection, and I know she feels it too.

"Harder," she demands, digging her nails deep in my back hard enough to draw blood. I give her exactly what she wants slamming into her, drawing my cock in and out at a quickened pace. Her walls squeeze me tight and her head goes back. Her labored pants nearly undo me. I pull out and slam back in hard and deep. Baby orgasms and it is my undoing, as I cum inside her filling her with all I have. 

I collapse beside of her, as the realization hits me that we didn’t use protection. I don’t want to be a jerk by bringing it up and making her feel uncomfortable. It is something we should have discussed but it’s a little too late for that now. 

"I never thought anyone could ever make me feel the way you just did." Baby is looking at me with such devotion. I am afraid she is going to expect more than I can offer. I should have had more self-control. I should have stopped her when she first touched her lips to mine.

"What's the matter, did I say something wrong?"

"No, you were perfect, you’re flawless." I kiss her cheek easing the tension and take her into the shower with me. I take my time enjoying having her all to myself.  I hope she knows I’d never use her.  That tonight meant something to me. 

After our shower Baby falls asleep in my arms, I don’t want this night to end. When tomorrow comes this will all be over. Chicago and Aspen are waiting on me...
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Chapter 1
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A year and a half later...

Striker

There is something to be said about a woman wearing nothing but a black leather bikini and black stilettos—sinfully sexy. My mouth is practically watering as I take in the sight before me. My brother smacks me hard across the chest. "Stop drooling, we are here to work, not eye-fuck the help." 

"Fuck, Rebel, don't mean I can't appreciate the view. I’m not an owned man like you." I'm single. Baby has made it clear she doesn't want me. I am free to do as I please with whomever the fuck I please and right now, this delectable blonde modeling for the calendar we are having made up for some charity Sunshine is crazy about is looking like she will do just fine. She has legs for days, a nice rack, and a pinchable ass I could sink my teeth into. She is laying across my bike, head thrown back, back arched, knees bent—just thinking of her lying on my bed in that position is sending my mind places. That is until I hear her voice—Baby is here, like I could forget her. Grim made her the manager over the garage. I suppose he has sensed the tension between Baby and me. Nevertheless, it has been three months and twenty-five days since I broke her heart for the last time. I have been trying to make it up to her every day since. I fucked up royally. Not like, it is a shocker, but I have managed to stay sober, so that is something in my favor.

"Good morning, Rebel." She kisses him on the cheek and glares in my direction. Shit, I didn't even do anything to her, it's only nine am. Damn it, she must have heard Rebel telling me to stop salivating over the model. Baby continues walking to the office. I can't help but stare at her ass until she disappears behind the door, slamming it shut with more force than necessary. She does look good this morning. Having Colt did her body good, not that she'd let me find out just how much good it has really done for her. 

All lot of shit has changed this past year. After the FED scare with Lucky and all of the manure that went down with Rush and the Rejects, Grim is taking the club in a new direction—we’re going straight. Him and Romeo found an investor who can give us the capital and credentials to make our moonshine legal. Grim and Romeo are gone now to a meeting in Tennessee to work out the logistics. I won't have much to do with that side of things, the garage is my responsibility. Rebel will have to deal with the moonshine business.  

Having Baby here all of the time is becoming a real distraction. I’m pathetic, I have her every move down to a science. I know how often she goes to the bathroom for Christ sake. Trying to push her out of my mind, I take out my sketchpad and work on the paint design for a custom chopper we are building for a weekend warrior.

I remember the first time I ever laid eyes on Baby. It was the night she was born. It sounds strange, but at the age of four, I knew I already loved her and that I would do anything to protect her. My father came rushing through the door shouting for my mother. He was holding a wailing baby in his arms. She was bloody and screaming so loud. Rebel was scared of the blood, but not me, I knew she needed me.  As my mother cradled her and cooed over her, I stood watching over her. I vowed to myself then and there that I would always protect her.

For the first few months, I remember waking up to check on her every night. She was a sad baby. It was as though she knew her mother was gone and never going to hold her. Grim deserted her too, he couldn't bear to look at her, every time he saw her, he'd get this far off sad look in his eyes.

**
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Baby walks past my brother and me ignoring my existence, which will be harder for her to do in a few weeks, when we have to get together to go over the budget, inventory, and the schedule. 

Baby stops and turns to Rebel. "Are you and Rumor going to keep Colt next weekend, I have a date." 

I roll my eyes at her blatant attempt to make me jealous. "I could keep him," I offer knowing it will piss her off, but I really would love to get to know him better.

