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Chapter 1

The Harley Davidson behind Lucky in traffic turned left, then right, staying close, but not gonna-charge-you-fifty-bucks-and-arrest-myself-for-prostitution close. Definitely not a professional tail, but following Lucky in circles nonetheless.

Nobody drove down Peachtree Street twice during rush hour without an agenda.

He’d pissed off a motorcycle gang recently, hell, he pissed off pretty much everybody he knew longer than five minutes. If only he could get a look at the back of the biker’s jacket to check for the distinctive 441 Cruisers patch.

So far, the biker had been non-aggressive, and news stories of law enforcement and excessive use of force kept him from taking a direct approach to get the Harley rider off his ass.

Damn it!

Harleys came in many colors, but the gradient purple might be a custom job. Whoever owned the two-wheeled work of art either had money to spare or was damned proud of the bike and willing to spend a buttload of cash on their precious machine.

As a Harley deserved.

He made a third circuit around the same few blocks when a black Harley joined the purple one. Both riders wore leather jackets and chaps, and full-face shield helmets. Yeah, October in Atlanta wasn’t exactly freezing, but the air held a touch of fall.

The riders stopped at a red light about six car-lengths behind Lucky’s Camaro.  They carried on an animated conversation, judging by the gesturing, then turned right and roared off. Too bad Lucky couldn’t get their plates.

Was he paranoid about being followed? Possibly, but in his line of work taking precautions meant he got to keep breathing.

Maybe he’d call in a favor with the local police department, and see if anything showed up on traffic cameras.

Only, no one there owed him a favor.

Sometimes being a first-class sonofabitch wasn’t the best course of action.

Who rode those damned Harleys, and why didn’t they confront Lucky face to face if they had something to say?

Pretty fucking inconvenient, having to drive extra miles to lose them before he set course for where he truly wanted to go.

One more mirror check showed not a Harley in sight. Good. Maybe he’d lost them, or they’d decided to leave him alone. Lucky stopped off at the local Food Mart for eggs and milk. Didn’t he just do this yesterday? For four people, his family sure went through one hell of a lot of eggs and milk, and no longer living on the farm meant a drive to the grocery store and not a trek through the yard..

Growing up in the country with a cow in the barn did have benefits.

He stepped outside the store in time to hear the thundering of a Harley—or more than one. From the corner of his eye he saw a flash of purple and black.

***

The next night at the same store, this time for coffee and bread, Lucky stayed wary. He wouldn’t tell Bo yet about his niggling suspicions and be labeled paranoid, but paranoia didn’t mean he wasn’t being followed.

Owen Landry still walked around a free man, after all, with plenty of reasons to hate Lucky.  Not that the asswipe actually needed a reason.

The normal types he met at Food Mart trailed up and down the grocery store aisles: a harried-looking woman with three bickering kids, an older couple who held packages close to their faces to read ingredients, and the occasional blue-haired millennial.

Huh. Now, the folks on the next aisle stuck out like a sore thumb. A heavily tattooed arm came into view first, and a denim vest that might have started life as a jacket and later lost the sleeves in a tragic knife accident. The woman wore her long hair pulled back in a ponytail, additional bands at intervals down the length—a pretty common biker hairstyle. The occasional silver strand peeked out from the copper locks.

Though she wasn’t exactly small, the man with her was huge. Walter huge, but younger, dark beard shot through with gray and a faded blue bandana covering his head. The kind of folks he’d often run into at swap meets, Harley shops, or on the job—often being cuffed, like the bikers he’d taken down for the Southeastern Narcotics Bureau for dealing drugs.

The woman glanced up, dark brown gaze boring into him, and elbowed the guy with her, nodding toward Lucky’s hands gripping the handles on the shopping cart. What was she looking at? Did his not-quite-a-wedding-ring say, “Hell, yeah, I got a man at home?” She scowled.

What the fuck? What had he ever done to her?

Only sheer willpower and the kids running up and down the aisles kept him from giving a middle finger salute. The nerve of some people.

With one last scathing assessment, the woman turned and sauntered off, the man following on her heels. So, he’d been measured and found lacking, had he?

Wasn’t the first time, wouldn’t be the last.

At least them leaving gave him a clear shot of their backs. Nope, not Cruisers, though they did wear colors.

Just where the hell was Arkadelphia?

Abandoning his half-full cart, he dashed to the front of the store. Two bikes pulled out of the parking lot: one purple, one black.

And he still couldn’t get the tag numbers.

Whoever they were, they had no idea who they messed with.

He jogged toward the little area sectioned off as an office, tennis shoes squeaking across the floor. Lucky flipped out his badge at the woman standing at the counter that separated the folks in Atlanta from lottery tickets, cigarettes, and other vices. “Are you the manager?”

“Y… yes.” She stared transfixed at the badge, taking a step back from the counter. “Is something wrong?”

“Do you have exterior cameras?”

“Yes, of course.” If she nodded any harder her head might fall off.

“I need to see the footage of the left side of the parking lot.”

The woman cast her gaze down to her hands, now folded together on the countertop. “I’m afraid that camera’s been out for a while. We ain’t got it fixed yet.”

Sometimes Lucky just couldn’t win.

***

All through dinner Lucky managed to keep up his side of the conversation. Since Bo and Charlotte hit it off so well, and Bo and Ty played the same video games, Lucky’s contribution amounted to the occasional nod or grunt, enough noise to let them know he hadn’t fallen asleep at the four-top kitchen table where they took most of their meals.

He dragged his fork through his potatoes and gravy, keeping up appearances of enjoying the meal his sister cooked. Too many snakes twisted together in his stomach to allow food inside.

The moment dinner ended he snatched up his laptop and parked in the living room chair, leaving his sister, nephew, and partner to claim spots on the couch. No risking peeks over his shoulder.

Arka… dell something or other. Keying in the a.r.k.a. got some returns from the search engine on his browser: Arkansas; Arkansas football; Arkansas, Missouri.  Ah, there. Arkadelphia, Arkansas.

Near Little Rock. He should have known.

Bo’s home turf. He’d had a run-in with the law back before they met, and confessed to hurting an old boyfriend. Could someone from back home be gunning for Bo?

Then why follow Lucky?

He keyed “Arkadelphia motorcycle clubs” into the search engine.

The webpage showed the same colors he’d seen on the couple.

***

“Lucky, what are you doing?” came from way too close behind Lucky. Damn it! Why wasn’t Bo still asleep?

Lucky glanced up from his place by the door, screwdriver in hand and a bag of electronics on the table beside him. Bo stood next to him, glaring down at the bits and pieces spread out on the table.

No use stalling. Wouldn’t take Bo but a minute to connect the dots and figure out what the parts equaled.

“Installing a doorbell camera.” Though the current view provided a distraction. Good thing dropping temperatures didn’t keep Bo from wearing tight running shorts and tank tops in the house. Those pecs! Of course, if Bo turned around…

“And why do we need a doorbell camera?” Bo eyed Lucky’s handiwork, lips pursed and a line forming between his brows.

“You can’t be too careful.” Because Lucky would flat out die if anything happened to his family because he hadn’t taken enough precautions. Besides, keeping up with current security gadgets only helped on his job, right?

“We live in a gated community. Do you really think we need more security?”

In Lucky’s book, there was no such thing as too much security, especially not where his family was concerned. “You know as well as I do that the damned gate doesn’t work for shit.”

Bo bumped his shoulder against Lucky’s. “Is there something going on you’re not telling me?”

Why did the man have to know Lucky so damned well? “Why? Can’t a man look out for his family? I mean, Charlotte’s here most of the day by herself. What if someone tried to break in?”

Bo barked a laugh. “Then she’d make sure they left in a body bag. Your sister can take care of herself. And probably a small country too.”

Yeah, the woman did know how to kick ass and take names.

Bo lifted Lucky’s chin with two fingers until their eyes met. “Tell me. What’s this really about?”

Maybe a bit of the truth would get him off the hook. “Landry’s still out there. Until he’s caught, I ain’t taking no chances.”

The warm arms surrounding him came as no surprise. Bo had never failed to comfort him when needed—or anyone else, for that matter. “If he ever comes back this way, Walter will know. Landry’s laying low. You’re the least of his problems right now.”

Time to change the subject without giving too much away. “You haven’t noticed any bikers around, have you?”

“No, why? Should I?” Bo stepped back, his too-knowing gaze connecting with Lucky’s.

Lucky tried to keep his voice casual. He did sound casual, didn’t he? “I just see them around a lot, thought they might’ve moved into the neighborhood. Or something.” Pretending to inspect the camera kept him from having to make eye contact.

“Hmmm. That’s strange. It’s starting to get cold. But some riders drive no matter what. Even in snow.” Bo kissed the top of Lucky’s head.

“Were there motorcycle clubs in your area when you were growing up?”

“A few. Nothing like the Cruisers, though. Mostly just average folks who liked motorcycles.”

So, Bo wasn’t going to make this easy. “Know anybody in those clubs?”

Bo stayed quiet way too long. “Why are you asking about this?”

“Oh, no reason. Was just thinking about when you rode with the Cruisers, is all.” Why could Lucky lie so easily to men pointing guns at him but couldn’t lie worth a happy damn to his partner?

“I… I might know some bikers back home. I haven’t been there in a while, so who knows?”

Bo strolled away, but looked to Lucky like he was running. What was he hiding? And why?


Chapter 2

The freckled kid swiping groceries over the scanner eyed Lucky up and down. As much as Lucky came in here lately, they should be on a first-name basis. Bo would have his ass if he knew Lucky privately referred to the guy as Freckled Checker.

“There was a man and a woman in here asking about you the other day,” the kid said.

What? Lucky shifted his weight, the comfortable bulk of the Glock under his leather jacket making him breathe easier. “What’d they look like?”

The kid shrugged, a fold in his uniform hiding his name tag. Okay, Freckled Checker he’d remain. “Older. Tattooed.”

How many folks in Atlanta and the surrounding area fit that description? To the kid, anyone over eighteen qualified as older. Still, he easily pictured the couple from the other day, of the purple and black Harleys. “What did you tell them?”

The kid smiled, showing a mouthful of braces. “I told them you were one mean motherfucker and to leave you the hell alone.”

What? This kid had to be Ty’s age. How the hell did he know Lucky’s reputation? And he was way too young to swear. Lucky slapped a hand against his forehead. Oh, dear God, he’d turned into his father.

To the kid Lucky said, “Damned straight.”

Lucky had said worse things at sixteen.

Or thirteen.

Or ten.

Being a badass paid off, though. Lucky hadn’t even had to advertise. Maybe the warning would be good enough to keep the biker couple at bay. Who were they and what the fuck did they want?

He slipped the kid a ten on his way out and finally glimpsed a name.

“Thanks, Kenny.” Not that Lucky thought he’d need to use his new teenaged informant often, but who knew.

Bo would be proud.

***

Charlotte left early Saturday morning, dragging Ty out to shop. The kid’s “But I don’t wanna!” still rang in Lucky’s ears.

Yes, but Uncle Lucky had no problem with getting some alone time with his man. Family in the house played hell with his love life.

The doorbell rang midway through breakfast.

Ah, hell. Who could have gotten through the gate? Walter could. Or Johnson. What would the boss or Rett be doing here at this hour? Then again, might be some neighbor who hadn’t clued in yet to Lucky not being the type to bother on a weekend.

Or any other day, for that matter. Lucky brushed a hand against Bo’s cheek. “You eat. I’ll go see who it is.” And convince them to leave, remained unsaid. He snagged a final bite of jelly biscuit and rushed to the living room. Bo needed to eat and rest. Lucky had plans for him later. Plans that might burn a lot of calories.

