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  Let's Keep in Touch


Thank you for buying  Gamble's Risk. The best way to keep up to date with my books is to subscribe to my newsletter. 

If you don’t hear from me regularly, please check your spam filter and set up your email to allow my messages through to you. This ensures you never miss a new book, a chance to win great prizes, or exclusive content. 






  
  Author’s Note


This book is intended for mature readers 18+. There are scenes focused on the aftermath of sexual violence and situations which may trigger or upset some readers. Please do not read if you are uncomfortable with those types of scenes. Thank you. 






  
  Playlist


VOLARE by Dean Martin
GLORIA by Laura Brannigan
BLOCK ROCKIN' BEATS by The Chemical Brothers
BIG GIRLS DON'T CRY by Fergie
2AM by Slightly Stoopid
FIRE IN THE MIDDLE by Nightmares on Wax
GANJA BABY by Michael Franti & Spearhead
AMBER by 311
IT SERVES YOU RIGHT TO SUFFER by J. Geils Band
FEELS LIKE RAIN by Buddy Guy
SOFA ROCKERS by Sofa Surfers
ANYWHERE I GO by Slightly Stoopid
SHE WALKS THIS EARTH by Sting
THE GAMBLER by Kenny Rogers
PEACE ON THE STREET by DJ Swingset








  
  Chapter 1
Here to Thank You

Victoria


As I approached the courthouse security checkpoint, Officer Remy greeted me with his signature grin. “Miss Victoria, how are you doing this fine morning?” 
I smiled. “Pretty good, for a Monday.”
He nodded. “I hear that. Looking forward to watching New Orleans basketball tonight. That’s the only good thing about Mondays this time of the year.”
I put my large attaché case on the conveyor belt along with my purse and nodded before I walked through the metal detector.
“Don’t stay up too late for the game, it’s a school night,” I chided. 
He chuckled, but it died as he turned to the person behind me. I glanced that way and my smile fell.
Behind me stood one of the best-looking men I’d seen in all of Biloxi. His brown hair was cropped short. He had mesmerizing blue eyes. With a friendly look, those eyes probably made panties melt. Since he was looking at me, they weren’t the least bit friendly.
Best of all, he was tall. Taller than me, which was a rare thing since I stood at five-foot-ten, and my love of high heels meant I was a towering six feet right now. Unlike most other tall men I encountered, who were gangly and lanky, this man had bulk that made him burly.
But he was a biker, and he didn’t like me. I knew he was a biker because of the leather he wore. I knew he didn’t like me because of our first meeting a few weeks ago, which had left a lasting impression on me.
As a woman, I’d endured my fair share of mansplaining and condescension. But the way this man had spoken to me, it went way beyond anything I’d experienced.
Since it had been the end of the day, I hadn’t kept my cool. I’d told him he had things all wrong. I wasn’t representing his friend. He didn’t listen until his friend confirmed what I’d said. After a long day and his inability to listen to me, I’d huffed out a breath and stalked away from them. It wasn’t my best moment by a long shot.
So, yeah. Definitely a bad first impression.
Such was my life.
The moment that thought vanished, a staggeringly more cynical thought struck me. He’d probably be in the same courtroom as me.
Nope, I needed to be positive and not entertain such defeatist thoughts.
I worked as a public defender. As in, ‘if you can’t afford an attorney one will be provided.’ Problem was, I loved the law, but this side of the law didn’t love me. So I desperately needed a firm to schedule an interview… a job offer would be better, because my student loans had to be paid. I had more resumes out now than when I graduated from law school.
As Dad said, “Any port in a storm, pumpkin.”
Mom never said anything. Probably because I never told her anything. But Dad could read me like a book, and he’d given me his stellar piece of advice. I knew that was mainly so I wouldn’t quit my job and waste my education.
But, until an interview led to an offer, I was stuck.
The elevator doors opened. Three people stepped out before the five people waiting before me stepped on.
A court reporter I knew by face, but not by name, preceded me. “Going to the third floor, Vic?”
“Yes, thank you,” I murmured, surprised she knew my name.
When I turned around, I watched her punch the three button and then the four. The doors were sliding shut when a large masculine hand waved between the doors.
The biker, whose name was Gamble, if his vest was to be believed, stepped inside the crowded car. The only space left for him to stand happened to be right next to me. I tried to move back, but realized there was nowhere to go.
No matter how much effort I put into it, I couldn’t ignore his scent. It was soapy with only a trace of cologne and leather. Even though there was only a trace of the cologne, it was strong enough it didn’t just fill my nostrils, it filled my head. Like, I could think about this potent scent for an hour, it was that delicious and that mysterious. It wasn’t woodsy, but it made me think of Christmas. It wasn’t musky, but it had sticking power.
I shook my head because I didn’t need to be examining or dwelling on his cologne-soap scent.
I saw his eyes slide toward me for a moment, then they went to the panel of buttons. He didn’t push any of them, so he was headed to either the third, fourth, or fifth floor. For the next two minutes, I prayed he wouldn’t get off on three.
The doors slid open, and he didn’t move. Relief swept through me.
“Excuse me,” I murmured and stepped past him. I heard other high heels following me on the linoleum floor and didn’t bother to look back. 
Twenty minutes later, he sat five rows behind the Assistant District Attorney. That surprised me. It was an assumption on my part, but a man like him, I totally expected him to be seated on the defendant side of the courtroom. Since the room wasn’t crowded, I knew he’d sat there on purpose.
The judge entered, and I forced myself to ignore Gamble’s presence. I needed to do the best job I possibly could.

