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Rock

“I found her, brother.”

I locked eyes with Fox, the club’s computer nerd and security expert, as he pulled back one of the chairs and sat down at the table, wearing a satisfied smirk on his ugly face. He knew I wouldn’t ask him what he meant. Christ, I already knew what he meant, and I’d been waiting a fucking long time to hear him say those words. Too many wasted years of being denied my son.

My blood.

Fox reached for the bottle of whisky and poured himself a shot, content to draw the moment out. I wanted to reach across the table and grab him by the throat and shake the information out of him. I glanced at our president, Hawk, who shrugged. He knew that I’d asked Fox to find Allie.

“Spit it out, asshole,” I snapped once Fox had swallowed his shot. I had a short fuse, and my brothers knew that. I was about to explode with impatience. 

“I can’t believe you let something that hot get away from you.” 

I growled a warning beneath my breath, because he wasn’t telling me anything that I didn’t already know. Allie had been hot as hell at eighteen, and once I’d found out that she was legal I hadn’t been able to keep my fucking hands off her. Her innocence had turned me the fuck on, and at the time all that had mattered was being her first man. I’d know that it made me a bastard, but her sighs and little whimpers when I’d claimed her for the first time still echoed in my ears.

We hadn’t had much time together, but it had been enough for me to know that I’d wanted to claim her as my woman. But then she’d gotten pregnant, a little too soon, a little too easy, and I hadn’t dealt with the news very well. I’d said some shitty, hurtful things to her, and then let her walk away.

“Just get to it,” Hawk finally spoke up impatiently. If anyone knew that I was about to lose my shit, he did.

Fox set his glass down. “She’s in Florida, living in some little town called Cedar Key.”

“Fuck, way the hell down there?” Hawk grumbled, frowning.

Fox nodded. “Yeah. She’s moved a couple of times over the years before settling.”

“What else?” I demanded from Fox. I knew he had more because he was good at what he did, always thorough. 

“She’s waitressing at a restaurant on the pier, lives within walking distance. The kid attends private school.” 

I leaned back in my chair, digesting the information that Allie was living a nice, quiet life in some seaside town, and that my kid was in private school. I’d never known any waitresses that made the kind of money they’d need to send their kids to private school, unless... “Is she with anyone?” God help him if she were. God help them both.

When Fox looked away that told me all I needed to know. “Sorry, brother.”

“Serious?” Hawk wanted to know. He crossed his massive arms and sat back in his chair. He wanted me to find Allie and my kid as much as I did.

Fox shrugged. “They’re not living together, but they go out.” 

“The kid?” Christ, I didn’t even know if I had a son or a daughter.

Fox smiled. “Congratulations, brother, you have a boy.”

Fuck, I had a son. I slammed my hand down on the table, rattling the half empty bottle of whisky and glasses and gaining the attention of some of my brothers in the room. Marnie, the sweetbutt working behind the bar, must have thought that I was trying to gain her attention for service and hurried over.

She was always so eager to please, especially when it came to me. “Sorry, honey. What do you need?” She ran her hand over my shoulders as if sensing my turmoil and trying to soothe me.

I didn’t even look at her, but I could tell that Hawk made a motion for her to go away. Her resigned sigh trailed behind her.

My mind drifted back to Allie and the last time I’d seen her, the fight we’d had, the words that had destroyed what we’d had together. I had done that, that was on me. By the time I’d gone back to try and make things right, she’d already up and gone, leaving me nothing but a fucking note asking me not to look for her. Telling me that it was over. 

I’d lost my shit at the time, angry at her for giving up so soon. Angry at myself for letting too much time go by before I’d sought her out. She’d asked me to leave her alone and for a while I’d tried to do that. I’d turned to booze and women to assuage the anger of betrayal and the need to prove to myself that it didn’t matter, that she hadn’t mattered. There was always pussy to satisfy my dick. I was the VP of Phantom Riders and had my pick of the best. But none of them had completely satisfied the monster raging inside me who could only be tamed by one, sweet, annoying-as-hell little woman.  

Allie had fucking ruined me for other women. I fucked them for a temporary fix, but her pussy was the one my dick wanted. Well, too fucking bad. My one and only priority now was to get my son. She’d already had him to herself for six years, had been with him when he got his first tooth, took his first step, said his first word. Christ, just thinking about all that I’d missed made my blood boil.

“Printed this out.” 

I took the picture from Fox and glanced down at it. I knew that I was looking at a picture of Allie. Same beautiful face. Same sky-blue blue eyes. Same full fuckable lips. She’d dyed her hair jet black—it used to be blond—and it was shining like silk down her back. Most of her long, shapely legs were exposed in the white shorts she was wearing, her full tits outlined in her halter-style top. She didn’t appear any older than she’d been the last time I’d seen her.

She was still fucking beautiful.

“What are you gonna do, brother?” Hawk wanted to know.

I didn’t even have to think it over. “I’m going to Cedar Key.” The look in his eyes said that he’d do the same thing in my situation. “Going after my son.”