Must be Walter or Rett at the door since the dog wasn’t barking his head off in the back yard. Lucky peeked out a side window. No car. Wait! He moved a bit to the right.

What the hell was a Harley Davidson doing in the driveway? From this angle he only saw the front tire, but he’d know a Harley anywhere. Chills ran up his arms. Surely some of Bo’s old biker buddies from his biggest case hadn’t found him.

The bikers who’d been following him popped into his head. If they’d wanted to talk to him, they’d had plenty of chances. Why follow him home?

That was it. He raced to the bedroom and grabbed his gun. Fuck! Too late he recalled the doorbell cam. All he needed was his cellphone, which sat on the kitchen table next to Bo.

He couldn’t go in there now, particularly not while holding his Glock and earn himself an eyeroll and huffed, “Paranoid much?” from Bo.

The doorbell rang again.

“Lucky, are you going to get that? Is everything all right?”

“I got it.” He eased up to the peek hole—a stupid thing to do if some thug waited on the stoop—but who in their right mind would come gunning for him or Bo in broad daylight?

He put his eye to the peephole. Nothing. Oh, wait. Movement. Someone stood at the door, back turned, and a long copper braid, held in place by a red bandana and showing a few gray strands, trailing down their back. A black t-shirt exposed gym-induced biceps covered with colorful artwork.

Damn. Might be a member of Bo’s former biker gang after all. Didn’t appear to be armed, though. And those tats were some of the most professional works of body art he’d ever seen. Had the Cruisers returned with an Arkansas chapter?

Lucky eased the door open. “Can I help you?”

The braid’s owner turned. A woman’s chest pushed out the front of the T-shirt, and light makeup enhanced soft facial features. The tiny diamond stud on the side of her nose caught the early morning sunlight, as did the piercing through her left eyebrow, peeking out from above her sunglasses.

The woman who’d been following him.

Tanned skin. A smattering of freckles across her nose and, if he remembered correctly, underneath her mirrored shades she had dark brown eyes. In faded blue jeans with the knees torn through, sturdy but worn biker boots, and a chain hanging from her belt to her back pocket, she’d intimidate meeker souls. Out in the driveway the cooling purple Harley pinged.

Lucky’d been called many things in his life, but never meek.

Skin tight clothes on a muscular body didn’t leave many places to hide a gun, but the way she favored her right leg might mean an ankle holster.

Locking a ferocious gaze on Lucky, the woman yanked off her sunglasses, revealing those oddly familiar brown eyes. “Where’s William?”

William? Blunt. To the point. However, nobody called Bo “William” except bill collectors. “Why?” She wasn’t the only blunt one.

The woman placed her hands on her hips. “Because he hasn’t been for a visit in years, cancelled coming home last Thanksgiving, rarely calls, and I kinda want to make sure for myself my nephew’s still alive, okay?”

Nephew? Lucky eyed the woman up and down. Every ounce of her screamed “hard-core biker.” Bo mentioned his aunt’s boyfriend giving him a motorcycle once, but he’d never imagined she’d ride—or look the part.

He’d always pictured a matronly rural housewife type.

How odd that Bo hadn’t told Lucky much about the woman but that she worked a lot, taught him to shoot, and kept him and his brother safe from their asshole father.

This was Bo’s aunt? Looked like she could go a few rounds with Lucky in the boxing ring—and possibly win.

Bo had been evasive about knowing bikers back home. What the hell?

“Lucky, is everything…” Bo froze, crimson creeping up his face and to his ears. He shook himself and put on a more neutral face. “Oh my God! What are you doing here?” He shot past Lucky out the door, picked up the woman—nearly as large as he was—and spun her around.

Her hard demeanor dropped. “Coming to see my nephew. What the hell does it look like I’m doing?”

Bo sat her down and turned to Lucky. “Lucky, I’d like you to meet my Aunt Becky.”

The woman extended a beringed hand and winked. “Folks call me Fox.” The big bear of a man from the grocery store pulled up on his black Harley, removing his helmet and jacket to place onto the seat as he climbed from the bike. The woman’s jacket and helmet  lay across her purple bike. In a move eerily like a predator stalking prey, the man strolled toward the house.

Damn, what a big man. Tattoos snaked up both arms and his neck, disappearing under the bandana tied around his head. He broke into a grin three paces from the door.

Lucky hadn’t even realized he’d assumed a defensive stance. What? Oh. He stashed his Glock behind his back.

“Bo! How the hell are ya?”

Bo let out an “Ooof!” when the huge man snatched him away from the woman and wrapped him in one seriously aggressive hug.

Well damn. The bikers from Hell who’d been following him turned out to be family? Bo’s family. And Lucky had worried about Bo’s reaction to the Lucklighters. At least Bo hadn’t tried to pull a gun on them.

Yet.

Nope, Charlotte had been the one to pull a gun.

Meet the Schollenbergers.

So, what happened when Lucky met your family? he heard the voice of Charlotte in his head ask.

Even if just in his head Lucky caught Bo’s harsh disapproval. He tried to shoot them.

Lucky whipped his attention back to nephew and aunt mid-argument, backing up toward the threshold. Where could he stash his gun? On second thought, he might need to keep his firepower close. Just because Bo hadn’t run screaming yet didn’t mean he could trust them.

As much as Bo talked of reconnecting with family, there had to be some reason he hadn’t yet, though he did speak to this woman on the phone occasionally.

Still, Bo managed to be charming and nonchalant even around the worst kind of criminals.

“It’s not that I haven’t wanted to visit. Things have just been busy,” Bo said to the woman who’d reclaimed hugging rights.

The human grizzly leaned against the porch column, arms across his chest and lips turned up in an indulgent smile.

The woman growled. “Have you ever heard of Facetime? Text? Messenger?”

Bo sighed. “Yes, ma’am. I’m sorry. I should’ve visited.”

“Damned right, you should have.”

“Now, Foxy—” Mr. Tattoos began.

“Oh, no. You’re not tag-teaming me this time. You know good and well he should’ve been home for a visit by now.” The woman glared daggers at her… husband? Boyfriend?

Bo finally managed to wriggle free of his aunt’s grip. “Aunt Becky, Uncle Jackson, I’d like you to meet my partner, Lucky. Lucky, this is the aunt who raised me and her partner, Jackson Cole. Most folks call him Ink.”

Neither aunt nor uncle seemed inclined to move closer and shake hands. Lucky nodded instead, the Southern equivalent. Currently holding a gun behind his back put his right hand out of commission at the moment anyway.

The man pulled off his bandana and scrubbed a hand the size of Cleveland over his shaved head. “I guess you might can figure why they call me Ink.”

From the top of his bald head, down his arms, up his neck, even his hands were tattooed. The only bare skin remaining was on the man’s face. Not cheap prison tattoos either, the kind tattoo artists photographed and displayed in shop windows to lure customers.

Lucky let out a low whistle. A silver wolf howling at the moon on the man’s head was some fine work. Lucky’d never gotten into tattoos himself, but he’d met plenty of guys in prison covered in ink, as well as some of Victor’s people.

“Come in.” Bo, probably familiar enough with the artwork not to gape like a landed fish, held the door open for the two bikers to step inside.

Lucky’s family was redneck, Bo’s was biker. God help their kids.

The couple’s heavy boots plodded across the living room floor.

“Want some coffee?” Bo asked, dropping into the role of host.

He had some explaining to do about why he’d never told Lucky much about these folks, not even when they’d been stuck in a Mexican drug tunnel, worried about dying, and swearing if they got out alive they’d try to reconnect with their families.

Lucky had, Bo hadn’t even though they had talked about going for Thanksgiving last year.

Aunt Becky let out a whistle, turning a 360 in the middle of the floor and taking in the great room. “Nice house. You must be doing well for yourself.”

Lucky’s hackles rose. He didn’t know anything about this woman but that she raised Bo and taught him to shoot handguns. There also might be more reasons than Bo said why Lucky hadn’t already met her. The narrow miss at Thanksgiving could’ve been planned.

Besides, these wouldn’t be the first relatives to come sniffing around to see what they could get.

So far Bo hadn’t given any indication of being uncomfortable, but he’d gotten really good at acting for his undercover assignments.

This woman’s brother had abused Bo for years. Until Bo’s family proved themselves trustworthy, Lucky would keep them in his sights and not leave Bo’s side for a moment.

He’d also keep his gun handy.

Why hadn’t he background checked these people already?


Chapter 3

“Your brother is doing okay, but poor Drew has the worst taste in girlfriends,” Becky said between sips of coffee. She quickly added, “Bless his heart.”

“He’s never been good at seeing the bad in people,” Ink added. He preferred beer to coffee—at ten A.M. With his size and build he’d likely never managed to drink enough to get drunk.

Yeah, Drew shared that seeing good in bad people thing with his brother. Or, Bo used to be that way. Association with the Stephan Mangiardis of the world left a man a little warped.

“So, you’re the man Bo talks about,” Becky said abruptly, turning to Lucky, who sat beside her on the couch—per Bo’s orders. Bo sat on Becky’s other side.

What? Bo talked about him. Lucky narrowed his eyes. “What did he say?”

“That you’re 51 percent sweetheart and 49 percent sonofabitch, and not to push it.” She chuckled at her own joke.

How was this woman, so down-to-earth and yet tough-as-nails, even remotely related to the asshole who’d lost custody of Bo in her favor?

“Mind if I ask you something?” He kept his voice low while Ink entertained Bo with some story or other.

She lifted one eyebrow in a perfect imitation of her nephew. “Why I’m a decent human being while my brother is a piece of shit?”

“Something like that.”

“Don’t you have family that didn’t turn out too good?”

Yeah. Me. Not that he’d tell her the truth. Then again, Bristol had been so unlike most of the Lucklighters that he might have been swapped at birth. “My brother.”

“There ya go.”

Artwork trailed up her arms, colorful fish and sea dragons. “Who did that?” Lucky nodded toward her arms.

Becky hiked a thumb at her partner, sitting in the armchair near the couch. “Ink. He’s got his own studio. He’s damned good too. Folks come from all over the country to get inked by him. He’s won one hell of a lot of awards.”

And had a proud as shit partner, if her grinning was anything to go by. Seeing beyond the tattoos and biker image was the caring woman who’d so fiercely defended Bo and raised him when he’d needed her.

She couldn’t have been much older than twenty, if that, when she’d taken in her brother’s kids. Judging by Bo, they’d thrived, though he had yet to meet Bo’s brother.

May he be nothing like Bristol.

He relaxed a little, enough to push his Glock behind the couch cushion and finally let go. She was brash and a bit rude, definitely rough around the edges. Remind you of anyone? he heard in Charlotte’s voice.

“So, Bo says you work with him,” Ink said, tearing his attention away from Bo, and focusing gray eyes on Lucky. The easy way the two men spoke reassured Lucky that, despite Bo’s issues with his biological father, he’d had a good, strong male influence in his life—a heavily tattooed bear of a biker.

Only, if they got along so well, why didn’t Bo ever talk about them? Hell, in over three years of more or less togetherness he’d only seen one picture of Bo, his brother, and his aunt. Was there something going on here Lucky should know about?

Maybe he should have performed background checks on Bo’s family. At least he’d have had some idea of what to expect. First thing Monday.

When Lucky didn’t answer, Bo stepped in. “Yeah, he trained me on the job.”

Lucky needed one very big question answered. “Why have you been following me?”

“What?” Bo’s head snapped around toward Lucky so fast they’d have to check him for whiplash later.

Aunt Becky—Lucky couldn’t bring himself to call her Fox—never even flinched. “We thought you might be the reason he stayed away.”