      [image: image-placeholder]Four hours later, I wove around cars in the parking garage toward mine. The temperature had to be approaching ninety degrees, and with the high humidity I lamented parking at the farthest end of the aisle. It was noon, I was starving, and I wished I could go home to forget all about this horrible morning. 
Aruba would be better. Though hurricane season was starting in a few days, so maybe the coast of Brazil.
My client could have argued his case better than I did, such was my epic fail. Then again, he was guilty. 
I heard footsteps behind me. That wasn’t unusual, since numerous court sessions had let out, but these steps were gaining on me. With female precision, I shifted my keys so my car key fit between my index and middle finger before I turned around.
Gamble stood behind me. He stopped, spied the key in my hand, and held his hands up low in front of his abdomen. “You can retract the claw, lady.”
“Why are you following me? To tell me I better do my job, again?”
At my reference to the first time he spoke to me, one side of his plump lips tipped up. “No. I’m here to thank you.”
“Thank me?” Then I shook my head. I didn’t care about his nonsensical statement. 
He grinned. I blinked against the power of it. Since when did I lose my self-control because some tall, bad boy grinned at me?
“Yeah. Never thought I’d see the day, but thank you for failing to get that scum-bag asshole a shot at freedom.”
I should have been insulted, but I didn’t have time for that.
“Whatever. I shouldn’t be seen with you.”
“Why?”
My eyes widened. “You can’t be that thick. Because someone catches you talking to me, it raises questions. I could face an ethics committee. That’s a pain in the ass I don’t need these days.”
A look of disgust flashed through his eyes before he hid it. “You want to defend assholes like him?”
I rolled my eyes. “Like most people, I want a lot of things, but I don’t need to face an ethics board because you wanted to thank me for being such a failure.”
Like the disgust that had flashed through his eyes, a look of amusement flitted across his handsome face. Then he frowned. “Word of advice, Ms. Carlton. Learn to take a compliment.”
On that note, he turned and walked away. Watching him walk away was torturous because it gave me plenty of time to study his picture-perfect ass as he left. It also gave me time to take in the fullness of his Riot MC patch.
Being a public defender, I had a certain familiarity with gangs and other routine offenders. Yet the Riot MC members’ cases never came through our office. Not because they didn’t get arrested or arraigned.
No, they had a lawyer on retainer, and no need for public defenders like me.
I memorized the shape of his ass so I could imagine my fingers sinking into it when I got busy with my vibrator later tonight. To my shame and chagrin, he looked over his shoulder and arched a brow. I felt heat in my cheeks and whirled to my car.
When would I learn? If things could go bad for me, they damn sure did. Every single time.