“What about Allie?” he asked. He reached forward for his beer. “You gonna bring her back, too?” 

I took a deep breath, wondering about that myself. Thinking about her fired me up. I wasn’t even sure if I could be around her without hurting her. “Haven’t thought that far,” I told him.

“Bring her back.” Fox got to his feet. “If you don’t claim her ass, I will,” he joked.

I sneered at his backside, reaching for the whisky bottle. He’d have a hell of a hard time explaining that to his wife.

“Don’t do it, brother,” Hawk grinned. “Waste of good whisky.” I picked up the bottle anyway and poured some of the amber liquid into my glass. “You need to take backup with you.”

“No, no backup.” I swallowed back the whisky, enjoying the raw burn it left behind. Fuel for what I had to do.

“Non-negotiable.” 

We glared at each other for a few minutes, neither giving in. I knew that Hawk would fight me on this. None of us went anywhere without backup, it just wasn’t safe, and with me going all the way to fucking Florida I’d be riding on roads belonging to other MCs. It couldn’t be helped. There were a lot of us out there. Even though life had been peaceful for the club in the last couple of years, it could change in a minute. One member of an MC riding through the territory of another MC was grounds for war.

“You’re my VP, brother. That alone puts a mark on your back. Take Big John and BK with you. Try to stick to the highways as much as possible.”

“Daddy!”

A tiny squeal drew both of our attention toward the door. Hawk’s little girl, Isabella, was running toward us, her arms outstretched. Audra followed close behind with a squirming one-year-old in her arms. It was obvious that Nate wanted to get down and join his older sister.

“Hi, Peanut,” Hawk said in a tone that was reserved only for his children. He scooped her up into his arms and settled her onto his knee. “So how did everything go at the doctor’s?” He smiled up at his slightly red-faced wife. 

“Okay. Both are healthy.” She bent down and they kissed briefly, and then Audra pulled back and looked at me. “Hi, Rock.” 

“Hi, honey.”

“Is something going on?” she asked, looking back and forth between us. She finally lowered the wiggling Nate onto Hawk’s other knee. 

“No. Just talking about Rock’s trip to Florida.”

“Florida!” Audra said with surprise. “That’s a long way from here. What’s in Florida?” Hawk and I exchanged glances. “Never mind,” she spoke with resignation. “Club business.”

“Not really, honey. I’m going to get my son.” She stared at me, dumbfounded. “Yeah, even bastards like me can procreate,” I joked.

She laughed. “I didn’t mean to look at you like that. It’s just that I can’t picture you as a family man. How old is he?”

“Six.” 

“Oh, a little guy.” She gave Hawk a wink. “We’ll soon have this club filled up with little Phantom Riders!”

Audra and Hawk were well on their way with baby number three due in six months. I was happy for them, I really was. Hawk deserved to be happy, and though I’d had issues with Audra in the beginning, she’d turned out to be good for him. I’d never seen him this content. 

Fuck. His life wasn’t for me. I’d never had any illusions about what I deserved. I’d made my bed years ago, and I would die in it, alone. Maybe I didn’t deserve to have my son, but I was a mean bastard, and Allie was going to find out just how mean the next time I laid eyes on her.

She wasn’t without blame.
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Allie

It was October and the Seafood Festival was right around the corner. Hotels were booked up, the overflow filling up the vacant rooms in homes where folks made extra money renting them out. I had a spare bedroom in my little cottage and had considered renting it out, too, but with having a small child and being alone, I’d had second thoughts. 

The Seafood Festival was a popular event in Cedar Key. For the two days that it went on it brought in a lot of revenue for vendors of all types. Folks just didn’t go there to gorge themselves on fresh seafood, they also spent money at the craft booths and quaint little shops in the area. Plus, homeowners took advantage of the influx of people by setting up garage sales. It was a win-win for everyone.

I earned extra income from the generous tips that tourists left, so much so that I was able to squirrel some aside for a rainy day. The locals weren’t as generous, because they frequented the area restaurants more for socializing than for the fabulous food that was offered. I made okay money as a waitress at the Cedar Key Krab Shack, a fairly new restaurant on the beach, and that’s all that mattered to me. My priority was providing a decent living for me and my son. 

Having Sam was my one constant joy in life. He was the light that made everything worth living for. He was full of life, adventurous, smart, always smiling, his little eyes always twinkling with mischief and wonder. He had blue eyes like me and his dad, and the same messy, dark hair. There were times when his expressions mirrored Rock’s so much that I felt a pain in my heart, and then loneliness for him would follow. Even after all these years, I still wished that things had worked out differently between us. He should have been part of his son’s life.

“Where are you, girl?” I blinked, pulling myself back to the present. Jenny’s face was close to mine, a curious smile on her pretty face. “You look like you’re a hundred miles away.”

“More like a thousand,” I responded, returning her smile.

“Table five asked for you,” she went on to say. “I think they’re ready to leave.”

