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Ace

Sweet Jesus, she was good at sucking my dick. Her warm mouth was wrapped tightly around it as if she’d never let go. I couldn’t contain the animal-like sound that came up my throat as I threw my head back against the brick side of the building. I closed my eyes as intense pleasure powered through my plunging shaft, starting at my heavy, cum-filled balls. No question that Emerson had a talented mouth on her. She knew exactly how I liked it, and she should, considering how many times she'd given me a blow job over the past few months. She was the only one I went to for relief now, because she was just that fucking good.

I felt her small hands on my balls, lifting and rolling them as she wiggled her tongue into the slit and sucked out the pre-cum there. When her tongue moved onto the sensitive ridge of nerves just below the bulbous head my thighs quivered as I struggled to remain on my feet. Then she deep-throated me and hummed, knowing that the vibration would add to the pleasure rolling through me. Christ, she would kill me if I didn't come soon. My heart was about to pound right out of my fucking chest.

I didn't want it to end, though. I wanted to prolong the feeling of her small hands and warm, wet mouth on me. Her moans revealed that she seemed to be enjoying what she was doing, too. And who was I to disappoint a lady? As long as she wanted to suck and fondle me, I was going to hold off as long as I could. I wrapped my hand in the messy bun on top of her head and forced her to take me the way I wanted—rough, hard, and deep. We were both breathing hard, the only sound that could be heard in the back of the After Hours bar. 

The darkness surrounding us kept us from being observed by anyone who might be cutting through the back alley, although I was sure the sounds would be a dead giveaway. I didn't know how much longer I could hold out thrusting my hard flesh into her talented mouth. She sucked hard, and not for the first time, I wondered if her pussy would be just as tight around my dick. I'd never fucked her, but I couldn't deny that every time she sucked me off I came closer to wanting to find out what she felt like wrapped around my dick.

My jeans were down around my thighs. She was kneeling on the hard ground between my legs. My dick was in her sweet mouth. And when her hands moved around to the cheeks of my ass I knew that I was going to come unglued. Her signature move always had that effect on me, and for a two-hundred and thirty pound, six-foot-four ex-Marine she beat me down every fucking time. She squeezed my ass, pulling me tight against her mouth and swallowing me all the way down to my balls, using her throat muscles to clamp around my dick and force me to lose control.

I roared my release, not caring who might hear, and unloaded at the back of her throat. We both made sounds of pleasure and gratification as spray after spray of thick cum erupted from my dick against the back of her throat. I didn't know what was so special about this woman, but I always came long and hard and more intensely than I could ever remember coming with any other woman.

It used to be that I'd grab for a different woman every time I felt the urge, and they’d always come willingly and eagerly. Then I returned from war, riddled with scars and burned skin from a roadside bomb. I'd barely survived, almost lost my leg, did lose my mind. To some, I'd returned home a hero; to most, I’d returned home a disfigured monster that sent children screaming and made women scarce. 

There were those few who got over the scars long enough to suck my dick, because I was a biker in the Sentinels MC. Some liked to think I’d gotten my scars from the dangers of being in an active MC. I didn’t correct their assumption. What did I care, as long as they got me off? It amused me that they wouldn't think twice about doing a scarred-up biker while imaging all kinds of dangerous and possibly illegal ways that I'd received those fucking scars. Hell, the work we did in the Sentinels was dangerous, but mostly we kept shit on the side of the law.

We tried to be the good guys.

My breathing gradually calmed. Heart beat returned to normal. Dick softened and slipped from her mouth. I reached down and yanked up my pants, pulling out my wallet at the same time. I always gave her a few bucks, even though she never asked for it. I helped her to her feet. She was a tiny thing, barely five-feet tall, but she had the full curves of a woman. I took her hand and crammed the bills into it. There was always a little awkward moment between us when it was over. Lately I'd sensed a change in her, a quiet thoughtfulness that hadn't been there before, and I wondered if she was growing tired of our unusual arrangement.

"Same time Wednesday?" her soft voice came out of the darkness. 

There was something sweet and innocent in her tone that caused me a moment of regret for the way I’d treated her, but then Emerson was a sweet woman. This was something different, though. Was I imagining it, or did she sound a little sad, maybe disappointed? I didn't have time to analyze what the change in her voice might mean, though, it wasn't part of the deal. 

