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   Chapter 1
 
    
 
   Meg
 
   How did just stopping quickly to get dog food and shampoo turn into an over flowing basket and a surplus pack of paper towels? 
 
                 “Put the paper towels down and back away slowly.” I mumbled to myself as I walked past a display of air fresheners and wondered if I needed any.
 
                 “Oh dear. Oh my. I… Ah… Oh my.” 
 
                 I tore my thoughts away from air fresheners and looked down the aisle to an elderly woman who was leaning against the shelf, fanning herself. “Are you ok, ma‘am?” 
 
                 “Oh dear. I just… I just got a little… dizzy. ” I looked over the woman and saw her hands shaking as she brushed her white hair out of her face. The woman had on denim capris and a white button down short sleeve shirt and surprisingly three inch wedge heels.  
 
                 “Ok, well, why don’t we try to find you a place to sit down until you get your bearings?” I shifted the basket and paper towels under one arm to help her to the bench that I had seen by the shoe rack two aisles over. “Are you here with anyone?” I asked as I guided her down the aisle.
 
                 “Oh no. I’m here by myself. I just needed a few things.”
 
                 “I only needed two things and now my basket is overflowing and I still haven’t gotten the things I came in for.”
 
                 The woman plopped down on the bench chuckling, shaking her head. “Tell me about it. Happens to me every time too.” 
 
                 “Is there something I can do for you? Has this happened to you before?” She really was looking rather pale.
 
                 “Unfortunately yes. I ran out of the house today without eating breakfast. I’m diabetic. I should know by now that I can’t do that.” My mom was also diabetic so I knew exactly what the woman was talking about.  Luckily, I also knew what to do to help.
 
                 “Just sit right here and I’ll be right back. Is there someone you want to call to give you a ride home? Driving right now probably isn’t the best idea.” I set the basket and towels on the floor, keeping my wallet in my hand.
 
                 “I suppose I should call my son. He should be able to give me a ride.” The woman said as she dug her phone out of her purse. 
 
                 I left the woman to her phone call and headed to the candy aisle that I had been trying to ignore.  I grabbed a bag of licorice, chips, and a diet soda and went to the check out. The dollar store didn’t really offer a healthy selection but this would do in a pinch. The woman just needed to get her blood sugars back up.
 
                 I grabbed my things after paying and headed back to the bench. I ripped open the bag and handed it to the woman. “Oh dear, you didn’t have to buy that. I could have given you money.”
 
                 “Don’t worry about it. I hope if this would happen to my mom there would be someone to help her if I wasn’t around.”
 
                 “Well, that’s awfully nice of you. My names Ethel Birch by the way.”
 
                 “It’s nice to meet you, Ethel. I’m Meg Grain. I also got you some chips and a soda.” I popped open the soda and handed it to Ethel.
 
                 “Oh thank you, honey. My son is on the way here, should be only five minutes. You can get going if you want to, you don’t need to sit with an old woman.” Ethel said as she ate a piece of candy and took a slug of soda.
 
                 “No problem. The only plans I had today was to take a nap before work tonight. Delaying my plans by ten minutes won’t be a problem.” 
 
                 “Well, in that case, you can help me eat this licorice. It’s my favorite, but I shouldn’t eat this all by myself. Where do you work at?” Ethel asked as she offered the bag to me.
 
                 “The factory right outside of town. I work in the warehouse, second shift.” I grabbed a piece and sat down on the floor. If I was going to wait for Ethel’s son to show up, might as well be comfortable while I waited for him.
 
                 “Really? Never would have thought that. Figured you would have said nurse or something like that. Seems like you would have to be tough to work in a warehouse, sounds like a man’s job.”
 
                 I laughed. “Honestly, Ethel that is not the first time I have heard that and it probably won't be the last. You definitely need a certain attitude to deal with those truckers walking through the door. I have an awesome co-worker, so he helps out when truckers have a problem with a woman loading their truck.”
 
                 “Sounds like you give them hell. My Tim was a trucker before he passed. I know exactly what you are talking about.” Ethel took another drink of her soda and set it on the bench next to her.
 
                 “Feeling better?”
 
                 “Surprisingly, yes. It’s a wonder what a little candy can do. How much do I owe you?” Ethel asked as she reached for her purse by her feet.
 
                 “Don’t worry about it. I’m just glad that I was here to help.” 
 
                 “Mom! Where are you?” Someone yelled from the front of the store.
 
                 “Oh good, Lo’s here. You’ll have to meet him.” Ethel cupped her hands around her mouth and yelled to him she was in the back.
 
                 I started getting up off the floor and remembered I wasn’t exactly as flexible as I use to be while struggling to get up.
 
                 “Ma, you ok?” I was halfway to standing with my butt up in the air when his voice made me pause.
 
                 It sounded like the man was gurgling broken glass when he spoke. Raspy and so sexy. Those three words he spoke sent shocks to my core. Lord knows the last time I felt anything in my core.
 
                 “Yes, I’m fine. I forgot to eat breakfast this morning and started to get dizzy when Meg here was nice enough to help me out until you could get here.” Ethel turned to me. “Lo, this is Meg, Meg this is Lo.”
 
                 Oh lord. 
 
                 I couldn’t talk. The man standing in front of me was… oh lord.  I couldn’t even think of a word to describe him.  
 
                 I looked him up and down and I’m sure my mouth was hanging wide open.  I took in his scuffed up motorcycle boots and faded, stained ripped jeans that hugged his thighs and made me want to ask the man to spin so I could see what those jeans were doing for his ass. I moved my eyes up to his t-shirt that was tight around his shoulders and chest and showed he worked out.
 
                 I couldn’t remember the last time I worked out. Did walking to the mailbox count as exercise? Of course, I only remembered to get the mail about twice a week, so that probably didn’t count.
 
                 His arms were covered in tattoos. I could see them peeking out from the collar of his shirt and could only imagine what he looked like with his shirt off. Tattoos were my ultimate addiction on a man. Even one tattoo added at least 10 points to a man’s hotness. This guy was off the fucking charts.
 
                 My eyes locked with his after my wonderful voyage up his body and I stopped breathing.
 
                 “Hey, Meg. See something you like, darling?” Lo rumbled at me with a smirk on his face.
 
                 Busted. I sucked air back into my lungs and tried to remember how to breath.
 
                  Lo’s eyes were the color of fresh cut grass, bright green. His hair was jet black and cut close to his head with a pair of kick ass aviators sitting on top of his head. He was golden tan and gorgeous. The man was sex on a stick. Plain and simple.
 
                 “Uh, hey.” I choked out. 
 
                 Lo’s lips curved up into a grin and I looked down to see if my panties fell off. The man had a panty-dropping smile and he wasn’t even smiling that big. I would have to take cover or risk fainting if he smiled any bigger.
 
                 “Thanks for looking after my ma for me. I’m glad I was in town today and not out on a run.” Lo said. 
 
                 Ok. Get it together Meg. You are a 36-year-old woman and this man has rendered me speechless like a sixteen-year-old girl. I needed to say something.
 
                 “Say something.” I blurted out. Good lord, did I really just say that. Lo quirked up his eyebrow and his smirk returned. 
 
                 “Ugh, I mean no problem. I didn’t really do that much. No problem.” I looked at Ethel, while Lo was smirking at me; Ethel had a full-blown smile on her face and was beaming at me.
 
                 “You were a life saver, Meg! I don’t know what I would have done if you weren’t here.” Ethel looked at Lo and grinned even bigger. “You should have seen her, Lo. She knew just what to do to help me. I could have sworn she was a nurse the way she took charge. She’s not though, just has a good head on her shoulders and decided to help this old lady out.”
 
                 “That’s good, Ma. You got all your shit you need so we can get going? I got some stuff going on at the garage that I dropped to get over here fast.” 
 
                 I took that as my cue to leave and ripped my eyes off Lo and bent over to get my basket and paper towels.
 
                 “Yes son, that’s my stuff right here. I just want to get Meg’s number before she leaves.” 
 
                 “Why do you need my number?” I asked as I juggled my basket and towels.
 
                 Ethel grabbed her purse off the ground and started digging through it again. “Well, you won’t let me pay you back for the snacks you got for me so I figured I could pay you back by inviting you over for dinner some time. So what’s your number sweetheart?”
 
                 “I don’t eat dinner.” I blurted out. I was really going to have to have a talk with my brain and mouth when I got home. They needed to get their shit together and start working in unison so I wouldn’t sound like such an idiot.
 
                 “You don’t eat dinner? Please don’t tell me you're on a diet.” Lo said as he looked me up and down. 
 
                 “No.” I said. Lord knew I should be.
 
                 Lo and Ethel just stared at me.
 
                 “So, no, you don’t eat dinner?” Lo asked again.
 
                 “Yes. I mean no, I’m not on a diet. Yes, I eat dinner. I just work at night so I meant that I wouldn’t be able to come to dinner.” I looked at Lo and blushed about ten shades of red. “Why is this so hard?”
 
                 “What’s hard, sweetheart? Can’t remember your phone number? I can barely remember mine too. Don’t worry about not being able to make it to dinner; I can have you over for lunch. You eat lunch right?” Ethel asked with a smirk on her face. Lo had a full-blown smile on his face, even his eyes were smiling at me. That smile ought to be illegal.
 
                 I could see where Lo got his looks from. With Lo and Ethel standing next to each other, I could totally see the resemblance. Especially when they were both smirking. 
 
                 I had to get out of here. I’m normally the one with the one and making everyone laugh, now I couldn’t even put two words together.
 
                 “Lunch would be good.” I rattled off my number and Ethel jotted it down.
 
                 “Ok, sweetheart, I’ll let you get your nap. I’ll give you a call later and we can figure out a day we can get together.” Ethel shoved the pen and paper back in her bag and leaned into me for a hug.
 
                 I awkwardly hugged her back and patted her on the shoulder. “Sounds good. Have a good day Ethel. Uh, it was nice meeting you Lo.” I mumbled as my gaze wandered over Lo again.
 
                 “You too Meg. See you around.” Lo replied.
 
                 I gave them both a jaunty wave and booked it to the check out. Thankfully there wasn’t a line and I quickly made my escape to my car. I threw my things in the trunk and hopped in. I grabbed my phone out of my pocket and plugged it into the radio and turned on my chill playlist, as the soothing sounds of Fleetwood Mac filled the car.
 
                 Music was the one thing in my life that had gotten me through so much shit. Good or bad, there was always a song that I could play and it would make everything better. Right now I just needed to unscramble my brain and get my bearings. Fleetwood Mac singing “Landslide” was helping.
 
                 I pulled out of the parking lot and headed home. All I needed was to forget about today. If Ethel called for lunch I would say yes because she did remind me so much of mom, but I wasn’t going to let Lo enter my thoughts any more. A woman like me definitely did not register on his radar, he was better just forgotten.
 
                 When I was halfway home, I realized I forgot dog food and shampoo. 
 
                 Shit.
 
   ======
 
   Lo
 
                I helped mom finish her shopping and loaded all her crap into the truck. I looked around the parking lot for Meg, hoping she hadn’t left yet so I could get another look at her. As soon as I saw her ass waving in the air as she struggled to stand up, I knew I had to be inside her.
 
                 It took all my willpower to not get a hard-on as her eyes ran over my body. Fucking chick was smokin’ hot and didn’t even know it.
 
                 “Thanks for coming to get me, Lo.” Ma said, as she interrupted my thoughts about Meg.
 
                 “No problem, Ma. I’ll get one of the guys to bring your car to you later. Make sure it’s locked.” Ma dug her keys out of her huge ass purse and beeped the locks. We both got into the shop truck and I started it up.
 
                 “Sure was nice of that Meg to help out. I don’t know what I would have done without her.” 
 
                 “Yup, definitely nice of her.” I shifted the truck in drive, keeping my foot on the brake, knowing exactly where mom was headed with this.
 
                 “You should ask her out.” All I could do was shake my head and laugh.
 
                  “Straight to the point huh, ma?”
 
                 “I’m old, I can say what I want. Meg is just the thing you need.”
 
                 “I didn’t know I needed anything.” I said as I pulled out of the parking lot and headed to Ma’s house.
 
                 “You need someone in your life besides that club.” My mom grabbed her phone out of her purse and started fiddling with it.
 
                 “We’ll see ma. Meg didn’t seem too thrilled with me.” She definitely liked what she saw but it was like she couldn’t get away from me quick enough when she saw that Ma was going to be ok.
 
                 “Well, you are pretty intimidating, Lo. Thank goodness you didn’t wear your cut.”
 
                 My leather vest with my club rockers and patches was a part of me. “What the hell is wrong with my cut? If some bitch can’t handle me in my cut, she sure as shit don’t belong with me.” I growled.
 
                 “Not what I meant Lo. That girl has been hurt, you can see it in her eyes. You’ll have to be gentle with her.”
 
                 My phone dinged. I dug it out of my pocket and saw my mom had texted me. “You texted me her number, ma?”
 
                 “Use it, Logan, fix her.” She insisted.
 
                 I sighed and pulled into mom’s driveway. “Maybe she doesn’t want to be fixed ma. Maybe she has a boyfriend.”
 
                 “She doesn’t. Call her, or I’ll do it for you.” She ordered.
 
                 I knew my mom’s threat wasn’t idle. She totally would call Meg and ask her out for me. Fuck. “I’ll help you get your shit inside ma.”
 
                 “I’ll make you lunch and then you can call Meg.”  Ma said, as she jumped out of the truck and grabbed some bags.
 
                 I watched her walk into her house and looked at the message she had sent me. I saved Meg’s number to my phone and grabbed the rest of Ma’s shit and headed into the house.
 
                 Looked like I was calling Meg.
 
   =======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   Meg
 
                 After my crazy morning at the Dollar Store, I put all my stuff away and started a new list of things I needed on the fridge. Dog food and shampoo got top billing on the list. I was running dangerously low on both things.
 
                 The overflowing sink full of dishes was giving me the stink eye and I knew I should do them. Instead, I flipped the sink off, ripped a piece of paper out of a notebook and left a note for Remy. He could do them when he got home from school. I put a twenty dollar bill on top. Problem solved.
 
                 Looking at the clock I saw there were four hours before I had to be at work. I was exhausted and would be needing a nap. I grabbed some panties and a sleep shirt from my dresser and headed into the bathroom before I keeled over.
 
                 Remy was my fantastic, most awesome son ever. I love him. Plain and simple.
 
   Remy was always telling me I don’t need to wake up in the mornings with him before school. He was right; he was sixteen and could totally handle getting himself out the door on time for school. Damn kid was more put together then his mom is. I don’t get up with him because I think he can’t get himself ready, I do it because otherwise I wouldn’t have any time to spend with him. 
 
                 Working from three to eleven Sunday through Thursday, I barely see Remy. Dragging my butt out of bed after only getting a couple hours of sleep to be up by at six to spend an hour and half with him before he runs off to school is necessary. After he goes to school, I clean, run errands, and any other odd things that needed to be done. Than I would normally pass out for a few hours before work. It was a weird schedule, but it works.
 
                 I shared custody of Remy with my douche of an ex-husband, Hunter. We had been married for twelve years and divorced for the past five years. Yes, I had gotten married when I was nineteen. Looking back on marrying so young, I realized it was not the right choice at all, but that’s what happens when you’re young, stupid, have low self-esteem, and the first guy in eighteen years shows a little interest in you.  You end up married, pregnant, and alone, while your newly acquired husband runs off with his friends and leaves you alone with a newborn with no idea how to take care him. Thank goodness I had my mom and sister to help me out
 
                 The decision to get a divorce was one of the hardest, and also one of the easiest, decisions I have ever made. It wasn’t a good marriage at all. In the end we both just stayed married for so long because of Remy.  
 
                  We have a pretty lax visitation schedule when it comes to Remy. A lot of the time Remy will spend the evenings with his dad, then come to my house to sleep and wake up at our house. Weekends are pretty much every other, but there are always exceptions. Hunter is big into hunting and fishing and had gotten Remy into in too so they are always out on the boat or traipsing through the woods. As long as Rem was happy, I was fine with the arrangement.
 
                 I grabbed Rem’s dirty clothes off the floor and threw them into the hamper. God forbid he would put his clothes in the hamper instead of on the floor next to the hamper. Boys.
 
   I plugged my phone into the speaker that was set up on the tank of the toilet and fired up the shower playlist. I had a play list for pretty much anything. Chill, shower, cleaning, pissed off, you name it; there was a play list for it.
 
                 Steam and the sound of Journey crooning about a lonely girl taking the midnight train to anywhere filled the bathroom as I got undressed.
 
                 I looked in the mirror and cringed. Hopefully my hair looked a lot better during my encounter with Lo. Right now it just looked like a maroon rats nest on the top of my head. I would be the first to tell you, my name is Meg, and I am addicted to dyeing my hair. Red, maroon, purple, black, brown, even blonde at one point in my life, you name it, my hair has been that color. On further inspection of myself in the mirror, I had bags under my eyes and dark circles that just made me look tired. Fabulous.
 
                 Hunter never told me I was pretty. Or gorgeous. Or anything flattering. At one point I would have been thrilled for him to tell me I looked ok. He never commented when I changed my hair color or hairstyle (which was often and each time very noticeable.) Never commented when my weight would fluctuate (which it did quite often through our twelve years together.)
 
                 When I would try to stand by him in public he would always move away from me like he didn’t want people to know he married me, let alone know me. In all honestly, he acted like he was just disgusted with me. He did wonders for my ego. Not!
 
                 I tried so hard those first ten years of marriage to make it something more and I just couldn’t. He told me he wasn’t the type of guy to say things about hair or looks, and that I knew that when I married him (I so did not!). He wasn’t going to change for me, end of story. 
 
                 The last two years of hell (I mean our marriage), I had completely checked out. I weighed the most I ever had and I ate to be happy, but I never got happy. I just got bigger, and when I got bigger, my low self-esteem became nonexistent
 
                 Hunter started noticing that I wouldn’t say I love you anymore. I would say “me too” or act like I didn’t hear him. He finally called me on it and I just couldn’t lie anymore. I loved him for giving me Remy, but that was it. Any love I had for him before had gone away a long time ago. 
 
                 He got pissed. 
 
                 I cried. 
 
                 He yelled. 
 
                 I cried more.
 
                 That was a typical fight between us. Except that time, Hunter left and I let him go. We both knew it was over and there was no going back.
 
                 Of course, Hunter called me every name in the book and tried to make my life hell that first year after the divorce but I didn’t let it bother me and that drove Hunter crazy. Silence drove him bat shit crazy, to be exact. He always had to be talking, even if it was nothing he was saying, you had better listen and you had better have a comment when he was done talking. I had no comment after all the things he said about me, just silence. He finally just left me alone and that was where we are now. We talked when it was about Remy and that was all we talked about. 
 
                 It. Was. Awesome. 
 
                 Now I was working on getting my confidence back. I never use to look in the mirror unless it was first thing in the morning getting ready or at night washing my face, those were the only times.               
 
                 Now, I made myself look in the mirror and was learning to love the person staring back. I had lost some weight since the divorce, but was still a big girl. I was a size eighteen, with lots of boob and lots of ass. (I really had lots of everything.)  I was always going to be curvy.
 