Thank, God, I couldn’t help thinking. Finally! It was the end of my shift and I was exhausted. I’d pulled a double, something I didn’t mind doing once in a while because it meant more money. The family at table five had shown up hours ago for a party. The eight women had been loud, demanding, and yet friendly as they celebrated their grandmother’s eightieth birthday. Being my last table of the night, I couldn’t say that I’d be sorry to see them leave. My feet were killing me!

With a smile plastered on my face I approached their table. “Is there anything else I can get anyone?” The automatic question slipped out before I could think about what I was doing. 

Everyone made eye contact with the woman sitting next to grandma before she looked up at me and said, “No, thank you, I think we’re all done. Could we get the check?”

“Sure.” 

“Oh, and a couple of take home boxes,” the woman added as I swung around to leave.  

“You got it,” I said, smiling back at them, excited that my shift would soon be over.

I rolled my eyes at Jenny as I strolled toward the cash register. She scooted to the side so I could tally up their check. 

I could feel her looking over my shoulder. “Ohmygod!” she whispered close to my ear. “That’s gonna be a huge tip for you.”

“If they tip,” I responded, knowing that it was always a possibility that they wouldn’t. All of us at one time or another had gotten stiffed by a big table. Once they put their eyes back into their heads after seeing the enormous amount they’d run up, there was usually nothing left for a tip, or they felt that they’d already spent enough on food and drinks. Unless they had waitressing experience they had no clue that we didn’t even make minimum wage.

“They’re women, they’ll tip good.” I gave Jenny a smile. She was right, women did seem to get it more than a lot of men. “You should get at least forty dollars.”

I hoped so, that could go toward Christmas gifts for Sam. I finished the tally, grabbed three boxes and three bags, and headed back to the table. “Who gets the bad news?” I joked, setting the boxes and bags down and holding the check close to my chest. 

“I do.” The same woman who’d asked for the check held out her hand. 

I handed it to her before addressing the whole table. “I hope ya’ll had a great time tonight and will come back to see us.”

“Oh, we’ll be here for the Seafood Festival,” one woman said. “We come every year.”

“Kind of knock out two birds with one stone,” another added, gaining a laugh from the others.

“Grandma loves Cedar Key, she’d been coming here with grandpa for fifty years until he passed away. So we decided to pick up where he left off by bringing her here for her birthday and the festival.”

“I see,” I smiled, turning my attention to the elderly woman sitting at the end of the table close to me. “You’re a lucky woman to have such a thoughtful family.”

“I am, dear.” Her voice cracked with age, her smile revealing her happiness. “God has blessed me.”  Her eyes were crystal clear and as blue as the waters off the Bahamas. I couldn’t help but wonder about all the wonders she’d witnessed over her lifetime. 

“Here you go.” 

I took the check and credit card and went back to the register to run it through. Once all looked good I returned to the table and set the slip down onto the corner. “It was a pleasure, ladies. Enjoy your time here at Cedar Key.”

“We’ll leave your tip in cash,” someone mentioned.

“Thank you so much.” There was nothing else for me to do until they left. “Take care, now.” When I turned I saw Jenny clearing one of her tables and decided to help her out. We had bus boys, but they got off at eleven, even if there were still people eating. That meant that the waitresses had to clear their own tables, which was usually only one or two. 

“I am so tired,” Jenny commented while stacking plates in her arms. “As soon as I get home I’m hitting the bed.”

I chuckled. “You’re assuming the kids are asleep?” Jenny had three kids between the ages of ten and sixteen.

She made a tisking sound. “I swear, if Mike doesn’t have those kids in bed and asleep by the time I get home he’s not getting any for a month.”

“You two still do it?” I joked, laughing.

She gave me the stink eye. “Duh! We’re not even forty yet.” She gave me a wink. “Sex doesn’t stop until after that.”

Unless you were twenty-five, like me, and you had no one. I hadn’t slept with a man since Rock. I’d like to say it was because there hadn’t been time to think about men and relationships, but that would have been a lie. I just hadn’t found a man who interested me enough into going further with him. I’d dated a few times, but that was the extent of my love-life. 

Now there was Tom, a handsome accountant who’d moved here from Orlando. He seemed like a good man, he was easy to talk to, and I liked that he was laid back. So far he’d lasted the longest of all the men I’d dated, but even now I was beginning to wonder when he’d have enough of my saying ‘no’ and would walk away. Sure, he’d said he’d wait until I was ready, but I knew that men have needs. They’d expect the woman they’re being exclusive with to put out.

By the time I unloaded the glasses that I’d picked up from Jenny’s table in the kitchen and had returned to the dining room, the party at my table had gone. I rushed over to pick up the check and to see what kind of tip I’d made for my three hours of service. When I didn’t see anything other than the check my gaze scanned over the contents of the table, which was a big mess of dishes, glasses, gift wrap, and ribbons. I moved a few things aside, but soon realized that they hadn’t left a tip.

“So, what did you make?” The excitement in Jenny’s tone made me smile, even though it looked like I’d been stiffed. She rushed right over to me when she came out of the kitchen. “Where is it?” I slowly shook my head and her smile faded. “You’ve got to be kidding me!”