Colt is a very sore subject for me. Baby has refused to allow me any contact with him, other than the occasional visit he pays to my mom's house. Foxie keeps him for Baby when Sunshine or Rumor can't. No one knows he is my son and it kills me. Rumor and Rebel have their suspicions, but I won't betray Baby again. If and when the time comes that she will let me in, I don't want to give her anything to hold against me, more than she already has. The kid barely knows who I am, let alone the fact that I am his true father.

"I wasn't talking to you, was I?" She scoffs and picks invisible lint from her jeans. God, I love when she wears those jeans, they hug her ass and hang low on her hips, exposing just a hint of her creamy skin.

"I wish the two of you would just go upstairs to fuck already. Fuck, ya'll are killing me." Rebel scratches the back of his neck, turning away from us pretending the photographer needs him.

She follows Rebel uncomfortable with his words. "Are you going to watch him or not?" 

But it's true. If she'd give me one night to make things right, she'd never want for anything again. I want to give her everything she has ever dreamed of, but there are things about me Baby doesn't know. She got a taste of what I like the night she walked in on me, but that night was tame compared to others.

Aspen had come home for the weekend. I hadn’t seen her in months. We got to talking and drinking, we ended up in bed together. Baby just happened to walk in at the worst possible time. I don’t know if she will ever forgive me for that night.

My attention is brought back to the present as Sunshine comes into the garage pushing the one thing that is most precious to me in the world in his stroller, Colt.  Baby is back in the office and Sunshine is talking to Rebel. I take the opportunity to get a moment with my son. "Hey buddy, are you being good for Sunshine?" 

He stretches his tiny hand out to mine and wraps all of his fingers around my thick thumb. He babbles at me.  I scruff his red hair up a little and he reaches for me to pick him up. 

"I think he has your eyes," the model whom introduces herself as Kelli says rather observantly.

"You think so?" I shrug, leaning down to pick Colt up. It's the first time anyone has told me that, it makes my heart swell with pride and tears. I wish I could introduce him as my son. 

"Yeah, you’re both handsome." She winks at me. I think she is trying to flirt with me, but I don't even care now, that I have my boy to myself for a minute. “How old is he?” She questions making light conversation.

“He’s about...” I pause adding it up in my head. “I’d say he is seven months now.”

Right about the time I am turning to walk away from Kelli, Baby steps out from the office having heard Colt giggling no doubt. She stalks towards me with that look on her face that tells me it pains her to see us together. Baby holds her hands open, and she plasters a fake smile on for Colt as she squeals, "Come to momma, baby boy." 

"I was just telling your old man here how much his boy looks like him." Kelli smiles at Baby trying to be friendly and make polite conversation. 

"He's not my old man, and he is not his father," Baby sneers at her, jerking Colt from my hold. Baby is a good mom. I'll give her that. You can tell Colt is well taken care of he always has a smile on his face. He has Baby's light skin and red hair but other than that, the kid is me made over.

“Punishing me isn’t going to bring him back ye know.” I know it’s a low blow, but it is true. Baby holds me responsible for Trouble’s death and a part of me does too, but I know I can’t change it, and he’d want her to be happy. He would want her to be with me. Why else would he have said and done, what he did in the moment that changed so many things. Tears well up in the corners of Baby’s eyes, fuck, I scratch my neck, I didn’t mean to make her cry. I just wanted to show her how unreasonable she is being.

Kelli looks to me and I just shake my head and leave Baby to pay her for the day. I don't know how much more I can take of watching my son from the shadows.

Baby

I don't know why I allow my father to torture me by forcing me to manage the garage.  He acts all innocent, but I know he has some weird idea that Striker and I somehow belong together. Who would have thought he’d be playing matchmaker? Striker has had plenty of chances to prove to me that he wanted to be a dad. He blew them all. I never dreamed that Striker would hurt me the way he has. Growing up he was always there for me, promising me the world if I wanted it, until he met Aspen. 

I never knew I could feel the way I do about him, I love him and hate him with every breath he takes. He gave me Colt. He just couldn't give me his heart. Maybe it is unfair to hold the things that I do against him, but he cost me Trouble, and my one chance to have a man who would be true to me. I know Trouble would have never broken my heart. He would have been mine 'til the day I died. However, I'll never have that. Trouble is gone. My heart is broken. Love either grows or it dies, and I am afraid the love I have felt for Striker has died completely. 

I went to Striker one night...well a few months after Colt was born. I was ready to discuss our son with him. 

When I got to his apartment, the door was cracked. I started to knock, but the door fell open. Letting myself in I went to look for him and that is when I heard the moans coming from the bedroom. I couldn't help myself. Curiosity got the best of me as my feet carried me mindlessly forward. 

