
[image: ]

Wall Street Journal & USA Today Bestselling Author

Winter Travers

Copyright © 2026 Winter Travers

All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduction, stored in, or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) utilization of this work without written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used without permission. The publication/use of these trademarks are not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners. 



  	
	    
	      Also by Winter Travers

	    

      
	    
          
	      Banachi Family

          
        
          
	          Taking Greer

          
        
          
	          His Reward

          
        
          
	          His Claim

          
        
          
	          His Sacrifice

          
        
          
	          His Forever

          
        
          
	          Banachi Family

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Devil's Knights

          
        
          
	          Loving Lo

          
        
          
	          Finding Cyn

          
        
          
	          Gravel's Road

          
        
          
	          Battling Troy

          
        
          
	          Gambler's Longshot

          
        
          
	          Keeping Meg

          
        
          
	          Fighting Demon

          
        
          
	          Unraveling Fayth

          
        
          
	          Forever Lo

          
        
          
	          Devil's Knights MC Books 1-4

          
        
          
	          Devil's Knights MC Books 5-8

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Devil's Knights 2nd Generation

          
        
          
	          Passing the Torch

          
        
          
	          Riding the Line

          
        
          
	          Royal Mess

          
        
          
	          Changing Lanes

          
        
          
	          Bucking Tradition

          
        
          
	          Reining It In

          
        
          
	          Fractured Brotherhood

          
        
          
	          Ride the Wind

          
        
          
	          Chase the Sunset

          
        
          
	          Freedom Ride

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Fallen Lords M.C.

          
        
          
	          Nickel

          
        
          
	          Pipe

          
        
          
	          Maniac

          
        
          
	          Wrecker

          
        
          
	          Boink

          
        
          
	          Clash

          
        
          
	          Freak

          
        
          
	          Slayer

          
        
          
	          Brinks

          
        
          
	          Fallen Lords Christmas

          
        
          
	          A Moo Christmas

          
        
          
	          Alice and Meg

          
        
          
	          Alice and Meg - Girls Trip

          
        
          
	          Alice & Meg: Summer Vacation

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Fallen Lords MC 2nd Gen

          
        
          
	          Fallen Dove

          
        
          
	          Fallen Star

          
        
          
	          Fallen Joker

          
        
          
	          Fallen Faith

          
        
          
	          Fallen Flame (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Fallen Saint (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Fallen Prince (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Fallen Doll (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Grave Prowlers MC: WI & MN

          
        
          
	          Bone's Choice (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      He Says

          
        
          
	          Wilder Presley Says He Loves Me

          
        
          
	          Charlie Beck Says I'm His

          
        
          
	          Blake Marshall Says He Needs Me

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Iron Fiends MC

          
        
          
	          My Biker

          
        
          
	          My Savior

          
        
          
	          My Romeo

          
        
          
	          My Hero

          
        
          
	          My Prince

          
        
          
	          My Dream

          
        
          
	          My Casanova

          
        
          
	          My Knight

          
        
          
	          My Hotshot

          
        
          
	          My End

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Kings of Anarchy MC: Michigan

          
        
          
	          Property of Anchor

          
        
          
	          Property of Prime

          
        
          
	          Property of Push

          
        
          
	          Property of Bob (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Property of Skull (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Property of Cross (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Kings of Vengeance

          
        
          
	          Drop a Gear and Disappear

          
        
          
	          Lean Into It

          
        
          
	          Knees in the Breeze

          
        
          
	          Midnight Wreckage

          
        
          
	          Thrill Seeker

          
        
          
	          Livin' on the Edge

          
        
          
	          Blacktop Freedom

          
        
          
	          Ride or Die

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Lost Mavericks MC

          
        
          
	          Protected

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Nitro Crew

          
        
          
	          Burndown

          
        
          
	          Holeshot

          
        
          
	          Redlight

          
        
          
	          Shutdown

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Powerhouse M.A.