“Calm down, mother hen, it’s okay.” Jenny was only ten years older than me, but she often looked out for me. She was my best friend. “Can’t be upset over something I never had.” 

“I can’t believe those... those...” She couldn’t seem to find the words. “Old bitches!” she ended, as she began to help me clear the table. 

I laughed softly, realizing that those were the exact words I’d used when a large party had stiffed her two weekends ago. I went to the register for a bag and then returned to the table to gather up the discarded gift wrap, ribbon, and napkins for the trash. 

“Oh, there you are!” I glanced up to see one of the women from the table walk back into the room. “I was looking for you, thought you were in the bathroom, but here you are.” 

“I’m sorry, I was in the kitchen. Is something wrong?” 

She shook her head. “No, no! Just wanted to make sure you received this. We don’t usually leave such a large tip and we didn’t want the bus boys to get it.”

I heard Jenny’s gasp and glanced down at the money the woman was holding out. My jaw dropped. I stared at the crisp hundred dollar bill as if it were a snake with two heads.

The woman laughed. “Well, go ahead and take it, honey” she encouraged. “You earned it.”

I slowly took the bill from her. “Thank you so much.”

Both Jenny and I stood there in stunned silence, watching the woman leave the restaurant. As soon as the door was closed our shocked gazes locked. “I’m so glad she didn’t hear my ‘old bitches’ comment.”

“Me, too.” I tucked the money into my pocket. “I just made Sam’s birthday money.” 

Jenny gave me an enthusiastic hug. “Come on, let’s hurry up and get the hell out of here.”
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Rock
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AS SOON AS I REACHED Cedar Key I rode straight to Allie’s little cottage on the beach, expecting to confront her and see my son for the first time. But when I got there the place was empty, and then I remembered that it was fucking Friday and the kid was probably in school. Allie was most likely working. I knew where she worked, but I didn’t want an audience, so I let myself into her house. It wasn’t hard, considering that the lock on her door was ancient.

The place was old and small, but built well enough to withstand the unexpected turmoil of the ocean and the constant breeze off the water. It lined up with about ten other cottages of the same shape and size, each one painted bright, tropical, island colors of yellow, greens, and oranges. All of them had white shutters and lush landscaping that offered some privacy from each other.  I guessed that at one time they had probably been rentals for tourists.

I walked around inside Allie’s cozy home, my gaze touching on everything but not really taking in anything, until I walked into what was obviously my son’s bedroom. I hesitated inside the doorway, taking in the single bed and dresser and the pirate décor. The chain of the ceiling fan had a pirate swinging on a rope with a sword in his hand. Pictures of pirates that someone had colored had been framed and hung on the walls. His bedding and curtains had a pirate theme. Toys littered the floor, and I bent and scooped one up and moved on to the other bedroom.

Allie’s room was airy and bright, and made me think of a buttercup. Purples and whites dominated the color décor with the occasional splash of flowers. I recalled how much she liked flowers, especially lilacs. My gaze went to her bed, visualizing her sleeping there, looking all soft and sexy in the little number that was lying at the foot of the bed. I pulled back the floral comforter and studied her pillows. Only one had the indentation of a head. Thank fuck. 

I hadn’t come here to kill anyone.

I just wanted my son.

I dropped the toy onto the bed and reached for the nightgown, bringing the silky garment up to my nose. I inhaled the light fragrance of vanilla and lavender. Fuck. My dick woke up at the familiar scent. Yeah, he remembered how fucking good it had felt sinking into Allie’s tight little body, how the aroma of her sweet innocence had surrounded us every time. Vanilla and lavender had always made me think of her, had always made me hungry. 

I inhaled one more time before tossing it back onto the bed and rearranging my dick. I hadn’t come here for this. I continued my search of her house, coming to a third, tiny bedroom. Despite the fact that there was an unmade bed and some boxes, the room resembled a closet more than a bedroom. I eyed the bed, which was a single. It looked uncomfortable as hell, and I knew that my feet would hang off it. That was, if Allie let me crash here. I grinned, already thinking about her protest when I suggested it.

And she would protest.

The last time I’d seen her she’d told me that she never wanted to see me again, that I didn’t deserve her or the baby she was carrying. The fact that she’d left Maine revealed just how serious she’d been about that. I couldn’t exactly blame her. The words I’d thrown at her that day had been said in anger and had cut deep. I’d been too stupid to realize the gift she was giving me, instead accusing her of trying to trap me.

The Allie I knew would never have done that, but the damage had been done.

I swung away from the room and headed back out to the main part of the house. I’d come back later. 

––––––––
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ALLIE

As soon as I opened the door of my house I came to a stop, sensing that something was different. My gaze darted around the tiny eat-in-kitchen and the living room, trying to determine what it was. Nothing looked out of place. I didn’t hear anything, yet the hair at the back of my neck stood on end, a clear indication that I should probably back out the way I’d come and call the police. But the longer I stood there without anything happening, the more convinced I was that it was just my imagination.