We usually hooked up a couple times a week. She worked at the bar, and if I was in the mood when I came in all I had to do was shoot her a look and she knew what I wanted.

"Sounds good."  I turned and opened the door, disappearing inside the bar.
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Emerson

I watched the door close behind Ace but remained where I was, silent tears rolling down my face. I wasn't sure how much longer I could continue doing what we were doing. Each time it got harder, and it was tearing me up inside, especially when he handed me the money afterwards, paying me for my services, as if I were a prostitute. I'd never once asked him for money, and I had to wonder if he gave it to me because it was easier for him to think of me in that way.

It was my fault for taking it and not setting him straight, but in the beginning I’d been shocked speechless, and by the time I’d found my words it was too late and he was gone.

The truth was, I was in love with him, and had been for a long time. For years I'd watched him grab a different woman almost every night and take her out back to fuck or to get a blowjob. And then one night he'd looked at me, really looked at me, as if he were seeing me for the first time, and not just as the curvy woman who worked behind the bar. As I'd been getting ready to leave at the end of my shift he'd grabbed my hand and pulled me out back, and I'd let him with my heart in my throat and barely a breath, foolishly thinking that finally this was my chance to be with him.

He'd asked me simply, in that sexy, growly voice of his, "Are you good with this?"

I hadn't been a hundred percent sure what he'd meant, but when he'd pushed me to my knees in front of him I'd figured it out real quick. I wasn't a virgin, I'd been with a couple of men, but most of my knowledge about sex came from the dirty romance novels I liked reading. So with that in mind, I'd set my mind to giving Ace the best blowjob of my life, eagerly and willingly, and I'd loved every second of it.

It had turned out that he'd loved it, too, because soon after that he'd stopped dragging those other women out back. When he was in the mood it was me he came to. I'd been thrilled at first, not confusing his sudden interest with love, but holding out hope that it would one day lead to that, or at something more than a quick blow job in an alley. But as the days had passed, and then the months, I’d soon realized that Ace didn't have it in him to love someone, especially not a woman he thought so little of that she was only good for sucking his dick behind the bar, someone not good enough for kissing, or tenderness, much less dating.

I’d learned early on that he was good at keeping himself detached.

I knew it was just a matter of time before I'd have to call a halt to what we were doing. It was going to kill me giving him up, but I had to move on with my life. As long as I made myself available to Ace, finding someone else was out of the question. I wiped my cheeks, took a deep breath, and went inside. 

The first person my gaze fell on when I reentered the bar was Bonnie. She took one look at me, knew my heartache, and gave me a sympathetic smile. 

"Honey, it's all over your face," she said as she came up to me. "When are you going to stop this madness?"

She’d asked me that before. "Soon," I replied in a low voice, meaning it this time. A sob escaped me and I covered my mouth with my hand. I glanced around to make sure that no one was witnessing my falling apart.

"Honey, go in the back and wash your face. Pull yourself together. He's still here."

I cast my eyes in the direction towards where Ace and the rest of the Sentinels usually sat. Bonnie was right. He was sitting in the midst of his brothers, drinking and laughing as if my world wasn't crumbling down around me. I did as she suggested and made my way to the back where the employee bathroom and break area was located.

I splashed cold water on my face, staring at my reflection in the cracked mirror. God, I looked like crap. I reached up to try and fix my hair, recalling Ace's hand there, getting frustrated with it and finally letting the heavy ebony tresses fall to my waist. It was almost quitting time, so I decided to just leave it, and went back to the bar.

"Feel better?" 

I gave Bonnie a nod. 

"Do you mind helping clear the tables so we can get out of here?"

"Sure." I didn't mind helping the servers clean up at the end of the night, leaving Bonnie to take care of the bar. 

Most of the tables and booths were empty, but there were still some customers lingering. There always seemed to be those who stayed right up until the last minute. Some of the Sentinels were still around, too, which was usual, since the president of their MC, Tanner, owned the bar. Often they were the last to leave. I grabbed a tray and began clearing the tables of glasses, bottles, and other trash, then wiped them down with a damp towel. The entire time I was working I was painfully aware that Ace was still there, though I doubted he was paying me any mind.