                 My face had finally gotten out of puberty two years ago to where it didn’t constantly break out. A woman in her thirties having constant breakouts was ridiculous, then just one day it stopped. Not that I was going to question it, I was just going to go with it and pray it never came back. My face was round and full and had an average look. I barely ever wore makeup because I just didn’t see the point and really wasn’t a girly girl. I would rather be out helping dad work on an old car then spending an hour each day worrying about how I looked.
 
                 I jumped in the shower deciding that was enough looking in the mirror. If I looked too long, I started seeing all the things I hated.  I washed up and sang along with Journey for a couple songs and felt my fatigue hit me hard as I stepped out of the shower. I threw on my clothes and went to crash.
 
   ========
 
   Meg
 
                 I rolled over and heard “Compass” by Lady Antebellum blaring from my phone. I pulled the pillow off my head and looked at the time. It was only one o’clock. Everyone I knew knows not to call me during the afternoon unless it was an emergency.
 
                 “This better be an emergency. You know how much I love my sleep.” I mumbled into the phone, putting the pillow back over my head. I had forgotten to pull the curtains and sunlight was streaming in through the window.
 
                 “No, I don’t know how much you like to sleep darling, but now I do.” I shot up, knocking the pillow off my head and kicked my dog, Blue, in the head. 
 
                  It was Lo. Why the heck was he calling? Maybe something happened to Ethel. Wait, did he just call me darling? 
 
                 “Did something happen to your mom?” I demanded.
 
                 “No. She’s good. Actually making a pie right now for tomorrow.” Lo said.
 
                 I breathed a sigh of relief and took a breathe. “Ok. That’s good. So why did you call me?” I asked, as I laid back down and Blue jumped off the bed. Blue was just like me, sleep was golden and nobody better interrupt it.
 
                 “I was calling to ask-”
 
                 “Wait. How did you get my number?” I interrupted him.
 
                 “From my mom, darling. You gave it to her this morning.” He chuckled.
 
                 “Shit, that’s right. I forgot. Sorry. Proceed.” 
 
                 “Thanks for the permission.” Lo rumbled into the phone. 
 
                 I slapped myself on the forehead and winced. “Sorry. I’m not a morning person.”
 
                 “It’s one in the afternoon, you missed morning by an hour, Meg.” I could hear the smile in his voice. Apparently I was entertaining.
 
                 “I mean, I need time to um… ahh… wake up before my brain starts to function properly.” Jeez, now I sounded like moron. 
 
                 “I got ya, babe. I’ll let ya get back to sleep but I just wanted to ask you if you wanted to meet me for a drink tonight?” 
 
                 Hmm, babe? Not quite as good as darling but still good. Wait, did he just ask me out for a drink? “What?”
 
                 “You want to meet me at The Tavern for a drink after you get off work?” Lo asked again.
 
                 “I did hear you right the first time; I guess I was just shocked you wanted to meet up with me.”
 
                 “Why wouldn’t I want to get a drink with you? Buy you a couple drinks, thank you for helping my mom today.” Lo reasoned.
 
                 Therefore, this was like a pity drink. Got it. That made more sense than Lo actually wanting to go out with me, just a drink. “Sure, sounds good. I live right down the street from there. We normally go there after work on Thursday, so I won’t be there till after midnight.” I told him.
 
                 “No problem, darling. Hold on a sec.” I heard Ethel yelling something to Lo. “My mom wants to know if you can make it tomorrow for lunch.”
 
                 “Um, yea. Should be fine. I just need to know where.”
 
                 “I’ll text you her address and a time.” Lo said.
 
                 “Ok, well, I guess I’ll see you tonight.”
 
                 “Looking forward to it, darling.” I started to say bye but realized Lo had already hung up.
 
                 Darling.  How many times did he call me that, three or four? His voice just sends shock waves through me, especially when he calls me darling.  
 
                 “It’s just a drink. He just wants to say thanks for helping Ethel today. Nothing more, nothing less. Right, Bluesy? You’re all I need.” I crooned to Blue.
 
                 Blue, my Basset Hound, sat at the foot of my bed, crying. “Can’t get up, Bluesy?” I leaned over the edge and looked at the dog. He really was cute looking, in a pathetic kind of way. He had ears that were about five times too big for his head and droopy looking eyes. He was black, brown, and white with black freckles running up his white legs. He was adorable.
 
                 Blue looked at me and placed his front paws on the bed, begging for me to help him up. “Might as well get up Blue and make some dinner for work tonight. What ya in the mood for sweet boy?” I scratched Blue behind his ears and crawled out of bed.
 
                 Blue walked into the kitchen and came back with his food bowl and dropped it at my feet. “Silly boy. How about I fill your bowl, and I’ll whip up some cheeseburgers for Remy and Troy.” Troy was my co-worker, we had been working together for the past twelve years. Besides Rem and my family, Troy was the only other person I was close to. We were like brother and sister.
 
                 Troy was six years younger than me, had his own house, was freaking’ hilarious and my best friend. Troy was both mine and Hunter’s friend before the divorce. Troy always joked that I got Troy in the divorce. 
 
                 I walked in the kitchen and started getting everything out for the burgers.
 
                 I lived in a two bedroom, one bath house. I loved it. It was perfect size for Remy and myself. There was a small living room with a chocolate brown, large over stuffed chaise lounge where I loved to read and a matching over stuffed couch where you would normally find Remy playing X-Box or watching Netflix. Remy and I each had our own rooms that were separated by the bathroom. The back yard was huge, with a large deck and a fire pit. It was where I spent a good bit of my time on the weekends just relaxing.
 
                 When I really needed to clear my mind, I cooked or baked. That was what I was going to do now. No more thinking about Lo and all those tattoos and wondering what he looked like with his shirt off and his smile that made me want to rip my clothes off and let him have his way with me.
 
                 No more thinking about Lo and his tattoos. 
 
                 No. More.
 
                 I wonder how many he has.
 
                 Shit. I was so screwed.
 
   ========
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Meg
 
                 “So, you helped rescue his mom from near death and now you are going out to drinks with him?’ Troy shoveled the last bite of burger in his mouth and looked at me. “Think he’ll buy me a beer?”
 
                 “That’s all you have to say? You're not concerned that he is some crazy guy or he is just meeting with me out of pity. You just want a beer. How about I buy you a beer tonight and I’ll look for a new best friend? Blue at least looked at me with concern when I explained everything to him.” I grumbled.
 
                 “Blue just wanted to eat and he knows you’re the one who fills his bowl. You give that dog more credit than you do me. You aren’t going to find a better friend than me, I don’t know why you are even worried; you talk to guys all the time.”
 
                 I threw some cheese at Troy and flipped him off. “I’m worried because I am me, Troy. I am 36 years old, divorced-”
 
                 “Thank god.” Troy said under his breath. Troy had been on the “Divorce the Douchebag” band wagon for five years before we finally did divorce.
 
                 “And have a sixteen year old son,' I continued, 'I am nothing to write about when it comes to looks, I have a huge butt and a gut and I can‘t even remember the last time I had an orgasm that wasn’t self-induced. Why does he want to have a drink with me? You’re a guy, why? WHY?!” I shrilled.
 
                 “Meg, shut up. I do not want to hear about your orgasms or lack thereof.’ Troy scrunched his face up and stuck his tongue out. So mature. ‘Stop worrying or I am going to throw my soda at you. He wants to have a drink with you because you helped his mom. Don’t read into it any more than that, just go with it. I’m going to be there and so are a bunch of people from work, so you have nothing to worry about. And I am not even going to touch all that shit you said about yourself and your butt because it is just shit.” Troy decreed.
 
                 “Hmm. Fine.’ I huffed. ‘No more worrying and I guess I’ll wait till next week to look for a new best friend.” I gave Troy a smirk and started clearing away the plates from dinner.
 
                 “I appreciate it. Even though you couldn’t find another person to put up with you the way I do.” Such a smartass.
 
                 “I’m sure Cyn would gladly step up to the coveted position of BFF.” Cyn was our co-worker who worked out in the production area of the plant. Cyn came down to visit us often, mainly for the comedy act that was known as Meg and Troy’s friendship.
 
                 “Humph, just because she asked you to be a bridesmaid in her wedding doesn’t mean she can handle you. Besides, you said it yourself, I’m irreplaceable.” Troy put his hard hat on and made his way to the door and looked back at me. “You’re beautiful Meg. You deserve to be happy. I’ll have your back tonight when you meet this guy, just like I always have your back no matter the situation, just like you would do for me.”
 
                 “Oh, Troy, why can’t we just jump each other’s bones? Life would be so much easier that way.” I threw away all the garbage and grabbed my hard hat to help Troy load the truck waiting for us.
 
                 “I’m too short for you, and you’re too old for me.” Troy said ducking out of the office and running to his forklift.
 
                 “Why you little shit head.” I slammed my hat on my head and chased after him. “You’re thirty years old you asshole, not exactly young either!” I stood in front of his forklift and stared him down.
 
                 “I know babe. I just like giving you shit.”
 
                 “You need a girlfriend.”
 
                 “You need a non-self-induced orgasm. Maybe from your big, bad boy.” Troy countered.
 
                 “I hate you. I don’t even know why I talk to you.” I whined.
 
                 “You’d still be married to that asshole if it wasn’t for me. You need me, if not for emotional support, then for the hilarity that is me, to bring laughter into your boring life.”
 
                 “No, I wouldn’t, and you are hilarious, but I taught you everything you know.” I climbed on my fork lift and buckled up.
 
                 “Yeah, you are the more experienced one and by experienced, I mean old!” Troy slammed on the gas of his forklift and took off.
 
                 “Douche bag!” I yelled.
 
                 Troy was right though, I wouldn’t have made it through the last five years without him. It really was a shame that we didn’t see each other as more than friends. We got along so well that half the time we were out; people did think that we were together.
 
                 Troy dated on and off but never really found a girl that would stick around. Half of them just wanted a good time, which was what Troy was known for, but Troy wanted something more now. He wanted to settle down and have a family; he just couldn’t find the right girl. 
 
                 The other half of the girls he dated all liked him and wanted to have a relationship with him, but they didn’t like the friendship Troy and I had. They all thought that Troy and I were sleeping together and would want Troy to choose between them and me. No matter how much Troy tried to convince them there was nothing going on between us, they never believed him so he always chose me. He figured if they couldn’t trust him, they weren’t worth his time.
 
                 My problem when it came to dating was I just didn’t want to play the games. I hated all the guessing and wondering about what the other person was thinking, I was straight forward and that’s what I wanted from the person I dated.
 
                 Of course I would have to actually go on a date with someone to see if they were worth my time. Maybe Lo could be my jumping off point into the dating scene. 
 
                 Or maybe, Lo could just help me with my little orgasm problem.
 
   ======
 
   Meg
 
                 “I should have brought clothes to change into.” I hopped out of Troy’s truck and looked down at my steel toed boots, faded jeans, and black hooded sweatshirt. “What do you think?” I looked at Troy and did a spin.
 
                 “You look like you just got off work.”
 
                 “Thank you, Captain Obvious.” I said as I flipped Troy off.
 
                 “You look fine, Meg. Truckers have hit on you in those clothes at work before. I need a beer, let’s go.” Troy beeped the locks on his truck and headed across the street to The Tavern.
 
                 “Because truckers have such discerning tastes. They spend ninety percent of their day alone; anything with boobs probably gets their goat.” I caught up to Troy and grabbed his hand. 
 
                 “Really, you cramp my style when you hold my hand. People think we are together when you do that shit.” Troy whined as he tried to twist his hand out of my hold but couldn’t shake my hand.
 
                 I clamped down harder on his hand and yanked his arm to make him stop. “What the hell am I doing, Troy? I haven’t been on a date since before I was married. I don’t even know how to date. I’m going home.” I let go a Troy’s hand and headed down the sidewalk towards my house.
 
                 Troy grabbed my arm and spun me around to face him. “You’re not going home. Get your ass in that bar and show this guy how awesome you are. If he’s a douche bag, take the drink he buys you and come find me.” Troy grabbed my hand and dragged me to the door, throwing it open.
 
                 “I thought I cramp your style when I hold your hand.” I tried wrenching my hand out of his grasp but couldn’t. 
 
                 “Meg! Come do a shot with me!” I looked to my left and saw Cyn sitting at the bar with two shot glasses in front of her.
 
                 “One shot, but then Meg’s got to go find her date.” Troy pulled me over to Cyn but didn’t let go of my hand.
 
                 “Wow! You have a date!” Cyn marveled as she handed me a shot.
 
                 “Don’t act so surprised, Cyn. What is this?” I glared at her and took the shot from her, sniffing it. 
 
                 “Buttery Nipples. Bottoms up!” Cyn clinked her glass against mine and I threw the shot back, feeling it burn down my throat.
 
                 “So who’s your date?” Cyn asked as she grabbed my glass, setting them back on the bar.
 
                 “A guy.” I avoided the question and looked at the jukebox. “I need music.” 
 
                 “Not so fast, who’s the guy?” Cyn asked again and grabbed my other hand.
 
                 Troy ordered a beer from the bartender and looked at me. “Cyn just asked you a question, Meg.” He smirked and reached for his beer.
 
                 “I helped his mom this morning and then he asked me for a drink because he feels guilty, end of story. I’m going to put some music on and then go find him. Save me a seat. I doubt I’ll be gone long.” I twisted my hands out from under Troy and Cyn’s and headed to the jukebox. I nodded at people I knew from work but didn’t stop to talk to anyone.
 
                 I pulled a five out of my pocket and plugged it into the machine. I knew all the songs on the jukebox and picked out all my favorites. Halestorm’s “Love Bites” started playing immediately. I started swaying to the music and finished picking out the music that would play for the next half an hour.
 
                 Turning away from the jukebox, I saw Lo right away. He was sitting at the far end of the bar away from the door. I could only see him from the waist up, but what I could see was even better than what I remembered. He had on a tight black short sleeved shirt that look like a second skin on him and a leather cut over it. I had seen enough Sons of Anarchy to know a MC cut when I saw one. 
 
   “Holy shit.”
 
   =====
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
   Lo
 
                 It was about time she saw me. I saw her the instant she walked into the bar holding hands with some guy. I didn’t know what the fuck that was all about, but I planned to find out.
 
                 She had talked to the guy and another girl, who was smokin’ hot also but didn’t have anything on Meg. They both had dark hair, were curvy as fuck, but that was where the similarities ended. Meg was much taller than the other woman and carried herself with confidence, while the other woman you could tell was younger and hadn’t figured out who she was yet. Meg was everything I knew I wanted in a woman, even though I told myself I wasn’t looking for an ol’ lady. 
 
                 I made sure to wear my cut tonight. It was something that I normally did have on, but today Ma had called when I was in the middle of painting, so I just booked it from the clubhouse and didn’t think about throwing it on. I saw her gaze travel over my cut, taking it in and watched her eyes get big as she figured out what it was.
 
                 Most women got turned on when they found out I was in a Motorcycle Club. The other half that didn’t get turned on, did as soon as they heard that I was the president. There was never a shortage of pussy at the clubhouse and I had definitely had my fair share of it. One of the perks of being Prez.
 
                 Except lately, I hadn’t been taking part in the partying and pussy as I normally had back at the Collinsworth Clubhouse. Demon, my VP, had noticed this and had called me on it a couple of weeks ago. I told him I didn’t know what the fuck he was talking about and took the first pussy offered to me that night back to my room just to get him off my back. I only had her suck my dick and told her to get the fuck out because I just didn’t want it any more.
 
                  None of the guys in the new chapter had an ol’ lady so it was just a constant fucking parade of pussy through the club and I was sick of it. I wanted my own pussy, one that belonged to me and nobody else in the club had touched.
 
                 As soon as I saw Meg that afternoon I knew she was it, I just couldn’t admit it. Yet. 
 
                 “That the chick we came here for?” Demon asked as he walked up to me.
 
                 All I did was grunt at him. I didn’t feel like dealing with Demon’s shit tonight.
 
                 “When you’re done with her, send her my way. That chick has got ol’ lady written all over her.” Even Demon could tell Meg was different.
 
                 “Fuck off Demon. You’re not touching her.” I said as I slammed my beer down on the bar.
 
                 “Is she what’s got you on fucking edge lately?”
 
                 “No. She’s what’s going to get me off edge. I just met her today.” I kept my eye on Meg and saw her over by the jukebox, talking to some other guy. She glanced over at me and blushed. 
 
                 “She looks different, man. Different than any chick you’ve ever been with.” Demon said as he put his empty bottle on the bar and took his keys out.
 
                 “That’s the whole point, I want different.” I said as Meg made her way over to me.
 
                 “Then make sure you treat her different, brother. She ain’t something you use and then throw away.”
 
                 “Sounds like you’re talking from experience.” I said as Meg stopped to talk to someone else, delaying her even more.
 
                 “Lesson I learned early on, brother. It’s one I’ll never forget. I’m heading back to the clubhouse.” Demon slapped me on the back and headed out the door.
 
                 I waited for Meg.
 
   =====
 
   Meg
 
                 “You ok, Meg?” I looked to my left and saw Mike from work. He was fifteen years younger than me and made me feel like I should pack him a lunch and send him off to school. He had such a baby face that he looked like he should be hanging out with Remy and not me.
 
                 “Yeah, I’m good, hon. You have a good night at work?” I glanced back at Lo and saw he was talking to another guy in a leather cut. 
 
                 “Same old, same old. Cal wouldn’t get off my back about my machine and…” I tuned out Mike and watched Lo talk to the other man. The other man was now talking and then slapped Lo on the back and headed towards me. 
 
                 When he was next to me, he nodded his head at me and headed out the door. 
 
                 I looked back at Mike who was still talking to me. Focus Meg.
 
                 “So I just reset my machine and then it seemed to run good.”
 
                 “That’s good, hon. I’ll see ya later.” I waved to Mike and made my way over to Lo. I vaguely heard Mike tell me bye, but I was so nervous walking over to Lo, it took all my concentration to walk. My hands started sweating and I rubbed them on my thighs. I needed another three shots to calm my nerves.
 
                 “I was wondering if you were ever going to make it over to me.” Lo rumbled at me as I reached him. He swiveled on his stool, cocking his legs open. It took all my willpower not to look at his crotch.
 
                 “Hi.” I squeaked out.
 
                 Lo smirked at me. Damn smirk was going to be the death of me. “What do you want to drink darling?”
 
                 I was about to answer when I got bumped from behind and stumbled into Lo. He grabbed me before I landed on my ass and nestled me in between his open legs. I gripped his shoulders, feeling his leather vest under my hands and looked into his eyes. He stared back at me, and I sighed. I was pretty sure that I could look in his beautiful, green eyes all day and just lose myself in them. 
 
                 “You alright, babe?” Lo asked. I tried to move away from him but he wouldn’t release the hold he had on my hips.
 
                 “Um, yeah. You can let me go.” I squirmed, twisting, trying to get out of his grip.
 
                 “Not happening. What do you want to drink?” Lo asked again and wrapped his arms around me, caging me in.
 
                 “I’m not going to fall, its ok. I can sit on the stool next to you.” I pointed at the stool hoping he would let me go. I needed him to let me go.
 
                 “I told ya, babe, not happening. I like where you are. Now, what do you want to drink?” 
 