When Charlotte’s husband became an abusive asshole, he’d tried to keep her isolated, away from the family who’d step in a protect her. Did they think…

What the fuck? Lucky’s anger slipped his grip. “Why? Cause you think I’m an abusive asshole like Bo’s d—your brother?”

Did they really think Bo would get involved with someone like that? Then again, they hadn’t seen him much lately, didn’t know the man he’d become.

Why was Bo staring at the floor? Oh, God. Lucky looked down. Nope, they’d not left lube on the floor. In fact, the only thing out of place there was a few tufts of cat hair.

Tapping on the sliding glass door pulled their attention to the back of the house. Moose smacked his paw against the door again, showing off his full-body wag.

Lucky let him in. Some people didn’t like animals in the house, but this was Moose’s home. They’d talk later about Moose not barking when strangers came into the yard.

“Oh, what a pretty dog!” Badass biker lady cooed at Moose. Now Lucky had officially seen everything.

Moose rolled over, presenting his stomach. Belly rub whore.

Lucky wasn’t about to let the subject drop. “What would you have done if I had been like that?”

Becky glared for a full minute, then deflated. “I’m sorry. You didn’t deserve that. Bo wouldn’t be with you if you weren’t good to him.” She met Lucky’s eyes, hers a bit watery. “Sometimes I still see him as the boy he’d been when…”

When the one who should’ve given his left nut to keep Bo safe hadn’t.

Lucky smoothed down his hackles. “You want your nephew safe and happy. I respect that.

“I do too.”

***

Charlotte and Ty swept through the door promptly at lunchtime, carrying way more pizza than the family normally ordered.

The moment she sat the boxes down she descended on Becky, pouring on so much Southern charm her interrogation came across more as polite conversation, full of lots of smiles, “You don’t say,” and a steely glint in her eye that said trust must be earned.

By feeding them, another Southern tradition. How had she known to buy so much pizza?

Oh. Bo must’ve texted and let her know they had guests.

The visit progressed from glowers and mistrust in the living room to the entire family gathering around the table for pizza in the seldom-used dining room. Finally, Lucky got to sit next to his man. The kitchen table only sat four, and eating in the living room didn’t end well for anyone but Moose and Cat Lucky, who’d not yet decided to grace the newcomers with his presence.

Pizza guaranteed he’d come out of hiding.

Cats.

Charlotte probably had to dust the dining room chairs before they’d settled in.

“I couldn’t help noticing you’re wearing wedding bands.” Becky turned her attention to Bo, frowning. “You didn’t invite us to the wedding.”

Oh, that. Bo and Lucky exchanged glances. Bo shrugged and acted as spokesman. “We didn’t get married.”

“But you wear bands.”

Lucky laced his fingers with Bo’s on the table. “Actually, he used you as an example of how two people can have a lasting relationship without legal papers.”

At this, Becky and Ink locked intense gazes. She let the subject drop. There had to be more to their story than Bo said.

“You’ve been together a few years now, right? Have the two of you considered starting a family?” Becky asked the moment the last pizza slice disappeared as if by magic into the Amazing Teenaged Garbage Gut. Ty gave Ink a run for his money on eating.

What the fuck? Lucky might have decided not to forcefully show these people the door, but knowing him five minutes didn’t give them the right to get nosy.

Lucky opened his mouth, and out came, “Actually, me and Bo been taking turns trying to knock each other up, but ain’t nothing took yet.”

Charlotte and Becky spewed sweet tea. As with their spitting contests as kids, Charlotte managed a damned impressive range. Ink grinned and lifted his latest beer in salute.

Bo buried his face in his hands, shaking his head and muttering, “No, no, no. You didn’t just say that.”

Oh, fuck. He’d said that out loud, hadn’t he? There’d be hell to pay when Bo got him alone.

Double fuck. “Sorry, Ty,” Lucky mumbled.

Ty grinned and mimed tossing popcorn into his mouth. “The latest Avengers movie got nothing on this.”

All conversation screeched to a halt. Lucky, Bo, and Charlotte eyed each other. Lucky only hoped he didn’t appear half as guilty as the other two did.

Bo let out a sigh. “We’ve looked into a surrogate. In fact—”

Charlotte shot out of her chair and ran for the kitchen, returning a moment later with a damp cloth to clean up the spewed tea. Nothing made a freshly mopped floor stickier than sweet tea. “Ty, why don’t you go feed the animals?”

“But the conversation’s just getting good!” He cast a sly glance Lucky’s way. Probably hoping for a bribe to leave the room.

“Your mama has spoken.” Lord, Lucky had been in a lot of bad positions in his life, but the one he knew better to attempt was between a parent and child. They didn’t owe this woman any answers, but if Bo chose to tell her…

Charlotte gave her youngest son a warning glower that would’ve backed off the hardest of criminals. Ty mumbled and crept away. It wasn’t like the boy didn’t already know their plans. Maybe Charlotte didn’t feel comfortable talking about their arrangement with her kid around.

Right now they only had an idea. They’d yet to discuss particulars.

“Isn’t that a bit risky?” Becky asked. “Having some stranger—”

Charlotte looked at Lucky, then Bo, who nodded.

“I’m going to be the surrogate. Or rather, my eggs, Bo’s… Everything else.” Charlotte didn’t even bat an eye while explaining. Well, studying to become a nurse meant she had to be matter-of-fact about such things, right? “We haven’t figured out when yet.”

“Oh.” Ink swatted Becky on the back. “See what you get for asking too many questions? What have I done told you about getting up in other people’s personal business?”

“What too many questions?” Becky grinned. “I’m going to be a great aunt.”

Ink rolled his eyes and clapped a hand on Bo’s shoulder from his spot at the head of the table. “You know you might as well have told her to move in, right? You’ll never get rid of her now. You know how much she loves kids.”

Move in? The house reached capacity about two bodies ago.

She loved kids but never had any of her own. Lucky wouldn’t ask. Okay, he’d wouldn’t ask her, but he’d sure as hell question Bo later.


Chapter 4

Family or no, Lucky was going to use blackmail material if he had to, but he’d somehow get the SNB techies out here to secure the community gate so it didn’t admit every damned body. While the contrary gate let in Bo’s family—this time—it could have easily opened for Owen Landry, or some other asswipe with Lucky in their sights.

Time to take matters into his own hands.

He collapsed against the couch. Family. Nice thing to have—in another state. Nice, and he appreciated the hell out of them being there for Bo, but dayum! They wanted to know everything about everything.

Aunt Becky could give Walter interrogation pointers.

Still, why had Bo never talked about them much?

At least they’d stayed a while then gone back to their hotel to rest before their nine-hour ride back home. Not without extracting a promise from Bo and Lucky to come for Thanksgiving this year, however.

“I’m sorry, Lucky. When you mentioned being stalked by bikers…” Bo eased down on the couch and took Lucky’s hand. The scent of whatever he’d been cooking worked better than an aphrodisiac. Of course, any scent from Bo had the same affect.

Lucky shifted to make his stiffie more comfortable. “I didn’t say I was stalked by bikers.”

Bo turned his head Lucky’s way, scowled, and raised an eyebrow. The smudge of flour on his cheek didn’t take away from his looks one darned bit. “Asking if I’d seen any bikers? If you honestly thought they were our neighbors, you’d have run their tags and gotten every scrap of information you could on them by now.”

Why did Bo have to know him so damned well?

“Then you asked about bikers back home. I’m afraid they’re the first ants at the picnic.” Bo gave Lucky’s hand a squeeze, adding an apologetic smile. “Once they report back, we’ll likely be up to our eyeballs in Schollenbergers.” The prospect didn’t bring a smile to Bo’s face.

The family was that large? “Are they all like your aunt?”

“If you mean bossy, then I’m afraid so. But she’s the worst. Has to know everything about everybody.” At least he spoke with affection.

Charlotte rose from her spot on the chair adjacent to the couch. “Can you believe she actually asked me to tell her each time I’m ovulating once we start trying for a baby? I’m supposed to call a near stranger?”

Bo raked his fingers through his hair. “I’m sorry. Aunt Becky, is… Well, Aunt Becky.”

“I mean, I’ll be under enough pressure as it is!” She carried coffee cups into the kitchen—even the one Lucky currently used.

Yeah, when she got nervous Charlotte liked to stay busy. All the talk of female cycles sent Ty running for the hills. They’d be lucky to ever see him again.

Lucky would’ve joined him in escaping if Bo hadn’t kept a firm grip on his knee to keep him in place.

The doorbell rang. Not again! Lucky raised his head off the back of the couch. Where the hell was his phone?

“I’ll get it.” Bo patted Lucky’s knee. No matter who came to the door, they couldn’t be any more trying than the last people.

Bo opened the door without even looking through the peephole. What did he think this was, a safe neighborhood or something?

No words. Bo stood at the door one minute and lay flat on his back the next. What the ever-loving fuck? “Bo!” Lucky grabbed his gun and charged across the floor. “Bo!”

Bo rolled his attacker under him, keeping a firm grasp on both wrists. Lucky couldn’t take a shot, he might hit Bo.

The man on the floor grinned, an all-too-familiar dimple forming in his cheek. “Gotcha!”

Da fuck?

Releasing the man’s arms, Bo groaned but stood, offering his hand to the grinning idiot who didn’t know how close he’d come to being shot.

Okay, so maybe not a threat. Lucky discreetly slipped into the bedroom and stashed his gun, staring up at the ceiling. Was that a cobweb?

He came back to find the two men exactly where he’d left them, Charlotte glancing between them.

“Why didn’t you come with Aunt Becky?” Bo asked.

The man who had to be Drew Schollenberger rolled his eyes in a gesture so like Bo’s. “She told me to stay home, let her figure out what was what with you.” He even had Bo’s put-upon sigh down pat.

“Should’ve known you wouldn’t listen.” Bo wriggled his fingers in a give me your hand gesture.

“Have I ever?” The man took Bo’s offer of hoisting him to his feet. Drew stood only an inch or two shorter than Bo, with reddish-brown hair and dark eyes. While Bo’s body tended to be slender and muscled, Drew had a few more pounds on his frame, a stocky build rather than excess weight.

While the aunt and uncle came on motorcycles, a peek outside showed a newer-looking Toyota Prius.

Bo slung an arm around the guy’s shoulders, smile never leaving his face. “If you ever do that again I’ll kick your ass twelve ways to Sunday.”

“You can try.” Cocky little bastard, with familiar, if a bit younger, features.

Bo turned to face Lucky. “Lucky, I’d like you to meet my brother Drew.”

First ants at the picnic, indeed. Anyone with eyes could see the resemblance.

Bo would’ve killed Lucky for surprising him like that.

Well, no, not actually, or Lucky would’ve died a few miles back. He hadn’t surprised Bo lately, though, not since promising he wouldn’t. The moment he could, he’d get Drew alone and have a little heart to heart about Bo’s PTSD, and how ambushes might set him off.

Bo had worked hard at recovery. Thinking back on how lost he’d been a year ago, Lucky wouldn’t risk a setback.

“Hey, man!” The slightly younger version of Bo enveloped Lucky in a bear hug. Did this family have no respect for personal boundaries?

“Can I get you anything?” That was Charlotte and her penchant for taking care of people. “We’re just about to sit down to supper.”

“What ‘cha having?” Drew swiveled his neck towards Bo. “No offense, but I’m not one to live off plants like my big bro here. He does still live off plants, right?”

“Standing right here,” Bo said, giving Drew the evil eye Lucky knew all too well.

Drew jostled Bo with an elbow. “Hey. How’d you get so much meat on your bones eating rabbit food?”