      [image: image-placeholder]“Vic…Tor…Eee-ah! Oh, oh, oooh!” Mick bellowed from behind the extensive counter.
I smiled even as I debated what was more mangled, the melody of “Volare” or my name as he sang it when I entered Bayou Moon Pizza. I’d stopped telling him my four-syllable name wasn’t made to fit the tune for a three-syllable word. Not only would he not hear it, but my reminder also served as a special challenge to him. Such was his stubbornness.
Besides, it was far and away better than when he tried to fit my name into Laura Brannigan’s “Gloria.” That was atrocious all around.
Not that he’d hear me say it, but the singing was a brilliant idea on his part. When he did that to his servers, (who only worked the dinner rush, lunch customers had to grab their food from the counter) it got every patron’s attention. Back when I had worked here, it was rare my tables didn’t know my name. It might have been why my tips were better, but he always said it was my work ethic.
I put my elbows on the counter and leaned toward Uncle Mick for a cheek-kiss. He wasn’t really my uncle, but my godfather, and Dad’s best friend, who I’d known all my life.
“What’ll it be, gorgeous?”
“I’m so hungry, I want to say a large Dean-o, but I know better. I’ll have my usual, a slice with artichoke, shrimp, and green olives.”
He shouted my order over his shoulder, then shook his head with his eyes closed. “You are the only reason I keep green olives on hand. Not even working here anymore and you cost me money, girlie.”
I chuckled. “You lie. I know better because I used to work here.”
A college-aged guy behind Uncle Mick put a pizza on the counter and bellowed out the order number. I glanced at the pie and saw it was a chicken, spinach, and mushroom pizza. Then I focused on Mick, who was watching the customer approach from behind me.
“Jesus. Are you following me or something?” a vaguely-familiar voice asked.
“Watch the tone, bub. Nobody talks to my Vickie that way,” Mick grumbled.
I turned to the side.
Gamble stared down at me, those blue irises dancing over my stunned expression. I glanced past him at the three tables pulled together near the far wall. Six bikers and four women sat around the table watching Gamble.
I pulled myself together and focused. “I’m not following you.” I shook my head and turned back to Mick. “Make my order to-go.”
“Anybody’s got to go, Vic, it’s this bozo.”
I fought laughter mainly because Gamble was anything but a bozo, not to mention every time Mick used the term it made me giggle.
I leaned over the counter to pat Mick’s bicep. “It’s all right. I got a busy afternoon anyway. You need all the large groups you can get, Uncle Mick.”
He gave me a chin lift, but his eyes were on Gamble. “Stop starin’ at her ass. Biker or not, regular or not, I’ll fuck you up for starin’ at her like that.”
I made big eyes and opened my mouth to tell Uncle Mick it was okay, but Gamble spoke.
“My apologies, sir. You’re right. I shouldn’t stare at her like that. Thanks for the pizza.”
I came down from my tiptoes and watched as Gamble took the pizza to his table.
“What’s the story?” Uncle Mick asked.
I shook my head. “No story. Won’t be a story. We don’t like each other. He was at a hearing of mine today. He took the time to approach me and ‘thank’ me for not doing my job very well.”
Mick balled up the rag in his hand. “I oughta kick his—”
I held up a hand. “No. It’s fine.”

      [image: image-placeholder]I liked to run. And not the way some people claim they ‘run’ to the liquor store. No. I had long legs and sitting behind a desk for ten or twelve hours every day made me feel cramped and squished like I’d taken a five-day car-trip. That meant every weekday, except Fridays, I ran after work. 
Today being Monday, I had pavement to pound. Unfortunately, I was running late. But it was late May, and the sun was setting later and later. I threw on my running gear. Then, I put in my ear buds, cued up some music on my phone, which was attached to my armband, and headed out.
Midway through my run “Block Rockin’ Beats” by The Chemical Brothers began and I really hit my stride. My mind cleared and I felt nothing but the beat of the music and the air rushing past my face.
I ran on the sidewalk as much as I could, but certain parts of my route forced me to run street-side. As I jogged my way to the side of the street, I looked over my shoulder. No cars appeared to be around, and I faced forward. A low-riding car was approaching from the opposite direction, but I paid it little mind since I was on the other side of the road.
Just before the spot I would veer back onto the sidewalk, the car accelerated. Then I realized it was barreling toward me. I darted to the side, around a telephone pole, and onto the sidewalk. A man got out of the car and came after me.
Here’s the thing about being a runner. People who run for exercise, don’t necessarily run fast. Or at least, I didn’t run fast. Which boggled the mind of my best friend, Heidi, since she pointed out I had the long-lost legs of a gazelle. Nevertheless, I knew I wasn’t fast.
This meant that as I ran, I threw over every garbage can or recycling bin I came across.
It didn’t work, though.
The man gained on me.
I yanked my phone out of the arm band, and fumbled to get the numeric keypad up to dial 911.
Except it was too late.
A heavy weight hit me, and I went down to the ground.
Face-first.
The last thing I remembered was the vision of concrete rushing toward my face before my head hit.
Then it was lights out.