As I made my way closer to where he was, I couldn't help sneaking a peek at him. There were three women in the group that he sat with—Tanner's wife Ruby, and Sid and Mark's girlfriends. They were all beautiful women, and I could tell that their men treated them right. They were attentive, and at times possessive, and I wondered what it felt like to have someone care enough about me that they wanted me all to themselves.

I tried not to look at Ace, afraid that my eyes would give me away. I'd die of humiliation if he or anyone in his circle figured out that I had feelings for him. As far as anyone knew, I was simply a bartender and sometimes server. If they witnessed me going out back with Ace I wouldn't know, and I doubted that he'd told them about what we were doing. God, I hoped not, anyway. I felt like such a slut at times, but it was my own fault. I was willing to take Ace any way I could have him.

"Emerson, honey—" 

I turned when I heard Tanner's commanding voice, giving him and only him my attention.

"The ladies are leaving but we're going to stay and play a few rounds of poker. Bring us some glasses and a bottle of tequila."

"The good kind?" I asked with a smile.

"You got it," Tanner responded, giving me a wink.

"Emerson, I haven't seen you with your hair down before," Ruby said before I could leave. "It's absolutely beautiful."

My gaze flickered to Ace long enough to see that he was looking at me. I quickly averted my eyes back to Ruby. "Thanks. I usually keep it up so it won't get in the way." 

"Are you working tomorrow?"

I shook my head. 

"We have a spa day planned in Orlando; you should come spend the day with us. You work so hard, and I guarantee that you'll feel like a whole new woman afterwards. Nails, waxing, hair, lunch. What do you say?"

"God, it sounds like a day in heaven. I'd love to." I couldn't remember the last time I'd spent a day pampering myself. "What time?"

"Give me your address and we'll pick you up about nine."

I pulled out my pad and jotted down my address as well as my phone number in case something came up. "I'll be ready, thanks." I handed Ruby the note and then spun around to go back to the bar.

"What's up?" Bonnie saw me approaching the bar.

"The guys want the good tequila and some glasses. They're staying for a while." 

She nodded and turned to set up a tray for me. By the time I made my way back to their table the girls had gone. I set the large round tray in the center of the table and began to unload it. There were twelve bikers in the Sentinels MC, but only half of them were there tonight. I imagined the other six were out riding the streets of Daytona. I knew enough about what they did to know that they were the good guys, working with the local cops to keep the citizens of our popular oceanside town safe.

If that involved any illegal activities, they kept that on the down low. I'd been privy to a few of their early morning meetings. When it was my turn to come in early to clean I'd purposely worn headphones and listened to music. I didn't want to overhear anything that I wasn't supposed to, and it kept me from being distracted by Ace. 

"Anything else before I leave?" My question was meant for everyone, so I made eye contact with everyone except Ace. I wondered if he noticed, or even cared.

"I think we're good, honey."

With a smile, and something to look forward to, I started to turn to leave when Ace's commanding voice pulled me back.

"Emerson‒" 

I gave him a look over my shoulder. 

"Don't cut your hair."

What? That had been the last thing I’d been expecting to hear come out of his mouth. I could only stare at him silently as shock held me frozen in place. Our eyes locked for a long minute, and what I thought I saw in Ace's warmed my blood with a promise I knew he wouldn't fulfill. 

He couldn't possibly know how I felt about him. All he knew was that I took care of his needs a few nights a week. I didn't know how to respond to his comment; it was personal and so out of character for him. I forced myself to look away, saying as I walked away from their table, "I hadn't planned on it."

I didn't want him to think that anything he had to say would sway me one way or the other. He already had enough power over me. But deep down, I was thrilled by his demand.
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Ace

I kicked back with my brothers and quietly savored the whiskey in front of me, vaguely aware of their conversation. Something had caught my eye, something that caused my dick to twitch as a filthy image flashed through my head. I was fond of long hair, especially when it was attached to a naked woman who was running it along my torso and over my dick and balls. I wondered who the shapely siren was, and cast a quick look around the bar at who was still there. Had Tanner hired a new server? I let my gaze roam down her curvy backside, a frown spreading across my face when slowly I began to recognize the clothes.