Charlotte pulled in a deep breath and recited the menu, cutting off any more sniping between the brothers. “Fried chicken, rice and gravy, sweet peas, and homemade biscuits. Bo is getting salad instead of chicken. You can have one too if you’d like.”

Drew made a “blech” face. “I might recycle, worry about global warming, and drive an environmentally friendly car, but if it’s all the same to you, ma’am, I’ll stick with the chicken.”

***

“And then Bo went skinny dipping with his friends and I stole their clothes.” Drew sopped gravy off his plate with a biscuit. “You could hear him cussing all the way to the house.”

Bo applied knuckles to Drew’s biceps. “Do you have to tell all my ‘when Bo was young and stupid’ stories?”

Drew avoided another punch, grinned, and slapped Bo on the back. “I’m your little brother. It’s in the job description.” He turned a charming smile on Charlotte. “That’s some mighty fine-looking fried chicken, ma’am. I figured Bo here would do all the cooking, since he likes to so much.” The smile fell. “You do still like to cook, right?”

Before Bo could answer, Charlotte jumped to his defense. “He made the biscuits. Mine never come out right.”

Yeah. If they ever decided to play hockey, they’d ask Charlotte to bake them some pucks.

Bo punched Drew’s arm three more times during dinner. So, Bo went to senior prom with a cousin, who got drunk and puked on his tux. He got caught coming in after curfew at least a dozen times.

Of course, Bo set the record straight that Drew had reached a dozen times by junior year.

Drew shrugged. “We always tried to outdo each other. Only, I succeeded.” He ducked out of the way of Bo’s swat.

The moment dinner ended Drew’s phone rang. “Hello?” He winced and stood up. “Yes, Aunt Becky. No, Aunt Becky.” He let out a put-upon sigh and pantomimed someone yanking on a leash around his neck. “Yes, Aunt Becky.”

“She found out where you were?” Bo asked, the moment Drew ended the call.

“Yeah. Told me to get out of your hair and leave you alone. And that you’re coming for Thanksgiving.”

Bo cut his eyes toward Lucky. Like Lucky would do anything Bo didn’t agree to. Okay, he wouldn’t do too many things Bo didn’t agree to. But from the way Drew spoke, they didn’t have much choice. Aunt Becky ordered, they’d obey, and not face the unspoken consequences. He dipped his chin.

“We’ll be there,” Bo said.

Drew grinned. “See you then.” He grabbed Bo up from the table and yanked him into a hug. “Good too see you, bro. I missed you so damned bad.” When he pulled back his eyes were shiny.

So were Bo’s.

Charlotte jerked her head to the left. What? Oh! Lucky tiptoed past the brothers and into the kitchen. He’d love to stay and hear what they had to say, but he couldn’t do that to Bo.

Mainly because Charlotte grabbed his arm and dragged him into the living room.

“Wait! What if Drew starts talking about—”

Charlotte tugged harder, pulling him toward the couch and forcing him to sit with a splayed hand on his chest. “It’s none of your business what they talk about.”

“Yes, it is. What if…” Charlotte didn’t know about the boyfriend Bo had hurt, and she didn’t need to. Drew wouldn’t bring that up, would he? Or anything else from the past Bo didn’t want to revisit.

Except maybe the skinny dipping and prom incidents.

They shut up when Bo and Drew entered the room, Bo wiping at his cheeks. Drew threw up a hand. “Nice meeting y’all. Thanks for dinner.”

Bo walked him to the front door.

The door opened and closed, and he was gone.

Bo paused for a moment, then strode to the bedroom—alone.

Oh, hell no. Lucky shot a questioning look to Charlotte. No need going after Bo only to be blocked by her flying tackle.

She nodded. Off he went. He owed her a table clearing and loading the dishwasher.

Bo sat on the bed, back to the door, staring at the window.

Lucky approached slowly. No telling how his intrusion might work out. He never knew what to say at times like these, so he placed his hand on Bo’s shoulder. Bo stiffened, then relaxed, reaching up to rest his hand on Lucky’s.

“You okay?”

“Yeah. I didn’t realize how much I missed them. I thought, after I screwed up, it’d be best to just stay away from them, ya know? They know what really happened with Darren. How could I face them?”

Lucky might be Atlanta’s leading expert on regretting the past. “Have they ever brought it up?”

“No, they wouldn’t. But they could still be thinking it.” He didn’t look at Lucky. “Then the drug abuse. Aunt Becky tried so hard to raise me right. Bad enough I wound up in juvie after beating the shit out of my dad’s car.”

Lucky sat next to Bo, taking his hand. “Bo, I got busted for trafficking. Got sentenced to ten years, yet you think I should forgive myself.”

“You should. You’re a good man, you’ve proven yourself.”

“And you haven’t? Damn it, ask anybody at work. They look up to you. Hell, Walter wouldn’t be training you to take his place if you weren’t the best man for the job.”

“My brain knows, but every time I talk to my family I go back to that time, what a failure I was.”

“Was. You’re pretty damned awesome if you ask me.” Lucky shoulder-bumped Bo.

Bo finally made eye contact and gave Lucky a tired smile. “You’re not gonna let me wallow in self-pity, are you?”

“Nope.” Lucky wrapped an arm around Bo’s chest and pushed him back onto the bed. “I’m sorry seeing them upset you.”

“It shouldn’t have. I’m happy to see them and all, it’s just—”

“Just what?”

“I don’t know. Can we not talk about this right now?” He grabbed the back of Lucky’s head and slammed their mouths together.

If Bo needed a distraction, Lucky could do that.  He slipped his fingers into Bo’s hair and plundered his mouth, dragging him farther onto the bed and rolling on top.

Bo squirmed, pressing his thigh to Lucky’s and sending a silent, Move your leg a little bit.

Not a problem. Lucky could do that too. He could also rise up onto his knees, straddling Bo, and get rid of the T-shirt hiding the gorgeous body he wanted to see.

He liked the less-groomed look, the sparse hair on Bo’s chest long enough to run fingers through, and the bit of scruff along his jaw. The man certainly cleaned up nice, but in moments like these he appeared so open, so… vulnerable. Did anyone else but Lucky get to see this less than confident side of the man?

Lucky skated his knuckles along Bo’s cheek, bowing his head and kissing Bo again, caressing Bo’s tongue with his own.

His jeans became tight, but not painfully so—yet. He could linger a while. When he rose, he stepped backward off the bed, taking shoes, socks, and all other hindrances from Bo’s body.

The man looked good, always had, but his confidence, the way he handled himself, his kindness, made him outright gorgeous. The fact that he could find something in Lucky worth sticking around for? Priceless.

Bo made Lucky not want to be alone anymore. No longer crave the freedom of being his own man, because Bo didn’t try to change him, make him someone else. Tried to improve him, maybe, and look after his health, but not change him.

Bo’s cock stood rigid, framed by dark curls, and he shifted on the bed. “Are you going to stand there staring at me all night? ‘Cause I’m starting to get nervous. You’re not going to check my teeth next, are you?”

“Not checking your teeth like a horse. Checking how you’re hung like a horse, maybe.” Lucky pulled off his own T-shirt, so worn he could no longer make out the band’s name on the front. His jeans joined the shirt and Bo’s clothes in a pile on the floor.

The comment earned him an eyeroll and an end to conversation. Words. Highly overrated.

Then he was on the bed, hovering over Bo, erections brushing together. He took them both in hand.

Bo moaned and pushed up into the grip, adding his hand to Lucky’s. Together they stroked, maintaining eye contact. Slow, unhurried, with all the time in the world.

Lucky’s arm started to complain about holding up all his weight, and he shifted onto his side, head toward Bo’s feet.

The scent of Bo’s soap and arousal shot straight to his groin, and he let out a long moan when Bo took Lucky into his mouth. Lucky licked at the tip of Bo’s cock, tasting the flavor there, the precum coating the head and escaping down the side.

Nope. Not getting away. Lucky traced the moisture, capturing every drop with his tongue, then opened his mouth and took Bo inside. He sucked, rocking his hips and running his fingers over and behind Bo’s balls.

He felt as much as heard Bo’s moan, and he stopped sucking to enjoy the sensation. Bo gave a thrust, urging Lucky to get busy.

Lucky wrapped his arms around Bo’s slim hips, holding him in place, and proceeded to see how many sounds he could pull out of his lover.

Moans, whimpers, groans, and whines. Each flick of Lucky’s tongue brought a reward to his ears. At some point finesse gave way to need.

Oh, hell yeah. So good. Damn, but Bo had a mouth on him.

Bringing him close. So close…

Gripping the base of Bo’s shaft in one hand, Lucky pumped, keeping his mouth over the head of Bo’s cock. He wasn’t going to last long, just a few more…

“Ahh…”  Lucky’s orgasm caught him off guard, slamming him with the force of a Mack truck.  He shuddered, shooting into Bo’s mouth, nonsense sounds pouring from his mouth. He summoned every bit of his self-control to keep stroking, keep bringing Bo off.

Bo sank his fingers into Lucky’s hair, thrusting in earnest now. Once more, twice more. He froze, hovering on the brink, then let go, filling Lucky’s mouth.

Whew! Where had all Lucky’s bones gone? Wherever they went they took his get-up-and-go with them. Bo would feel so good in his arms right now, if he could only move.

“C’mon,” Bo urged, sliding up the bed and under the covers.

“Do I gotta?”

“You don’t want to?”

“I don’t want to move.”

A soft chuckle reached Lucky’s ears. “Then I’ll come to you.”

They settled on top of the covers, heads toward the foot of the bed and Bo using Lucky’s chest for a pillow.

Bo’s breathing evened out with sleep. Lucky tightened his arm around Bo’s shoulders. There was so much more to Bo’s relationship with his family than met the eye. Lucky wanted to know everything, but he wouldn’t ask.

If Bo wanted to share, he would. Nothing could make him. Still, the day niggled in Lucky’s brain.

The worst part of loving someone was seeing them hurting and not being able to do one damned thing to help, except keep on loving them.

Lucky could do that.

Just before he fell asleep, he heard Bo mutter, “I still can’t believe you told my aunt we tried to knock each other up.”


Chapter 5

Bo spoke to his family on the phone every few days after their visit, as October gave way to November.

Charlotte went back to the family farm with her two boys, leaving Lucky and Bo to face Thanksgiving in Arkansas with the Schollenbergers.

Nine hours of driving gave Lucky plenty of time to fret.

“You’re gonna be just fine,” Bo told him for the hundredth time, turning into the driveway of a surprisingly unassuming brick ranch style house with blue shutters and garage door. Half of the mailbox matched the shutters, with a distinct line showing where the painter stopped. Someone wasn’t going to waste a drop from that bucket of paint, were they?

Lucky hadn’t expected a trailer park or anything, but this wasn’t the place he would have imagined for two die-hard bikers. Several bikes stood in the yard, along with an equal number of cars, and the Prius he knew to be Drew’s.

Somehow, he couldn’t see Aunt Becky puttering around wearing a sun hat and planting dahlias, but someone had gone through a lot of trouble with the flower gardens around the house.

A few people stood outside, some smoking, wearing anything from a nice dress to biker leathers. The weather had turned out mild, but he spotted several leather jackets, some with the same colors Aunt Becky and Ink wore.

Every last one of them stopped talking and turned toward the new truck Bo bought when Lucky wrecked his old one. Getting ready to charge?

Bo stared out the windshield. Exactly how long had he been gone from this place? “They’re going to love you, you know. I think Aunt Becky already does.”

Lucky let out a snort. “Why should they?” Bo’s influence might have made him more civilized, but nothing could make him more lovable.