      [image: image-placeholder]Gamble

The brothers were gearing up for a party. It promised to be a blow-out since Cynic had put a cut on his woman Fiona. From inside the clubhouse, Gamble had heard his name being called and the urgency in the prospect’s voice had him on edge.
Har, Cynic, Blood, and Brute were huddled around something. As he came closer, he saw Stephanie, Abby, and Fiona were hunched over a… woman’s body.
Fiona looked at Cynic. “She needs an ambulance. I know that’s not y’all’s style, but—”
Dread filled him.
“I’m with her,” Abby said. “Way she’s bound up, there’s no way they didn’t sexually assault her. She needs care the two of us aren’t equipped to provide.”
At Abby’s words, anger quickly replaced the dread. He forced himself to get a grip on his temper. While his brothers stared at Fiona and Abby, Gamble trudged forward, his eyes not leaving the woman on the ground. Tightness invaded his chest. It couldn’t be who he thought it was.
Absently, he heard Abby speaking. “Or your private doc either.”
“Why’d you call for Gamble?” Sandy asked.
The prospect sighed. “There’s a note on her.”
Fiona leaned over, but he saw the ugly handwriting on notebook paper.
For Gamble. Stop fucking with Juan.
He leaned down grabbing the note, but Fiona called out, “Wait! There’s more on the back.”
Gamble made brief eye contact with her before looking at the backside of the paper.
Your sister is next.
He let go of the paper and straightened. A primal roar exploded from him. In two quick strides, he threw a vicious fist at the door to the clubhouse. Pain radiated up his arm, but it did nothing to calm his rage.
“Is he trying to break his goddamn hand?” Abby asked.
“I think he knows her,” Fiona muttered.
He heard others talking about seeing Victoria at Bayou Moon Pizza. She deserved better than to be peered at and talked about like that. He strode back to the huddle and wedged between Har and Cynic.
Har knew his intentions, and muttered to Stephanie, “Move, Miss Priss.”
As soon as Stephanie got out of the way, he scooped up Victoria, taking her straight to his room. It took effort to ignore the blood caked around her swollen nose. He despised her suffering such a reprehensible crime. Overwhelming guilt ate at him, and he vowed he’d do anything he could to help her.
From behind him, Cynic said, “Dr. Silverman’s on his way, Prez.”
She stirred in his arms. As he sidled into his room, she whimpered.
He lowered her to his bed. “You’re safe, kitten. Doctor’s on the way.”
Fiona and Abby bustled inside. As much as he didn’t want to, he moved aside.