          
        
          
	          Dropkick My Heart

          
        
          
	          Love on the Mat

          
        
          
	          Black Belt in Love

          
        
          
	          Black Belt Knockout

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Royal Bastards MC

          
        
          
	          Playboy

          
        
          
	          Six-Gun

          
        
          
	          Monk

          
        
          
	          Rebel

          
        
          
	          Barracuda

          
        
          
	          Jet

          
        
          
	          Jinx

          
        
          
	          Mace

          
        
          
	          Urn For Me

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Saint's Outlaws MC: Madison, WI

          
        
          
	          Twister's Salvation

          
        
          
	          Swift's Game

          
        
          
	          Wheels' Reckoning

          
        
          
	          Hodge's Sacrifice (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Skid Row Kings

          
        
          
	          Downshift

          
        
          
	          PowerShift

          
        
          
	          BangShift

          
        
          
	          Skid Row Kings Complete Series

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sweet Love

          
        
          
	          Sweet Burn

          
        
          
	          Five Alarm Donuts

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      VII Knights MC

          
        
          
	          Iced

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wild Preachers Club

          
        
          
	          Kissing the Bad Boy

          
        
          
	          Trapped with the Bad Boy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Silas: A Scrooged Christmas

          
        
          
	          Daddin' Ain't Easy

          
        
          
	          Mama Didn't Raise No Fool

          
        
          
	          Nitro Crew Complete Series

          
        
          
	          Biker in Love

          
        
          
	          Coasting In

          
        
          
	          Holly's Biker

          
        
          
	          Mr. Motorcycle

          
        
          
	          Oral Communication

          
        
          
	          Tangle My Tinsel

          
        
          
	          Wanting More

          
        
          
	          Beauty and the Grump

          
        
          
	          Secret Southern Promises

          
        
          
	          Iron Fiends MC: Books 1-3

          
        
          
	          Iron Fiends MC: books 4-6

          
        
          
	          Hey, Mama

          
        
          
	          Claimed by Werewolf

          
        
          
	          Biker Under My Tree

          
        
          
	          Bringing Home the Biker

          
        
          
	          Gingerbread and Gears

          
        
          
	          Iron Fiends MC: Books 7-10

          
        
          
	          Fueled By Desire

          
        
          
	          Sugar & Ink

          
        
          
	          Grave Sin (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Mobster Under My Tree (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Winter Travers

Fallen Faith (Fallen Lords MC 2nd Gen, #4)