“Because I do.” Bo leaned over the console and brushed his lips over Lucky’s. “Now, c’mon. We’re almost late, and you don’t want to hold up a bunch of hungry Schollenbergers.” He mock shuddered. “It wouldn’t be pretty.”

Lucky reached in back for the store-bought cake they’d brought—their contribution to the feast. Holding a cake gave Lucky something to do and possibly prevented unwanted hugs.

“Bo!” someone shouted, “look everybody, it’s Bo!”

Oh God! Lucky held the cake aloft, out of harm’s way, while Bo got swarmed. Just when he thought there couldn’t possibly be more people coming, another half dozen flooded out of the house.

They’d made it two yards from the front door and Bo’d nearly been choked to death four times.

Drew was there, with the woman his aunt called, “Bad Idea of the Month.” The woman looked innocent enough, with long blonde hair and bright blue eyes. An innocent exterior didn’t mean an innocent interior. He’d been shot by a woman who appeared equally harmless.

Besides, she carried the kind of pocketbook Charlotte drooled over but would never have spent three hundred dollars for.

A bit of wriggling and lots of promises on Bo’s part to catch up later got them through the front door. The living room proved to be larger than Lucky would’ve guessed from the outside of the house, with curio cases overflowing with knickknacks, some appearing quite old.

On one case a dragon perched, out of place among porcelain flowers, puppies, and kittens. An L-shaped plaid couch took up most of the space, and a big screen TV adorned one wall. Pictures covered the other walls, of Becky and Ink in different locales, grinning in front of their bikes, others of people Lucky didn’t know.

Half of one wall had been dedicated to two kids, the lineup of pictures showing the progression of their ages.

Dark hair, freckles, a dimple. The small boy stood with a smiling man and woman, the woman holding a baby in her arms. Bo. He’d found little Bo. Wow. What a cute bugger he’d been too.

Still was.

Bo’s father and mother were with him, though Bo had showed Lucky only one family picture. The man in the photo shared traits with Bo’s aunt, like the reddish hair, but Bo’s looks came mostly from his mother. The mother he’d lost young. The father who’d turned out to be a real bastard. He wouldn’t be here, would he?

At some point the child in the picture grew sullen, no smiles, no dimple. Around age twelve the photos changed from a personal camera to school pictures—the age when Bo came to live with his aunt. The smile returned in later photos. Even in his awkward phase Bo had a presence about him.

If only Lucky could go back in time and fix what took the smile from Bo’s face. Sighing didn’t ease the pressure in this chest.

Other photos took up space on other walls: two boys and a girl who resembled Ink.

Graduation pictures clustered side by side: high school and graduation, separated by a-way-too-young-looking Bo in uniform. No photos after then, a testament to Bo avoiding his family.

Why? Lucky would have killed to have his family during that time. Then again, Lucky didn’t have the horrifying memories Bo did.

“Bo! Lucky!” Bo’s aunt Becky disengaged herself from a group of women, with a smile equal parts welcoming and relief at her escape. She wore old jeans, a denim vest over a black Harley Davidson T-shirt, and biker boots. In other words, she didn’t shock Lucky with her appearance.

She enveloped Bo in a hug and stepped back, arms folded over her chest and one eyebrow raised in an all-too-familiar way. Her nephew might not look much like her, but he’d gotten her facial expressions in abundance.

An elbow to the ribs got him moving. “Hi, Becky.” Lucky still couldn’t bring himself to call his lover’s aunt, “Fox.”

“Hello, Lucky.” Still she waited.

Elbow met ribs again. Lucky handed the cake to Bo, sighed, and opened his arms. With a grin, complete with dimple, she wrapped her heavily tattooed arms around him and squeezed.

Raised eyebrow, dimple in cheek, and a hugger. Yup, Bo’s kin all right. Though her dimple didn’t have near the effect on him that Bo’s did.

Men, women, and children, too many to count, flocked around Bo, squealing and making a fuss. Lucky plucked the cake from Bo’s hands and took a few steps back. For Bo he’d try to be social, or as much as he was able, though he still searched faces, equal parts worried and hoping to see Bo’s father. Kicking someone’s ass at Thanksgiving might not leave the best impression on Bo’s family, but it sure would make Lucky feel better.

Ink’s kids were older than Bo by a few years, so might’ve been out of the house when Bo moved in with his aunt, but they hugged Bo and gave him some good-natured kidding.

An arm around Lucky’s shoulder nearly knocked him off his feet. Ink stood next to him, head thrown back and the beer he guzzled from a can making his throat bob.

At least these people were more down home than the ones Victor used to invite over.

Lucky had hidden from them too.

Like Becky, Ink could have just finished a ride, based on his attire. “What’s wrong there, bro? Don’t like crowds?”

Should he admit his dislike of most people in general?

Ink led him away from the overcrowded living room. “Come on back to the man cave. It’s much more comfortable there.”

They traipsed through the kitchen, where Lucky added the cake to a counter nearly overflowing with bowls and platters. Damn, but Moose would be in doggy heaven counter surfing here. The jumble of smells made his stomach rumble: spices that likely livened up a pumpkin pie or sweet potatoes, roast turkey and ham. Were those freshly-baked rolls?

He’d love to stand there and sniff to his heart’s content, despite the press of bodies.

“You coming?” Ink stood in the far doorway, amusement turning his lips up.

Oh, yeah. Right. Escape.

The dimly-lit den was a far cry from the front of the house. NASCAR and football posters hung from the walls, and the living room TV paled in comparison to the size of the one on the den wall. A dorm-sized refrigerator sat in the corner of the room, along with a microwave oven and a box of popcorn.

Cases of beer sat stacked by the fridge. The mismatched furniture might have come from yard sales. Three reclining chairs, one brown, one tan, and one hidden under a comforter sat against one wall, and a ratty gold couch sat at an angle, the better for the occupants to see the TV.

Lucky slipped off his jacket and laid it across the back of a reclining chair. Three men sat on the beaten-up couch, all with shaggy hair in various shades, and all sporting beards, though the guy in the middle’s few chin hairs couldn’t rightly be called a beard, more like a scraggle.

Ink wrapped an arm around Lucky’s shoulders—didn’t seem to be a way to discourage the contact without having to answer to Bo—and waved a hand toward the couch. “Lucky, this here’s Snake, Chicken, and Moose. Guys, this here’s Lucky.”

The men took their eyes from the TV and nodded Lucky’s way. What was this? A zoo? Of course, he’d been used to biker names, but still. What happened to names like Knuckles and Butch? He’d never admit to owning a dog named Moose either.

“He’s here with Bo. You know, Becky’s nephew.”

Uh-oh. He’d just been outed to the next winners of a ZZ Top lookalike contest. If ZZ Top decided to form their own motorcycle club. Would they be homophobes? The chilliness left the room.

Snake laughed and nudged Chicken. “You done lost your chance there, brother.”

Bo and Chicken of the scraggly chin growth?

“Well, not like I stood much of a chance anyway,” Chicken replied. On second thought, the man might not have been as old as Lucky originally guessed. Forty, maybe?

At least he’d proven the men weren’t about to gang up on the gay man. Lucky would’ve gone down swinging, and never heard the last of how he’d gotten into a fight at Bo’s family’s Thanksgiving dinner.

Of course, at Lucklighter events, fights were a fact of life, along with betting on the outcome.

The click and “chhhhh” of an opening can took his attention. Ink handed him the open beer and plopped down in the nearest reclining chair to Lucky’s. “We told the women we were coming in here to watch the game, but to be honest, football is an excuse to escape.”

“I know, right?” Moose said, conviction on his face. Or rather, what Lucky could see of his face through the dusty beard. “My wife expects me to get all gussied up and mingle.” The beer in his hand added a level of difficulty to his air quotes.

“To escaping!” Snake lifted his beer can in salute.

The chatter continued around him while Lucky studied the men. So much Bo hadn’t said about growing up. He’d had a bastard of a father and been rescued by his aunt. His aunt’s boyfriend had given him a motorcycle. Even when he’d gone undercover as a biker he’d not said a word about having been raised around bikers. Then again, Bo left at eighteen. Maybe his aunt’s biker lifestyle came later, and maybe Ink wasn’t the boyfriend who’d given Bo the bike.

He’d not said much about living at his aunt’s house at all but that she’d taught him to shoot handguns and he’d learned to cook because she worked a lot.

Of course, he couldn’t blame Bo for not wanting to talk about the past. Hell, Lucky didn’t either, though sometimes his followed him around worse than the stink of skunk spray.

Eventually a young ‘un poked his head through the door. “Mama says come eat.”

As one the men stood and shuffled out of the room. Lucky hung back with Ink. “I don’t much like stampedes,” Ink said.

No better time than the present to either ease his mind or make plans Bo might not like. “Let me ask you something.”

“Yeah?” Ink reclined against the doorway, neutral expression on his face. “This isn’t about Chicken, is it? Because that’s nothing to worry about.”

Nice to know. “No, it’s not about Chicken.” Lucky leaned in, though with all the ruckus in the rest of the house he’d likely not be heard. “Is Bo’s father here?”

Ink shook his head. “Oh, hell no. You don’t have to worry about that none. Becky would serve his ass on a plate if he came within ten miles of either one of those boys.” Ink stage-whispered, “She’s kind of protective, in case you haven’t noticed.”

Yes, Lucky had noticed. And liked the woman even more. Not that he’d tell her. Couldn’t make things too easy, right? He had a reputation to uphold, after all.

About fifteen minutes later Lucky followed Ink into the kitchen and grabbed a plate. Bo caught up with him there. “I was wondering where you got off to, but Aunt Becky said you were all right and there was no need to go after you.”

“I had it under control.” Ink rested one meaty hand on Lucky’s shoulder, the other on Bo’s.  He patted once and wandered off.

Bo went through the line of offerings, putting a little of this and a little of that on his plate. Lucky followed suit. He’d expected paper plates. Instead, he picked up a porcelain dish with a tiny chip on the edge and a faded blue pattern. The utensils were all metal, mismatched in a least four different patterns.

Time to see what he’d get away with. He heaped creamed potatoes on his plate. No reaction. He added gravy. No reaction. He stopped adding ham to his plate when Bo raised an eyebrow.

“Hungry?”

Lucky moved on to sweet potatoes and made a big show of dipping up green beans, though only two hit his plate. Ah, one of those homemade rolls. Oh! Deviled eggs. He stared down at his full plate and eyed the turkey. Aunt Becky cooked the turkey. Not trying a piece would be rude.

He added turkey.

Red Solo cups half full of ice waited on a small table. Bo filled one with tap water. Lucky filled his from a pitcher of what he hoped was sweet tea.

“C’mon.” Instead of leading the way to the front of the house, Bo went toward the back, bypassing Ink’s man cave and into the next room.

The football announcer’s voice carried through the walls, which were painted a soft gray. Bo placed his cup on the nightstand, sat on the bed, and patted the spot beside him.

Lucky’s cup kept Bo’s company.

“This used to be my room,” Bo said between bites of some kind of casserole holding too much green stuff. Even cheese couldn’t make the veggies more appealing.

Away from so many food smells, Lucky got a whiff of something unique to the house. All houses had a scent, but he’d never really thought about it before. Some were caused by candles or air fresheners, others by cedar in floor, walls, or furniture. The scent of Aunt Becky’s house was neither good nor bad, just unique.

“Oh, yeah?” The bed appeared antique, with four carved wooden posts. The dresser matched. The nightstand stood out against the old, dark wood for being modern and light in color. He somehow couldn’t imagine Bo living here. It was too… well, just not Bo.