                 I gave him my “Mom Glare” and he just stared back at me, waiting for me to answer him. Apparently he was immune to my glare or he didn’t care I was irritated.
 
                 “Southern Comfort Old Fashioned sweet. Don‘t forget the cherries.” I rattled off my usual drink order to him and tried to move away from him again.
 
                 “Keep trying to get away from me, darling, and I’m going to make you sit on my lap.” He turned his head to the bartender and order my drink and another Pabst for him.
 
                 I gave up my struggle of getting away from Lo and decided that I should just enjoy it. He smelled like worn leather and mint. I inhaled his scent and moaned. Lo’s head swung back to me and I realized I had leaned into him, two inches away from his face.
 
                 His eyes were liquid and his legs closed in on me, pulling me closer to him. “Your sighs and moans are driving me crazy, babe. You moan one more time and I’m going to lay you out on this bar and have my way with you.”
 
                 My eyes got huge and I choked on my own breath. Holy shit. “Sorry. I was just smelling you. You smell good.” The bartender set our drinks in front of us and I quickly grabbed mine, downing half of it. I just told Lo I was smelling him. Gah! What an idiot! I needed to get out of here, whenever I open my mouth around him, stupid just comes out.
 
                 “Thanks, darling.” Lo chuckled. “So how long have you worked second shift?” He took a long pull off his beer and looked at me.
 
                 Finally, a topic I could talk about. Lo turned us so my back was leaning against the bar but I was still in between his legs. He rested his left hand on my hip and held his beer in his right. The heat from his hand burned through my jeans, straight to my leg. 
 
                 “Fifteen years. I couldn’t afford daycare when Remy, my son, was a baby, so my ex and I worked opposite shifts so someone was always home.” 
 
                 “Why didn’t you try to get day shift when he got older?” 
 
                 “I got used to working nights. Plus, I couldn’t stand to be around my asshole of an ex, so working second gave me a reason not to be home when he was.” I toyed with the straw in my drink, swishing the ice around the almost empty glass.
 
                 “How long have you been divorced?” 
 
                 “Five years. So what is it that you do? I didn’t know you were part of a MC.” Hunter was not something I wanted to discuss. I speared the cherries in the bottom of my glass and popped them in my mouth. I sipped the rest of my drink, watching Lo.
 
                 “We’re the Devil’s Knights. I’m setting up a new chapter in Chilton, I’m the president. The MC bought the old roofing place on North St. The interior is pretty much ready to go and this coming week, we are going to get the siding redone and the signs up. We’re opening a body shop in one half and the other half is the club house. We should be opening in two weeks.” Lo grabbed my empty glass from me and nodded at the bartender for another.
 
                 “So where did you live before here?” 
 
                 “Northern Illinois. We have a chapter in Collinsworth that I was the V.P. of. We decided that the Devil’s need to expand and I was ready for a change. My mom moved here about five years ago and I always liked it when I visited her. How long have you lived here?” Lo handed me my drink and put his hand back on my hip. He was barely touching me and it made me catch my breath. Geez, I needed to get a grip. 
 
                 “All my life.” I took a sip of my drink and looked into Lo‘s eyes. He looked back at me and I noticed his eyes crinkled when he smiled. So hot. 
 
                 “Yo, King!” I twisted to look at the door and saw a guy with a leather cut walking into the bar. 
 
                 “I’m busy, Rigid.” Lo yelled back.
 
                 My headed snapped back to look at Lo. “You’re King?”
 
                 “Yeah, babe.”
 
                 “No shit.” I looked down at his cut and saw “King” on a patch. How did I miss that? I wonder if I’m supposed to call him King. Is he called King because, you know, he’s like King of well, everything or maybe it was something crazy like he had an Elvis Presley obsession.  “Can I call you King?”
 
                 “No. You call me Lo.” Lo grunted.
 
                 “Oh, is it because I’m not part of your MC?” I looked down at my drink, disappointed I couldn’t call him King. The name King kicked ass. 
 
                 “No, babe, everyone calls me King, everyone but you. I like when you call me Lo. Only you and my mom call me that.” 
 
                 My disappointment disappeared about not calling him King as soon as he told me that. I got a loopy smile on my face and looked at Lo. He smirked at me and shook his head. 
 
                 “Ok. I like Lo.” I told him.
 
                 “I like it when it comes out of your mouth, darling.” I’ve never had someone treat me sweet in my life and I was starting to see what I had been missing. “Course, I like whatever comes out of your mouth.” 
 
                 I grabbed Lo’s bicep and squeezed, “You need to stop with the sweet. I‘m not used to it.”
 
                 “I don’t do sweet, babe, I just call it like I see it. Get used to it.” Lo rumbled at me.
 
                 “King, we got some shit going down. We need you back at the clubhouse.” Oh yea, Rigid was here. I totally forgot about him.
 
                 I twisted again to look at Rigid and sucked in my breath. Holy muscles Batman! I’m pretty sure Rigid could snap me in half and not even break a sweat. He had on the same cut as Lo but that was where the similarities ended. Rigid’s hair was spiked up into a Mohawk that he had dyed bright blue. He had gauges in both of his ears and his eyebrow was pierced. His nose was crooked and he had a scar that stretched across his face. It ran from the bottom of his left ear across his lips and ended right below his right eye. This guy looked like a fight waiting to happen. A red t-shirt with cut off sleeves was under his cut and ripped jeans covered his legs. I couldn’t see his feet, but I assumed he wore some kick ass motorcycle boots. I moved closer to Lo after my inspection of Rigid.
 
                 Lo totally exuded bad ass, but Rigid screamed bad ass and trouble. Hot trouble, but trouble nonetheless.
 
                 Lo wrapped his arms around my back, making me press fully against him. “What the fuck happened now, Rig? I’m busy.”
 
                 “Hammer was about ten miles out of town on his way home from this last run, when he dumped his bike.”
 
                 “Son of a bitch.” Lo slammed his hand on the bar behind me and I jumped. Holy mood swing, Batman. I could feel the anger rolling off him. “He ok?” Lo thundered.
 
                 “Pretty beat up. Demon told me to come get you. Ham should be back at the clubhouse in ten minutes.”
 
                 ‘Thanks, man, I’ll meet you outside.” Rigid nodded his head at us and walked out the door.
 
                 “I got to go, darling.” Lo stood up and I stepped back and bumped into the bar. I tipped my head and looked up at him.
 
                 “Of course! Go make sure your friend is ok.” 
 
                 Lo cupped his hand around the side of my neck and swiped his thumb across my cheek. I leaned into his hand and he curled his other arm around my waist. “You going to my mom’s tomorrow?”
 
                 “Yeah, you still need to text me her address.” I murmured.
 
                 “I’ll send it to you. I’ll see you around ok?” Lo asked.
 
                 “Sure.” Lo kissed me on my forehead and released me. He threw a twenty on the bar and walked out the door. I watched him until the door shut behind him and I collapsed onto the stool. 
 
                 What the hell just happened? The instant Lo put his hands on me, I lost all common sense. Then he just says I’ll see you around. What the hell did that mean?
 
                 “You two looked pretty cozy.” Troy plopped down on the stool Lo had just vacated and nodded at the bartender for another beer. “You need another drink?”
 
                 “No. I think I’m going to head home.”
 
                 “Not until you tell me what happened with motorcycle boy.” Troy joked.
 
                 I laughed. “He’s probably ten years older than you, Troy, I doubt he would appreciate you calling him a boy. Plus I’m pretty sure that was all man.”
 
                 “Ugh, please stop.’ Troy said, as he screwed his face up into a grimace. ‘So are you going to see him again?”
 
                 “Not sure. He had to leave pretty quick, he found out one of his friends was in an accident. He just said he would see me around. So who knows?” I downed the last of my drink and stood up.
 
                 “From what I saw, I’m sure you’ll be seeing each other soon.”
 
                 “Ha, please! This from the guy who could have a chick all but taking her clothes off begging for you to take her, and you would look at me and be like ‘You think she likes me?’ I just don’t think I’m going to listen to you on this one.” I smirked.
 
                 “Funny. He couldn’t keep his hands off you.’ Troy took a swig of his beer and set it on the bar. ‘Trust me on this.”
 
                 “I’m not going to worry about it. I’m heading out. I’ll see ya later.” I hugged Troy goodbye and headed towards the door.
 
                 “I’m right, Meg. Trust me.” Troy yelled right before I walked out the door. The door slammed behind me and I took a deep breath. I really needed to just forget about Lo. 
 
                 In the distance I heard motorcycles revving their engines and I wondered how Lo’s friend Hammer was. 
 
                 Shit. I really was screwed.
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   Chapter 5
 
    
 
   Lo
 
                 I was sitting at the head of the table, waiting for all the guys to show up for church. Hammer was in his room, getting patched up from Doc. I had checked in on him as soon as I had gotten in and thankfully it wasn’t too bad. A couple of broken ribs and a lot of bruises and cuts. His bike on the other hand, was fucking totaled.
 
                 Demon walked in with Speed and Gambler right behind him. “Hammer said he got ran off the road. Ford Expedition, but couldn’t tell you the color.” Demon said as he sat to my right.
 
                 “Probably the fucking Assassins. Fuckers think they can push us around.” Speed said.
 
   Python, Edge and Swinger walked in and took their seats. “Cowboy and Whiskey are out with Turtle cleaning up Ham’s bike.” Swinger said.
 
   “All right. Let’s figure this shit out. We know it’s The Assassins who did this. Now, why?” I asked, looking around the table.
 
   “They think that we are going to try and take over their territory.” Python said.
 
   “We don’t want their fucking territory. All they run is rancid pussy and drugs that wouldn’t even get my grandma high. They can keep all that shit.” Speed said.
 
   “They feel threatened by us starting up a chapter here. We are two hours away from their territory, but they know how we run shit. We don’t deal in selling pussy but they know that the drugs we push are fifty fucking times better than the shit they push.” Python retorted.
 
   “Alright, who runs the Assassins?” I asked looking at Edge. Edge was my go to for most information and he was fucking stellar with anything technology based.
 
   “Big A runs it all. I’ve only seen him a couple times, but from what I’ve seen, the guy looks like he thinks more with his muscles than his brain. I think we just need to find a way to make him think he’s won, when actually we win.” Edge said.
 
   “All right, set up a meet with Big A. Let’s see if we can get him on our side, maybe he can start mulling for us, giving him a percentage of the cut, but having him do all the work.” I said.
 
   “Sounds fucking good to me.” Demon said. All the other guys agreed.
 
   “Ok, Gambler, you fill in all the brothers who aren’t here. Edge, get Demon all the info you can get on Big A. Demon, you set up the meet. I’m out on a run next week, so set it up for when I get back. I’m only going to need three guys with me on the next one, because I want to have as many guys here to finish up all the renovations. We all good with that?” I asked as my gaze traveled over all my brothers.
 
   They all gave grunts and nods of approval and filed out of church. 
 
   Rigid was the last one out the door, stopping when he got to the door and said, “Who was that chick you were with tonight?”
 
   I wasn’t sure how to answer this. If I said she was no one, there would be a good chance that Rigid would spread the word she was free game and then I would have to beat the shit out of all the fuckers that tried to get to her. If I told him the truth that she was going to be mine, I honestly didn’t know how they guys would react to the idea of me getting an ol’ lady.
 
   “Don’t even think about her, Rigid.”
 
   “What the fuck does that mean? She yours?” Rigid laughed.
 
   “Yeah. Spread the fucking word.” Decision made.
 
   “What word is that?” Rigid smirked at me.
 
   “She’s fucking mine and tell all the club pussy to leave me the fuck alone.” I growled.
 
   “That’s only going to make you a challenge to all the fucking girls. Bitches always want what they think they can never have.” Rigid said.
 
   “They can try all they want, I don’t want that shit anymore.” 
 
   “Yeah, we’ll see. I’ll spread the word.” Rigid said as he walked out.
 
   I looked at the time on my phone and saw it was close to three o’clock. I still needed to send Meg a text letting her know ma’s address. 
 
   I just sent her the address and a time. My ma was right about Meg. She was definitely broken and I was pretty sure on who had done it. As soon as I had mentioned her ex, she had quickly changed the subject and I could see her shutting down.
 
   I knew Meg was going to be mine, now all I had to do was convince her of it.
 
   ======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
   Meg
 
                 “Can I get you another glass of tea, honey?” I was sitting on Ethel’s back porch after enjoying an awesome lunch of hot ham sandwiches with baked beans and potato salad. 
 
                 “No thank you.” I said, as I swung on her porch swing that was suspended from the ceiling, just enjoying Ethel’s company.
 
                 I had woken up at nine o’clock, seeing that Lo had texted me around three in the morning with his mom’s address and what time to be there. That was it. Just an address and a time.
 
                 I tried not to think too much about the very lacking text and started my day. Remy had spent the night at his dad’s so I didn’t need to wake up early to get him to school. I threw a load of laundry in and folded the load that had been waiting for me to fold the past three days. 
 
                 I hooked up my phone to my speaker and put on my “Cleaning” playlist. I had a bunch of high energy songs on this play list to get me motivated. It had music ranging from Lady Gaga, Ke$ha, Pink, and Jessie J. It was kind of my “Girl Power” play list too.
 
                  I hadn’t dusted in a while, so I figured I would start there.
 
                 I had a bunch of different pictures around my house that weren’t really pictures but awesome quotes that I thought rocked. 
 
                 By my front door, I had one that said “The best thing about the future, is that it comes one day at a time.” I had it matted and framed and it was the last thing you saw when walking out the door. In my bathroom hanging above the toilet was, “You are imperfect. Permanently and inevitably flawed, and you are beautiful.”  I read it every morning and it gave me an extra boost of confidence. 
 
                 Above my bed, I had taken seven, three foot boards, screwed them to the wall and painted on them, “Wake Up & Be Awesome”. Then on another wall, I had one that said, “You say I’m a dreamer but I’m not the only one”.  I had about ten other sayings scattered around my house that were the shit. I also had pictures of Remy and my family hanging up.
 
                 I dusted all my pictures and pulled the vacuum out and did a quick run around the house with it. 
 
                 I threw the wet clothes into the dryer and looked at the clock and saw I had to be to Ethel’s in an hour and hopped into the shower. I planned on throwing on a sun dress so I did a quick shave of my legs and got dressed. 
 
                 I kept wondering if I was going to see Lo at his mom’s, and each time I thought about him, I mentally slapped myself and tried to forget about him.
 
                 Now, I was soaking up the sun of Ethel’s porch blissfully full, sipping my tea.
 
                 “I talked to Lo this morning. He said you two met up last night after you got off work.” There went my resolve of not thinking about Lo.
 
                 “Yup. We just had a drink together. He just wanted to thank me for helping you yesterday. He had to leave pretty quickly on club business.” I tried to play it off as nothing but Ethel just kept talking about him.
 
                 “He told me about Hammer crashing his bike. He said he should be fine. Just had some road rash and a couple broken ribs. Lo said Hammer was pretty lucky seeing how his bike was totaled.” 
 
                 “That’s good to hear. I mean about Hammer being ok, not about his bike being wrecked.” I stammered.
 
                 “You think you two are going to see each other again?” Ethel asked, smiling at me.
 
                 Gah! Between Troy and Ethel, I was going to go crazy thinking about Lo. “I’m not sure. We didn’t make plans to meet up again so probably not.”
 
                 Ethel hummed and said, “Well, you never know.”              
 
                 Thankfully, Ethel left it at that and we talked about the plans we had for the weekend. “I think I’m just going to putter around the garden and catch up on some reading.” Ethel placed her glass of tea on the small side table next to her and stretched out on the chaise lounge she was sitting on. “Do you have any plans this weekend, honey?”
 
                 “One of my friends from work is having her bachelorette party this weekend up in Falls City. We rented a couple of hotel rooms and plan on making a night of bar hopping up there.” I really was looking forward to spending time with Cyn. Ever since she had started seeing her fiancé, I really only saw her at work anymore.
 
                 “That sounds like fun. How many of you girls are going?”
 
                 “Should be around fifteen of us. I’m one of her bridesmaids, so I came up with a bunch of fun games and a scavenger hunt to play while out in the bars.” We talked about some of the wild parties Ethel had been to back in the day and just chatted about anything we could think of.
 
                 Before I knew it, it was close to Remy getting out of school and decided it was time to head home. “I think I’m going to head home, Ethel.” I stood up from the swing and stretched my arms above my head.
 
                 “Oh, but we never had any pie! How about I cut a piece for you and your son?”
 
                 “I’m sure Remy would love that, thank you, Ethel.” Ethel shuffled past me and headed into the house. I grabbed my keys from the side table and followed her into the house.
 
                 “You know what, why don’t I just give you the whole thing. I know he’s a growing boy and probably eating you out of house and home and, before you argue with me, I insist and that’s that.” Ethel reached into the fridge and handed the pie to me. “This way you have to come back over to return my pie tin also.” Ethel winked at me and I laughed.
 
                 “I see how it is. I’ll give you a call next week sometime and we can set something up again.” I grabbed the pie and headed out the door with Ethel following behind me.
 
                 “You could always give Lo a call or just drop it off at the shop with him. I’m sure he wouldn’t mind.”  
 
                 I slide my sunglasses on my face and smiled at Ethel. “I think I’ll just give you a call.” Man this woman was a matchmaking fool. “I don’t think Lo would appreciate me just dropping in on him. I’m sure he’s busy getting everything ready for the grand opening.”
 
                 “I wouldn’t be so sure of that. But it’s up to you. See you soon, darling.”
 
                 I waved at Ethel and hopped into my truck. I had decided to get my 55’ Chevy Rat Rod out of the garage today and cruise to Ethel’s. It had taken the past four years of building and tinkering with it to get it where it was today. When my dad and I had found it, it was buried under a collapsed barn and we had to dig it out. The second I saw it I knew that I had to have it. It was a 4 speed manual transmission with a small block V8. Instead of repainting it I just had it sanded down and the dents somewhat pounded out and then just clear coated it. It was white with rust and small dents all over it. It looked like a piece of shit on the outside but if you popped the hood or peeked in the interior you would see it was a lot more than it seemed to. I don’t drive it every day. I had my Chevy Malibu that was my daily driver. When the weather was good and I felt like a cruise (which I had to admit was often), I got my truck out of the garage.
 
                 I loved it. Mainly because it was something my dad and I had done together. 
 
                 Plus she kicked ass off the line. 
 
                 I cranked her up and looked out the window at Ethel. She was waving at me and had her phone pressed to her ear. I waved back and headed home. 
 
                 I missed Remy and hoped he didn’t have plans tonight so we could spend some time together. He was spending the night at his dad’s tomorrow night because I would be in Fall’s City overnight, so this would be the only night I would be able to see him before the weekend was over. 
 
                 I needed to just chill and not think about a certain guy. Pizza, ice cream, and a movie with Remy should help with that. 
 
                 I glanced at the pie sitting on the seat next to me. Maybe I could drop the empty pan off with Lo. It would give me a chance to see him again. 
 
   Shit, now the fucking pie was making me think of Lo. 
 
   ======
 
   Lo
 
   I was watching Speed and Gambler bringing in furniture to the main room of the clubhouse, when my phone rang. I looked at the time and saw it was after three and knew it was my mom calling.
 
   “Hey, ma. How did lunch go?” I said.
 