I slowly closed the door and hung my purse up on the coat rack. Locking the door behind me, I continued straight to my bathroom for a shower. I’d been given the opportunity to work another double, but had bowed out for a change. If I hadn’t received the nice tip the night before I would have jumped all over it, but I knew that Dolly, who’d only begun waitressing a week before, needed the money too. 

I was looking forward to a nice, quiet evening at home with Sam, and had about an hour before Becky would drop him off. The private school that our kids went to didn’t have busses, so a couple of us got together and car pooled each day. I drove Sam and her two boys, David and Mack, to school in the mornings, while she picked them up. 

Sam had been wanting a movie night. Tonight would be perfect. After he got home, got his bath and ate his dinner, we could make popcorn and would settle down for the night. Maybe I’d invite David and Mack to join us, too. They were all close in age, and Sam had spent the night at their house before. 

Thinking about an evening of Ninja Turtles and Jake and the Neverland Pirates, I turned off the water and wrapped a towel around my body. As soon as I stepped into my bedroom my gaze landed on the toy that was lying on my bed, and then on my nightgown, which was strewn in a way that I didn’t remember doing.  I hadn’t noticed them before going to my bathroom. Frowning, I moved toward the bed and picked up the transformer. Sam must have come into my room before we’d left for school this morning. That was the only thing that made sense. 

Shrugging, I went to my dresser, removed a pair of shorts and a tank from a drawer, and quickly slipped into them. I whipped the towel from my hair before pulling it into a ponytail and securing it with a scrunchie.  It was long, even in a ponytail it fell to my waist. Rock had always said that he loved my long hair and I supposed that’s why I’d never cut it. I’d dyed it black for a while, just for something different, but I’d finally let it go back to its natural dirty blond.

I tried not to think about Rock. You’d have thought that as more time had gone by that it would get easier, but it wasn’t. I’d been so in love with the stubborn outlaw, convinced that he was what I needed, sure that I was what he wanted. Getting pregnant had been a big surprise to both of us, because Rock had always insisted on using a condom. I guess that was why it had been so hard for him to accept that the baby I was carrying was even his. And for him to accuse me of being unfaithful...that had crushed me.

When I’d first left him I’d been so hurt and broken that I hadn’t cared if I ever saw him again. I’d only been eighteen at the time, and I realized now that I’d acted childishly by the way I’d handled the situation. We’d both had said some hurtful, hateful things to each other that day. I’d left the clubhouse and gone back to my apartment. After months had gone by and he hadn’t shown up I’d made the decision to leave, leaving a note for him with the landlord just in case. I’ll probably never know if he received it. 

The sound of my cell ringing from the other room interrupted my trip down memory lane, and I rushed to retrieve it from my purse. My first thought was that it was Becky saying that they’d be late, but when I glanced down at the name it read, “Tom”. Smiling, I answered it. “Hi, you.”

“Hi, doll. What are you and Sam doing tonight?”

“I think we’re going to have movie night after dinner. I might invite Becky’s boys to spend the night. Why, you want to join us?” I joked. Tom was good with Sam, and he understood that my son came first.

“A boys sleep over?” he joked back. “Gee, I haven’t been invited to one of those in like, thirty years. I don’t know if my poor back can handle the floor anymore.”

I laughed. “I do have an alternative.” He got quiet for a minute, and I could just imagine what he was imagining. “Don’t get too excited, though. It’s the sofa.”

He snorted and said mockingly, “Whew! That’s a relief. You had me scared there for a second. I had this terrible image of having to spend the night in your bed.”

“Ha! Ha!” I said lightly, knowing that Tom would like for our relationship to move on to the next level. He was so patient and understanding, and I wondered whether or not I was being fair to him. He meant a lot to me, but I saw him more as a friend, which I was sure he wouldn’t be happy to hear. Maybe in time...

“Not that I’d do much complaining,” he added after a while.

I decided to change the subject, which was making me uncomfortable. “Do you want to join us for the movie?” I knew that he usually worked until six. “I can save you some dinner.”

“Bribery will get you everywhere.” I could hear the smile in his tone. “What are we having tonight?”

“I’m thinking about homemade pizza.”

“God, you know I love your homemade pizza. Okay, you got yourself a deal, doll. I’ll be there around seven.”

“See you then.” I hung up, returning to my thoughts about our platonic relationship. 

Tom really was a nice man. Why couldn’t I feel a spark of awareness with him? The few times that he’d kissed me had been nice, but that was all. No fireworks. No belly flutters. No arousal in my core. Nothing. Just a nice, platonic kiss. Maybe he was too tame for my taste. I’d never thought about it before, but maybe what I wanted was a take-charge man, someone with the arrogance and confidence to just take what he wanted, while knowing how to make me swoon inside as he was ravishing me. 

Like Rock.