“It’s changed since I left.” Bo waved his fork around at the walls. “Aunt Becky came into some antique furniture and other things when my grandparents died, but left them in storage until recently. Said she couldn’t bring herself to go through their things.”

“What did it look like when you were here?” Lucky imagined the teenaged Bo from the living room pictures coming through the door at the end of the school day.

A bittersweet smile stretched Bo’s lips. “The usual teenager’s room, with an ever-changing bunch of posters on the wall. Every time I found a new band I liked, Aunt Becky bought me a poster. It took her a while to catch on to the fact that I wasn’t just interested in their music.” He gave Lucky a cheeky grin and a wink.

Lucky didn’t like to dig, but honestly wanted to know more about Bo’s pre-Lucky life. “You don’t talk about your aunt much, or about growing up here.”

Bo’s gaze left Lucky’s so fast there should have been a breeze. “I don’t?”

Oh-uh. Bullseye shot on a nerve. “You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.”

Bo took a deep breath and blew it out. “It’s just that… well.” He pondered his plate. “When I left here, I wanted to escape the past, but no matter where I went or what I did, it was still there.”

Nobody understood better than Lucky.

Bo raised his head, a world of hurt in his eyes. “I didn’t tell anyone about where I came from, and let them make up whatever story they wanted. Going into the Marines, I was a skinny kid, full of himself, and pissed off at life in general.”

Forgotten plate balanced on his lap, Bo scrubbed both hands over his face, ending with his fingers in his hair. “I made a promise early on I’d make something of myself, be more than I was raised to be, like my aunt who worked two jobs to get by and raise me and Drew, until Ink convinced her he wasn’t going to try to change her if we moved in.”

Lucky snorted. “As if anyone could.”

Bo gave a bittersweet smile. “Anyway, I was ashamed of how I was raised, especially when I went to college. Telling everybody I was a Marine was enough for them. I focused on getting my degree, on presenting myself as an educated person. I don’t think my aunt has ever read a book in her life. She chugs beer and gets tattoos for fun, and cusses like a sailor after a few drinks.”

Resting a hand on Bo’s shoulder, Lucky gave an encouraging squeeze.

Bo buried his head in his hands again. “Aunt Becky gave up so damned much for us, and I was ashamed of her. Does that make me a shitty person?”

Ashamed?

Lucky gently pulled Bo’s hands from his face, brushing a kiss over the fingertips. “No, it doesn’t. You’re the kindest, most loving man I know. You could never be a shitty person.”

“I think that’s partly why I haven’t visited. Aunt Becky went over and above, still does, and if she’d showed up at my dorm I’d have told people I didn’t know her.”

“No, you wouldn’t have.” Lucky released his loose hold on Bo’s hands.

“What?”

“You wouldn’t have lied about knowing her. I know you. I live with you, remember? You might think that’s what you would do, might have wanted to do that, but you wouldn’t have. You’re too decent a person.” God, was the man ever decent. How could he doubt his own goodness?

“I wish that was true. I… I didn’t even tell her when I graduated college. She’d have wanted me to march with everybody else so she could be out in the audience, screaming my name.” The plate slipped and he made a grab, catching it before green beans and corn hit the floor. He placed the plate on the end table. “I sent her a picture I had made later. She hung it on the wall, never knowing what an asshole I was.”

Bo? An asshole? Never! “You didn’t march?”

Bo shook his head, shoulders slumping. “No. I told everybody I had a job interview in Chicago. Spent the weekend in a hotel room, alone.”

No wonder Bo didn’t tell anyone. “What is it you always say? That deep down I’m a good man? You can’t have a do over on the past, but you’re pretty damned awesome now, and you’re only getting better. You’re climbing up the ladder at work faster than a dog-chased cat up a tree. You’ll do one hell of a lot of good in the future.”

A flicker of a smile crossed Bo’s face, but not enough to bring out The Dimple. Lord, how Lucky wanted to see The Dimple. “You make the strangest analogies.”

Lucky would look up “analogies” later. He guessed Bo meant “comparisons.” He put his own half-eaten meal aside and wrapped his arm around Bo’s shoulders. “Stop trying to undo the past. You have a reason to wanna forget, but it’s a part of you. Now you’re ashamed of being ashamed. It’s gettin’ pretty complicated, doncha think?”

Bo put his nose mere inches from Lucky’s. “But there’s more. Not seeing her or coming back to this town made it easier to deal with my crappy childhood. How selfish can I be?”

Damn. Lucky’d worried about that. “It’s not selfish to protect yourself from what hurts you. But let me ask you this. What if she came to visit us in Atlanta? You could spend time with her there. Would that be better?”

After a moment, Bo nodded. “I think so. In the meantime I can talk to my counselor.  Try to work through all this crap in my head.”

Sometimes Lucky didn’t know what to do to help people when they were hurting. He wrapped his arms around Bo and held on tight. What could he say? What could he do? “I’m here. I’ll help you anyway you need me to.” He pulled back and grinned. “Even if it means letting you try to knock me up.”

Good thing Bo wasn’t drinking anything. His snort would’ve sprayed the room. But at last The Dimple came out of hiding. “You’re trying to make me feel better.”

Lucky took advantage and kissed one of Bo’s freckles. “Is it working?” If not, he’d have to come up with something else. Something that might make them unwelcome in polite company.

Bo rested his head against Lucky’s shoulder. “Yes.”

Lucky pulled Bo down on the bed, staring up at the ceiling. “So, this was your view while jacking off as a teenager, huh?”


Chapter 6

It took far too long that evening for Bo and Lucky to escape Bo’s big, loving family. No one spoke of Bo’s father. Many of the folks there were Ink’s or part of the motorcycle club Ink and Becky belonged to.

Not the family they were given, but the family they’d made for themselves. Like Lucky had done.

Oddly enough, the tattoo artist’s kids turned out to be a lawyer, a nurse practitioner, and a high school English teacher, with not a single tattoo in sight.

Go figure.

They made it as far as the man cave and got stopped again. It took five minutes of faked yawns to convince Ink and the others they didn’t want a beer. Chicken watched Bo’s every move, but didn’t seem hostile.

Good. Lucky wouldn’t have to hurt him. Ink just had to hug them again. He sure was touchy-feely.

“Want a joint?” Snake asked, reaching into his pocket. All conversation dropped. Arkansas wasn’t in the SNB’s jurisdiction, thank heavens.

“You do know Bo and Lucky are drug agents, right?” Ink drawled.

Snake froze, eyes wide. “I’m not holding, I swear.”

“What’s he talking about?” Bo asked, all fake innocence.

“Beats the hell out of me.” Making arrests at Thanksgiving with bikers might mean they never got invited back, if their bodies didn’t suddenly disappear. A nice way to avoid family, but Bo might not want to avoid them now that he’d begun seeing them again.

While hugging Lucky goodnight, Ink whispered, “Want me to turn the TV down or up?”

So, were they going to sleep or fuck? “Up.” Lucky liked this man.

Ink winked. “Sure thing.”

Lucky cast his gaze around the man cave. “What was this room when Bo lived here?”

“Drew’s. You wouldn’t believe the stories they told on each other about what they heard from the other room, or how many times they bitched about each other’s music.”

Bo had mentioned Drew’s loud music triggering his PTSD. Ink, no actual relation to Bo but through the aunt, had taken Bo and Drew into his home. For all his horrid past, Bo had turned out to be one helluva man. These folks played a part.

“I want to thank you,” Lucky said in a moment of sappiness.

Ink’s brows reached for his non-existent hairline. “What for?”

Lucky hiked a thumb over his shoulder in Bo’s direction. “For stepping in when he needed you. Being there for him. Helping him become who he is.”

The big, bad biker blushed. Actually flushed bright red. “He had some rough moments there, so did Drew.” Ink laughed, a great big, body-shaking belly laugh. “Hell, so did I growing up. And my kids? By the time Bo and Drew came here there wasn’t too much they hadn’t done, though they’d moved out by then. But me and Fox tried to be there for all of them. Sometimes I wonder if one day she’s gonna regret not having kids of her own.”

Lucky glanced toward Bo and back to the mountain of a man. “She does have kids of her own.”

“You coming?” Bo called from the next door.

A grin lit up Ink’s face. “Yeah, she does. Me too. Now, you better get going. Those Schollenbergers don’t like to wait.”

Lucky so did not need the mental images the warning conjured. Instead he followed Bo. The moment they entered Bo’s room, the TV volume grew louder.

Bo grimaced. “The walls in this house are paper thin. I can go tell them to turn the TV down if you want me to.”

Lucky closed the door and leaned his back against the slightly dented panel. “Why would I want you to do that?”

“Because it’s too loud. We’ll never get to sleep.”

Lucky said nothing. He didn’t need to. Bo was a smart man. He’d figure things out. The only reason he hadn’t yet was likely programming. All the times he’d come to this room as a teenager he might have engaged in some fantasies, but very little sex.

Or maybe none. “Ever have a guy in here with you?”

Now came Bo’s turn at a flaming face. “Um… No.”

“Really? Why?” Lucky never took anyone to his room at the farm either. Who needed to with plenty of barns around? Hay got itchy, but he’d never cared at the time.

What was a little skin rash compared to getting his rocks off back when pretty much any thoughts of sex gave him a raging hard on?

“Are you kidding? With Drew next door?” Bo gestured with both hands toward the wall.

“Good point.” Lucky lowered his voice. “How about now?” He stalked away from the door and pounced, not giving Bo time to brace for impact. They tumbled onto the bed. Lowering his head, Lucky connected them mouth to mouth, running his tongue along the seam of Bo’s lips until he opened and sent his own tongue out to play. Bo kept his hands flat on the bed, beside his head—for a full thirty seconds.

He wrapped his arms around Lucky’s back, grabbing two handfuls of T-shirt and holding on.

Lucky started to bark, “Easy now, this is my Bob Seger shirt, signed.” Wait! On second thought… “What the hell. Tear it to shreds.”

If Bo wanted the shirt off the hard way, Lucky could always hit eBay for a replacement.

The thinly worn cotton tore like tissue paper. Rips had no right sounding so good. Then Bo’s hands were on his back, tracing skin. Slightly cold, but Bo’s hands always felt good.

Rest in peace, T-shirts sacrificed to Bo’s passion. What was up with Bo ripping up all his shirts? Who the fuck cared?

Without breaking a kiss, Lucky rolled, putting Bo on top, and returned the favor with Bo’s T-Shirt. Or he tried to. He tugged, he yanked, nothing. Lucky dropped his head back on the bed. Defeated by a T-shirt. How embarrassing.

Chuckling softly, Bo stood and pulled the way-too-sturdy garment over his head, giving Lucky a show of lean muscles and dark hair.

Two days’ worth of stubble shadowed his chin and cheeks, whereas once upon a time Bo wouldn’t have left the house without being groomed to the nines. His underarms sported a smattering of inky strands. He stretched, muscles rippling under his skin. With a bit of libido-inducing smirk, he stepped out of his shoes while opening the fly of his jeans.

Down, down, came Bo’s jeans. He wore nothing underneath. What? He’d been out there all day, family milling around, commando?

If Lucky could only have a do over of today, knowing then what he knew now. But no. Meeting the family while sporting wood might not be the best idea.

Bo yanked off Lucky’s shoes, socks, jeans, and underwear like a seasoned pro.

Lucky lay crossways on the bed, legs below the knees hanging over the mattress. With more than a hint of smugness, Bo dropped to the floor, grabbed Lucky’s knees, and shoved them apart.

Oh! Forceful Bo.

Lucky liked.

A lot.

“You want to know what I thought about when I lay in this room stroking off?” Bo stared at Lucky, wicked intent gleaming in his eyes.