Christ, did that glorious mane belong to Emerson? 

My Emerson?

I knew it wasn’t right, but I’d begun to think of her as mine.

She spun around, and I knew for sure that it was her. I felt a moment of self-recrimination. This woman had just given me a blowjob, one of many, and I'd cared so little about her that I hadn't really looked at her before. Not my finest moment, to discover how much of a jerk I was. Not once in the months that we'd been involved had I given her more of myself than my dick. I had to ask myself why, when I’d had similar arrangements with other women before, and I’d at least gotten them off. I’d even fucked them once or twice.

Jesus, why she was letting me use her like that? I thought about the money I'd thrown at her, money that she'd never refused. I figured that it must have accumulated to a few hundred dollars over the months. 

For the first time I sat back and let my gaze take her in, really take her in. She wasn't beautiful. She was cute in a, “let's-have-some-fun, no-commitment” kind of way. She was the girl next door that you invited to hang out with you and your friends. Nothing serious.

But she was far from being a girl. 

I wasn't too pleased with myself at the moment. Anger that I couldn't explain began to simmer in my blood. I was angry that she'd let me use her in the way that I'd been using her for months. Didn't she have any self-respect? How many other men did she take out back and do the same fucking thing with? I'd never seen her with anyone else, but then I wasn't there five nights a week while she was working. Fuck, was I just one of many dicks she was sucking for some extra cash? And then a thought crossed my mind that made me even angrier—did she fuck them?

Why the fuck did that make me angry?

Our eyes locked, she smiled, and I looked away, not wanting her to get the wrong idea. Permanent women weren't in my future. I could blame it on a lot of things, but the truth was that I liked my life the way it was. Alone. Uncomplicated. No one to worry about but myself. Even before I'd enlisted, gone to war, and then come home with a fucking permanent reminder of the hell I'd gone through, I hadn't wanted a serious relationship. I liked being free, and that included being free to fuck any woman that I wanted. When I wanted.

I had my brothers, and that was all I needed. 

The trouble was that my brothers were starting to find things that were more meaningful than outside of the MC life. They were beginning to find women who completed them, who gave them a reason to go home at night. I’d watched as one brother after another slowly, if even unwillingly, had fallen into the shit they called domestic fucking bliss.

Tanner had Ruby and their twin sons. Mark and Judith had gotten married six months ago and were expecting their first kid. Sid had Lonnie, Skipper and Della were married, and Rod had recently met a little cutie named Cookie who he’d found after she broke down on the side of the road. It was just a matter of time before they all fell. We weren't getting any younger, and I was the oldest of them all at forty-seven. 

Too fucking old to change.

"What shit's going through your head right now, brother? You look deep in thought."

Tanner's amused tone drew my attention to where he was sitting across the table from me. Ruby was firmly planted on his lap. I gave my head a shake. "Nothing important," I said, realizing in an instant that I was lying through my teeth. "Who's got the boys tonight?" I took a sip of my whiskey.

As always, any mention of Daniel and Michael pulled a smile from Ruby that brightened her eyes and lit up the room. "Who else? Skipper and Della are sitting with them." 

So that was why they hadn't come tonight. It was no secret that Della couldn't have children, due to some prick ex-boyfriend who'd beaten her nearly to death. Skipper had met her doing guard duty on her while she'd been in the hospital and they'd been glued at the hip ever since. She loved the twins, and any time there was an opportunity to babysit she jumped at it.

Tanner's expression revealed that he was wise to the fact that I’d changed the subject. There were twelve of us in the Sentinels, and we'd all been friends for years, before our stints in the military. Tanner was the president, and good at reading people. Hell, we all were.

"I think it's time for me to head home," Ruby quipped, smiling up at Tanner. The love she felt for him was evident in her adoring gaze.

He nodded in agreement. "Gonna hang back with my brothers for a while."

"We'll give her a ride home," Judith offered. 

"Emerson, honey," Tanner called her over to the table. "The ladies are leaving, but we're going to stay and play a few rounds of poker. Bring us some glasses and a bottle of tequila."

"The good kind?" she smiled, showing off a set of dimples I’d been too busy to notice before now. Her attention was solely on Tanner.