No! No! No! I didn’t want someone like Rock. He’d been a hard-core bad ass who’d rode right in on his big, loud Harley, and had swept me off my feet. The second our eyes had met at the bar I’d been at with my friends, everything about him had overwhelmed my life. He’d rushed me off my feet. He was big, mean, and rough, and yet in his arms I’d experienced the most intense physical and spiritual pleasure I’d ever had. His kisses had curled my toes, the smoldering look in his eyes had scorched me, his filthy promises of what he was going to do to me wet my underwear faster than five minutes of watching the steamiest porn. He’d taken me and claimed me in every way, and I had loved every breathless second of it.

I’d loved him, so fast and so hard that it had frightened me.

God, why did I compare every man to him? It’d been almost seven years since I’d left him. Seven years that, without Sam, would have been hard to get through. Sam had saved me from the loneliness. He saved me from feeling sorry for myself because he was so good, so perfect, a smaller, softer version of Rock. I was lucky to have him. 

I went to the kitchen to start the pizza for dinner. Just as I was reaching for the pan beneath the oven, there was a hard knock on the door. A glance at the clock revealed that it was too early for Sam, and I never received any visitors.  A second rap revealed that whoever it was, patience wasn’t their virtue. 

I opened the door and everything inside me froze.
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Allie

I’m not sure how long I stood there staring at the one man that I never thought I’d see again. So many emotions ran through me in those seconds, one more than all the others—fear. Fear of what Rock being here meant. Fear of his fierce expression, the glitter of hardness in his unforgiving eyes. If he was anything like the man I’d left behind, I knew that he could be ruthless and dangerous, showing no mercy when he’d been wronged.

Right now he looked like he’d been wronged. 

What was he doing here? Sam was my first panicked thought, because I had no doubt that Rock was here for him. Was he going to try and take him from me? There could be no other reason that he’d just show up out of the blue like this. Before I let the awful thoughts paralyze me I brought the door forward to slam it in his square-jawed face. 

I had no idea what I was going to do after that, and really it didn’t matter, because Rock’s large hand stopped the door from closing all the way. With a sharp shove he easily pushed the door open again. I stumbled back, my eyes growing large when he wordlessly and arrogantly stepped into my house and slammed the door behind him. The sound of it closing caused my heart to jump, because it signified the beginning of the end.

“No,” I said, that words sounding far away I shook my head with disbelief. “What a-are you doing h-here, how did you e-even find us?” I whispered, making sure to keep distance between us.

Rock was a mountain of a man, and my gaze moved over him swiftly, realizing that he’d changed since I’d last seen him. Seven years had turned him into six plus feet of pure, hard muscle. His clothes stretched taut over his wide shoulders and hard chest. His tatted arms were bulging with definition and unleashed strength. His square jaw was covered with a light layer of dark whiskers that framed his firm, hard mouth, and made him sexier than it should have. 

Everything he was feeling was reflected in his hard eyes, as they made a thorough sweep over me. As if time hadn’t separated us, I felt my body respond to his potent masculinity, and just managed not to let out a whimper when I felt my nipples harden. And, God, I tried to ignore the buzzing between my thighs. I felt my breath catch and reached for strength not to reveal myself, because then I’d be vulnerable.

“Finding you was easy,” Rock said in response to my question. “Once I decided that I wanted to find you, and my son. So if moving a couple of times was your way of running away it wasn’t very effective.” 

He appeared as angry as I was afraid. I swallowed hard. “I was angry,” I admitted. He growled and took a menacing step forward, and I stepped back. I decided to ignore the reasons for the decision I’d made back then. “Why are you here, Rock?” I wet my suddenly dry lips, watching his gaze move to my mouth. I had to keep control of the situation.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” he grumbled in a deep tone. “Or are you that stupid?” I flinched at that. “Why do you think I’m here, Allie?” 

Jesus, this was going to be messy. I clamped my mouth tight and backed up into the couch when his eyes turned to ice and he took another step closer. And then I grew angry, because he was purposely trying to scare me, to intimidate me with his outlaw badness. I stood my ground, even if it was on shaky legs. “You have no right coming here after all these years and trying to intimidate me like you did when I was an eighteen year old virgin. I’ve built a life here for my son and I, we have friends−” 

“Friends?” A muscle twitched in his jaw. “Does that include a man?” I saw his hands ball into fists.

His gaze zeroed in to where my pussy was behind my shorts, and I knew at that moment that he was remembering the time when he’d taken my virginity. I felt a hot flush surge through my body and knew that some of the heat had settled into my cheeks. His nostrils flared as if he were sniffing something. “Best virgin pussy I ever had,” he smirked crudely. “Only virgin pussy.”

“And you’re still a bastard.” I hated the fact that he could still make me want him. My body was pulsing with arousal, betraying me. But so was Rock’s. I could clearly see the bowed tent behind the zipper of his worn jeans. 

“That’s right, baby.” He reached down and crudely cupped his cock. “My dick remembers your nice, tight, cunt, too. How it felt to rip through your hymen and claim your innocence.”

“I hate you!” I said with passion, biting down on my bottom lip to keep from crying. How could he turn something that at the time had been so amazing, so life-altering, into a memory that seemed unimportant and mundane? 