“What?”

“Doing things like this to some hot guy.” Bo lifted Lucky’s cock, already engorged, to his lips, lapping up the drops of moisture gathered at the head. Running his tongue from base to tip, he hummed, adding vibration to the mix.

“I’d do this”—Bo ran his tongue around Lucky’s glans—“and this”—he lapped at the end of Lucky’s cock again, more teasing than an actual suck. “But most of all, I’d do this.” Down Bo went, taking Lucky into his mouth.

Lucky groaned, body arching off the bed before he registered the movement.

Oh, God, how he wanted to reach down and wind his fingers through Bo’s hair, but his fingers wouldn’t unglue from the white chenille bedspread beneath him.

He imagined Bo lying here in the dark, stroking himself, head full of fantasies—the Bo of today, though, not the one Lucky hadn’t yet met.

Bo pulled off.

No!

He sunk lower. “And I always wondered how a man reacted to this.” Bo opened his mouth and rolled one of Lucky’s balls with his tongue.

“He’d have to fight not to blow, that’s how,” Lucky managed to say with his dry wasteland of a mouth.

Bo switched to the other ball and hummed.

“Oh, sweet…” Lucky lost his thought mid-word when Bo dragged his tongue lower still, tonguing Lucky’s taint on the way to his hole.

He lifted his head and gazed at Lucky. “This next part I’d read about on the Internet, but thought it was pretty gross at the time.” Bo swiped his tongue over Lucky’s hole. “Now I’m a fan.”

So was Lucky. Oh, hell yeah, the number one fan. President of the fan club even. Bo lifted Lucky’s legs to rest his feet on the edge of the mattress, opening him up for deeper attention.

Damn, damn, damn. Lucky’s senses fuzzed out. That tongue! That wonderful, wonderful tongue. Bo’s now-warm hands on his calves, holding him open.

If Bo kept that up, Lucky wouldn’t last.

Bo stood so abruptly Lucky whined. “Shh… Don’t worry. There’s a lot of things I wanted to try back then.”

“Touchdown!” from the next room split the silence, followed by cheers.

“Not yet.” Bo grinned. “But soon.” He grabbed Lucky’s calves again, turning him lengthwise on the bed, and shoved a pillow under his ass.

“We don’t really need that,” Lucky told him.

“I know. But every smut book I read back then had one guy putting the other’s ass on a pillow. So, work with me here.”

Knowing the payoff? Yeah, Lucky could work with that.

Besides, he must’ve read the same books. Or watched the same porn.

Bo hadn’t trimmed lately, leaving curls around his uncut cock. With a grin to do a pirate proud, he reached into his suitcase, pulled out a tube of lube, and popped the top with his thumb, gaze plastered to Lucky’s all the while.

Maintaining eye contact, he slicked his fingers. “Most of all, I wanted to know what this felt like. But since I learned a few things over the years, let’s get you ready first.” Adding more lube to his fingertips, he climbed up onto the bed. Once more he bent Lucky’s knees to press his feet flat against the mattress.

With expert care he stroked Lucky’s hole, barely inserting a fingertip.

“Don’t tease,” Lucky barked.

“Tssk, tssk, tssk.” Bo shook his head, one side of his mouth lifting. “You mustn’t rush my fantasies. Remember, these have been simmering in my brain since junior high.” Looking away to focus on the job at hand, Bo worked his fingers into Lucky while keeping up the story.

“I came back here after I got out of the Marines.” Bo worked in another finger, stretching Lucky, but not nearly enough. Yet. “Imagine the kind of things I thought about in here after that.” He gave a twist of his fingers for emphasis. “I’d gotten past dreaming of blowjobs. Way past. What I wanted then was to fuck a tight ass.”

Well hell. Bo was gonna get Lucky off with words alone if he kept going.

Bo removed his fingers and applied lube to his straining cock. Lucky wanted that cock. Wanted it inside him so badly he couldn’t think.

Anticipation thrummed through him. He would beg, but didn’t want to interrupt Bo’s fantasies.

Finally, Bo lined himself up. “This. This is what I wanted to do, sink into a willing ass.” He thrust forward, breaching the tight ring of muscle around Lucky’s entrance.

“Then I wanted to fuck the hell out of that ass.” Bo drove in deeper. “Can you imagine me in here, stroking off, thinking about sinking balls deep into a warm body?” He leaned down and whispered. “Your body.”

Oh damn. Lucky was about to blow. No, not yet, not yet!

Bo urged Lucky’s knees back toward his chest. “You like that? You like knowing I thought about doing this years ago? Fuck, you’re hot. Better than I ever imagined.”

Bo’s words came out on ragged breaths. Was Lucky supposed to talk too? Inspiration struck. “Well, about that time I’d been in a small apartment, stroking off, thinking about some hot guy plowing me.” He reared back as much as he could with little leverage.

Bo caught one of Lucky’s ankles in his hand, lifting and…

He slid home. Oh, damn! Yes!

Lucky ran his fingers through Bo’s chest hair and tweaked a nipple. Even now pressure built in his groin.

“Oh, yeah?” Sweat sheened Bo’s face. “How would he fuck you? Like this?” He gave a few shallow strokes. “Or like this?” He placed both of Lucky’s ankles onto his shoulders, grabbed Lucky’s ass firmly in his hands, and gave a hard thrust. And another. And another.

The words wouldn’t come, but this was exactly what Lucky used to dream about when he’d been alone. Or him doing the fucking. Either way, hard and fast and uncontrolled.

The bed squeaked, Bo panted, and Lucky’s brain shot out swear words he hadn’t realized he knew.

In three languages.

Cheering from the other room nearly drowned out Bo’s words. Was the TV on louder now?

“Then, after I wrecked that asshole, I’d fill it with come.” Bo’s rhythm faltered. “Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck!” Eyes closed, mouth open, he slammed home, muscles clenching.

Pulsing began inside his body, Bo filling him up. Every nerve ending on fire, Lucky pumped his cock. This was… this was…

Bo surprising him yet again.

“Ah…” Tighter and tighter the tension grew, leaving Lucky hovering over the edge. Closer, closer… Please, please, please, please, please… One more thrust and… “Oh, fuck!” His entire body bowed and jerked. Cum splashed onto his stomach.

Shock waves hit, over and over. For hours or days, aftershocks hit him every time he thought the earthquake over.

Bo flopped down on his side, winded but grinning.

From the next room the announcer shouted, “Touchdown!”

Bo nodded, head propped on his hand. “Yeah, I’d say so.”

Lucky scored one hell of a lot more than the football team.


Chapter 7

Bo and Drew sat in the living room, reliving old times it sounded like, each reminding the other of their most embarrassing moments, complete with school pictures of their awkward years.

Lucky mostly kept out of their way, offering a, “You don’t say,” or “I heard that” whenever prompted.

Becky came out of the kitchen, wiping her hands on a dish towel. “Lucky? Could you help me a moment?”

What? Lucky’s heart mule-kicked in his chest.

Bo stopped telling of Drew’s Prom Night from Hell, and some girl named Angie who made them both cringe. “What is it, Aunt Becky? Drew and I can help.”

Becky brushed his offer away with a flap of her hand. “No, you two go ahead trying to one up each other with humiliating stories. Lucky can help. And for the record, Angie settled down into one hell of a good woman. Owns her own beauty salon in Little Rock.” She leaned in and whispered to Lucky, “A far cry better than Drew’s recent girlfriends, let me tell you.”

Lucky gulped. He didn’t like being ordered around, but if he pissed her off, she likely knew places they’d never find his body.

Besides, he owed her one. More than one, for taking care of Bo all those years ago. “Yes, ma’am.” He followed her to his doom—otherwise known as the kitchen.

She pointed to a chair at the table. “Sit.”

He sat.

“Oh, I see Bo’s got you trained pretty good.” She laughed. “Coffee?”

“I’m breathing, ain’t I?” Lucky couldn’t completely act out of character, right? He’d deal with caffeine jitters later.

“I’ll take that as a yes.” Pottery clinked, coffee splashed into cups, and Becky appeared at his elbow, handing him the drink of the gods and pulling out a chair. She sank down, taking a sip from her cup. “That’s good.”

No weapons lying around meant a good thing, right? Last time he’d been taken home to meet family he’d woken up in Mexico. Oh, the nightmare of his life.

Was Becky about to tell him to go the hell away and leave her nephew alone?

Her sigh didn’t sound like she’d prepared to rip his head off. “I don’t know how much Bo told you about his childhood, but I don’t want you having bad feelings toward me or the rest of the family.”

What the ever-loving fuck? “Bad feelings? Why would I do that?”

“Because of how long he and Drew had to suffer from my brother’s abuse.” She ran a hand through her hair, tangling the copper locks. “We didn’t know. We honestly didn’t.

“Well, that’s not completely right. Truth is, there was so much going on at the time, the signs were easy to ignore. I lived with my mother while going to tech school, and she was fighting a losing battle with cancer. Between her appointments and my school, I barely saw them.” She shook her head. “And his mother was so wonderful. If she hadn’t died, she’d never have let Will hurt them.

“My mother died, and I moved out of the house so the estate could be divided. I moved into a trailer, worked a full-time job, and went to school.” She gave a humorless laugh. “I couldn’t do that now, let me tell you.

“Then my brother… Did Bo tell you this part? About the neighbor’s house fire?”

“Yes.” He wouldn’t put her through the hell of retelling the worst night of Bo’s life, when Bo’s father tied Bo and Drew to their beds and went out drinking.

They’d both smelled smoke and thought they were about to burn to death. Drew’s screams had conjured up horrifying images for Bo.

Yup. Will Schollenberger needed a good ass whipping.

“Good, because every time I think about it, I want to find my brother and kick his ass all over again.”

Two things in that statement stood out in Lucky’s mind. “Again?”

Becky gave a sheepish shrug. “Well, he was more than a little drunk. Wasn’t hard. I broke his nose and bruised his ribs.”

Go, Aunt Becky! “What do you mean find him?”

“Didn’t Bo tell you? After being arrested for child neglect and endangerment, the asshole got out on bail and nobody’s seen him since. He could be anywhere. Good fucking riddance.”

“Wasn’t your bail money, was it?”

Becky shook her head and snorted. “No. I’d have paid him to leave anyway. Would have been easier if he’d just given me custody of the kids, but no, he always had to do things the hard way.” Her eyes shimmered and her bottom lip trembled. She wiped at the tears with the back of her hand and gave a good sniff.

Fuck! What should Lucky do? He’d never been much good at offering comfort.

Before he could do anything, she continued the story. “Anyway, into foster care they went. Those poor boys. None of the family stepped up, so I did, though the courts didn’t want to give them to me. Would rather they go to a family of strangers than a single woman who knew and wanted them. Morons. I quit school, worked my ass off, proved I was more than capable, and Bo and Drew came home with me.”

Then Ink stepped in and made their lives better. “Ma’am, if you don’t mind me asking, how old were you at the time?”

She sniffed again. “I’d just turned twenty.” The soft words nearly didn’t reach Lucky’s ears.

Twenty? Lucky couldn’t have taken care of a houseplant at twenty, let alone two half-grown kids. “Well, damn, you were a young ‘un yourself.”

“I grew up quick. I had to.”

Things clicked into place, why Bo thought he’d betrayed his aunt by not talking about his raising. This woman had given up her plans and dreams to take care of her brother’s children. A no account brother who likely never paid a cent to support them, or even sent a card on their birthdays. Lucky wouldn’t ask.