   “Fine Hun. I sent her home with a pie and I told her to return the pie tin to you. She didn’t seem too keen on the idea though. What happened last night? You better have treated her good.”
 
   “I’m not giving you details, ma. Ham laid down his bike last night and I had to leave pretty quickly. I plan on seeing her again.”
 
   “Good Lo. You need that girl. I’m pretty sure she needs you too.”  Ma pointed out.
 
   “I know, ma. She might need a little convincing though.” I said as I watched Speed drop the recliner on Gambler’s foot.
 
   “Mother Fucker! Watch what the fuck you are doing!” Gambler roared at Speed.
 
   “I gotta go, ma.”
 
   “Was that Gambler yelling? Tell him to chill out and come over for lunch tomorrow.” Only my mom would make friends with all my brothers and treat them all like her sons.
 
   “Will do mom, except you know you’re gonna end up with half the brothers over there as soon as they hear you’re making lunch.”
 
   “I’ll make extras. I’ll talk to you later, Hun.”
 
   “Later, ma.” I hung the phone up and watched Gambler slug Speed in the gut. Speed dropped to his knees, the wind knocked out of him.
 
   “Alright fuckers, back to work. I want all this shit done today.” I walked to the bar and poured myself a shot of Southern Comfort and felt it burn down my throat. I thought about texting Meg, seeing if she wanted to get another drink tonight but then heard a crash outside the door and shook my head. Motherfuckers are going to be the fucking death of me. I poured another shot and tossed it back. We still had the rest of the main room furniture and all the bedrooms to set up today. 
 
   I slammed the shot glass down, deciding I would text Meg when all this shit got done. Hopefully.
 
   ======
 
   Meg
 
                 “What do you think about me dating?” I asked Remy as I scooped ice cream into two cups and handed them to Remy.  
 
                 “I don’t care, I guess. Just make sure he treats you good.” Remy poured root beer over the ice cream and headed into the living room.
 
                 “I kind of feel like we just reversed roles. Plus, what makes you think you need to tell me to make sure he treats me good. I make good decisions.” I grabbed my float, flipped the kitchen lights off and headed into the living room after Remy.
 
                 “Mom, I’m not blind. I saw the way dad treated you. You stayed with him for over ten years.” 
 
                 I plopped down on the couch and looked at Remy who was sitting in the big comfy chair. “I was with him for over twelve years.’ I was getting credit for all those years I put in. Thank you very much! ‘You think your dad treated me bad?” I questioned.
 
                 “No offense, mom, but he treated you like shit. It was kind of hard to miss.”
 
                 Geeze, even my kid knew how shitty my marriage was. I always thought I shielded it from him. Evidently not. 
 
                 “Don’t say shit.” Yes, that was the only reply I had. I couldn’t really lie to him and say he was wrong.
 
                 “Whatever, mom.” Remy rolled his eyes at me and turned on Transformers.
 
                 Ok, time to do some damage control. “Your dad, he, well…” Nice Meg, that was a well thought out speech.
 
                 “Dad is a good dad mom. I know that. He is just a shitty husband.” Remy pointed out. 
 
                 “Don’t say shit.’ I insisted. ‘Don’t let your dad hear you say that about him.” I grabbed my deep purple blanket off the back of the couch that I snagged at an awesome Black Friday Sale last year (it was so lush) and wrapped it around me. I could never figure out how they made blankets so soft. It was borderline ridiculous.
 
                 “I don’t know why you stayed as long as you did, mom. He treated everyone else awesome, but when it came to you, it was like all you did was piss him off and he just made you sad. I was relieved the day you told me you guys were divorcing. I hated seeing you sad.”
 
                 Shit. Why the hell did I not realize that Remy saw all this? Hunter and I tried not to fight when Remy was around. That was the one thing we both agreed on. Apparently we didn’t do a good job of hiding it. “Rem, why haven’t you told me this before?”
 
                 “Because you’re happy now, mom. Why would I bring up some shit that makes you sad?” Remy explained.
 
                 “Don’t say shit.’ I was starting to sound like a broken record. ‘I’m sorry, Rem. You shouldn’t have had to deal with all that crap.”
 
                 “Whatever, mom. You’re happy, I’m happy, and dad leaves you the hell alone now. It’s all good.”
 
                 “When in the hell did you get so wise?” I slurped down some of my float and stirred it around waiting for the ice cream to melt. “So, would you be ok with me going out on dates?”
 
                 “As long as they don’t make you cry and I don’t have to call them dad, I don’t care. Toss me my blanket.” 
 
                 I threw Remy’s orange blanket at him, which was just like my purple one, and settled back into the couch. “Shit, Remy, tell me how you really feel.”
 
                 “Don’t say shit.” Remy smirked.
 
                 Well shit.
 
   =======
 
                 
 
   Lo
 
                 I never got the chance to text Meg. By the time we got all the furniture and beds set up it was well past midnight. I promised myself that I would find Meg tomorrow and get her head straight about being with me. I had hoped that she would be the one to text me today, but I wasn’t surprised that she hadn’t. I knew I was going to have to make the majority of the moves.
 
    I fell in my bed and instantly passed out. This Prez and Meg shit was exhausting.
 
   =======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 7
 
    
 
   Meg
 
                 The beginning of the day started out good. Remy and I got up at nine and had breakfast. Remy made no mention of our conversation from the night before and we both refrained from saying shit. Score one for mom.
 
                 After breakfast, Hunter called Remy wanting to head to the cabin up north and off they went.
 
                 I cleaned up the breakfast dishes and started to make a plan for the day. All the girls were going to be meeting at the Falls Hotel at four and it was an hour drive to the hotel. I had about four hours to get my shit packed.
 
                 As I was pulling out possible outfits for our night of mischief and debauchery, Troy called me. “Hello my little Troy.” I sang out as I put my phone on speaker so I could continue to dig through my closet.
 
                 “I really wish you wouldn’t call me little.” Troy grumped at me.
 
                 “Ha, get used to it. What’s up, homie? I’m digging through my closet trying to find clothes to wear tonight.”
 
                 “Don’t use homie. If you are over the age of thirty, you should not use slang.” Troy informed me. Shithead.
 
                 “Bite me, Troy. What. Do. You. Want? Other than to annoy the crap out of me.”
 
                 “I don’t think I’m going to tell you now. That was mean.” Troy sulked.
 
                 “Oh my god! Just tell me!” I yelled.
 
                 “I’m pretty sure Cyn’s fiancé is cheating on her.” Troy blurted out.
 
                 “WHAT! Troy, do you not realize I am three hours away from celebrating her bachelorette party? How the hell did you find this out?” I grabbed my phone off my dresser and pressed it to my ear. I had to have heard him wrong.
 
                 “Well, when I saw him making out with some chick last night that was when I figured it out. By the way, the chick was not Cyn.” Ok, I guess I didn’t hear him wrong. Shit.
 
                 “Motherfucker! What the hell am I supposed to do now?” I exclaimed.
 
                 “Meg, you know what you have to do. I gotta go.” 
 
                 “Really, you call me, lay that shit on me and now you gotta go. I hate you.” I punched the end call button. (Definitely not as satisfying slamming the receiver down.) “Shit!” I yelled.
 
                 What the hell was I supposed to do?
 
                 I started pacing and ran my hands through my hair. Ok, think. 
 
              Plan A: Act like I know nothing and go out and celebrate with Cyn knowing that the guy she is marrying is a lying cheating asshat. Mazel Tov! (Not!)
 
                 Plan B: Call Cyn. Tell her about her lying cheating asshat of a fiancée and call up fifteen girls to cancel the bachelorette party. So not how I had envisioned my Saturday afternoon.
 
                 Ugh. Troy was right. I knew what I had to do. 
 
                 Shit.
 
                 Here’s the deal with Cyn’s fiancée. (Hopefully soon to be ex.) 
 
                 Troy and I did not like him, like, at all. Two months into their relationship, we both called it that he was a mooching douche. I had even at one point sat down with Cyn and expressed my concerns to her. She told me to fuck off and didn’t talk to me for two weeks. We obviously patched things up (over a bottle of Rum Chata) and I agreed to the fact that Cyn knew what she was doing and she appreciated the concern but she had it covered.
 
                 I liked Cyn and I knew that she could do so much better. I saw myself in Cyn so much it was ridiculous and it hurt sometimes watching her make the same wrong decisions that I had made. I now see her walking down the same path that I did when I was 19 (that ended so well for me. Oy.) 
 
                 I picked up my phone and pulled up her number. As I was about to hit send, her drunk ass face showed up on my screen. (I tended to take pictures of my friends drunk and make it their picture when they called me. I got a good laugh every time they called, them, not so much.) I threw my phone on the bed and panicked. “Shit!” I scrambled onto the bed and grabbed the phone. 
 
                 “Hi!” I chimed. Ok, bring it down a notch, I sounded like one of the chipmunks answering the phone.
 
                 “Meg! You were right! Oh my god, what am I going to do!” Cyn was in major freak out mode.
 
                 Huh, maybe I didn’t need to break the news to her. “Calm down Hun, what’s up?”
 
                 “That, that… What do you always call him?” Cyn demanded.
 
                 “Um, asshat?” Hey, I agreed to let her make her own decisions, but I was only human. I just couldn’t seem to call him by his real name. Plus, I could never remember what his name was.
 
                 “Yes! That asshat was kissing some slut in the bar last night! You were right! I can’t believe I defended that asshat! UGH! ASSHAT!” Ok, so I obviously was not going to have to break the news to her about the cheating asshat. 
 
                 “Are you ok, sweetie?” I asked.
 
                 “Am I alright? What an asshat! I cannot believe I have wasted the past two years on that Asshat! That is his name from now on, Asshat. It fits him so much better than Nick.”
 
                 Nick! That was his name, I knew it started with an ‘N”.
 
                 “Alright, Hun, sounds good. So what are your plans?” I seriously had no idea what to say or do. I felt it best to go with whatever Cyn was feeling. It seemed like a safer bet.
 
                 “I canceled the whole wedding. My parents were going to cook the meal so they are just stuck with about forty pounds of spiral cut ham and sixty pounds of potatoes. My mom was on the way to the store to buy the chicken and booze when I called her and told her about Asshat. Now they are planning on having a “Thank God Cyn Didn’t Marry That Asshat” party when the reception was supposed to be going on. You’re invited.” Cyn declared.
 
                 “Ok, sounds good honey. So, how are you feeling? Do you want me to come over?” For having just found out her soon to be husband was caught cheating on her, Cyn seemed to be doing pretty well. All anger aside.
 
                 “I’m pissed Meg. I’m mad at myself for not listening to you and staying with that Asshat. And no, you do not need to come over right now, I’ll see you when you pick me up.”
 
                 Pick her up? We were still going to do the bachelorette party?
 
                 “Um, honey, I’m still picking you up?” I guessed. 
 
                 “Yes. Instead of a bachelorette party, we are now having a ‘Thank God I Did Not Marry That Asshat” party. Tonight is phase 1, the reception will be phase 2. Meg, I need to get drunk and I need to flirt with as many men as possible. As we speak, I am throwing my sluttiest clothes in my bag, and you best be doing the same thing. Plus, if I cancel our reservations at the hotel I won’t get any of my money back. We. Are. Going. Get packed and pick me up as soon as you can. I have to call the florist and cancel the flowers and if I can’t get my money back, Asshat is going to get his ass beat.” Cyn finished on a shriek.
 
                 “Cyn, calm…” Shit, she hung up.
 
                 I looked at my bag I had halfway packed and dumped it out. Nothing I had packed could qualify as “Slutty”. I honestly didn’t do slutty so I was kind of at a loss. I grabbed my phone and texted Cyn.
 
                 I have no slutty clothes. I was a mom and thirty-six, was I supposed to even own slutty clothes?
 
                 Grab your toothbrush and sexy underwear and pick me up. We can hit the outlet mall on the way.
 
                 I looked in my underwear drawer and cringed. I was pretty sure cotton boy shorts did not qualify as sexy. I don’t have sexy underwear either. I haven’t had the need for sexy anything in the past five years. 
 
                 Geeze. Grab your toothbrush and come get me. I will be ready in half an hour.
 
                 Fine. See you soon. 
 
    I shot a text to Remy letting him know I was leaving early and then one to Troy letting him know I had the Cyn situation under control and for him to let Blue out for me. 
 
                 Not listening completely to Cyn, I did grab some of my not sexy underwear, pajamas, favorite blue jeans and all my bathroom crap. I made a quick “Men Suck” play list and headed over to Cyn’s. This was going to be interesting.
 
   ======
 
   Meg
 
                 I rolled up to Cyn’s house with Kelly Clarkson blasting, singing “Walk Away” and saw Cyn standing at the end of her driveway yelling into her phone.
 
                 “No, Asshat! You listen to me. I am going out with Meg and I am going to kiss every guy I see and I am not even going to think about you!” She shouted.
 
                 I tried to remember if I threw my chapstick in my bag thinking Cyn was going to need it if her plans involved kissing every guy she saw.
 
                 “Yes I am going with Meg! She was right about you! I should have listened to her!” At this point I had popped the truck and Cyn threw her bag in and slammed it shut. “Don’t you call her a bitch, you ASSHAT! I fucking hate you. I hope you get fucking herpes and your dick falls off!”  Cyn flung open the door and dropped into the seat and slammed the door shut. “You had a small dick anyway. I faked it every time!” Cyn threw her phone at my dash and screamed.
 
                 “Hey.” I really had no idea what the hell to say.
 
                 Cyn ran her hands through her hair and looked at me. “Hey.”
 
                 “Did he really call me a bitch?” I asked. Because really, he cheats on Cyn and he thinks he can call me a bitch. Asshat.
 
                 “Yeah. Fucking Asshat.’ I knew we were friends for a reason. She totally had my back even in the middle of her own crisis. ‘He was trying to tell me it wasn’t what it looked like, that he was just helping the slut put her earring in. Asshat.”
 
                 “Amen girl.” I chimed in.
 
                 “Alright, let’s go. You need slut clothes and I need a drink. Drive.” Cyn ordered.
 
   I drove.
 
   ======
 
   Meg
 
                 We hit the Outlet Mall and got outfitted for our night. Cyn pretty much took over shopping for me and I just stayed in the dressing room trying clothes on as she threw them at me. 
 
                 I snagged two kick ass pairs of Silver jeans at Maurices (Yay, clearance!), then hit up Lane Bryant and I fell in love with my new demi bra with white pleating, black satin lining and lace sides that put the girls in a position they hadn’t been in for years with a matching Satin Cheeky Panty in black. Lastly, we stormed through Torrid, where I found a leather studded black peplum top that was going to look amazing with my new jeans.
 
                 Cyn needed new “Slut Shoes” so on the way out we quickly ran into DSW where Cyn got a pair of Jessica Simpson four inch spike heels that were a mish mash of black straps criss crossing over the top of her foot, that even I had to say were to die for. I picked up a pair of three inch wedges that had two thick straps going over the top of my foot and wrapped around my heel. They were black and studded all along the straps. I freakin’ loved these shoes.
 
                 By the time we made it out of the mall, we had to hustle to meet all the other girls at the hotel. We wouldn’t be a group of fifteen anymore, because Asshat’s two sisters and five of his friends girlfriends wouldn’t be joining us anymore. We had a suite of rooms booked and with seven girls not joining us now, I ended up with my own room. Score! 
 
                 We all got ready together rocking out to Pink while drinking shots of Rum Chata and Tequila. I stuck to Rum Chata because Tequila, just like the song says, makes my clothes fall off. 
 
                 Cyn’s friend, April, was a hairdresser and did all our hair. She curled mine, piling it on top of my head, so I had random pieces cascading around my face and down my neck. I put on my new pair of boot cut Silver jeans and my leather peplum top (so hot!) and slipped on my wedges. I did a quick swipe of mascara, eyeliner and eyeshadow, threw my lip gloss in my black clutch, double checking to make sure I had my ID and money and we hit the town.
 
   ======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 8
 
    
 
   Lo
 
                 I was on my way back from making a parts run, when I drove by The Tavern and saw Meg’s friend walking in. I whipped a U-turn and parked behind his truck.
 
                 I walk into the bar and rested my sunglasses on the top of my head scanning the bar for Meg’s friend. It was only four o’clock and the bar was pretty sparse. 
 
                 I walked over to where he was sitting at the bar and ordered a beer.
 
                 “You hurt her and I’ll rip your fucking guts out.” He growled next to me.
 
                 “Nice to meet you to,” I said, “pretty sure you’re one up on me here. I don’t even know your name.” I drawled back.
 
                 “Troy.” He grunted at me.
 
                 “You can call me King.’ I replied. ‘Alright, look here man. I came in here to get a drink and talk to ya. I just got some questions about Meg.” I took a drink from my beer and sighed. This guy was about to piss me off.
 
                 “You’re not going to find a better woman than Meg. She isn’t some chick you fuck around with and leave. I’m pretty sure you’ve never meet someone like her before.” Troy bite off.
 
                 “I know she’s not just pussy, brother. That’s why I want her. I want something that’s mine that no one in the club has had. You sound into her, you got something going for her?”
 
                 “Fuck no. She’s my best friend and that’s it. If you can’t handle her having a guy as her friend then you better look elsewhere. She isn’t going to choose you over me.”
 
                 “Ain’t got no problem with Meg having you as a friend. You having some repressed feelings or shit for her, that I would have a problem with.” I seriously was not going to compete for Meg with this guy.
 
                 “We tried it once man, one kiss and we knew there was nothing there. She’s like a sister to me when it comes to that shit.”
 
                 Well that was a relief. Getting Meg to let her guard down was going to be a challenge, I didn’t need to deal with this fucker being in love with her and being too much of a pussy to tell her. “Good. She meeting you here tonight?” I asked.
 
                 “Ha! No, I’m dog sitting for her tonight. I was on my way to pick her dog up and decided to stop for a drink before I picked up Blue. She’s up in Falls City for the night.”
 
                 “She up there with her kid?” I asked.
 
                 “Nah man, she’s up there with Cyn for her bachelorette party. Well I guess it’s not really a bachelorette party any more. Fucking Asshat she was going to marry cheated on her last night.” Troy said as he set his empty bottle on the bar and stood up.
 
                 “So what are they doing up there?”
 
                 “From the text Meg sent me earlier, it sounds like Cyn is on a mission to find a guy tonight and Meg is her wingman.”
 
                 I threw a ten on the bar to cover our beers and followed Troy out of the bar. “You know where they are going?” I hollered at Troy as he climbed up in his truck.
 
                 “One thing I know about Meg, she goes to Falls City, she always hits up Tigs. It’s her favorite bar up there.” He slammed his door and cranked his truck up.
 
                 “How come you’re telling me this? What if Meg doesn’t want me there?”
 
                 “Something you are going to learn about Meg, she doesn’t always know what’s best for her. She chooses what she thinks is the safe and right path. Sometimes safe isn’t always the way to go.” Troy put his truck in gear and drove off. I watched to see what house he pulled into, knowing that it was Meg’s.
 
                 I pulled out my phone and called Rigid. “You up for a ride tonight brother?”
 
                 “Sure, where the fuck we going?” Rigid asked.
 
                 “Falls City, brother. Something there I want.”
 