  
  Chapter 2
Holding Eye Contact

Fiona


Dr. Silverman, the club’s doctor-on-retainer, had also advised getting Victoria to the hospital, but Gamble (and Roman, to my surprise) raised holy hell at the idea. During the examination, neither of us believed she had any broken bones, other than her nose. 
As we cleaned up her face, I recalled the night I met her. She’d exited an interrogation room while I waited for a ride. She stopped to organize her things, and we’d been making idle chit-chat when Gamble arrived. I’d noticed how gorgeous she was that night, but now… I just hoped the spunky light in her eyes returned. And that Dr. Silverman’s plastic surgeon was as good as he said he was. The surgeon, who owed Silverman a favor, had set her nose as best he could. From the tense body language and hushed voices, I suspected Har, Roman, Gamble, and Dr. Silverman had made it clear that if she needed more help, he’d provide it –at no charge, most likely.
Abby’s suspicions were spot-on, unfortunately. Victoria had been raped. Her panties were missing, and traces of blood and other dried fluids were all over her exercise pants. However, I was still certified as a sexual assault forensics nurse, so I collected all the evidence I could from Victoria.
The worst had been when she woke up. She saw me and Abby first. I would never forget how terrified her eyes were or how strong her grip was on my forearm. Working in an emergency room, Abby had more experience calming patients down, so I was grateful she was there.
When she saw Dr. Silverman behind us her body went tight, and he astutely ducked out of the room.
We helped her into one of Gamble’s t-shirts; even with her height, it fell to her mid-thigh. I draped a blanket over her because I could see her shaking.
She took a deep breath. Then she pulled the blanket to her nose and a strange look came over her. She whispered. “Why?”
“Why what, hon?” Abby asked.
She looked at me. “Why does it smell like him?”
I blinked, wondering if she was talking about Gamble. We were in his room. I didn’t know if the blanket smelled like him or not.
Abby misunderstood. “The blanket smells like your attacker?”
Victoria’s eyes shot to Abby’s. “No. Smells like,” she paused and glanced at me before she whispered, “Gamble.”
I went down on my knees next to the bed, so I was closer to her face. “It’s Gamble’s blanket, Victoria. You’re in his room at the clubhouse.”
“Okay,” she whispered.
“How bad does your nose hurt?” I asked.
“Really bad.”
“Dr. Silverman… He was just in here. He can give you some medication to help.”
“Okay,” she said.
After she took her pills, she fell asleep fast. By midnight, Dr. Silverman had left. There wasn’t much left to do for her, so Abby and I cleared out of the room.
In the hallway, I found Gamble slouched against the opposite wall. He rose and gave Abby a hug. I heard him murmur his thanks to her. When he turned to me, I expected the same treatment, but he wrapped me in a fierce bear hug.
“Thank God you were here, Princess Fiona.”
I patted his back. “Not a problem, Gamble. But, I wouldn’t plan on being in your room tonight.”
He let me go and glared at me. “She can’t be alone.”
Abby sidled up to us. “You’re right. She can’t. That’s why I’m gonna be in there. She’s out cold right now. Gonna have Blood drag a recliner in there. I’ll hear her if she wakes up.”
“I want to be there,” he said.
I caught Gamble’s gaze. “She was terrified when she saw Dr. Silverman in there. I’m not exaggerating when I say that.”
He tore a hand through his short hair. “You think I don’t know that? It’s my goddamn fault. I’m gonna be there.”
Abby started, “I don’t think—”
I cut her off. “I told her she was in Gamble’s room. It might be okay.” I looked for Cynic’s room and realized it was next to Gamble’s. “I’ll be with Cynic in the next room. There’s a problem, he can get me, assuming I don’t hear it first.”
Abby pinned me with her gaze. “That is not how your man wants to spend tonight.”
I tilted my head. “Tonight ended like twenty minutes ago. It’s the wee hours of the morning, Abs.”
“Fine. Blood and I’ll be in a room upstairs.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Gamble