“Then I met Ink. I hadn’t planned on even dating. Was focused on seeing my boys never had to worry about anything again.” She gave a genuine smile. “He wouldn’t take no for an answer. Man, the things he did to prove himself.”

“You never married.” He’d wondered about that.

“No. We don’t need a piece of paper to tie us together. I’d show you the tattoo with his name on it, but I’m thinking you really don’t want to go there.” She snickered.

Mental image Lucky didn’t need in five, four, three, two… Time for a change of subject. “You sacrificed a lot.”

Becky snorted, wringing a dish towel in her hands. The barely visible lines on her face were more pronounced with the morning sun shining through the kitchen window. “No, I didn’t. I didn’t sacrifice one damned thing. I wouldn’t trade anything for those two.” She gestured with her head toward the living room door.

“He looks up to you, you know.” So much so that he kicked himself for what he called betrayal.

“I know I wasn’t perfect, but I raised him as best I could.” She patted Lucky’s hand, then shook herself. “I didn’t bring you in here to tell you my sad story.” She hopped up, left the room to go outside, and returned. The small wooden box she placed on the table had seen better days, with scrapes across the lid and rusty hinges.

“These are some of my father’s things. I thought Bo might like to have them. If I try to give them to him, he’ll turn them down, I know him. Would you do me a favor and sneak them to him every now and then, at Christmas or his birthday? For years Mama and Daddy’s stuff sat out in the shed. I finally brought myself to go through and sort out the mess.”

She opened the box. Nothing much inside. A pair of cufflinks, tie tack, silver dollar, and some other odds and ends. “Will you dole these out to him?”

Lucky would’ve just given Bo the box, but if Becky wanted the things handed out over time… “I can do that.”

Before he registered movement, she swooped in and kissed his cheek. “Thank you, Lucky. I’m so glad he has you.”

Bo’s family approved of him. Was glad Bo met him.

And the world didn’t come to a fiery end.

Maybe Hell froze over.


Chapter 8

Bo gave a final wave out of the truck window and pulled from the driveway. “I’m sorry my family got up in your face so much. They can be a little… hard to take. But they mean well.”

But they mean well. The ending to a lot of cautionary tales. “They weren’t what I was expecting. I mean, I still can’t get over your aunt. The only picture I ever saw was when you were younger, and dressed in your Marine uniform. She wore a dress and her hair down. Not a tattoo in sight.”

She’d shoved a mailer full of photos into Lucky’s suitcase and dared him to remove them. One day she’d have to meet Lucky’s mother.

May God have mercy on the world.

“I think she’s added a few since I joined the bureau.” Bo paused at a stop sign for way too long, particularly as no cars approached from either direction.

Oh, shit. Had seeing family gotten him depressed? Reminded him of all he wanted to forget? Was he still upset over being ashamed? “What’s on your mind?”

“Nothing.” The way Bo mumbled the word said whatever rattled around his brain wasn’t “nothing.”

Lucky turned as much as his seatbelt allowed to face Bo. “Didn’t you say we shouldn’t lie to each other?”

Bo’s exhale would have sent papers fluttering from the dash if they’d been in Lucky’s car. “I’m just not sure if you’re ready to hear this or not.”

Uh-oh. Not good. Like ripping off a Band-Aid, better to get shit over with fast. “Out with it.”

Elbow parked against the window, head propped on his hand, Bo swiveled his head until their eyes met. At one time, every emotion played out on his face. Lately, thanks to undercover training, he’d learned to become unreadable. “Being around the family, especially the kids, has me thinking.”

“Go on,” Lucky urged, throat so tight he barely got the words out.

“We’ve talked about letting Charlotte help us have a child, but never really set a time frame. Are you ready to act on that?”

What? Now? Was he? Lucky’s heart kicked into overdrive. In a way he couldn’t wait to hold a little Bo in his arms, in another way he worried he’d screw things up. For one of the few times in his life, he needed to be the voice of reason. “If we had a baby next year, I’ll be close to sixty when the kid graduates high school.” Scary thought, being surrounded by young parents and everyone thinking Lucky a grandfather and not a father.

“How old are you going to be in nineteen years if we don’t have a kid?”

How did Bo always have a logical take for everything? “Good point.”

“It doesn’t matter what age we are. We’ll love this kid, do our best to raise them right. Are we going to screw up occasionally? Oh, hell yes. All parents do.”

Lucky chose not to think about how badly Bo’s own father screwed up. “What about Landry? He’s still out there.”

“What about him? Are you going to let your fear keep you from living your life the way you want to?” Bo wrapped warm fingers around Lucky’s on the console. The man always could calm Lucky’s ass down. “I’m thinking Nestor’s guys will find him long before he dares come back to Atlanta.”

True. Still. “I don’t know.” Yes, Lucky did, actually, He wanted a child. With Bo. They’d finally told people what they planned, and nobody pushed back—yet. No telling what Lucky’s family might say, but he’d lived for years without their approval. Somehow, he didn’t think Sheila Lucklighter capable of turning down another grandchild, no matter how she got them. She complained often enough that a woman who had five kids ought to have more than three grandchildren.

“I won’t push you if you’re not ready.” Bo took his hand back and returned to the business of driving.

And didn’t that swing the argument farther Bo’s way? Bo wouldn’t push. Even though he really, really, wanted a child. He’d put Lucky’s needs before his own. He’d put a child’s needs before his own too. Lucky stood on the brink of one of the biggest decisions of his life, not to be taken lightly.

Truth was, they had a nice house, good jobs, good insurance, and both their counselors deemed them not a threat to society. Sure, they’d had rough patches in the past, but nothing remained on their records.

There was absolutely no reason to put off what they both wanted. Besides, Charlotte had taken to warning him that her necessary parts wouldn’t function indefinitely, and he should make up his mind soon. “Okay.”

Bo whipped his head around. “Okay, what?”

Making him say the words? Well, under the circumstances, best to ensure they understood each other completely. “Yes, I want a kid. Let’s do it.” With Thanksgiving over, Christmas loomed on the horizon and, God willing, he and Bo would finally get to spend the holidays together, in their own home.

Would they have a little Bo to share the season with next year? Lucky’s eyes burned and he blinked hard to clear them.

Bo grinned. “You mean it?”

“I wouldn’t say something like this if I didn’t.”

Reaching across the seat, Bo took Lucky’s hand in his once more. “I love you.” His face had to hurt from his wide grin.

Lucky squeezed Bo’s fingers. “I love you too.”

The radio stations all seem to play Christmas music, so Bo pulled up a playlist on his phone.

The first song? Achy Breaky Heart.

“Damn it, T-Rex! Did you put that on my phone?”

Lucky couldn’t answer while singing off-key at the top of his lungs.

When the song finally ended, Bo cut Lucky some seriously threatening side-eye. “You are not, I repeat, you are not teaching that song to our kid.”

Would it work as a lullaby?
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[image: ]There are good guys, bad guys, and then there’s Lucky.

Former drug trafficker Richmond “Lucky” Lucklighter flaunts his past like a badge of honor. He speaks his mind, doesn’t play nice, and flirts with disaster while working off his sentence with the Southeastern Narcotics Bureau. If he can keep out of trouble a while longer he’ll be a free man–after he trains his replacement.

Textbook-quoting, by the book Bo Schollenberger is everything Lucky isn’t. Lucky slurps coffee, Bo lives caffeine free. Lucky worships bacon, Bo eats tofu. Lucky trusts no one, Bo calls suspects by first name. Yet when the chips are down on their shared case of breaking up a drug diversion ring, they may have more in common than they believe.

Two men. Close quarters. Friction results in heat. But Lucky scoffs at partnerships, no matter how thrilling the roller-coaster. Bo has two months to break down Lucky’s defenses… and seconds are ticking by.

At your favorite bookstore.

[image: ]Dead men can’t love.

Former drug trafficker Richmond “Lucky” Lucklighter “died” in the line of duty while working off a ten-year sentence in service to the Southeastern Narcotics Bureau, only to be reborn as Simon “Lucky” Harrison. The newbie he trained, former Marine Bo Schollenberger, is now his partner on (and maybe off) the job. It’s hard to tell when Lucky doesn’t understand relationships or have a clue what any sane human is doing in his bed. Bo’s nice to have around, sure, but there’s none of that picking-out-china-together crap for Lucky.

While fighting PTSD, memories of a horrid childhood, and a prescription drug addiction, Bo is paying for his mistakes. Using his pharmacy license for the good guys provides the sort of education he never got in school. Undercover with his hard-headed partner, Bo learns that not everything is as it seems in the world of pharmaceuticals.

When a prescription drug shortage jeopardizes the patients at Rosario Children’s Cancer Center, it not only pits Bo and Lucky against predatory opportunists, but also each other. How can they tell who the villains are? The bad guys don’t wear black hats, but they might wear white coats.

At your favorite bookstore.

[image: ]Winner 2014 Rainbow Awards Best Gay Mystery / Thriller.

Renegade biker. Drug runner. Recovering addict. Wanted by the Southeastern Narcotics Bureau. But he isn’t a crook, he’s the law.

SNB Agent Bo Schollenberger’s solved his cases using his brains and not a gun, and with his partner, not alone. Now he’s handed a tough new case involving designer drugs that turn users violent. One false move could end his life as he immerses himself into a motorcycle gang to locate the source. His fate depends on how well he can impersonate someone else. Someone named Cyrus Cooper.

Cyrus is everything Bo Schollenberger isn’t, including the badass enforcer for a smuggling ring. He establishes pecking order with his fists and doesn’t take shit from anybody, not even the undercover agent who comes to help his case.

Simon “Lucky” Harrison’s always been the best, whichever side of the law he was on. Former trafficker turned SNB agent, he damned well ought to be undercover in this motorcycle gang, instead of hanging around the office going crazy with new policies, new people, and “inter-departmental cooperation” that sticks him in a classroom. Yet he’s passed over for the SNB’s biggest case in decades in favor of the rookie who shares his bed. A man Lucky thought he knew.

When survival depends on a web of tangled lies, lines blur, worlds collide, and a high stakes game turns friend to foe. Lucky knows the difference between Bo the agent and Cyrus the outlaw, but does Bo?

At your favorite bookstore.
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[image: ]Joshua Hannes, the concierge of the Vivaldi Central Park Hotel prides himself on fulfilling every impossible request. Tickets to a sold-out show? A purple dye job for a purse dog? A last-minute table at a premier hotspot? No problem.

But the penthouse guest wants what?

Self-made billionaire Craig Ridley’s in New York on business, but at the end of the day, he wants to relax with someone interesting. The concierge should be able to supply an entertaining companion. Just for a little conversation. Dinner and a card game, not sex.

Craig didn’t expect the concierge to personally volunteer to be a rental friend, and he really didn’t expect to get attached. How can a paid service ever turn real?

A billion reasons why they shouldn’t be together. A billion and one reasons why they should.

At your favorite bookstore.

[image: ]The lights go down and stage lights up. The Dark Angels have arrived. With his come-hither voice and body made for sin, lead singer Angel Luv draws lovers like a magnet. And when he caresses and taunts shy guitarist Darius Stone on stage, well…it’s an act, right? But every touch lights a fire, and every flirtatious glance chips away at Dare’s certainty that he’s straight. No one else has so captured his imagination.

Temptation beckons. It’s hard not to notice the want in Dare’s eyes, the way he stares when he thinks Angel’s not watching. One wrong move might scare him away, but a work trip to exotic Bali might be the perfect place to let Dare explore his sexuality, with none to be the wiser. But their “friends with benefits” pact has an expiration date, that just might sour their friendship.

At your favorite bookstore

Your next great read is at Rocky Ridge Books. Join the newsletter for the latest from Eden and the crew.
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