Chapter 1

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter One

Chapter 1

Sign up for Winter Travers's Mailing List

Also By Winter Travers

Also by Winter Travers

Devil’s Knights MC Series

Loving Lo

Finding Cyn

Gravel’s Road

Battling Troy

Gambler’s Longshot

Keeping Meg

Fighting Demon

Unraveling Fayth

Forever Lo

Devil’s Knights MC 2nd Gen

Passing the Torch

Riding the Line

Royal Mess

Changing Lanes

Bucking Tradition

Reining It In

Fractured Brotherhood

Ride the Wind

Chase the Sunset

Freedom Ride

Skid Row Kings Series

DownShift

PowerShift

BangShift

Fallen Lords MC Series

Nickel

Pipe

Maniac

Wrecker

Boink

Clash

Freak

Slayer

Brinks

Fallen Lords Christmas

A Moo Christmas

Fallen Lords MC 2nd Gen

Fallen Dove

Fallen Star

Fallen Joker

Kings of Vengeance MC

Drop a Gear and Disappear

Lean Into It

Knees in the Breeze

Midnight Wreckage

Thrill Seeker

Livin’ on the Edge

Blacktop Freedom

Ride or Die

Powerhouse MA Series

Dropkick My Heart

Love on the Mat

Black Belt in Love

Black Belt Knockout

Nitro Crew Series

Burndown

Holeshot

Redlight

Shutdown

Royal Bastards MC: Sacramento, CA

Playboy

Six-Gun

Monk

Rebel

Barracuda

Jet

Jinx

Mace

Urn For Me

VII Knights MC: Golden, CO Chapter

Iced

Iron Fiends MC

My Biker

My Savior

My Romeo

My Hero

My Prince

My Dream

My Knight

My Casanova

My Hotshot

My End

Sweet Love Novellas

Sweet Burn

Five Alarm Donuts: Standalone Novellas

Claimed by Werewolf

Kissing the Bad Boy

Trapped with the Bad Boy

Daddin’ Ain’t Easy

Silas: A Scrooged Christmas

Wanting More

Mama Didn’t Raise No Fool

Tangle My Tinsel

Mr. Motorcycle

Oral Communications

Coasting In

Holly’s Biker

Hey, Mama

Gingerbread and Gears

Alice & Meg Adventures

Alice & Meg

Alice & Meg: Girls Trip

Alice & Meg: Summer Vacation

Banachi Family Series

His Reward

His Claim

His Sacrifice

His Forever

Kings of Anarchy MC: Michigan

Property of Anchor

Property of Prime

Property of Push

Property of Bob

Saint’s Outlaws MC: Wisconsin

Twister’s Salvation

Swift’s Game

Wheels’ Reckoning

Table of Contents

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Coming Soon

About the Author

1st Chapter of Property of Anchor

1st Chapter of Loving Lo

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


Ever

The blender roared in my hands, drowning out the low hum of the Dairy Bar and the country song drifting from the back. I held the lid down and watched chocolate syrup twist through vanilla ice cream, turning it into thick, glossy ribbons.

There was something satisfying about making a milkshake. Simple. Sweet.

The kind of thing that didn’t ask much from me—just get the ratio right and don’t spill it all over the counter. Which, judging by the drip already running down the side of the metal blender cup, I had failed at.

The blender sputtered once, then smoothed out. I let it go another few seconds before snapping it off. I peeled the lid off and tipped the thick chocolate milkshake into a tall plastic cup. It poured slower than I wanted, which probably meant I’d made it too thick, but I wasn’t about to apologize for that. A milkshake was supposed to be thick. If someone wanted chocolate milk, they could go buy it at the gas station.

A thick blob slopped over the rim and landed on the counter. “Damn it,” I muttered.

Lark laughed under her breath. “I swear, Ever, you’re the only person I know who can make the same thing six hundred times and still spill it.”

I grabbed the rag tucked into the back of my apron and wiped up the mess before it could drip off the edge. “It adds character.”

“It adds stickiness.”

I ignored her and topped the milkshake with whipped cream, a drizzle of chocolate syrup, and a cherry. When I slid it across the counter, the guy waiting for it grinned. “Perfect,” he said, taking it from me.

“Better be,” I said. “You practically order the same thing every time.”

“That’s because I know what I like.”

I watched him go, then looked down at the fresh smear of chocolate I’d somehow missed.

“See?” Lark said, wiping it up. “Sticky. Maybe if you made less of a mess—”

“Maybe if you minded your own business...” I cut in.

Lark snorted and bumped my shoulder with hers. “I work here, so that makes this my business.”

I rolled my eyes, but I was smiling.

That was the thing about Lark. She could be annoying as hell, but she made closing shifts go faster. Or at least feel less miserable.

It was half past nine at night, which meant we still had thirty minutes before we could lock the doors, turn the sign off, and start the part of the night neither of us wanted to do.

Closing.

Cleaning the ice cream machines. Mopping. Wiping down every sticky surface in the place. Doing dishes until my fingers smelled like sanitizer no matter how much soap I used after.

I tossed the rag onto the counter and leaned back against it, stretching my lower back until it popped. “I hate closing.”

Lark copied me, leaning beside me with a dramatic groan. “Same. It should be illegal to make people clean after ten at night.”

“You’re preaching to the choir.”

We stood shoulder to shoulder behind the counter, both staring out over the Dairy Bar like it had personally offended us.