"You got it," Tanner responded, winking.

Emerson started to turn around when Ruby's comment stopped her. "Emerson, I haven't seen you with your hair down before. It's absolutely beautiful."

Yes, it was. My dick jumped with the thought of having all that silk flowing over it.

Her eyes darted to me, but I noticed that she averted her gaze back to Ruby almost instantly. "Thanks. I usually keep it up so it won't get in the way."

"Are you working tomorrow?" 

Emerson shook her head. 

"We have a spa day planned in Orlando; you should come spend the day with us. You work so hard, and I guarantee that you'll feel like a whole new woman afterwards. Nails, waxing, hair, lunch. What do you say?"

A bright smile crossed Emerson's pretty face and I knew that she was going to agree before she said the words. "God, it sounds like a day in heaven. I'd love to. What time?"

"Give me your address and we'll pick you up about nine."

I watched her pull out a small pad and write down her address. "I'll be ready, thanks." She handed Ruby the note. "Anything else before I leave?" 

Again I noticed that she seemed to be avoiding looking at me, while I was eating her up, wondering what her full tits looked like, salivating over the thought of what her nipples would taste like on my tongue. I let my gaze drop to the hidden V between her legs. Did she keep it trimmed, or did she shave the whole thing, leaving her plump pussy pink and bare?

"I think we're good, honey," Tanner replied, interrupting my thoughts.

She started to leave, and before I had time to think about what I was doing I called her back. 

"Emerson‒" I saw her shoulders stiffen before she glanced back at me. "Don't cut your hair."

I could tell that what I said had shocked her. Hell, it had shocked me, too, but I couldn't take the words back now. 

Our eyes locked for a long minute before she uttered, "I hadn't planned on it."

Fuck. What had I just disclosed by saying something so fucking personal? 

I watched the swing of Emerson's long hair as it brushed against her fine ass while she walked away. 
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Emerson

The girls arrived in Ruby's large SUV to pick me up the next morning at nine o’clock sharp. Like most of them, I was wearing a pair of shorts and a tee. Anyone knew that if you were going for a pedicure that you wore flip flops or sandals, and it soon became apparent that there was a competition as to who was wearing the prettiest pair. I instantly lost because I was wearing a pair of plain pink flip flops.

Della laughed. "Next time you'll know." She held up a foot to show me a jewel-studded sandal. "I've already spent a small fortune trying to outshine these ladies," she joked.

I laughed along with them. "Who determines the winner?"

"That would be you, the loser," Ruby replied with a snort of amusement. She was driving.

All at once there were five bejeweled feet sticking out in my direction where I sat in the back with Lonnie. I laughed, glancing down at them. "I'm honored! When do I make my decision?" 

"On the way home," they said in unison.

"No pressure!" Cookie smiled, wiggling her foot at me. 

"We can't promise that there won't be any bribes involved," Judith joked.

"Lunch is on me today," Della quipped, drawing my gaze to her.

"Oh, how generous!" Judith shouted.

"I mean for Emerson!" Della clarified. "The rest of you bitches can pay for your own lunch."

"Ouch! That's just rude," Cookie laughed.

"Which part?" Ruby wanted to know. "The ‘bitch’ part, or the ‘paying for our own lunch’ part?"

Laughter filtered through the SUV, as the comments and joking around continued all the way into Orlando and to the spa. It had been a long time since I'd been part of a girls' outing like this, and I couldn't help but wonder why I had been invited so suddenly. I knew the girls, they often accompanied their men to the bar, but I'd always felt like an outsider looking in because I was an employee and had no connection to any of the men.

I couldn't deny that I was enjoying the camaraderie. The girls that I worked with at After Hours were all friendly, and Bonnie and I had developed a close friendship, but none of us hung out together outside of work. We didn't go drinking or dancing, we didn't meet up for girls' nights at our apartments. It wasn’t completely abnormal, because I'd worked at other places where work and personal relationships had been kept separate. I knew that people had lives outside of work that sucked up what little time they had left.

It didn’t take me long to decide that I liked these women. Ruby was the only mother in the group, and her twin boys were almost two-years-old. They were gorgeous boys. Hell, they had gorgeous parents. All of the men in the Sentinels were muscular, handsome devils. 