   ======
 
   Meg
 
                 Our first stop was Maxim’s, who make killer pizza and pasta. We order two big pizzas piled high with every topping possible, minus the pineapple, and a double order of fried ravioli and we chowed down. 
 
                 After Cyn’s insistent flirting with the waiter and leaving her phone number with him, we managed to pull her away and head to the Strip. Fall’s City was a major tourist trap and consisted of amusement parks, hotels, bars, and more bars.
 
                 The Strip was lined with bars and was where you went if you had an awesome car and wanted to show it off, you would drive it up and down the Strip. I loved it. I could just sit on a bench and watch all the tricked out cars go by. My truck and I had our fair share of cruising the Strip and turning heads. It rocked.
 
                 We hit up two bars and then ended up at Tig’s and stuck around for a while. They had a jukebox, strong drinks, and hot guys in attendance tonight. It was perfect for Cyn’s “Thank God I Didn’t Marry That Asshat” celebration.
 
                 I was dancing with all the girls and contemplating my empty glass, scoping out the bar to get a refill, when I was spun around, face to face with Lo. Shit.
 
                 He looked good. It seemed every time I saw him he looked better than the last time. He had on washed out jeans, ripped at the knees, with an electric blue t-shirt stretched across his broad shoulders. Topped off with his cut and kick ass motorcycle boots on his feet, which completed his bad ass biker look. It seemed to be his standard look but there was nothing standard about it.
 
                 “Hi!” I squeaked out. Squeaking seemed to be my initial reaction to Lo.
 
                 His eyes did a sweep of me; starting at my feet and traveled up my body. I took notice that he lingered on my boobs, his eyes going liquid as they traveled up my body. His inspection ended on my face and he smirked.
 
                 “I was hoping I would find you tonight.” He drawled.
 
                 “How did you know I was here? I’m an hour away from home.”  Stalker! A hot stalker, but a stalker nonetheless.
 
                 “I stopped by The Tavern tonight and I saw your buddy, Troy, there. He let me know where to find you.” Ok, maybe not a stalker. I looked in his eyes. Still hot though. 
 
                 I was totally looking for a new best friend. “Well, you found me.” I pivoted and stormed to the bar. I grabbed my phone out of my pocket and sent a text off to Troy.
 
                 I hate you. I really do.
 
                You don’t like my surprise? What a jerk.
 
                I can’t believe you told him where I was. What about bros before hos?
 
                 You are a ho, Meg. 
 
                You just called me a ho. Totally finding a new bff.
 
                 Meg…
 
                 I don’t know why he is here. 
 
                 Ask him. He came looking for you.
 
                 Troy, he is fucking off the charts in looks! Why does he want me, Fatty McFat Pants?
 
                 Fatty McFat Pants? Really?
 
                 Yes. Really. What do I do? I shot back.
 
                Have fun. See you at work.
 
                 I was so going to kill him. I tipped my head to the bartender and he started making my drink. I felt Lo come up behind me and I tensed up. He slid his arms around me and tugged me so I was leaning back into him.
 
                 “Don’t be mad.” Lo rumbled into my ear.
 
                 Mad? No, I wasn’t mad. I was fucking confused and half drunk. The bartender set my drink in front of me and I decided I needed to be confused and fully drunk. Maybe that would help.
 
                 “Why are you here?” I decided to get straight to the point.
 
                 “Already told you. I wanted to see you again.” He growled into my ear.
 
                 “Why?” I spun around to face him.
 
                 “Why what?” He asked amused.
 
                 “Why do you want to see me? I helped your mom out, you don’t have to feel obligated to see me or do anything to me.” Jeez, did I just say do anything to me? Kill me now.
 
                 “First off, I don’t feel obligated. I do what I want, when I want. I was out on a ride and stopped at the Tavern looking for you. You weren’t there, but Troy told me where you would be. A couple of the guys and I decided to head up here, let off some steam and see what kind of trouble we could find. Second, I want to do lots of things to you, darling, got a running list going through my mind of all the things you and I could do.” He finished on a whispered promise.
 
                 I licked my lips, snagging my straw with my tongue and took a sip, trying to process what Lo had just said.
 
                 “Just added another thing to my list.” 
 
                 My eyes snapped to Lo. He had the most intense eyes I had ever seen. Regular Lo eyes when he was just talking to you were intense, right now, they were liquid pools of desire that almost had my panties melting off. Lord help me.
 
                 “Don’t you have a girlfriend?’ I snapped at him. ‘Maybe you should go bug her.”
 
                 “I’m thirty-five years old, darling, I don’t do girlfriends. One day I hope to have an old lady but not yet.” 
 
                 He was only thirty-five? Holy crap. That shot straight to the top of my list of “Why Lo and Meg Just Don’t Work” list. The list thus far was, 1) I was older 2) He was gorgeous, I was meh. 3) Umm. Well that was kind of all that I could think of, but I know there is more. If only Lo would stop looking at me I could remember the rest. Oh, 3) I am a mom. Don’t ask me what that had to do with Lo, but I went with it. 
 
                 “Stop looking at me! I can’t think!” I snapped at Lo.
 
                 “Stop thinking.” Lo slid his hand up my arm and curled it around my neck. He pulled me to him and he leaned his head down. I licked my lips and I swear I heard Lo growl. I was inches away from Lo’s lips. Holy shit, Lo was going to kiss me.
 
                 “Meg! Did you see all these hotties come in? I am in fucking heaven! Asshat who?” Cyn yelled.
 
                 Lo growled (I was sure of it this time) and lifted his head away from mine. I shook myself out of the ‘Lo Daze’ and looked to my left to see Cyn barreling down on us with a huge ass smile on her face. 
 
                 “Have you seen all these bad ass bikers? They are smoking hot! Oh! You found one already.’ Cyn looked at Lo and gave him a little wave. I looked at Lo and he had a hint of smile on his lips. He nodded at Cyn. ‘I want him when you’re done.” She said.
 
                 I had fully come out of my Lo daze and pushed away from him saying, “I’m done. He’s all yours.” 
 
                 “Except it doesn’t look like he is done with you, honey.” Cyn said, as Lo grabbed my wrist and swung me into him. I put my hand out to stop from slamming into him and gripped his bicep. 
 
                 “Excuse us.” Lo said to Cyn.
 
                 Lo turned around and headed towards the front door. I frantically looked back at Cyn who had a big shit eating grin on her face. She threw a wink at me and waved. 
 
                 “Traitor!” I shouted at her and she just laughed. Cyn was obviously not going to be of help.
 
                 We weaved through the tables and people heading for the door. Right before we got to the door, the big hulking Rigid appeared next to us.
 
                 “Don’t let any of her girls leave. Meg and I got some shit to talk through outside.” Lo said to Rigid.
 
                 “I already got my eye on one. Black hair, big tits, lots of ass and smiles like a fucking angel.” Rigid said as he grabbed his beer off the bar.
 
                 “You mean Cyn?” I piped in. It really was an accurate description of her.
 
                 “That her name? Then, yeah. I plan on doing a lot of sinning tonight with Cyn.” Rigid joked.
 
                 I looked Rigid up and down taking in his tight t-shirt, ripped jeans, motorcycle boots, and blue Mohawk. “You are the complete opposite of Asshat. Buy her an Old Fashion with extra cherries, tell her she’s pretty and you’re in.” Cyn deserved to have a little fun and Rigid looked like he was just what the doctor ordered.
 
                 “Really? Sweet. You guys coming back?” Rigid asked.
 
                 “Yeah, we’ll be back. You figure out a place to stay tonight?” Lo shot back.
 
                 “Edge was looking around, can’t find anything close.”
 
                 Lo looked at me, “Where you guys staying?”
 
                 “No.” I knew where this question was going and the answer was no.
 
                 “Ask her girls. Find out if they got room for six more.” Lo said to Rigid.
 
                  Shit, we so had enough room for six more.
 
                 “No! I have my own room and all my girl shit is strewn all over!” I was supposed to be sharing my room with two other girls but since they had backed out, I was solo.
 
                 “Sounds like you got plenty of room, darling.” This was from Rigid, who I promptly gave a eat shit look to and then he promptly laughed at me. Douche.
 
                 “All right, I’m with Meg in her room, you guys sweet talk the other girls so you can stay with them. We’ll be back.” Lo tugged my arm and we were out the door.
 
                 “Wait! You can’t sleep with me! Have you lost your mind?” I tugged my arm and Lo finally let me go. 
 
                 “We need to talk, babe.” Lo backed me up against the brick wall and caged me in with his arms. 
 
                 “Yeah, we do. We need to talk about how you are not sleeping in my room. Look, I have a phone.’ I pulled my phone out and waved it in Lo’s face. ‘I’ll just Google some hotels around here and find you guys a place to stay. Problem solved.”
 
                 Lo ripped it out of my hand and shoved it into his back pocket. 
 
                 “Hey! You can’t do that!” I shouted at Lo.
 
                 “Just did, babe. Now we talk.” He ordered.
 
                 “You suck. Men suck.” I whined.
 
                 Lo ran his hand down my cheek and tipped my head to look at him. “Babe.” He whispered.
 
                 “Fine talk. The sooner we talk, the sooner we can have sex, then the sooner you can leave and the sooner I can go back to my life. So talk Lo.” I snapped at him. Men really did suck.
 
                 “Who hurt you?” He asked instantly.
 
                 “What?” I didn’t expect that question.
 
                 “Who hurt you and made you think men suck?”
 
                 “This is what we are going to talk about? Really?”
 
                 “For now, yeah.”
 
                 Ok, I guess talking about my douche of an ex was better than working on Lo’s list he had of things he wanted to do to me. “I was married for twelve years. We had a son, Remy. We got divorced five years ago. The end.” The condensed version.
 
                 “How old is your son?” He countered.
 
                 “Sixteen.”
 
                 “This is like pulling teeth with you babe. I told you shit about me. Now it’s payback time. Why did you get divorced?” He asked, annoyed with my short answers.
 
                 “I was too young when I got married. Nineteen. Do you have anything from when you were nineteen?” I shot back.
 
                 “No, babe. I can’t even remember being nineteen.” He smirked at me. 
 
                 “Well, imagine making a horrible decision and living with it for the rest of your life. That is my ex. The first person to show any affection to me and I was hooked. I was young, stupid, and never should have gotten married.  Two months after we got married, I got pregnant. After I had my son, Remington, I saw the real person Hunter was. Self-centered and completely shallow. The two things I learned that I cannot stand in a person. He treated me like crap. I learned after the first five years, it was best for me to be seen and not heard.” I looked at Lo to see what he was thinking. His face looked hard and pissed off. I could see a slight tick in his jaw.
 
                 “That it?” He said through clenched teeth.
 
                 “Hardly.” He wanted to talk, well we were going to talk. “I can count on one hand the times he honestly complimented me or made me feel beautiful. He made me feel like I was an embarrassment and ugly.  I never heard a nice word from him, whether it be about how I looked, what I cooked, or how I was raising our son. But you better believe if he didn’t like something, I heard about it. I hated him. I still hate him. He made me feel like I was the lowest piece of shit and that I should be thankful that he took mercy on me by being with me. After twelve years, I just couldn’t do it anymore. I wasn’t going to give him the right to make me cry or make me feel like shit any more. We had a huge fight and he left and never came back. We share custody of Remy and hardly talk unless it has to do with Remy. Men suck.” I was on the verge of tears, but I said what needed to be said. 
 
                 “No babe, men don’t suck. Your ex sucks, a lot.” Lo growled.
 
                 “Humph, all men are the same. They tell you what you want to hear to get you in bed and then they either leave or stick around and treat you like shit.” I shot back.
 
                 “Meg, your parents still together?” He questioned.
 
                 Huh? What? What kind of question was that? “Yeah. Fifty-nine years.” I replied, confused.
 
                 “He treat her good?”
 
                 “The best.” I seriously had no idea where he was going with this.
 
                 But he wasn’t done. No, he fired another weird question at me. “What about Troy. He got a woman?” 
 
                 “No, he can’t find a good one to stick around. Totally crazy. He would be an awesome boyfriend if he could find the right girl.” Completely clueless where he was headed with all these questions.
 
                 “Thought all men sucked, babe?” Lo grabbed a piece of my hair and started twirling it in between his fingers. Oh, now I see where he was headed.
 
                 Shit. He was totally right. Time to back pedal. “Ok, so not all men suck, but the majority of them do. If you’re not five foot ten, a size 0, with tits and an ass, which, by the way, is pretty much impossible unless you’ve had some help from a doctor, no man is interested. Especially a guy like you.” I said, as I poked Lo in the chest.
 
                 “This is going to take a lot longer than I thought. I don’t know how other guys think, but I am going to clue you in to how I and probably all the guys in the club think. You are fucking hot.” Lo bit out.
 
                 “Bullshit.” I rolled my eyes and put my hands on my hips. I looked at Lo, feeling the irritation rolling off him. 
 
                 “Stop talking. You said your piece, now I get to say mine.’ He growled at me. I might have upset Lo. ‘You have lots of ass and tons of tits babe. I can’t wait to get you naked so I can see everything you are hiding under those clothes. I’m a big guy babe. I don’t want a woman who eats a piece of lettuce and gets full. The woman I want laying under me needs to be able to take me and everything I give. A pretty face and a bag of bones for a body does not do it for me. When I saw you clamoring to get off the floor at the store after helping my mom, I knew you were going to be in my bed.”
 
                 This is where I choked. Literally choked on my own spit. Man, I was classy.
 
                 “Tonight, I’m going to be in your bed. But after talking to you, and you telling me all that shit about your ex, babe, I can see I’m going to have to go about this in a different way. Tonight, we will get to know each other, we take this shit slowly.” He drawled, skimming his hand up my arm.
 
                 “Slow?” I shivered at his touch.
 
                 “Yeah, babe, slow. Now you wanna go back in with your girls or head to the hotel?” He asked.
 
                 “Back in with my girls!” I exclaimed. I so was not ready to be completely alone with Lo.
 
                 Lo ran his hands down my sides and gripped my hips, pulling me flush against him. He leaned his head down to me and brushed his lips against mine.
 
                 “I thought we were going slowly?” I whispered. My lips brushing against his.
 
                 “Mm, we are, babe. That means we aren’t having sex tonight, but I am going to get a taste of you. Make sure you’re worth all this shit.”
 
                 I gasped, because really, I was so worth all this shit. If not a little bit whiny, but still, so worth it.
 
                  My gasp was cut off when Lo’s lips brushed against mine again, except this time his hands slide into my hair and held me close. I wrapped my arms around his waist, tipped my head up and kissed him back. He nipped my bottom lip then started sucking on it to sooth it. He released my lip and his tongue traced my lips.
 
                 My hands slipped under his shirt, feeling the warm skin of his back. I opened my mouth and our tongues swirled and danced together. One kiss from Lo and I was ready to rip my clothes off and let him take me right there on the sidewalk.
 
                 Lo’s hands drifted from my hair down my body and brushed against my breasts. Our lips broke apart and I shivered from the loss of his lips. 
 
                 “You taste even better than I imagined.” Lo trailed kisses down the side of my neck as his hands traveled down my body.
 
                 “Meg! They have karaoke tonight!” Cyn came stumbling out of the bar, precariously leaning to the left. “And the hottest guy just bought me a drink! Best night ever!” Cyn raised her arms in the air, throwing up devil horns.
 
                 “Son of a bitch.” Low growled in my ear. 
 
                 I slide my hands out of Lo’s shirt and tried to catch my breath. “That’s good honey. I’ll be in in just a second ok?” I said to Cyn.
 
                 Cyn smiled, realizing what she had barges in on. “No worries. Take your time. We can sing our song when you get done with, um, you know, whatever you were doing.” Cyn let out a giggle and stumbled back into the bar.
 
                 “I think I might have to cut her off.” I said as Lo nuzzled my neck, burying his hands in my hair again.
 
                 “You really got your own room, babe?” Lo mused.
 
                 “Yeah. Why?” I wondered out loud.
 
                 “Because that is the second time your girl has interrupted us and I plan on tasting all of you tonight and I want no interruptions.”
 
                 I’d like to say that I resisted, put up a fight, but I didn’t. I blame the ‘Lo Daze’. “Thank god I have my own room.” I blurted out.
 
                 Lo chuckled and shook his head. “Got a lock on the door?”
 
                 “Yes, Lo.” I sighed.
 
                 Lo growled again. “Fuck, babe, I love when you say my name.” 
 
                 He kissed me hard on the lips, making me second guess my decision to not go back to the hotel right away. Lo lifted his head from mine, brushing his fingers across my lips. “We better go back inside before I push you up against this wall and fuck you.” Geez, talk about getting straight to the point. “Fucking drive me crazy. I gotta tell ya babe, been with a lot of women but never have they driven me crazy like you do with just a kiss.”
 
                 The mention of other women with Lo was like a cold bucket of water dumped over me. Shit. I stiffen and pulled away from Lo. “We should head back in.” I stammered.
 
                 Lo lifted his head from my neck and narrowed his eyes at me. “Why’d you pull away from me?”
 
                 “We should head back in.” I said again.
 
                 “Shit. I was in there wasn’t I, and then you started thinking again.’ He was so right, but I wasn’t going to tell him that. ‘What happened?” He demanded.
 
                 What happened? Should I tell him that the thought of him with any other woman turned me into raging jealous bitch? I had absolutely no right to feel that way about him. We weren’t a couple or anything. Right?
 
                 “Just got a chill.” I lied.
 
                 Lo saw right through my lie and looked pissed. “Shit, babe, I can just imagine all the bull shit swirling around in your head right now.” He ran his hands through his hair and just looked at me.
 
                 “I’m fine.”
 
                 “Shit. It’s like you just flipped the switch off that I worked so hard to flip on.” He grunted.
 
                 “Look King, I’m all good. Let’s go back in.” I moved two steps forward before Lo advanced on me, pressing me against the brick wall again.
 
                 “Don’t call me King. The only thing you call me is Lo or Logan.” Lo growled at me through clenched teeth. Lo’s striking green eyes had gone molten and scary. He had one hand buried in my hair and the other one slid to my butt, pulling me against him. I was getting a glimpse at pissed off Lo and I made a mental note that pissed off Lo was not a good thing. Totally hot, but probably not a good idea to piss him off.
 
                 I parted my lips to yell at him that I could call him whatever I wanted, when he slammed his lips to mine. He took advantage of my open mouth, sliding his tongue inside. He sucked my tongue into his mouth sliding it against his silky tongue. I moaned into Lo’s mouth and grabbed on to his biceps, holding on. It was the only thing that I could do.
 
                 Lo broke away and said, “What’s my name?”
 
                 “Lo.” I moaned as I leaned into him, following his retreating lips.
 
                 “Fuck, you are so worth it.” Lo kissed me quick and stepped away from me completely. I immediately missed his warmth. “Let’s head back in.”
 
                 My head was swimming with rioting emotions and I didn’t know what to say or do. So, I followed Lo. 
 
   ======
 
   Lo
 
   She was mine. The second my lips touched hers, I knew.
 
   =======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 9
 
    
 
   Meg
 
                 We walked back into the bar, and Lo order another Old Fashioned for me and a beer for himself. He started talking to another guy in a cut I had never seen before, who was leaning against the bar.
 