The place looked good. Warm. Familiar. The red booths had been here longer than I had. The black-and-white tile floor had been redone when I was in middle school, but the rest of the place still looked almost exactly the same as it had when my parents first bought it. Neon signs glowed in the front windows. The dessert case near the register was half full. Two high school boys sat near the jukebox splitting a basket of cheese curds, and an older couple in the corner booth shared a banana split like they were reenacting a memory.

The Dairy Bar wasn’t fancy. It wasn’t trendy. It wasn’t one of those places people took pictures of to post online.

It was just ours.

“Well,” Lark said, dragging the word out, “at least your parents own the place, so you should be able to get out of closing.”

I barked out a laugh. “Yeah, that hasn’t worked for me yet after twenty-four years.”

She turned her head and looked at me. “That’s because you let them flit away.”

“Flit away?”

“Ever.” She gave me a look. “They are basically retired and leave you in charge all the time. They flit away.”

I made a face. “They’re not retired-retired.”

Lark held up a hand. “Please. They spend more time at that cabin in the U.P. than they do in town.”

That part was true.

My parents had always worked hard. Long hours, early mornings, late nights, ordering supplies, balancing books, dealing with employees who called in sick, and fryers that stopped working at the worst possible time. They’d built the Dairy Bar into what it was, and now that they were older, they’d started taking off more.

Not vacations exactly. Just... stretches of time.

A week here. Ten days there. Sometimes longer if the fish were biting or the weather was good or my mom decided she wanted to sit on the dock and read in peace without the phone ringing every five minutes.

I didn’t blame them. They’d earned every quiet morning and every slow afternoon. It just meant I was here more. A lot more.

“Still,” Lark said, picking at a spot on the counter with her fingernail, “you pretty much own the place now.”

I let out a short laugh. “That’s dramatic.”

“It’s true.”

“It’s not.”

“It is.” She nudged me with her hip. “And when they fully retire, it’ll actually be yours.”

That settled in my chest funny.

Not bad, but not good, either.

Just big.

Owning the Dairy Bar someday had always felt like one of those things sitting off in the distance. Real, but not immediate. Like a road sign for a place you knew you were headed to eventually, just not tonight.

I crossed my arms and looked around the place again. “That’s a lot of pressure.”

Lark shrugged. “You’re already doing it.”

“Doing it and owning it are two different things.”

She opened her mouth, probably ready to argue, but the older couple in the booth stood and started toward the door. We both straightened.

“Night, girls,” the woman called.

“Good night,” I said with a wave.

“See you next time,” Lark added.

The bell over the door jingled as they left, the sound familiar enough that I usually didn’t notice it.

Tonight, I did.

Maybe because it was getting late. Maybe because we were both counting down the minutes until ten.

The high school boys finally got up next, tossing their trash and shouting a quick thanks before heading out.

That left the Dairy Bar mostly empty.

The fryer was off. The grill had already been cleaned. The soft-serve machine hummed behind me, and the overhead lights cast the whole place in that same warm yellow glow they always did at night.

Lark sighed like a woman on the edge of collapse. “If one more person comes in and orders food, I’m crying.”

I snorted. “No, you won’t.”

“No, I really will.”

The bell above the door jingled.

Lark closed her eyes. “I hate this place.”

I looked up automatically and Jesse walked in.

He paused just inside the door long enough to glance around, then his eyes landed on me. He smiled a little and started toward the counter.

“Your admirer is here again,” Lark said teasingly. She bumped her hip into mine.

“He is not my admirer,” I insisted.

She rolled her eyes and grabbed the rag to wipe the counter. “Sure, it’s normal for a guy to come in four times a week to talk to only you, order a vanilla cone, and then leave.”

I watched Jesse make his way to the counter with his eyes right on me.

Lark wasn’t wrong.

He’d been coming in for the past two weeks. Eight times, from what she’d been counting. I hadn’t been. At least, not officially.

It had become a thing with her though.

There he is again.

Vanilla cone guy.

Your boyfriend is back.

All of it ridiculous.

“I am going to go start the dishes,” Lark said.