Thinking about the men in the Sentinels immediately made me think of Ace. He didn't think so, but he was handsome, too, even with the scars he carried on the right side of his face and neck. I hadn’t had an opportunity to confirm it, but I suspected that those scars marred a good portion of his body. I'd heard the stories of how badly wounded he'd been and how he'd almost lost his leg.

It was said that he'd returned from the military a changed and bitter man, darker than most, quiet yet reflective. He was lethal, too. I'd seen that for myself during the occasional fights that had broken out at the bar. He’d ended them with quick and brutal precision at the end of his large fists. When the fights were over, I would watch the savage darkness leave his twisted expression until calm returned to his eyes.

"You've grown quiet," Judith said to me unexpectedly. We were lying on massage tables across from each other. Ruby was also in the room, but it was clear from the sound of her breathing that she'd fallen asleep. Her light snores joined with the serene music playing through the room. 

"Guess I was about to join Ruby in a little snooze," I lied.

A soft laugh escaped Judith. "We do this once a month, and every time she drops off during her massage."

"Who can blame her with two rambunctious toddlers at home?"  

"I know. And before long I'll be joining the ranks of motherhood."

She was seven months along. "Do you know what you're having?" 

She shook her head. "Mark and I decided that we want to be surprised. We did the nursery in neutral colors." She was lying on the maternity massage table. The plug at the center of the table had been removed, and her protruding baby belly was hanging slightly below it in a stretchy, mesh-like basket. "God, this feels so good!" she moaned.

She was right. The man working on me had strong hands and he wasn't afraid to use his strength to really work the kinks out. Soon the soothing atmosphere and muted lighting in the room caused me to doze off. I didn't try to fight it, and when the massage was over, our massage therapists left us alone in the room for a few minutes. I was as relaxed as a person could get by the time someone came back and led us away to be served lunch. By that time we'd already been at Pampering Professionals for half a day. 

A full day spa package had set me back two hundred and thirty dollars, but so far I had no complaints. The package had included my choice of five of their paid services, which were plentiful, and included a champagne lunch. It was here that Judith, Ruby and I were reunited with the other girls as we sat in our soft plush robes, comfy slippers, and nibbled on a variety of cheeses and fruits as we drank bubbly champagne. As I took a sip the bubbles tickled my nose, causing me to giggle. 

"What are you giggling about over there?" Lonnie asked me from her end of the massage chairs we were relaxing in.

"The champagne bubbles tickled my nose. I can't remember a time when I've treated myself to such luxury."

"You should join us every month. You deserve it after all the hours you put in and the crap you have to put up with at After Hours."

"Is that an invitation?" I asked Ruby. The thought of treating myself to a spa day once a month sounded like heaven.

"Of course!" she laughed. "I don't know why you haven't been coming with us all along. You've been at the bar so long, we think of you as family."

Murmurs of agreement made their way to me as the other ladies nodded.

Ruby's comment choked me up, and I found myself blinking away unexpected tears. I'd been working at After Hours for almost three years, but had always made a point not to get too involved with the Sentinels and their women, with the exception of Ace. The fact that they thought of me as part of their family caused me to think about my own family back in North Carolina. If you could call what I'd run away from ‘family’.

I was finally able to manage, "Thank you, I'd like to be included." I purposely relaxed back in my chair and closed my eyes. 

"As a matter of fact, we're having a girls' night out tonight, you should start joining us for that, too," Della added.

I laughed softly, keeping my eyes closed. "A girls' day at the spa and a girls' night out all in twenty-four hours? Is this what it's like when you belong to the men of the Sentinels?" I joked.

My remark was met with laughter. "Well, yeah," Judith replied for the group. "Our men are good to us and expect us to be waxed at all times." More laughter erupted.

"You forget that I don't belong to any of those men." I tried not to think about Ace and what we were doing.

Silence followed, silence so loud that I opened my eyes and peered at the girls to find all of their eyes fixed on me. There expressions reflected a mixture of surprise and confusion.

"You're kidding us, right?" Cookie asked seriously.

I shook my head. "No, I'm not. What made you think that I was?" 