Gamble learned the hard way that a recliner wouldn’t fit through his doorway. He sent a prospect out to Wal-Mart to get him a sleeping bag and an air mattress. While he’d heard what Fiona had to say about Victoria freaking out about Dr. Silverman being in the room. that wouldn’t keep him from being there for Victoria.
Laying on the air mattress, he dwelled on things he shouldn’t. Har not calling an immediate session of church ranked very high. No matter what the others had to say, they needed to know why Victoria had been followed.
He couldn’t believe it was his fault.
Even if the note addressed her to him, why would they attack her?
Part of him thought it was her being in the wrong place at the wrong time, but that was wishful thinking.
And that was the very reason he needed church.
Hashing that shit out with his brothers would help him in a way he couldn’t explain. And no matter how irrelevant it felt to his brothers who weren’t involved, church helped in ways he couldn’t express no matter how much he tried.
He’d interacted with her… four times, if his memory served. The night he’d picked up Fiona from the police station and he’d mistaken Victoria for Fi’s legal representative. That morning in the courtroom; then, the parking lot; and later at Bayou Moon Pizza.
That didn’t signal that the two of them had a connection.
Yet, their confrontation in the parking lot hadn’t been as brief as he’d intended. As he replayed it in his mind, someone looking at them from afar might have taken it for flirtation. They had chemistry –even if it was sour rather than sweet.
Calling her kitten had felt better than it should have.
Christ. This was why he needed church. 
He wouldn’t be dwelling or overthinking a damn thing like he was right now.
He wanted to turn off the desk lamp, but Victoria had fallen asleep with it on, and he figured it would be better to leave it. His room didn’t have windows. The small nightlight in the bathroom wouldn’t cast any light on him lying on the floor if she awoke.
As though his thoughts caused it to happen, the sheets rustled, and Victoria sat up.
He curled forward, but then she repositioned herself and settled back into bed.
Once he laid his head down again, he heard her shifting.
“Do you need me to leave?” she asked in a small voice. 
Something in her tone made him question if she was fully with it, though she had obviously seen him on the floor.
“No, kitten. I don’t want you to be alone.”
He wished he could be in the bed with her, but he damn sure knew better. When his sister Brittney had been raped, she couldn’t handle any physical touch for a while. It took weeks before he was able to hug her again.
His anger rose and he forced himself to take a deep breath. Those bastards were going to pay for what they did to Victoria. Even if the vote didn’t swing that way, he knew. He was going to find every one of those assholes and fuck them up.
“You shouldn’t be on the floor,” she said.
“You freaked out at Doc Silverman being here. No way I’d be in that bed with you.”
“I don’t know him. But I know who you are.”
He almost nodded. Instead, he said, “Go to sleep, Victoria.”
“You can sleep on the other side of the bed,” she argued.
“I’m fine, kitten.”
“You’re stubborn is more like it,” she whispered. 
“Did you mean for me to hear that?”
“Don’t know, but it’s true. Good night.”
He smiled and that surprised him. There wasn’t a damn thing to smile about in this sitch, but she made him do it. He was stubborn. Yet something told him, so was she.
He closed his eyes on that thought. He hadn’t expected to fall asleep, but he did.