“You’re abandoning me?”

“I’m giving you privacy,” she whispered loudly.

I shot her a look, but she was already heading toward the back with a grin on her face.

The second she disappeared, Jesse stepped up to the counter. He rested his forearms against it like he belonged there, relaxed and easy in a way most people weren’t around last call.

“The usual?” I asked him.

He smirked and leaned against the counter. “Have I become a regular?”

A laugh slipped out before I could stop it. “You’re becoming a local,” I said with a wink and grabbed a cake cone.

“Yeah?” he asked.

I shrugged one shoulder and reached for the vanilla. “Could happen.”

He watched me while I worked, and I could feel it. Not in a creepy way. Just... steadily. Like he wasn’t pretending he’d come in here for the menu.

“Vanilla or do you want to try something different?” I asked.

“You’re the one who told me to get vanilla. I’ll just stick with that.”

I scooped the ice cream, careful to build the cone neatly. “You don’t strike me as the adventurous type anyway.”

He laughed softly. “No?”

“Nope.”

“And what type do I strike you as?”

I lifted one shoulder and kept my eyes on the cone. “Routine. Safe. Maybe a little boring.”

He put a hand over his chest like I’d wounded him. “Or maybe I just don’t feel the need to impress you yet.”

I finally looked up at him. “You come in, order the same thing, talk to the same person, and leave.”

His mouth kicked up on one side. “Maybe I like consistency,” he said. “Or maybe I just know what’s worth coming back for.”

Something in the way he said that made me pause. Not because I believed him, but because I didn’t know what to do with it.

Men did not come into the Dairy Bar wanting me. That wasn’t me being dramatic. It was just the truth.

I’d spent enough years in this body to know how the world worked. Pretty girls got stared at. Tiny girls got flirted with. The girls with flat stomachs and perfect hair got asked out just for standing still in the right light.

Me?

I got treated like one of the guys half the time and invisible the other half. Background.

I wasn’t stupid. I had mirrors.

So whatever this thing with Jesse was, it was fleeting. He was likely bored and new in town. Once he settled in, he would find some other girl who was prettier and skinnier to chase. I was just right in front of him for the moment.

I set the finished cone on the counter in front of him. “There. Your very exciting vanilla cone.”

He looked at it, then back at me. “I’m starting to think you judge me.”

“I absolutely do.”

“Harsh.”

“You’ll survive.”

He laughed again, softer this time, then reached into his wallet. He pulled out a five and held it in his fingers while I rang him up.

When I looked up, he was still watching me.

Not my chest. Not the menu behind me. Me.

That should’ve made me feel something. Instead, it made me wary, because attention wasn’t the same thing as wanting someone. 

And wanting someone wasn’t the same thing as staying.

I knew that too.

He slid the five across the counter, and when I reached for it, his fingers stayed there for a second longer than necessary.

It shouldn’t have felt like anything.

It did.

“I was wondering something,” he said.

I looked up from the register. “That sounds dangerous.”

His smile deepened. “Maybe.”

I waited.

He leaned in a little, still casual, still easy. “Do you want to go out with me tomorrow night?”

My brain stalled.

Because even with Lark’s teasing and his weirdly steady attention, I still hadn’t really believed that was where this was headed.

So I just stared at him.

For one second, then two.

From the back, Lark hollered, “Say yes!”

I blinked hard, reality snapping back into place.

Jesse was still there, still watching me, and still waiting.

The silence stretched, and of course my brain went there.


Jude.
Because of course that was where my mind went.

He’d never once looked at me like that.

If he’d wanted me, I would’ve known by now.

He didn’t.

So maybe saying yes to Jesse wasn’t about sparks or butterflies or any of the other nonsense romance books liked to sell people.

Maybe I could say yes even if it wasn’t for the right reason.

“Yeah,” I said finally. “Okay.” The word was out before I could overthink it or before I could talk myself out of it.

Lark let out some kind of victorious whoop from the back.

Heat crept into my cheeks, but I ignored it.