"Well for one thing, you disappear with Ace behind the bar several nights a week. Don’t try to convince us that you’re polishing his boots,” she laughed.

God, they actually knew how many times a week I gave Ace a blowjob? I felt my face heat up at Della's statement. "That doesn't mean anything." I fake smiled, hoping no one called me on it. "Maybe we're talking."

Giggles erupted. "Honey, the way Ace looks when he comes back inside, you ain't been talking," Ruby quipped. "Not with the look of flushed satisfaction on his face."

"I'd say you've been doing something else with your mouth," Cookie joked boldly.

"Ya'll are just guessing—"

"The truth," Judith insisted, sipping at her sparkling water. 

I released a resigned sigh. What did it matter anyway? For all I knew, their men all gossiped like little old ladies and they already knew the truth. "We have a kind of unusual arrangement, but it doesn't mean anything. You all know Ace and his as anti-relationship rule."

"Huh," Lonnie started. "Seems that all our men started out that way. Their motto is, ‘hit it and quit it.’"

"She's right," Judith backed her up. "When I first met Mark he was quick to point out that he had one rule when it came to women—he never did them more than once. Said it kept life simple, and he didn't have to worry about a woman getting the wrong idea."

Nods revealed that they all felt the same way. 

"Sid was the same way," Lonnie said.

"So was Rod," Cookie smiled. “But he never stood a chance.”

"Tanner was the worst," Ruby chimed in. "He was so determined to ignore me in the beginning. Once he gave into his one-time only rule, it went right out the window. Then he tried to convince me that he'd only broken it because he knew that I was leaving town."

"The fact that you and Ace have been doing whatever it is you're doing for months now is a big deal."

Della's comment made me feel sad inside, and a little embarrassed about what I had been doing with Ace. "You're all so wrong," I said softly, holding their gazes. "I've never had sex with Ace."

Ruby's mouth fell open. "But we all know that when one of the Sentinels drags a woman out back that they’re screwing her. And he hasn't taken anyone but you out there in a long time."

I reached for a grape. "That's what I thought, too, but he hasn't screwed me." It was one of the reasons I'd let him lead me out back that first time. I'd thought I was finally going to know what it felt like to be fucked by the hard biker. "I just give him a blowjob and that's the end of it."

"What?!" Lonnie shouted, drawing the attention of some of the workers who were mingling with other clients across the room. 

"What a selfish jerk!" Cookie scowled.

"And you're okay with that?"

I met Ruby's frown. "Of course not. Well, I mean, I was in the beginning because I was hoping that it would lead to something else."

"Screwing?"

I nodded. "Yeah, I mean, I've heard stories—"

Della giggled. "Yeah, we've heard the same stories. Heard the man is hung like a freaking horse, but I've got no complaints about Skipper's size." She actually blushed.

"I can't believe that Ace would use a woman like that."

"It takes two," I said in response to Judith's murmur. "I'm not proud that I let him use me that way. It's obvious after all this time that he's never going to feel anything for me." Damn, I felt tears burning in my eyes. "If a man doesn't think enough of you to touch you . . ." I couldn't go on.

"So, what are you going to do about it?" Cookie wanted to know, her tone sympathetic.

"Yeah, he needs to be taught a lesson!" Judith hissed. 

"I was just thinking about that last night, after, ah, you know." Suddenly I straightened my shoulders. "I'm going to break things off. I've decided I need to move on, and I can't do that if I'm giving him a blowjob three nights a week."

"Good girl!" Ruby nodded. "I love Ace, but he can't think that it's okay to use a woman as his sexual outlet and not give her anything in return."

"So, you'll go out with us tonight?" Judith asked.

"It will be fun," Della added with encouragement. "We get all dressed up and go dancing, hit a couple of bars."

I thought about the dress hanging in my closet, the only thing I had that could be considered going out clothes. Thank goodness little black dresses never went out of style. I hadn't gone out in months. It would be a nice change. Hell, who knew, maybe I'd meet someone. I certainly couldn't do it in my current lifestyle. 