                 I stood there dazed, staring at Lo. I seriously had no idea what to do. Lo took pity on me, wrapping his arm around my neck and pulled me into his side. He turned his head to the side and whispered in my ear, “You keep that just been fucked look on your face, babe, I’m gonna bend you over this bar and actually fuck you.”
 
                 My head snapped away from Lo and I glared at him. “I do not look like I’ve just been fucked. That isn’t even a real thing.” I countered.
 
                 “With you it is. Eyes soft, lips swollen with a small satisfied smile on your face, yeah, babe it’s you.” Lo smirked.
 
                 I narrowed my eyes at him and glared. “I’m going to find Cyn.” I shot back. 
 
                 “I lost her again didn’t I?” Lo said to me.
 
                 I reached past Lo and grabbed my drink. “Lost who?” 
 
                 “My Meg.” He grunted.
 
                 “Humph, I’m not yours.” I hissed.
 
                 “Yeah, you are, babe. You just haven’t realized it yet. Go find your girls. I got some shit to discuss with the guys.” Lo ordered as he released me.
 
                 I was totally ok with escaping Lo (even if it was an order, which I normally wouldn’t be ok with) so I took my drink and high tailed it out of there. I scanned the bar looking for Cyn, but didn’t see her. I moved over to where they were starting to set up the karaoke equipment and saw Cyn pouring over the binders of songs available to sing.
 
                 “Meg! Get your ass over here and pick a song for us to sing together. I want a good, “Fuck You Asshat” song.” Cyn boomed, as I made my way over to her.
 
                 I put my arms around her, hugged her and said, “You ok, honey?”
 
                 Cyn looked me in the eye and I saw her eyes get watery. “I really think I am. How crazy is that?’ She exclaimed. ‘I feel that I should be devastated, but I’m not. I’m just fucking pissed off. Who cheats right before their wedding? Really, Meg, who does that?” At this point Cyn was yelling, tears were streaming down her face.
 
                 “Someone you should be glad you aren’t marrying, Cyn, that’s who.” I wiped the tears off Cyn’s face and smiled at her. “Is there anything you need me to do? Rip his balls off, toilet paper his house, maybe spread around he has a dick the size of my pinkie?” I said as I wiggled my pinkie at her. I seriously would do any of those things to make Cyn happy.
 
                 Cyn and I both giggled and thought of all the evil things we could do to Asshat.
 
   =====
 
   Meg
 
                 We kicked off karaoke with a bang to say the least. Apparently copious amounts of alcohol and kick ass music made Cyn and me the life of the party. Half way through our rockin’ rendition of ‘Roar’, I caught a glimpse of Lo watching me. He had his arms cocked back, leaning against the bar with a beer dangling from his fingertips and he looked F.I.N.E. Fine. 
 
                 I blew him a kiss (I blame the alcohol) and threw him a little jaunty wave. He gave me a full out smile and a wink and I could feel a rush of wetness soak my panties. 
 
                 Shit, I was in so much trouble.
 
   ======
 
   Lo
 
                 Rigid and I were watching the girls do karaoke, dancing their asses off, having a hell of a time. Edge had managed to find a couple rooms at the same hotel as the girls. Edge and the rest of the guys had taken off about an hour ago.
 
                 No progress had been made with the Big A situation, it had only been a day, but it was still frustrating. Edge was still trying to get info on the Assassins and Demon was having no luck getting in touch with Big A. 
 
   Rigid and I were leaning against the bar, watching the girls.
 
   “You care if I go after Cyn?” Rigid asked as he took a long pull off his beer.
 
   “Do whatever you want brother. Just stay the fuck away from Meg.” I watched Meg walk over to the dj, lean in and shout something to him.
 
   “Ain't got nothing to worry about there, brother. Meg’s sexy and sweet. Cyn, well now Cyn is a different story. Sexy as fuck with a shit ton of sass, brother. She’s definitely more my speed.”
 
   I knew the dj could see right down Meg’s shirt. The guy’s eyes were glued to her tits and didn’t look her in the eye the whole time she talked to him. Meg didn’t have a clue he was checking her out. 
 
   “Sexy, sweet and mine brother.” I said as I watched her laugh at something the dj said.
 
   “She down with that shit yet?” Rigid questioned.
 
   “Work in progress. I might have to keep her in bed to keep her from all the shit she’s got swirling through her mind about why we won’t work.” Every excuse she threw at me was complete bullshit.
 
   “Bitch think she’s too good for you?” 
 
   “Her name is Meg, Rigid, use it.” I growled.
 
   “Yeah yeah.” Rigid laughed.
 
   “And no, she doesn’t think she’s too good for me, the opposite actually. Her ex fucked with her head, making her think she wasn’t worth shit. She doesn’t know how fucking hot she is, no clue all the guys checking her out, wanting to be with her.” I honestly didn’t know how Meg thought she wasn’t the shit. God help me if I ever meet her fucking ex. I’d probably punch him in the fucking throat.
 
   “No shit. She’s got ol’ lady stamped all over her. She good with you and the club?”
 
   “I think so, haven’t really talked about that much. Doesn’t seem to be a problem.” I hope it wouldn’t be a problem. 
 
   The bartender yelled ‘last call’ and I watched Meg and Cyn make their way over to us. They were weaving and giggling, holding on to each other, Meg leaned into me when they finally made it to us.
 
   “I’m Lo drunk.” Meg said, which sent Cyn and her into another fit of laughter.
 
   “I know, babe. Drink a glass of water and then we’re going to head back to the hotel. Sound good?” Meg started swaying, and I grabbed her and pulled her to me. Rigid grabbed Cyn and tucked her under his arm.
 
   “Sounds good handsome.” Meg said as I grabbed the glass the bartender set down filled with water and handed it to her.
 
   “How drunk are you, babe?”
 
   “Happy drunk. I felt Pukey drunk coming on so I cut myself off. Pukey Meg is no fun. I puke then.” Fucking cute even when talking about puke.
 
   “Good thing you stopped then, babe.” I smirked.
 
   “Totally.” Meg chugged the rest of her water and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and set her glass on the bar. “I’m done.” 
 
   Rigid nodded his head at me, letting me know they were ready to head out. “Let’s go, babe, Mickey left the van for us to drive.” I lead Meg out the door and headed over to the van. 
 
   “You sure you’re not too drive to drunk?” Cyn giggled, jumbling up her words to Rigid as he helped her into the back. He climbed in after her, sliding the door shut on her giggling.
 
   “You ok to drive, Lo?” Meg asked me.
 
   “Yeah, babe. Only had two beers. I knew I had to drive your drunk ass home.” I joked as I opened the passenger door for Meg to hop in.
 
   “Are you mad that I’m drunk?” Meg said as she leaned into me, resting her head on my shoulder.
 
   “You have a good time, babe?” I asked.
 
   “The best. I needed to make Cyn happy.” She sighed.
 
   “You need to make yourself happy too, babe. That’s what really matters.” I knew part of Meg’s problem was she made sure the people she cared about were taken care of, but no one was there to take care of her. I was about to change that.
 
   “Hunter would be so mad at me right now. I’m embarrassing.” Meg whispered into my chest.
 
   I clenched my hands and growled. “You could never embarrass me, babe. Get that shit out of your head.” I wrapped my arms around her and held her close.
 
   “You make me forget, Lo.” She mumbled.
 
   “Forget what, babe?” I whispered in her ear.
 
   “You make me forget I’m nothing.” Meg lifted her head, and brushed her lips against mine. “Thank you.” She whispered against my lips. My heart clenched, hearing her say those words, words she believed. 
 
   “You’re not nothing, babe, you’re everything.’ I murmured back to her. ‘Stick with me and I’ll show you.”
 
   I helped Meg in the van and slammed her door.
 
   This was going to be harder than I thought.
 
   =====
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 11
 
    
 
   Meg
 
                 “I looove you, Meg!” Cyn slurred at me as we trudged down the hall to our rooms.
 
                 Cyn had her arm slung around my shoulders and we were both leaning heavily on each other, trying to stay upright. “I love you too, sweetie.”
 
                 “Rigid is so hot. I want to touch his hair.” I looked over my shoulder and saw Lo and Rigid walking behind us, both of their mouths twitching, trying not to laugh.
 
                 “They’re right behind us.” I whispered to Cyn. 
 
                 “Can I touch your hair Rigid?” Cyn shouted behind her.
 
                 “You can touch more than my hair, Cyn baby.” Rigid growled at Cyn.
 
                 Cyn and I giggled and continued our stumble down the hall.
 
                 “Hey! Where did the rest of you guys go?” I shouted back to the two of them. Did that make sense? Man, I shouldn’t have had that last drink. Everything was pretty fuzzy.
 
                 “They found a place to stay.” Lo said as he took the room key out of my hand and opened the door. I was struggling to find the keyhole. I repeat, everything was fuzzy. 
 
                 I saw Cyn and Rigid slip into her room and Rigid slammed the door.
 
                 “Oh! I have an idea! I can sleep with Cyn and you and Rigid can sleep together! Perfect! I’ll just get my pillow and head over there.” I walked into the room and walked right into the coffee table. “Who the fuck put that there.” I said as I stumbled over to my bed and grabbed my pillow.
 
                 “Sweet dreams, Lo.” I mumbled as I made my way to the door.
 
                 I almost made it to the door when Lo grabbed my arm and spun me around to face him. “Not happening, babe.” Lo stepped forward, dropped his shoulder into my belly and lifted me up in one swift motion. 
 
                 The room went upside down and I started struggling. I was kicking and hitting Lo on the back and yelled at him, “You can’t pick me up! What are you doing?”
 
                 “Just did, babe. Now quiet.” 
 
                 “Put me down! I’m too fat for you to pick me up!” I was! My body was not made for lifting up. Trust me.
 
                 Lo stopped walking and growled. He spanked me on my ass and I squealed. “I hear you ever call yourself fat again you get the belt.”
 
                 Lo finished walking to the bed and threw me down on it. My mouth was hanging wide open as I gaped at him and tried to find words. He did not just spank me!
 
                 “How rude! I can’t believe you just spanked me! Who does that?” I tried scrambling off my back but Lo grabbed my foot and started taking my shoes off.
 
                 “I do. Now settle.” Lo got one of my shoes off and threw it next to the coffee table. “I’m tired, babe, and we still got some talking left to do.”
 
                 Oh no! Our last talk ended with me in a ‘Lo Daze’ and agreeing for Lo to sleep in my room. “No more talky!” I seriously should not have had that last drink. 
 
                 Lo ripped my other shoe off and threw it in the direction of the other. He toed off his own boots, flipping them towards mine.
 
                 “I’m gonna sleep on the couch. You can have the bed.”
 
                 Lo grabbed the hem of his shirt and pulled it over his head. “No, you’re not. You want to undress yourself or am I going to have to do it?”
 
                 I made a whimpering sound and felt my eyes get heavy as I slid into the ‘Lo Daze’ as my gaze slowly raked over Lo’s chest. I looked into Lo’s intense green eyes and melted even more. “What was the question?”
 
                 “Fuck you’re cute.” Lo said as his eyes went soft with need.
 
                 Lo’s chest was covered in tattoos and my eyes had no idea where to look first. There were tribal tattoos covering both of his arms in thick black swirls cutting off at his shoulders. On his chest he had a massive fallen angel with the wings covering most of his chest and the angel had his head turned down, almost in shame. There were flames licking the wings that disappeared down into his jeans and climbed up his neck.
 
                 “Times up, babe.” Lo said. I started racking my brain trying to figure out what he is talking about.
 
                 I blame the Old Fashioneds for my slow reflexes because the next thing I knew, Lo leaned down into me, popped open my button and slid the zipper down on my jeans and started tugging them down my hips. 
 
                 “What are you doing? No, no, no. This is not taking things slow, Lo.” I started squirming trying to wiggle my pants back up but failed on getting them back up. “Lo!”
 
                 Lo pulled them off with little effort and threw them by our shoes. He let out a low growl and climbed on the bed crawling over my body, stopping when we were face to face. “Fucking drive me crazy. Can’t get you out of my head, all I can think about is what you would look like naked, begging for more, screaming my name as I fuck you.”
 
                 I whimpered and squirmed under Lo’s gaze that was intense, fierce, and even a touch feral. He lowered his mouth down to my neck kissing and nibbling. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, my hands stroking his back. He gripped the hem of my shirt and started bringing it up my body.
 
                 “I want my shirt on!” I cannot be naked next to Lo. With only his shirt off, the man is ridiculously sexy. I ripped my shirt out of his hands and shoved it back down.
 
                 “No. I want to see you.” Lo said, in a low, husky tone.
 
                 “Lo, you’re all hard and muscular. I’m all fluffy and soft.” I just called myself fluffy. Kill me now.
 
                 “Babe, this shirt is coming off, even if I have to rip it off. Plus, I want soft. I want to sink into you and just get lost in you.” He slipped his arms under my armpits and lifted me up so he is straddling my lap, sitting on my legs.
 
                 “I’ll take it off but either turn the light off or shut your eyes.”
 
                 “No.”
 
                 “I think that’s your favorite word. Now close your eyes.”
 
                 “No.” 
 
   I roll my eyes at him and laughed. “Yes.”
 
                 “No. Light on, eyes open, shirt off.” 
 
                 “King, no!”
 
                 Lo’s eyes went molten and ripped my shirt off over my head.
 
                 I squealed and crossed my arms over my stomach and turned away, trying to get away from Lo.
 
                 “Next time you call me King, I am bending you over my knee and spanking your sweet ass. Say. My. Name.” He gripped my arms and tugged them down to my sides. I turned my head and looked into his eyes that were clouded with desire.
 
                 “Say it.” He ran his hands down my sides brushing against my breasts making me shiver. 
 
                 “Logan.” I breathe out, whimpering as his hands graze my nipples through my bra, sending tremors through me.
 
                 “Fuck. That’s even better than Lo.” Lo rocked his hips against mine, making me moan.
 
                 “Hmm, keep doing that.” I whispered.
 
                 “I want you naked and then I want you screaming my name as you cum. Roll over.”
 
                 “Why?”
 
                 “So I can undo your bra, babe. I need to see your tits. I’m gonna taste them, and then I’m gonna eat your fucking pussy.”
 
                 I was so stunned at the words Lo just said that I rolled to my side. He unhooked my bra, bringing the straps down my arms, pulling it off, sending it off to join the pile of clothes on the floor.
 
                 “Sweetest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.” 
 
                 I moved my arms to cover my stomach again and Lo grabbed them and pinned them over my head. “Trust me. Just looking at your sweet body has got me so fucking hard I could pound nails right now with the fucker. Keep your arms above your head and don’t move them.”
 
                 Lo moved down, paying attention to my nipples, sucking and licking them, making a warmth of wetness soak my panties. I struggled to keep my arms above my head, writhing and squirming from the pleasure.
 
                 He worked his way down my stomach, kissing and twirling his tongue around my belly button. 
 
                 I brought my arms down and tried to push him away from my stomach. “Lo please. I hate my stomach.” The attention he was paying to my stomach was bringing me out of my ‘Lo Daze’ a bit.
 
                 Lo raised his head and looked at me. His eyes weren’t filled with desire any more, they were filled with anger. “Your head is so filled with shit.” Well that was kind of rude.
 
                 “Get off me.” I pushed on Lo’s shoulders to move him off but he didn’t move.
 
                 “No. I’m only going to say this once. So open your fucking ears and listen. I have been with more women than I can remember. I’ve had skinny, fat, black, white, you think of it, I’ve probably done it. You know what that means?”
 
                 I felt like this was a total trick question because my answer involved the word ‘manwhore’ and me walking out the door. I decided silence was my best bet.
 
                 “It means I know what I like and I know what I want. If I wanted something that you think you’re not, I could go get it within the hour. I don’t want a woman who, when I have her naked in front of me I can see everyone one of her ribs and collarbone stick out so much, that it looks like I should feed her a sandwich and a bag of chips before we fuck. When I look at you, I just want to fuck you until you can’t walk. I want to sink my dick so far into you that I can’t tell where I end and you begin. You are the sexiest woman I have ever seen. I can’t promise forever, but I can say, I don’t see any end in sight when it comes to you and me. The thought of anyone even looking at you makes me want to rip their fucking heads off and shove them up their ass. I am going to touch and own every inch of you. You do not hide your body from me. Ever.”
 
                 Well, I guess my answer was completely wrong. I tore my gaze away from Lo’s and looked at the wall. “I don’t know how to do that Lo. I don’t like my body, I don’t like the way I look. I can’t shut my brain off to not think about my stomach that has rolls and stretch marks and my arms that flap in the wind if I raise them. Or how my thighs-.”
 
                 “Enough! The only thing you need to worry about is what I think. The next time you say something bad about yourself you will find yourself turned over my knee so fast you won’t know what happened. I’m not talking about this anymore.” 
 
                 “Lo, but I…” Lo slid his hand over my mouth and his other slid into my panties cupping my mound.
 
                 “No more talking. I’ve said all that needs to be said.” 
 
                 Lo slid his finger inside me and circled my clit. “Open your legs wider.”
 
                 I spread my legs, and Lo kissed me long and deep. “Good girl.”
 
                 He moved down my body, squatting in between my legs, pulling my panties off. “I need to taste you.” 
 
                 My body did a full tremor, feeling my desire build inside me. Lo lowered his head, kissing up my thighs. His mouth reached my mound, licking the length of my slit, parting it open with his fingers. I could feel my orgasm building and Lo hadn’t even really touched me yet. I bucked my hips, trying to get Lo to speed up, I needed to find my release. It had been too long since I had been with a man.
 
                 Lo’s low chuckled penetrated through my haze of desire and I looked down at him. “Are you laughing at me?” I bucked my hips again, trying to get Lo to stop laughing and back to business.
 
                 “How long has it been babe?” Lo said as he stroked my clit, bringing me closer to my release.
 
                 “Too long, Lo. Please.” I was not above begging at this point. Lo had started a fire inside me and he was the only one that was going to be able to put it out.
 
                 “How long?” Lo stopped stroking my clit. I knew he wasn’t going to start again until I answered his question.
 
                 “Since I had sex, six years. Since someone ate me out, eight years.” God, this was so embarrassing. 
 
                 “Holy fuck. It’s like you’re a fucking virgin. You’re tight little hole is probably going to squeeze my dick off.” Lo pumped his finger inside me and a spasm racked my whole body.
 
                 “Logan, please I need…” My voice trailed off as Lo lowered his mouth to my pussy and started sucking and licking, making me feel things that I had never felt before.
 
                 As his tongue circled my clit, he added another finger to my hole, pumping in and out of me. I rocked my hips up and down, trying to find my release. I could feel it building, driving me close to the edge, wanting to fall over.
 
                 I was whimpering and moaning begging Lo. “Please! Oh god, Lo faster. Yes!” I really had no control over what I was saying. I was just trying to feel everything.
 
                 Lo speed up his fingers and started flicking my clit with this tongue and I knew it was only a matter of seconds before I exploded.
 
                 Lo nipped my clit with his teeth then sucked it into his mouth and I exploded. I screamed out his name as I clawed at the sheets as Lo worked my clit giving me the longest orgasm I have ever had.
 
                 As the final tremors worked their way through me, Lo kissed his way up my body and collapsed next to me on the bed.
 