      [image: image-placeholder]When he woke up, he saw Victoria’s foot disappear under the covers and he heard the toilet running. He grabbed his phone. Quarter to six in the morning. He wanted to sleep another hour, but that wasn’t happening.
Quietly, he used the bathroom and left the room. In the kitchen, he brewed an extra strong pot of coffee.
Roman trudged out while Gamble doctored his brew.
“Why aren’t you with your woman?”
Roman’s lips twisted and he focused on his coffee. After a moment, he glanced at Gamble. “I sent her home before Victoria was dropped off. And I stuck around because I know what you’re going through.”
Gamble inhaled through his nose. He wanted to argue that, but of all the brothers he and Roman had sisters who’d been raped. To top it off, Roman had found out later that Trinity, his woman, had also been sexually assaulted. Gamble and Cynic had helped him mete out retribution.
He didn’t think it was enough, though.
He never did, and probably never would.
“It kills biding your time, but you can’t go after them right now.”
“Why? Why not tonight?”
“They’re going to be ready for that.”
He shook his head. “They’re going to be ready no matter what. Why do this shit otherwise?” Another thought hit him before Roman responded. “Hell, you didn’t wait before going after Ink.”
A malicious chuckle rumbled out of Roman. “Difference is, Ink and his crew weren’t good enough to get in with any gang. They were fuck-ups. You know that and so did everyone else in town.”
Gamble sighed and sipped his coffee.
“The Abeyeta brothers aren’t a bunch of idiotic asshats. They followed you, they’re goading you, and your brothers aren’t gonna let you fall into their fuckin’ trap.”
“What I want to know is why you went to that trial yesterday,” Cynic grumbled, pulling down a mug from the cabinet.
Gamble kept eye contact with Roman. Then he sighed and looked at Cynic. “I can’t explain it, man.”
“Try,” Cynic muttered around his coffee cup.
Gamble recalled a favor he did for Cynic a few months back. Cynic’s sister Lisa had come to town and was partying like it was ‘her birthday’ with every man inside Twisted Talons – the bar run by the Riot MC. Rather than have his sister picked up by some random guy, Gamble, Tiny, and two prospects showed up without their cuts –which killed– and acted as though they were interested in Lisa.
He caught Cynic’s eyes. “God forbid, something as awful as what happened to my sister happened to Lisa. Wouldn’t you hold a grudge?”
“I thought just one guy attacked her,” Roman said.
His anger built and his tone hardened. “Yeah. But his three brothers kept me out of my house while he did it. And they knew there was fuck-all I could do about it without my goddamn parents around. Had no cell, no decent neighbors in that shitty complex. I fought all those bastards as hard as I could, but I was fifteen and —”
“Sorry. Forget I asked,” Cynic said.
Gamble shook his head. “No. Don’t be sorry. But you gotta understand. They’re all fuckin’ responsible. Every last one, even if they didn’t touch Brit.”
Cynic frowned and nodded while his head turned to the side. “Yeah,” he muttered. “I can see that, absolutely.”
Roman put his mug down with a thud. “There a reason you didn’t tell Har or any of the others about this?”
“I told Har. But, Christ, that would’ve been just before I earned my patch, six or seven years ago.”
Roman shook his head. “You tell him you were tracking their trials and shit?”
Gamble looked out the window.
“Right,” Roman muttered.
“Your sister still in town?” Cynic asked.
He caught Cynic’s dark eyes. “No. She… the attack delayed her graduating. Fucked up her GPA and shit, but the moment she could, Brit moved to Seattle. If a work visa weren’t required, I swear she’d have moved to Canada. Anything to get as far from this place as she could.”
“Why didn’t you follow her?” Roman asked.
He gave Roman a small smile because he understood where that came from. Roman’s sister had survived her ordeal, but then relieved her suffering by overdosing on pain meds. Gamble knew Roman would’ve given anything to have his sister back.
“She told me she didn’t want me to, and I had just turned fifteen. I had no license, didn’t know how to drive. After the attack the police got involved and our parents had to act like they gave a damn about both their kids. Trust me, I’d have been a dead weight for Brit. Not to mention, I wanted some fuckin’ payback.”
Cynic shook his head. “But you never got it.”
Gamble smiled. “The Abeyetas weren’t the only bastards at fault. I wanted payback from my no-good parents. They hadn’t been out gambling that fuckin’ day, who knows where Brittney would be. Hell, if they hadn’t been gambling all our lives, we wouldn’t have lived in that shitty apartment, wouldn’t have gone to that fuckin’ school. None of it.”
Raw fury surged inside him, and he clenched his fists, barely getting his mug to the table instead of throwing it across the kitchen.
“Jesus Christ, G. You look like you’re gonna pop a blood vessel. You okay?” Roman asked.
He heaved out a few breaths. “No. It’s a slight stretch, but no fuckin’ doubt, my goddamned sorry excuses for parents led to Victoria being attacked, too.”
“That is a stretch, man,” Cynic said.
When silence ensued, Gamble looked at Roman. He was staring into space, warring with himself.
Gamble turned to Cynic. “Pretty sure you’re wrong, seeing as the one man who can relate to me, doesn’t agree.”
After a moment, Roman spoke. “You’re right, but so is ’Nic. You can’t put Victoria’s attack on yourself.”
His jaw clenched to the point his teeth hurt, but he felt his temper recede. “There’s no other explanation, man. It’s also why I’m so fuckin’ pissed we haven’t had church or any goddamn mention of it in nearly twelve hours.”
Cynic’s head lifted high with his nod. “That’s exactly why we aren’t meeting. Yet.”
Gamble took his mug to the sink to rinse it. “What the fuck? We need to meet so we can plan.”
“We will, but man you gotta bank this anger. Save it for when we execute the plan,” Cynic said.
He felt unsettled. With a deep breath, he forced a calm expression and looked at his brothers. “Yeah. You’re right. I’m gonna hit the shower.”
As he walked away, he knew he hadn’t hidden his impatience from Roman or Cynic.