Rock released a guttural sound and moved so close to me that I was trapped against the sofa. I caught my breath. “Hate me, Allie. Keep on hating me. But know this—I’ve come for my son.”

“What makes you think that he’s yours?” I taunted before I could think clearly. All I knew was that his words scared me. My words pushed Rock over the edge and the next thing I knew his hand was at my throat, and he was bringing his face down close to mine. 

“Don’t fucking go there,” he grated between his teeth. His eyes were like glowing embers, burning into mine. “Seems we covered this seven years ago.”

“You’re the one who questioned it,” I managed to squeak out. I knew it would take little effort for him to break my neck, I could feel the power of his barely-contained rage in the fingers that were digging into my skin. Strangely, though, I wasn’t afraid that Rock would hurt me. 

“If you’re trying to convince me that another man got into your pussy when you were with me, I know better.”

“At the time you thought that.” I was a fool for reminding him of the words he’d flung at me that day, but his doubting my loyalty had stung. He’d accused me of so much when I’d told him that I was pregnant, denying that he was the father.

He gritted his teeth. “He’s my son, Allie.” 

I focused on drawing in air because his hold had tightened, nearly cutting off my air supply. I guess something in my face must have relayed the message that he was choking me, because suddenly I felt his fingers loosen. 

His gaze fell to my mouth before returning to my eyes. “Don’t push me, baby. I’ve never hurt a woman, but you might become the first. Now, where is my son?”

“Sam’s not home from school, yet.”

His head turned toward the clock. How had he known where it was? “When do you go get him?”

“I don’t. A friend drops him off.” He was trying to decide if I was telling the truth or not. I could see it in his eyes as they narrowed on me. “He won’t be home for an hour.” The muscle was twitching in his jaw again, but at least he had released me and stepped back. I struggled to hold back the tears. “You can’t take him away from me!” I rushed in panic.

He scowled at me. “I just want to meet him, for starters. Haven’t decided anything beyond that.” 

“Why? After all these years, why do you care now?” Surely he remembered what his last words to me had been.

“I’ve cared for seven fucking years,” he snarled, baring his teeth. “You didn’t waste any time in leaving.” I frowned, unsure of what he meant because I’d waited around for him for months. “I went for you, Allie. I went to your place, but you’d packed up and run away.” He reached deep in his pocket for something and pulled out a folded, slightly stained piece of paper. My heart dropped when I realized what it was. “Here, in case you forgot.” He threw the note in my face. 

It fell to the floor and I bent to scoop it up. I didn’t need to read it. I’d written it. My eyes began to burn. 

“Read it!”

I jumped at the sharpness of his demand, and slowly opened the note. It was hard focusing my teary gaze on the words, but I managed to see clearly enough to make them out. 

“Rock, by the time you read this I will be gone and out of your life for good. Your reactions over the unexpected news of my pregnancy have convinced me that you don’t deserve me or our child. I will always love you but it’s over. Please leave me alone. Don’t try to find us as I plan to move on.” 

By the time I was done tears were burning trails down my cheeks. I glanced up at Rock. “I was eighteen, Rock,” I said, as if that excused everything. 

“And that was on me. I knew you were too young, too inexperienced when we met. You were an innocent virgin that I didn’t even try to resist. I wanted you too fucking bad.”

“You hurt me, Rock. When we were together my whole world revolved around you, so when you reacted so angrily about my pregnancy I didn’t know how to take it. You questioned being the father. You thought I’d gotten pregnant to trap you. You’re not without blame on how this went down. I thought I was doing you a favor by leaving.”

“If you’d just waited until shit calmed down we could have fucking worked it out,” he growled. “But no, you ran as soon as things got tough.”

“Not as soon, Rock, three months had gone by without any word from you. How was I supposed to know that shit was going to calm down?” I asked, wiping my cheeks. “Your last words to me as I left the club that day were ‘good riddance’.”

“Fuck.” He ran his hand through his hair. “None of that matters now. We’ve both moved on.” His words hurt, and I wondered what he meant. Had he found someone else? “I have to take a piss.” He pivoted toward the bathroom. Again, I wondered how he seemed to know where it was, but dismissed the thought as unimportant.

As soon as I heard the bathroom door close I ran to get my phone. There was no way I was going to let Rock meet Sam until we talked things out. I quickly dialed Becky’s number, holding my breath until she answered.

“Hey, I just picked up the boys,” she said before I could speak.

“Becky, I have to ask you for a big favor,” I rushed out, listening for Rock at the same time. “Is there any way you can keep Sam tonight?”

“Sure, honey. Is everything okay?” There was immediate concern in her voice.

“Yeah, it’s just, something came up that I have to take care of. It will be easier without Sam around.”

“Okay. Not a problem. Call me tomorrow when you’re ready for him to come home.”

“Thank you so much, you’re a life savor.” I could hear the bathroom door opening. I quickly ended the call and set my phone down. Rock was going to be furious when he found out what I’d done, but that was just too bad. I had Sam to think about.