Jesse smiled. “Yeah?”

“Yeah,” I repeated, steadier this time.

He nudged the five another inch toward me. “Keep the change.”

“You don’t have to do that.”

“I know.”

I picked up the bill and opened the register. “Tomorrow night, then.”

“Tomorrow night,” he agreed. “Does that work for you?”

“That depends,” I said, glancing up. “What time?”

“Whenever you’re free.”

“I work tomorrow.”

Before I could say anything else, Lark yelled from the back, “I’ll come in at seven and close for her!”

I closed my eyes for half a second. Then I looked toward the kitchen. “You are the biggest pain in my ass.”

“You’re welcome!” she shouted back.

Jesse laughed.

I sighed and turned back to him. “Apparently I’m free after seven.”

He nodded once, like that settled it. “Then I’ll pick you up after your shift,” he said. “You can pretend you don’t hate it for a few hours.”

There was something smooth in the way he said it. Not cocky. Just certain.

Not enough to make my stomach flip, but enough to make me notice. “That works,” I said.

His smile came easier then. “Good. Then I’ll see you tomorrow, Ever.”

The way he said my name should’ve made butterflies flutter more than it did.

Instead, all I could think was that this was happening awfully fast for someone I wasn’t even sure I liked.

But that wasn’t quite fair either.

I didn’t dislike him.

I was just... indifferent.

Interested in being asked, maybe. Interested in whether saying yes might finally be the thing that got Jude out of my system for good.

Jesse gave me a small wink, then turned and headed for the door.

The bell jingled behind him as he left.

And the second it shut, Lark came flying out of the back with both arms in the air. “I knew it!” she shouted. “I freaking knew he had the hots for you.”

“Oh my God,” I muttered.

She rushed up to the counter and planted both hands on it, practically vibrating. “Eight visits. Eight. That man was working up to this.”

I shook my head and tucked the five into the register. “You are way too invested in this.”

“Because I was right.”

“You say that about everything.”

“Because I usually am.”

I grabbed the scoop and started putting lids back on the ice cream bins, mostly so I had something to do with my hands.

Lark leaned in across the counter. “Tell me you’re at least a little excited.”

I snorted. “Lark.”

“What?”

“It’s one date.”

“With a hot guy.”

“With a guy.”

“With a hot guy,” she repeated, slower.

I gave her a flat look.

She sighed dramatically. “Fine. A guy. A guy who clearly likes you.”

I kept putting things away. “Maybe.”

She stared at me so hard I could feel it. “Maybe?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. He asked me out. That doesn’t automatically mean anything.”

“It means he asked you out.”

“You know what I mean.”

She softened a little. “Yeah. I do.”

That made me pause.

Lark knew about Jude.

Not in a deep, tragic, confessional way. Just in the way friends knew things you never said out loud more than once.

She knew I’d had a thing for him. She knew it had never gone anywhere. She knew I didn’t talk about it because there wasn’t much to say.

I liked him. He didn’t like me back. End of story.

Lark folded the rag in half and set it on the counter. “This doesn’t have to be some big thing, Ever.”

“I know.”

“You can just go out with him.”

I nodded. “That’s the plan.”

“And maybe have fun.”

I snorted. “You’re asking a lot.”

She laughed and bumped my shoulder. “I’m serious.”

“So am I.”

That got another laugh out of her, and then we fell into the normal rhythm of closing.

Wiping tables, dumping baskets, and stacking chairs.

The Dairy Bar always felt bigger once it was empty. Quieter. Every sound sharper.

By the time we finished, it was almost eleven. The place smelled like sugar, bleach, and fryer oil.

Lark grabbed her purse. “Tomorrow. You’re going.”

“I said I would.”

“Good.”

She paused at the door. “And I still think he’s into you.”

“Good night, Lark.”

She laughed and left.

I stood there a minute after, listening to the hum of the machines.

Tomorrow night, I had a date.

That should’ve felt like something.

Instead, all I could think was Jesse asked.