I stopped just outside of the bedroom, the room we made Colt one fateful night. The moans were louder, they were lustful, sinful even. Peeking around the doorway, I couldn’t believe my eyes. There he was and he obviously wasn't alone. Striker had Aspen bent over the bed fucking her from behind. His head was thrown back as he pumped into her ferociously. Her arms were bound behind her back and he was holding them in place, it was so erotic. He spanked her ass, repeatedly. She was loving every second of it too. My gaze traveled forward, a part of me liked watching him, seeing his muscles tense, and flex covered in sweat.

My eyes roamed over his tattoos stopping short when I took in what was now covering most of his back. He had a tattoo I had never seen before. It was of a beautiful magnolia tree, just like the one we had planted as kids. It was beautiful. I wanted to run my fingers across it, Aspen here or not, I wanted to touch it, but I managed to keep my feet planted. As ashamed as I was for intruding, I kept watching unable to turn away, wondering what it would be like if it were me with him instead.

Heat flushed my cheeks, but then he collapsed falling over her, pressing her down in the bed telling her how much he loved her. My heart couldn't take it. Hearing him whisper the things, he once said to me, all of the color vanished from my face. I wanted to hurt him. I wanted to hit her. I wanted to run but my legs wouldn't carry me out of that room.

My head was spinning as I sunk to the floor. What was left of my heart, retreated deep within the walls I was trying to let down tonight. I knew immediately that there would only ever be one man to have my heart—my son. I don't know how long I sat there unable to breathe, unable to feel anything, until Striker was crouched, down in front of me wearing a pair of shorts. He was caressing my cheek as the tears fell from my face. Aspen was nowhere to be seen, and I didn't remember hearing her leave. Was she still there? I didn't care if she was. 

"Don't touch me," I flinched from his guarded expression.

"Baby, I'm sorry. I don't know what to say. You never called me. You won't let me near you or Colt. I don't know what you want from me." He sat in front of me waiting for me to tell him something. I wanted him to shake me, to grab me—kiss me—fuck me like he did her, to tell me he didn't love her–that I owned every piece of him, mind body and soul, like he owned me. I wanted him to say we would work things out, that he wanted to be a dad. However, those words never left his lips.  

Wiping my eyes with the back of my hand, I mustered up the courage to tell him to fuck off. It about killed me but I did it. "I don't want anything from you. You aren't ready to be what I need you to be. Stay away from me, stay away from my son. We don't want you or need you in our lives."  I walked out of there with my head held high. 

It would have been easy for me to turn my back on Colt like my father did me. I was consumed with grief for Trouble, and for what Striker and I would never be. Colt was my saving grace. If it weren't for that precious baby boy, I don't know what would have happened to me. I poured myself into being the best mom I could and going to school. I enrolled in a night class majoring in business. 

I hear my boy now. His giggles melt my heart. Walking from the office, my heart stops and then it drops to the floor bleeding out as I take in the sight of Striker holding Colt in his arms, flirting with Kelli. She’s from one of my classes. I didn't get her this job so she could flirt. I got her this job to help her. She is a single mom too. Maybe I was wrong in trying to be nice to her. 

No, I am being jealous, where I don't have the right to be. When I see him holding Colt, all of those old feelings start bubbling under my skin. As fast as they surface, I pop them and shove them deep in the back of my mind. I put on my best face for Colt and take him from Striker.  

"I was just telling your old man here how much his boy looks like him." Oh God, does she think Striker, Colt, and I are a family? This can't be happening if a stranger can see it does that mean everyone else does too? Does my father know, is that why he is forcing me to work here?

"He's not my old man, and he is not his father," I snap at her. I know I shouldn't lash out at her, but the alternative is jumping down Striker's throat, and I don't want to fight with him in front of Colt. 

Striker walks away wounded by my harshness. "I'm sorry, Kelli. I didn't mean to be rude. If you'll go change, I'll get you your check." She smiles weakly, probably wondering what in the hell is going on with Striker and me. I am in no mood to share my secrets with her.

After work, I take Colt over to my sister’s place for dinner. She has some crazy idea that we need to throw my father a birthday party. His birthday isn’t even for another five months, but that’s Rumor for ya always planning ten steps ahead. 

“What do you think of this for his cake?” She lays a photo down on the dining table. It’s horrible, my dad would not want a fancy cake like this shit, looks more like it belongs at a bridal shower than a mean ass old biker’s party.

“Rumor.” I take a deep breath. I hate hurting her feelings. “This is Grim you are talking
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