“Who the fuck were you talking to?”

I jumped at Rock’s deep voice and spun around. I knew as soon as our eyes met that he could see the guilt on my face because I was a terrible liar, and I did feel guilty for keeping his son from him. But he had to know that he couldn’t just show up there and say, “Hi, Sam, I’m your dad.” 

I decided to get right to the point. “Sam isn’t coming home tonight.” I waited for him to explode. 

His eyes narrowed on me in a threatening way, and I could tell that he was holding back but was right on the cusp of losing it. I knew the signs well. Rock had an explosive temper when he let loose, when he really let loose, and that made him unpredictable and dangerous. While those traits had drawn me to him all those years ago, had even turned me on in ways I had never understood, we weren’t in the same place now. I didn’t quite trust him. Still, I would do anything to protect my son.

“You can’t expect to just ride in here and tell Sam that you’re his dad, Rock. We need to talk this over.”

“There’s nothing to discuss, Allie” he growled. “You’re not keeping my son from me. I suggest that you call whoever has him and get him home.”

I braced myself for a fight, hating the slight shiver that went through my body. “No.” 

“Now!”  He began to walk me backwards, and I felt my courage slowly deserting me. Our eyes remained locked, his with gritty determination and an almost glaring hate that cut me apart. 

Rock was a force to be reckoned with when he’d made up his mind about something, including the time that he’d decided that he wanted me. But I wasn’t going to let him control me. I wasn’t an innocent eighteen year old anymore, too young to know that I had rights, and a voice. That I didn’t need a man to take care of me.

I didn’t need him.

“Allie−”

“No,” I said again. It came out weak, but at least I was staying consistent. I skirted around the sofa, putting it between us. It didn’t make me feel any safer, though. I knew that nothing could stop Rock if he’d wanted to get to me. “He doesn’t know about you, Rock.”

“That’s your fucking fault,” he snarled. His hands were clenching and unclenching, but at least he’d stopped stalking me. 

“We’re going to do this right,” I insisted, as calmly as I could. “That way your visit here won’t be for−”

“Visit?” he snarled, before laughing with little humor. “That’s old news. I did some thinking while I was taking a piss. I’ve just decided that Sam is going home with me.”

What? My jaw dropped and my eyes widened. He couldn’t change his mind like that. I could live with him just wanting to meet Sam, he had the right, but . . . But you said−”

“I know what I fucking said.” My stomach dropped at his confident smirk. “I’ve changed my mind, baby. You’ve had him for seven years, now it’s my turn.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I shook my head, dazed and confused. He couldn’t take Sam away from me. Could he? I thought about Sam’s birth certificate. I’d put Rock down as the father. Crap! As we stared one another down I knew that I was in serious trouble. Rock wasn’t a man you said ‘no’ to. He was a fierce outlaw who reached out and just took what he wanted, when he wanted, and he had the whole of Phantom Riders at his back. 

“You’re doing this to punish me, and you’re crazy if you think I’m just going to let you show up and take Sam from me,” I breathed softly, fighting like hell not to break down and cry. I felt so helpless.

“Then I’m crazy,” he agreed. “He’s my son and I have a right to him.” He crossed his massive arms across his massive chest, as if that were the end of discussion. 

He would do it, too. I could see it in his eyes. At that moment I don’t think I could have hated him more. It wasn’t lost on me that all of this could have ended differently, if only I hadn’t moved away. And it looked like now I was going to pay the consequences for it. I had no options or resources to draw on, no family to go running to. 

Now Rock had found us, and I couldn’t help but wonder if that’s what I’d wanted all along. I hated him for what he was doing, but I couldn’t deny that I was still attracted to the man, he was just too overpowering, too primal and raw in a way that aroused the woman in me, as if the last seven years hadn’t happened. It finally dawned on me why I’d never found that special someone to replace him. There wasn’t a man out there that had a chance of competing with him.

I hated him.

I loved him.

How sick was that?
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Chapter 5
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Rock

Fuck! 

Fuck!

Fuck!

I should have known that the minute I was face to face with her again all kinds of shit was going to come back, reminding me of how fucking good it had been with her-most of the time, anyway. Her temper was almost as hot as mine, but I’d used my muscle to subdue her to my liking on the rare occasion that her temper had flared. I grinned to myself. We’d had some of our most explosive fuck sessions in the aftermath of a good fight.

My dick remembered how good.

I couldn’t think of Allie like that now, couldn’t get off track as to why I’d hunted her ass down. There were too many fucking years between us, too much hurt. We’d both changed. She’d grown up, and fuck, she was more beautiful then she’d been back then. Having a baby and growing older had filled out her once too slim curves into more than a handful of tempting flesh. I’d always liked a woman with meat on her bones, which was probably why I always went to Marnie for a fuck when I was in the mood.

I stood firm, challenging her to take me on. I wanted her to give me a reason to put my hands on her body. And I wouldn’t be gentle, either. Allie had never liked gentle. Another fucking reason why we’d gotten along so well. After
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