                 “That was fucking amazing babe.”
 
                 “Mm, you got that right. So worth the eight year wait. I might have to wait another eight years before I recover.”
 
                 Lo chuckled next to me and rolled over on his side to look at me. I felt his cock brush against me and I looked down. “You still have your pants on.”
 
                 “Yeah, babe.” Lo grimaced, reached down and adjusted himself. “It’s getting a little tight in there.”
 
                 “What about you?” I asked. I couldn’t take my eyes off his crotch.
 
                 “I agreed to take this slow with you, babe. I just had to know what you tasted like.”
 
                 “What if I want to know what you taste like?” I rolled over on top of Lo, straddling his hips, pushing him onto his back. I could feel his cock pushing against my core through his jeans.
 
                 I balanced on my knees, and rocked my pussy against his bulge as I ran my hands up and down his chest.
 
                 Lo grabbed my hips and pulled me down on him, stopping my rocking. “Ain’t got to do that, babe.”
 
                 I leaned down to his ear and whispered, “What was it you told me before? You only do things if you want to, that no one makes you do anything. Well, I need to do this.” I was getting turned on all over again just thinking about having Lo in my mouth.
 
                 I kissed my way down his body, stopping to swirl my tongue around his nipple. He let out a low moan and I looked up at him. “Fuck me. I can’t wait to have your lips wrapped around my dick.” He said, as he closed his eyes and bucked his hips underneath me.
 
                 I scooted my ass down so I was sitting in between his legs and rested my hands on the fly of his jeans. “You don’t have long to wait.” I said as I popped the button on his jeans and a full body tremor ran through me.
 
                 “I think you’re just as excited as I am, babe. Fucking hottest piece I’ve ever had between my legs”
 
                 I slid the zipper down and worked his jeans down his legs, throwing them on the floor. I grabbed the waistband of his underwear, my hands shaking. I was so excited I felt like I was ready to cum again. Never had the idea of a blow job driven me this crazy before.
 
                 I took a deep breath and tugged them down, watching as his cock sprung out. I gasped, staring.
 
                 I tore my eyes off his cock and looked at Lo. “Holy shit.” 
 
                 Lo laughed, and I could feel his cock bob against me. “It’s called a magic cross babe.”
 
                 I looked down at Lo’s cock and saw four round balls around the head. “Is that one piercing or two? Did it hurt?” I also wanted to ask why and about another million other questions, but I thought that would be rude. I also wanted to dig out the tape measure I knew I had in my purse and see how long he was. He had to at least be pushing nine inches.
 
                 “It’s two, babe. They cross over each other, hence, magic cross. And it hurt like a mother fucker. I couldn’t fuck for a couple of months. Once it healed, holy fuck, it was unbelievable.”
 
                 “Um, will it feel good for me?” I put my thumb on the head and circled around one of the balls.
 
                 “Good? Nah, babe.” I took my hand off and looked at Lo. If it wasn’t going to feel good for me, then what the fuck.
 
                 “Well that sucks.”
 
                 Lo chuckled again. “It’s going to shatter your fucking world darling. Every fucking time.” Breathing a sigh of relief, I put my hand on the base of his cock and started stroking him. “We’ll save that for next time, babe. I told you we would go slowly. My dick inside your tight pussy is not slow.”
 
                 I felt a rush of wetness again and tightened my hold on Lo’s cock and saw Lo’s jaw clench as I hastened my stroking. His eyes grew hooded with desire as I cupped his balls with my other hand massaging them.
 
                 “I want your mouth.” Lo pleaded.
 
                 I looked at Lo and licked my lips and shimmied down so his dick was right in front of my face. I ran my tongue up and down the shaft and Lo bucked his hips. “Prettiest fucking tongue I’ve ever seen.”
 
                 I parted my lips and slid the head of his cock into my mouth and ran my tongue around the metal balls. I slid him down my throat until I almost gagged and then back out. I tasted the pre cum leaking from him and moaned around his cock. 
 
                 I started a steady rhythm with my head bobbing, my hand stroking the base of his cock that I couldn’t reach with my mouth when Lo tugged on my hair and pulled me off his cock. 
 
                 I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and look at Lo, “Why’d you stop me?” 
 
                 “Flip around. I want to eat your pussy again.”
 
                 “I just came. I can’t come again.”
 
                 “Bullshit. I could make you come four more times, now flip around or I’ll make you flip around.” Lo said menacingly. 
 
                 I looked down at Lo’s cock and saw it was still fully erect. “Just let me finish you this way. I’m too big to be on top of you like that.”
 
                 “Always have to argue with me don’t ya, babe. Plus, what did I tell you I would do the next time you talked shit about yourself?” Lo grabbed my arms and pulled me face to face with him. “Now flip the fuck around and get back to sucking my cock.” Lo slapped my ass and grabbed my leg and started spinning me around.
 
                 I decided fighting with Lo about this was pointless, because he would see soon enough that I was a ‘One and done’ kind of girl. 
 
                 I put my knees on each side of Lo’s head and jumped when he pulled my pussy down to his mouth. “Start sucking babe. I want you Cumming when I do.” 
 
                 I didn’t have time to argue because as soon as Lo’s mouth started devouring my pussy all I could think was maybe I’m not a ‘One and Done’ girl.
 
                 I shook off my thoughts and started sucking on Lo’s dick, bobbing up and down. 
 
                 Lo stuck two fingers in me and started pumping them inside me and it made me stop what I was doing, moaning around his dick. Lo slapped my ass, reminding me of what I was supposed to be doing. 
 
                 I could feel myself starting to tip over the edge and pulled my mouth off of Lo and said, “I’m gonna cum.”
 
                 “Keep going, babe. I want to cum down your throat.” My pussy spasmed and I doubled my efforts and got back to work.
 
                 I felt Lo’s dick start pulsing and I knew he was about to come. I went down on Lo as far as I could and swallowed and I felt the first stream of cum coating the back of my throat. I heard Lo moan and he bucked his hips under me and then I fell over the edge of my own orgasm.
 
                 It was the most intense thing I had ever felt. It was like lights exploding behind my eyes and all I could do was feel. I felt myself coming down, gave Lo one last lick then laid my head on his thigh.
 
                 “Best fucking night ever.” Lo said as he ran his hands up and down my ass and legs.
 
                 “Hmm, totally.” I was completely in the ’Lo Daze’ and I was completely content on never surfacing back to reality.
 
                 “Best fucking view ever too.” 
 
                 Holy shit! My ass was still in Lo’s face. I tried to slide off of Lo but his hands gripped my hips and wouldn’t let me move. “Let me move.” I squealed.
 
                 “Just came down that sweet throat of yours babe and now I’m getting hard just looking at your sweet little cunt and now you're going to start arguing with me again. I’m going to have to keep you in bed to keep you sweet and not listening to all that shit rolling around in that head of yours.” Lo swiped his finger through my pussy and a tremor rocked through my body.
 
                 I didn’t think my body could take another orgasm so I tried rolling off Lo again and he let me collapse on the bed next to him.
 
                 “Need sleep.” I mumbled into the mattress. 
 
                 “Crawl up here.” Lo slapped my ass and I didn’t even jump. I think I was getting used to him spanking me or I was starting to like it. Oy. Something to think about later.
 
                 I spun around, crawled to the head of the bed and dropped into the pile of pillows. I felt Lo get out of bed and head to the bathroom.
 
                 I had so many thoughts (as Lo liked to say, ‘shit’) swirling through my mind, I really had no idea what to think any more.
 
                 I just had one of the best orgasms of my life and my body wanted fifty more just like it, but then my mind comes in like a freight train blaring its horn at me screaming, ‘You’re just a big fat whale who nobody wants!’ Lo wanted me now, but how long until he gets sick of me, till the fifty girls that he could get within in the hour come roaring in and take him from me.
 
                 There were two options, I could either sit back and enjoy Lo until he realizes he could do better then go back to my life, or just end it now. Except I don’t think that my heart could handle either one of those options.
 
                 “You’re thinking again, aren’t you?” I jumped and looked up at Lo. I didn’t even hear him cross the room from the bathroom.
 
                 “I’m allowed to think.” I was. It was my life that Lo was invading. I needed to figure out if I wanted him there.
 
                  “You overthink shit, babe. Just go with it.”
 
                 I rolled my eyes at Lo and scowled at him. “What I’m thinking about is not shit, it’s my life Lo. That was pretty damn good and simple till you came along.”
 
                 “Sounds boring. Now, scoot over. It’s almost three o’clock in the morning and I need sleep. You wore me out.” 
 
                 I grabbed a pillow and threw it at Lo as I scooted over to the other side of the bed. “Bastard.” I mumbled under my breath and punched my pillow.
 
                 “Fucking cute when you're pissed, babe.” Lo grabbed my pillow I was punching and shoved it behind his back.
 
                 “Hey! You have a pillow! Give me mine back.” I yelled at Lo as I grabbed for my pillow.
 
                 Lo pinned me down the bed and said, “Stop.”
 
                 “Bastard.” I whispered under my breath. Lo’s hand came up and brushed my hair out of my face.
 
                 “Babe.” One word. One fucking word. That’s all he had to say for stealing my pillow and possibly my heart. 
 
                 Lo settled back into his stolen pillow and pulled me into his side. I laid my head on Lo’s chest and felt my fatigue hit me from my day.
 
                 “Sleep, Meg. You can hate me in the morning.” My body stiffened at his words and I looked into his striking green eyes and rested my head back on his chest.
 
                 “I don’t hate you, I just don’t know… I mean I just… don’t know what to feel any more.” I whispered into his chest.
 
                 “Sleep beautiful.” Lo rumbled and started rubbing my back. I did the only thing that made sense.
 
                 I slept.
 
   ======
 
   Lo
 
                 I looked down, and saw Meg’s hair fanned over my chest and felt her body relax into mine, knowing she had finally fallen asleep.
 
                 I laid my head back down on the pillow and stared up at the ceiling. 
 
                 I had no idea what to do next with Meg. Every time it felt like I was getting somewhere with her, she pushed me back and would build her walls up even higher. I never knew what was going to send her running, hiding, from what she really wanted to feel.
 
                 She was the most beautiful woman I had ever meet. It was amazing she didn’t see how awesome she was, all she saw was the parts she didn’t like.
 
                 I felt like I had made headway tonight, but I was pretty sure all the drinks she had tonight had helped to loosen her up and just let her be herself without all the worries that always seemed to weigh her down. Now I just had to figure out a way to loosen her up sober. 
 
                 I looked down at her again and heard her faintly start snoring. Even snoring and passed out on me, she still gave me a hard on. I felt my dick stirring, ready to go again. 
 
                 Meg was a drug and I was full on addicted.
 
   ======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 12
 
    
 
   Meg
 
                 I was laying on top of Lo. Completely on top of him. Not having sex, just sleeping on top of him. He had his arms wrapped around me and my head was resting on his shoulder, drool dripping down. So classy. Yeash.
 
                 I lifted my head and looked down at Lo. He looked so peaceful and so fucking hot. I was so out of my league.
 
                 I had to be suffocating him. I looked down at his chest to make sure he was breathing. He was. Thank god.
 
                 I tried lifting myself up and Lo’s arms tightened around me. “Where are you going?” He said sleepily.
 
                 “I’m killing you.”
 
                 Lo laughed. Full out belly laugh, that shook him and me. “How the fuck are you killing me?”
 
                 “I’m laying on top of you, Lo! I don’t even know how you’re breathing right now!” I shrieked, panicked at any second he would pass out.
 
                 “Babe, you’ve been sleeping like this the past five hours. I woke up when I felt you moving and you moved right on top of me and went back to sleep.”
 
                 “You didn’t put me here?” I climbed on top of Lo? What the fuck?
 
                 “Nah, babe. You climbed on top all be yourself. At first I thought you were trying to fuck me but two seconds after you laid your head down, you were snoring.”
 
                 “What?” Not only did I decide to make Lo my own personal pillow, after I climbed on him I started snoring! Fucking classy!
 
                 I closed my eyes and pinched myself.
 
                 “What the fuck, babe!” Lo jerked his arm off of me and rubbed his side.
 
                 “Oops, I was trying to pinch myself.” That’s why I didn’t feel anything, I had pinched Lo instead. Whoops.
 
                 “Fucking crazy, babe. I never know what you’re going to do next.” Lo wrapped his arms back around me and pulled me close. Not that I could move much closer but he made it so there was no space in between us.
 
                 “Is that a bad thing?” I said into his neck.
 
                 “Nah, babe, keeps me on my toes. Makes me laugh too.”
 
                 “You don’t do that much, do you? Laugh I mean.” I snuggled into Lo. I was too tired to fight the Lo Daze.
 
                 “With you I do. Without you, no. Not much to laugh about.” 
 
                 I raised myself up on my elbows and looked into Lo’s eyes. “That’s sad. Everyone should laugh, even bad ass motorcycle guys.” I stroked Lo’s cheek and gave him a kiss.
 
                 “I got Sweet Meg now, don’t I?”
 
                 “Do I have Bad Ass Motorcycle Lo now?”
 
                 “He’s always there, babe.” Which was true. Lo was constant. I, on the other hand was all over the fucking map lately. 
 
                 “Let me up.”
 
                 “She’s gone now. Why?” Lo asked.
 
                 “She’s not gone. I just want up.” Sweet Meg was totally gone. Out the bed, driving home and pulling into the driveway. Gone.
 
                 Lo shook his head at me and let me go. I scrambled off the bed, grabbed my overnight bag and hightailed it to the bathroom.
 
   =====
 
   Lo
 
   I watched Meg’s ass as she grabbed all her shit and slammed the bathroom door shut. My dick tented the covers, wanting Meg to come back and play.
 
   I scrubbed my hands down my face and sighed. I was hoping that when she woke up, things would be like they were last night. No such luck. Sweet Meg had retreated and was busy building her walls up higher. Son of a bitch.
 
   I looked at the clock, seeing it was after eleven, and got out of bed to get dressed.
 
   As I was pulling my jeans on, carefully tucking my still hard dick inside, there was a knock on the door. I zipped up my jeans, forgoing the button for now and swung the door open.
 
   Rigid stood there with a pissed off look on his face. “Let’s get the fuck out of here.”
 
   “Meg’s in the shower fuckwad. What the fuck crawled up your ass?” I asked as I left the door open for Rigid to come in as I looked for my shirt.
 
   “Cyn wants to go home. She’s going on and on about shit she needs to do today for canceling the wedding and I just don’t fucking care. I told her to tell Asshat to deal with it all since he was the one who cheated. She threw her shoe at me and told me to go get you guys.”
 
   “Yeah, well, we’re not ready yet, brother. Have Mickey load your bike in the van, then you can drive Cyn home in Meg’s car. Meg can ride home with me.” I looked around the room for Meg’s keys and saw them next to the TV. I grabbed them and threw them to Rigid. “Think you can handle Cyn for another hour?” 
 
   “Fuck yeah, brother. I still want her. I know she’s going through some shit right now. Probably gonna give her some time to get her head straight, then I’m gonna know how tight her fucking pussy is.” Rigid tucked the keys in his pocket and headed back to the door.
 
   “Good luck brother. Text me when you get back to the clubhouse.”
 
   “Will do.” Rigid said, as he slammed the door shut behind him.
 
   I heard the shower turn on and had to fight the urge to climb in the shower with Meg. I had to take things slow with her. My head knew that but my dick was not down with that plan.
 
   I imagined Meg’s wet body, soap dripping down her tits and had to adjust myself. 
 
   I had to get Meg’s head straight about us before I lost my fucking mind.
 
   She was driving me crazy and she didn’t even know it.
 
   Fuck me.
 
   ======
 
   Meg
 
                 I looked at myself in the mirror and screamed. Holy shit! My sexy hair was now flat and hanging limply and my makeup would have been awesome if I was in a zombie movie. 
 
                 I hopped in the shower, scrubbing the night away. I had no idea what to do when it came to Lo. I knew that if I would let him in, it would be awesome. But for how long? 
 
                 I dried off and got dressed, throwing my hair up in a messy bun and forgoing makeup. I needed coffee.
 
                 I walked out of the bathroom to Lo pulling his boots on, dressed in his clothes from last night. He looked gorgeous as always. I looked down at myself and sighed. Sexy Meg was gone, replaced with Everyday Boring Meg. I had thrown on a vintage hot rod shirt and faded jeans. Comfy but boring. 
 
                 “I’m gonna head home.” Boring Meg belonged at home, not in a hotel room with Sexy Lo.
 
                 “Wait for me, babe.” Lo said as he grabbed his vest and threw it on. Even hotter. 
 
                 “I’m gonna run over and see if Cyn is ready to go.” I walked over to the door and threw it open.
 
                 “She’s gone, babe. I gave Rigid your keys while you were in the shower. Cyn and Rigid took your car home.” Lo picked up my bag and slung it over his shoulder.
 
                 “You’re kidding.” I said. 
 
                 “No, babe, they’re gone.” Lo patted down his pockets searching for his keys. I stood with my mouth hanging open, speechless.
 
                 I walked across the hall and banged on Cyn’s door. She had to be there. She wouldn’t leave me alone, stranded. I pounded on the door and waited. Nothing. I pounded on the door one more time hoping she was still sleeping. I leaned my head against the door and I heard my door click behind me and Lo put his hand on my hip.
 
                 “Babe.” One word. One word that somehow made me feel better.
 
                 “Can I get a ride home Lo? And Coffee?” I mumbled into the door, defeated.
 
                 “Yeah babe.”
 
                 Looked like Boring Meg was going for a motorcycle ride.
 
   =====
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 13
 
    
 
   Meg
 
                 I was addicted. Going seventy miles an hour, hauling ass down country roads, the wind blowing through my hair with my body wrapped around Lo, it really was not something to complain about.
 
                 After checking out and grabbing a cup of coffee from the continental breakfast, we walked out of the hotel, into the sunshine. Lo handed my bag off to another guy with a vest with fewer patches, explaining to me he was a prospect that was driving the van back and he would drop my bag off to me later.
 
                 We walked to Lo’s bike and I just stared. I knew absolutely nothing about motorcycles, but I could tell Lo’s was badass and awesome. It was all black, raven black.  All I could tell you is it was a Harley and kick ass.
 
                 Lo grabbed a helmet for me and strapped it on my head. I was too in awe of his ride to be of much help. Lo straddled the bike and motioned for me to get on. 
 
                 I had no idea what I was doing and I’m sure anyone walking by could tell. By the time I finally had gotten on, I had kicked Lo in the back and almost catapulted myself off the other side.
 
                 Once I was finally seated, Lo said, “Hold on.” I rested my hands on his sides, not wanting to get in his way and waited.
 
                 Lo reached behind him and grabbed my arms and wrapped my arms around him. “Hold on.” He said again.
 
                 The next thing I knew, my whole body was vibrating and Lo rocketed out of the parking lot. He made quick work of the city streets and before I knew it were cruising along the country roads. I had never been on a motorcycle and I was finally starting to see what the appeal was. 
 
                 It. Was. Awesome.
 
                 Before I knew it, we had pulled into my driveway and Lo motioned for me to get off. I dismounted somewhat gracefully and unbuckled my helmet and handed it to Lo who stayed on the motorcycle.
 
                 “I got shit to do, babe. Mickey will drop your bag off in a little bit.”
 