Today was turning out to be a pretty good day for me.
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Chapter 5
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Ace

I stepped out onto my back porch and sank down into the rickety old chair that had been there for as long as I could remember, when my grandparents had owned the place and I was just a kid. Hell, that had been a fucking long time ago. I was glad that I'd inherited the lakeside property, which was located off a long, dead-end road that you’d swear was leading you out into a marshy swamp. The old Cracker Style home had a wide shade porch along the front and sat on shell and lime pilings. It gave me all the privacy I wanted, surrounded by cypress and moss-draped oaks that were hundreds of years old. It wasn’t unusual to see deer, wild hogs, or other wildlife making their homes around the property. Every so often an alligator would make its way up onto the lawn, but I just ignored it.

I took a sip of coffee and stared out at the huge trees surrounding me and beyond to the water, thinking about the shit that the club was facing. A couple of years ago it had been the Kings MC out of Sanford giving us trouble, but with their president, Wicked, in prison for a ten-year stint, the club had eventually broken up. Now, an MC based out of Georgia had decided to relocate to the area and had already made it known that they wanted us out.

Good fucking luck with that. We were the good guys and had been protecting Daytona for ten years at least. The civilians wanted us there; the cops liked the support we gave. We owned and ran legitimate businesses and were contributing members to the town. Shit, we were the fucking Boy Scouts. If the Hellraisers thought they could run us out of our own town, good fucking luck to them.

Bring it on.

Shit had been too calm around here anyway. Some of my brothers—those who had old ladies and kids—didn't mind the peace. They hadn't grown soft, but their priorities had shifted, and with good reason. If I’d had a family I probably would have wanted the same thing, but as far as I was concerned, that was never going to happen. A family wasn't in my future, not even on the radar. At forty-seven, I was too fucking set in my ways. 

Besides, what woman would want a scarred-up old biker?

I'd heard the comments over the years, the ones that had been whispered when they'd thought that I wasn’t listening: Biggest cock I've ever had, too bad about his face; Don't look at him when you're fucking because it will break your concentration; At least when he fucks me from behind I don't have to see his face; You can tell he was hot as fuck once; Oh, my God, he knows what he's doing when he's fucking, but his face! It was the kind of shit that stayed with you. Shallow bitches. 

I wasn’t feeling sorry for myself. I knew that I look like something out of a sci-fi movie, some kind of cyborg with half of his face melted off. Maybe I wasn't that bad, but war had left me with scars all up and down the right side of my body, along with a messed-up leg. 

The damage to my psyche was a thousand times worse.

Not every woman had something to say when they thought I couldn't hear. Others revealed their sympathy with looks of pity that damned-near choked me. There were some who got a thrill from being with a biker, but very few of them fucked for the sheer pleasure of it. The more time that passed, the less satisfying sex had become for me, until I'd settled for the occasional blowjob in the alley behind the bar. If I couldn't find a woman who could see past the fucking scars, then I'd leave this world the way I’d come into it—alone. 

Emerson's face flashed before my eyes. I clenched my back jaw. She was a sweet girl, and fucking beautiful even though I knew that she didn't know it. She was a natural beauty, and used very little makeup to enhance it. She wore a lip gloss that made me want to lick and bite those full, fuckable lips every time I saw her. But I didn't give in, and pushed the thought aside while satisfying myself with the sight of her mouth wrapped around my dick instead.

I’d convinced myself that that was all I wanted from her.

She was a good woman, and I was ashamed of myself for using her in the way that I was. The first time I'd taken her out behind the bar had been a fluke. The woman I'd met earlier that night had passed out drunk before the deed could be done. It had been late, the bar was closing up, and I'd looked around to find Emerson wiping down the bar, humming and blissfully ignorant of what was going on around her. I'd made arrangements for a cab to take the passed out woman home, still hornier than hell and resigned that I would have to rub one off later.

But then Emerson had said those fateful words. "Do you need anything, Ace?"

Her sweet smile had clinched it, and I'd grabbed her hand. Fucking her the one time wouldn't hurt anyone, and I’d needed relief. Tanner would be mad as hell when he found out, because he didn't like us messing around with his employees unless they were the strippers, but that hadn’t stopped me from pushing the back door open. Most of us in the Sentinels had a steadfast rule that we didn't fuck a woman more than once, until we did, and then realized the hard way that we'd met the one woman that we couldn't live without. 

I'd wanted to fuck Emerson that night, but
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