      [image: image-placeholder]He came out of his bathroom wearing jeans and an Imagine Dragons t-shirt. Victoria was lightly snoring. He was glad she could sleep while he showered. Sitting in his armless office chair, he pulled on his socks. His boots were across the room, but he couldn’t stop staring at her in his bed.
He wanted to hold her. Hell, he’d wanted to wrap her in his arms and kiss her the first night he met her. The only reason he didn’t was because of Fiona. And the fact a lawyer like her would never spend time with a man like him.
He refused to dwell on that. Maybe that made him delusional or maybe he was a glutton for punishment, but he wanted her more than he’d wanted any woman. But aside from joining the Riot MC, he rarely pursued what he wanted.
The urge to hold her snuck up on him again, but he knew –truly knew like no other brother besides Roman– that wasn’t a bad idea, but the worst idea.
Her breathing changed. She rolled over and her eyes caught on him.
He thought she would freak out, but she only stared at him.
After a long silence, she whispered, “I’ll never be the same.”
“Of course, you won’t,” he spoke so fast, it almost sounded snappish.
She shook her head on the pillow. “How do you know?”
“My sister was raped. It didn’t kill her, but it killed part of her. She was never the same happy-go-lucky girl.”
“What do you mean?”
“They killed her… her innocence, I guess.”
Her eyes widened and he added, “She wasn’t a virgin, if that’s what you’re thinking, but that doesn’t matter. Her whole fuckin’ personality was changed by that goddamn shit.”
“How old was she?”
“Seventeen. And yeah, I’ve been told her age played a bigger role in her personality changing, but I don’t buy it.”
Her head moved in a small nod.
They stared at each other.
He should feel awkward, but he didn’t. If holding eye contact was the only way he could ‘hold her,’ then he’d take it. For now.
“I’m sorry you had to sleep on the floor,” she whispered.
“Don’t be. Don’t apologize for a damn thing, Victoria. Not a chance I was going to let you sleep in here alone.”
“Why?”
He paused. His instinct was to shrug her question off, but he couldn’t do that either.
“I wanted to be here for you, in whatever way I could be.”
An emotion flitted through her eyes, but she hid it before he could figure it out.
Someone knocked softly on his door. For another moment, he stared into her hazel eyes, which looked light brown in the desk light. Then he crossed to the door and found Fiona standing on the other side.
“Is she awake?”
He nodded.
“Her clothes are evidence. I don’t know if she wants to wear something besides your t-shirt. I can loan her a shirt if she wants something more feminine.”
“She can keep what I’ve given her,” he murmured.
Fiona nodded. “Cynic’s taking me to get my SUV and I’ll come back to take her home.”
He wanted to take her home, but having a woman take her would be better.
Fiona walked away and he closed the door.
“Should I get up?”
“No. You got some time. Try to snooze if you can.”
“Are you leaving?”
“Not unless you want me to.”
“Going to stare at me while I sleep?”
He fought a smirk. “Got some things to work on at my desk.”
Her eyes skated to his drafting desk. He sat down, she looked at him for a moment before letting her eyes close.
A fresh sheet of sketch paper begged him to draw on it. He knew the moment he put a pencil to paper he’d only be able to sketch one thing. Those eyes staring at him. The same eyes he wanted looking at him in a different way.
His portfolio of sketch work had helped him bolster Har’s business. No biker would walk into Har’s shop and request a set of hazel eyes to be painted onto their bike –not that he’d put her eyes on anyone’s ride. It would be a drawing just for him, something he hadn’t allowed himself to do in over a year. As he picked up his favorite pencil, he prayed those eyes wouldn’t haunt him.
But he knew they would.






  
  Chapter 3
Blanket

Victoria


I wanted this tie-dyed fleece blanket with every fiber of my being even if the colors would clash with my lavender and grey bedclothes. It was warm and soft from wear. No matter how I tried, I couldn’t convince myself not to steal this blanket. And it didn’t make sense. Okay, that wasn’t true. 
It did make sense, because the damn thing smelled so much like Gamble. Something about him watching over me struck me deep. The blanket was a reminder of him and it made me feel better. More secure. 
Good grief, had I regressed to childhood? Did I really need a blankie to feel secure?
I needed to leave. Fiona was willing to take me back to my apartment. I didn’t want to hold her up.
The door opened. Fiona and the red-haired woman who’d helped last night came into the room.
“I’m not rushing you, Victoria. I just want to be sure you’re okay.”
My eyes went to the side. How many times were people going to ask me if I was okay? And I understood that need. That drive to help.
But I didn’t think I would ever be okay again.
“Is his shirt too big? You could—”
“I want his blanket,” I whispered.
Fiona’s blue eyes almost lit up at my words, but she hid it.
“You take it,” the other woman said.
Fiona glared at her. “Abby, I don’t—”
“He won’t care,” Abby
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