Jude never had. 
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Jude

The clubhouse door slammed behind Clove, her boots loud against the worn wood floor as she crossed straight for the couch like she owned the place, which we all kind of did. Ender was already sprawled out there, one arm hooked behind his head, looking like he hadn’t moved in hours.

“I want ice cream,” Clove announced.

Ender didn’t even open his eyes. “We were just there two days ago.”

Clove planted her hands on her hips. “And?”

“And normal people don’t need ice cream every forty-eight hours.”

She snorted. “You’re in a motorcycle club, Ender. None of you are normal.”

That got a grin out of him. He finally cracked one eye open, looking up at her. “You say that like it’s a bad thing.”

“I’m saying it like you should know better than to question my ice cream habits.”

I leaned back in the chair near the wall, watching the two of them go at it like it was a sport. It usually was. Half the time, you couldn’t tell if they were arguing or flirting, and I didn’t think they could either.

Clove tilted her head, studying him. “Besides, you agreed last time.”

“That was two days ago,” Ender shot back.

“And you can’t beat good ice cream,” she said, like that settled it.

Ender huffed out a breath, scrubbing a hand over his face before sitting up. “Yeah,” he muttered. “Yeah, you can’t.”

Clove’s grin was immediate. “So we’re going.”

He pointed a finger at her. “You’re relentless.”

“And you love me for it.”

He didn’t argue that.

From across the room, Fox laughed under his breath. “You two done negotiating, or are we voting on this?”

Oliver pushed off the wall where he’d been standing, arms crossed. “I’m in. Haven’t had anything decent all day.”

“Same,” Fox added. “Better than whatever the hell’s in the fridge.”

“That’s because you don’t cook,” Oliver said.

“That’s because I like living,” Fox shot back.

Alice came in from the back hallway right then, wiping her hands on a towel. “What are we talking about?”

“Ice cream,” Clove said immediately. “We’re going.”

Alice raised a brow. “We?”

“You’re coming.”

Alice glanced toward the door, then back at Clove, like she was weighing it. “It’s eight.”

“And?”

Alice smiled, slow and easy. “Let me run it by Wrecker.”

“That sounds like a yes,” Clove said.

Wrecker stepped in behind Alice, one hand resting on her hip like it belonged there. “What sounds like a yes?”

“Ice cream,” Ender said. “Apparently, we’re all going.”

Wrecker looked between them, then down at Alice. “You want ice cream?”

She shrugged one shoulder. “I could be convinced.”

“That’s a yes,” Fox said.

Wrecker huffed out a laugh. “Alright. Let’s go before she changes her mind.”

Clove threw her hands in the air. “See? Easy.”

“Nothing about you is easy,” Ender muttered, but he was already standing.

I pushed up from my chair, grabbing my keys off the table. Nights like this had gotten easier lately. Quieter. No tension sitting in the walls, no waiting for something to go sideways. The Northbound Reapers had gone quiet, and for the first time in a while, it felt like we could breathe without watching our backs every second.

“Have I mentioned how nice it is to not have the camera crew following you guys around?” Alice sighed.

“Mac’s still got the cameras running, though,” Fox said, glancing toward one of the corners.

“Yeah,” Wrecker muttered. “But we shut down anything outside the clubhouse after that Northbound shit.”

“Probably for the best,” Oliver said.

“Yeah,” Wrecker added. “They want a show, they can film what happens in here. Not dragging cameras into club business anymore.”

Didn’t mean it would stay that way. But for now, it was enough.

“Jude?” Oliver called, already heading for the door. “You riding or what?”

“I’m coming,” I said, following them out.

The night air hit cool as soon as I stepped outside, carrying the low hum of engines starting up and the faint smell of exhaust. Fox was already on his bike, helmet hanging off the handlebar, while Oliver swung his leg over his.

Wrecker climbed onto his, Alice settling in behind him like she’d done it a thousand times. Clove hopped up behind Ender, wrapping her arms around his
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