                 Lo stood up, straddling his bike, and wrapped a hand around my neck and pulled me to him. He tangled his hand in my hair and tilted his mouth down to mine and gave me a long deep kiss. I was completely and fully in the Lo Daze when he rumbled against my lips, “I’ll see you around, ok?’
 
                 All I could do was nod my head and watch Lo pull out of the drive.
 
                 I walked into the house and sent off a message to Cyn letting her know I was home, no thanks to her, and face planted on my bed. 
 
                 Completely out of the Lo Daze, I only had one thought.
 
                 What the fuck just happened?
 
   ======
 
   Lo
 
                 Having Meg wrapped around me the whole way home was heaven and fucking torture at the same time. It took all my willpower not to laugh at her while she tried to climb on behind me. I loved that she had never ridden on a bike before and I got to be her first.
 
   I dropped Meg off quick, planning on coming over later, after I talked Rigid into taking over the run this week for me.
 
   I pulled up to the clubhouse and saw a majority of the guy’s bikes there. Before I was even off my bike, Demon walked out, not looking happy.
 
   “Shit is going down King. We’ve got to do something.”
 
   “What the fuck happened now?” I asked as I swung my leg over my bike and walked into the clubhouse.
 
   “Big A got in touch with Blade in Collinsworth.” Demon said as I walked into church. Blade was my old president. I was his VP before we came up here to Rockton.
 
   “What?” I growled as I sat down at the head of the table.
 
   “Told him some bullshit on how we’re trying to take over his territory. Fucking bullshit.” Speed said, as he walked in the door and shut it behind him. All the members were back from the last run, so church was full today. I was the last one to show up. There was a total of fourteen full members and we had four prospects right now. 
 
    “So what the fuck did Blade say?” I shot back
 
   “He told Big A he would take care of it. I talked to Blade ten minutes ago, he ain’t very happy. He said we better take care of this shit quick. Either put the Assassins out of business or figure out a way to avoid each other.” Demon said.
 
   “Avoiding each other don’t sound like Blade’s style.” Gravel rumbled.
 
   “No, it sure fucking don’t. So what the fuck do we do?” I always liked to get the brothers opinions before I make a decision. 
 
   “Do we want the Assassins Territory?” Demon asked.
 
   “If we would take over their territory that would put more pressure and stress on us. I did my research and they cover most of the northern part of the state. We could make a deal that neither of us would cross past Falls City and we keep running the way we have.” Edge said.
 
   “That gives them a much bigger territory. What happens if we ever want to expand past oxy and weed?” Swinger asked.
 
   “That ain’t ever gonna happen. Things are on edge enough with oxy and weed. We get into that heavier shit, there ain’t no coming back from that. If it ever comes down to it, we can get out of the oxy and weed easy. Running bigger drugs puts us in a whole other league.” I said, hoping everyone else in the club agrees. Getting into heavier drugs, you definitely made more money, but you also had a much bigger risk.
 
   “Do we even want to be in the drug business anymore? Blade and the Collinsworth crew has completely gotten out of the oxy game and barely deals weed any more. That a path that we want to go down?” Demon asked.
 
   “How would we get money then? The garage isn’t going to generate enough money to keep us in the same lifestyle that we have gotten used to.” Gravel said. Gravel was the old-timer of the group. He was with the Devil’s Knights when I was just a kid. He was my sponsor when I patched in and he has always had my back as I worked my way through the ranks of the club. When I got Prez for the new Rockton chapter, Gravel was one of the first to volunteer to come with me.
 
   “We want to go completely legit? Strip club. There ain’t a decent one for miles around.” Gambler said.
 
   “Fuck yea! Strip club!” Speed yelled. All the members started talking at once, all in agreement that a strip club sounded good.
 
   “Alright, alright fuckers, calm the fuck down.” I yelled. “This is a big fucking deal, shit that we are going to have to discuss with the Collinsworth chapter. Edge and Python, I want you guys to get as much info you can on location and what the community would think of a strip club. If need be, we can open it outside of town limits to keep us on the good side of the community. I want the info in as soon as possible. Rigid, Gambler, Speed, and Swinger, I want you four to do the run this week. Dig around and try to see if our suppliers know of anyone who would want to maybe expand and take over our territory.”
 
   “What about giving out territory to the Assassins?” Gambler asked.
 
   “I’m not sure I want the Assassins getting what they wanted. Going behind our backs to Blade was not the way to make friends with us. Hammer, Whiskey, and Crowbar, you guys are with me heading to Collinsworth to talk to Blade. Are we all in agreement to get out of drugs and go straight legit with the body shop and the strip club. All in favor?”
 
   A chorus of ayes went up around the room.
 
   “All not in favor?” No one said nay, so it was decided. The Devils Knights Rockton Chapter was going legit. The brothers filed out while Demon and Rigid hung back. Demon was my VP and Rigid was my Sgt of Arms, they were my go to guys.
 
   “Didn’t see that vote coming, happy it did though.” Demon said.
 
   “Yeah, I agree, brother. We can all breathe a little easier when we are completely on the right side of the law.” I said as I leaned back in my chair.
 
   “Let’s just hope it goes as smooth as it can. The only possible problem I see is the Assassins. They sure are some dumbfuckers. What the fuck were they thinking going to Blade? We’re all brothers, just different chapters.” Rigid scoffed.
 
   “How long you expecting to be gone?” Demon asked me.
 
   “Hopefully, only a couple of days. I don’t see Blade having a problem with our decision to quit the drugs. I plan on leaving tonight to get back as soon as possible.”
 
   “You got a reason for wanting to get back so quick other than to get this strip club shit going?” Demon asked.
 
   “Yeah, brother. My reason is about five ten and the best pussy I’ve ever tasted.” I said as I pulled my phone out to see if Meg had texted me. 
 
   “You tie her down yet?” Rigid asked.
 
   “Working on it.” I said as I shoved my phone back in my pocket, seeing that Meg hadn’t texted me. I looked at the time and saw it was close to three, and remembered that Meg worked Sunday nights. I guess I wasn’t going to be able to see her tonight.
 
   “Don’t fuck it up.” Demon said as he walked out the door.
 
   “What happened with you and Cyn?” I asked Rigid as we walked out of church and headed to the long bar in the main room.
 
   “Not much. She was too drunk last night to do anything and this morning she was so occupied with canceling everything for the wedding we didn’t really talk that much. I plan on giving her a couple of weeks, get her shit straight.”
 
   Wheeler, one of our prospects, was behind the bar and poured Rigid and I shots of Southern Comfort. “You leaving tonight?” Rigid asked.
 
   I tossed my shot back. “Might as well. Meg works Sunday through Thursday, and will be at work within the hour tonight, so I might as well get this shit done so I can get back home.”
 
   “All right, brother. I’m leaving in the morning and will let you know about who to hand the drugs off to as soon as possible. Good luck with Blade.” Rigid slammed his shot back and walked out of the main room, headed to his room to pack.
 
   I grabbed my phone out of my pocket and sent a text off to Meg letting her know I was going out of town and I would text her when I got back in.
 
   She didn’t text me back right away and I was tempted to run over to her house quick, to see her before I left. I decided not to, not wanting her to feel too much pressure.
 
   I was going to figure out all the bullshit with the Assassins and the strip club and then I was going to get Meg on the same page as me.
 
   She was mine, she just had to realize it.
 
   ======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 14
 
    
 
   Meg
 
                 I didn’t hear from Lo all week, except for the text he sent me as I was getting ready for work, telling me he was going to be out of town for a couple of days. I had no idea what to text back, so I didn’t send anything back. 
 
   Mickey, the prospect, had dropped my bag off about ten minutes after I got home, with only a head nod directed at me and was gone.
 
                 I went by the shop, Knight’s Garage, on Wednesday and dropped Lo’s mom’s pie tin off. Lo wasn’t there. 
 
                 Rigid was and all he said was, “Yo, Lo’s not here.” and “See ya.” after I explained about the pan. Things seemed to be hectic so I hightailed it out of there.
 
                 I kept going back and forth of whether or not I should text Lo, but I never did. I had no idea what we were and what to say. 
 
                 With each day that went by with no word from Lo, the more convinced I came to the fact that Lo got all he wanted and he was done. Definitely didn’t last as long as I hoped it would, but I knew things were going to end.
 
                 It was now Friday night, and I was home alone and annoyed with Troy. Apparently while I was away last weekend, Troy had met ‘the perfect girl’ and was now so entranced with her that all he talked about was her and had ditched our monthly ‘Si Senor! Margaritas and Tacos’ night, to take her out.
 
                 Troy was convinced this was the girl who was going to be the one and told me, “I need to do everything I can to make her see that I’m the one Meg.”
 
                 Which in turn, my reply was, “You shouldn’t have to do anything for her to see how awesome you are, Troy. Just be you.”
 
                 He didn’t listen, and had went and got reservations in Falls City at River’s Edge, the most expensive restaurant around and planned a carriage ride for after. Totally romantic and totally not Troy. 
 
                 I told Troy to take her to the Roadhouse then back to his house for a bonfire (which was Troy all the way) so she could see the real Troy.
 
                 He got mad, pissed I couldn’t ‘be happy for him’.
 
                 I got annoyed and told him to fuck off.
 
                 Which leads me to now, one hand on my blender mixing up my second batch of margaritas, my other hand stirring my kick ass refried beans.
 
                 Troy hadn’t told me he wasn’t going to come over Friday until Thursday and by that point I had already had the steak marinating because in order to have kick ass tacos, you needed to marinate the meat for two days and soak the beans overnight.
 
                 So, I was having my own Si Senor! Night, happily three sheets to the wind, singing along to Jennifer Lopez’s ‘On the Floor’ (yes, I had a Si Senor! Play list) while Blue laid on the floor and occasionally howled for some taco scraps. Remy had also ditched me tonight and was at a baseball game with his dad and wouldn’t be back until late, if at all.
 
                 I was just slipping the taco shells into the oven, when I heard someone knocking on my door. I looked at Blue, my trusty watch dog, to see him zonked out on the floor. Yeah, he’s vicious.
 
   “Just a minute!” I hollered while checking to make sure the steak and refried beans were simmering away and made my way to the door.
 
                 I opened the door, and Rigid was standing there. Strange.
 
                 “You got plans tonight, Firecracker?” He asked. Even stranger.
 
                 I stared back at him stunned. Firecracker? Plans? “Si Senor Night.” I replied.
 
                 “Babe?” He asked and raised one eyebrow looking at me like I was crazy. 
 
                 “Si Senor! Margaritas and Taco Night. Every third Friday of the month.” I leaned against the door frame because the world started tilting to the left.
 
                 “You drunk, Firecracker?” Rigid ask with a smirk on his lips.
 
                 “A little.” I replied. No point in lying, I was.
 
                 “You the only one here?” He asked, peering over my shoulder.
 
                 “Um, yeah. Troy and Remy ditched me.”
 
                 “You make a bunch of food?” My brain could not figure out where this conversation was going. I was in a Tequila haze. I just nodded my head.
 
                 “Hold on.” Rigid pulled his phone out of his pocket, pressed a couple buttons and put it to his ear.
 
                 I looked over Rigid’s shoulder and saw my neighbor, Larry, peaking out his window. I waved and yelled, “Hey, Larry!” Larry looked at me then moved away from the window.
 
                 “Yeah, she’s home, King. Drunk off her ass, hollering at the neighbors.” Rigid said into the phone, laughing.
 
                 I was not drunk off my ass and all I yelled was hey to Larry. It’s called being neighborly. “I am not drunk! Why are you still on my porch?” I demanded.
 
                 He ignored me and kept talking to Lo, “Apparently it’s taco night or some shit like that. Smells fucking phenomenal.”
 
                 “It’s ‘Si Senor! Margarita and Taco Night’, get it right.” I mumbled under my breath. “And it better smell good, I slaved my ass over these tacos.”
 
                 “You hear her? Yeah, definitely throwing sass, King. See you in ten.’ Rigid slid his phone back in his pocket. ‘The boys are bringing beer. How long until dinner?”
 
                 I was speechless! I shook my head trying to get out of my tequila haze but all it did was make the room spin a little. “You can’t drink beer on Si Senor Night! Margaritas only!” I screeched outraged! Apparently all my brain processed was the beer part.
 
                 “Don’t do girly drinks, babe. You need me to stir something?”
 
                 It was at this point I decided I was dreaming, because the Rigid of the real world, would never be at my door inviting himself and the club to dinner and asking if he could help me cook. I decided to go with it.
 
                 “You can stir the beans.” 
 
                 I walked back to the kitchen, handed Rigid the spoon for the beans and pointed to the pot and he started stirring. Blue sat up and whimpered at Rigid. He threw him a piece of steak, Blue chomping it down in one bite and laid back down. “I need a new dog.” I mumbled under my breath. “Some strange man walks in and all Blue does is beg for food and then goes back to sleep. Yeash.”
 
                  I walked back over to the blender and topped off my margarita glass and checked on the steak. I pulled the taco shells out of the oven and threw the flour tortillas into the microwave to soften them, then started pulling out all the fixings for the tacos. 
 
                 “Why’d you call me Firecracker?” I asked Rigid.
 
                 “You’re all quiet and cute babe, and then just like a firecracker, you explode, no warning.”
 
                 “Are you saying I have a temper?”
 
                 “Not a temper, babe, just sass.”
 
                 “Is sass a good thing?” I asked.
 
                 “Yeah, babe. It’s good. King likes it so I wouldn’t be worried.” 
 
                 I was dumping the lettuce into a bowl when I heard the rumble of bikes, boots stomping up my porch steps then my house was invaded by The Devil’s Knights. Five of them. Larry was probably having a heart attack next door.
 
                 “I hope I have enough food.” I said to Rigid, who was alternating from stirring the beans and steak.
 
                 “I sent Mickey to the store to get beer and shit. We’ll have enough food.” Lo rumbled as he took his sunglasses off and threw them on my end table.
 
                 “Um, so how many of you boys are going to be here?” I said as I started chopping up tomatoes and jalapeños.
 
                 “Just us and Mickey babe. Rest of the guys took off on a run.” Lo replied.
 
                 I didn’t know what to say next, so I went with silence. Silence and chopping. 
 
                 I should totally have enough food for eight people, I normally made enough to feed an army, I just didn’t know if enough for an army would feed seven hungry bikers. I glanced up at the guys who were overtaking my house, “Seven very large guys.” I mumbled.
 
                 “You say something, babe?” Lo said, as he slid his arms around me and pulled my back to his front. I had only spent a handful of times with him but I somehow missed being in his arms. This was not good.
 
                 “Nothing, just thinking if I have enough food.” I said as I looked at all the food I had spread on the island. There was a big bowl of shredded lettuce, a three compartment bowl that had chopped onions, black olives, and where I was throwing the jalapenos, along with a bowl of chopped tomatoes. I had a jar of salsa, taco sauce, and two kinds of hot sauce and a ginormous bowl of cheese (hey, we were in Wisconsin). “Sour cream.” I said and twisted in Lo’s arms to grab it from the fridge.
 
                 Lo cracked open the fridge, grabbed it out and handed it to me. “Thanks.” I mumbled as I took it from him.
 
                 “You gonna say hi to me, babe?” Lo whispered into my ear.
 
                 I guess I didn’t say hi to him, did I? “Hey, Lo.” I said as popped open the sour cream and gave it a stir.
 
                 “Not the kind of hello I was talking about, Meg.” I gave a little shiver because Lo never said my name. It was nice.
 
                 “That’s the only way I know how to say hi, Lo.” I turned in his arms and looked into his eyes. God, they were gorgeous.
 
                 Lo slid his hand across my cheek and threaded his fingers in my hair. “Been five days since I’ve seen ya babe, I need more of a hello then that.”
 
                 Lo brought his head down, and brushed his lips against mine and pulled away. I reached up and stroked his face, brushing my thumb over his bottom lip, leaned in and kiss him back. I wanted more.
 
                 It took about two seconds before Lo took over, deepening the kiss, making my knees go weak. I wrapped my arms around Lo’s shoulders and did the only thing I could; hold on and slip into the Lo Daze.
 
                 Lo pulled away and rumbled against my lips, “Fucking missed you, babe.”
 
                 My eyes were half-mast as I gazed at his lips, wishing he would kiss me again. I leaned my head into him, trying to catch his lips but he ducked his head and tucked my face into his neck. 
 
                 “Yo, Meg! Mick’s on the phone wanting to know if there’s anything you need. He’s at the store.” I looked over at Rigid, seeing him holding his phone to his ear, waiting for an answer from me.
 
                 I mentally ran through all my desserts in my head, trying to think of an easy one. “Vanilla ice cream, whipped cream, and corn tortillas.” Rigid nodded his head at me and repeated my list to Mickey.
 
                 Lo squeezed me in his arms. “Hmm, ice cream and whipped cream, sounds like fun.” Lo looked at the island and saw the stack of tortillas, “I don’t think you need any more tortillas though, babe.”
 
                 “The tortillas are for dessert. I’m going to make Cinnamon Nachos with ice cream and caramel.” They were to die for. Freshly fried chips sprinkled with cinnamon and sugar, drizzled with caramel and served with ice cream. So good.
 
                 “You don’t want her, King, I’ll take her. Bitch can cook for me. I’ll probably never leave the house and weigh six hundred pounds.” Someone from the living room yelled.
 
                 “Fuck off, Edge, you even look at her I’ll cut your fucking eyes out.” Lo barked. All the guys burst out laughing.
 
                 “I got first dibs when King is done with her. She cooks like a fucking gourmet chef and sings like a god damn angel.” Rigid said as he put his phone back in his pocket.
 
                 “Sounds good to me. I like your hair Rigid but I don’t know if you could handle me. Lo barely can.” I said as I picked up my margarita and took a drink. “Does anyone want a margarita?” I offered.
 
                 “Babe.” Lo growled at me, his arms tightening around me.
 
                 I looked at Lo and saw his eyes filled with anger. “What?” I asked, clueless.
 
                 “You are mine. Nobody gets you but me, however long I want you. Got me?” 
 
                 My mouth fell open at his menacing words. 
 
                 “Come on, King.” I looked to my left to see who was talking and looked at the guys patch that said Demon and Vice President.
 
                 “Just fucking with ya, brother.” Rigid said as he picked the spoon up and went back to stirring the beans.
 
                 Lo ignored them all and said to me again, “You got me, babe?”
 
                 “Um, sure Lo, whatever you say.” I whisper back, not wanting to upset him anymore. 
 
                 “Fucking drive me crazy.” Lo mumbled as he reached behind me, grabbed an olive from the bowl and popped it into his mouth. “Let me introduce you to the guys, babe.”
 
                 We walked into my living room, to see the guys were sprawled out, flipping through channels on the TV.
 
                 “That scruffy looking fucker over there is Gravel. He’s laid his bike down so many times the fucker don’t even feel it anymore.” 
 
                 “Darling.” Gravel rumbled at me. Gravel looked like your typical biker, long grey beard, sun weathered skin, and wise beyond his years. His eyes skeptically traveled over me, making me feel uneasy.
 
                 “The one next to Gravel is Gambler. Don’t play cards with him unless you’re good.”
 
                 “Good to know, although I have been known to kick some ass on Go Fish.” I joked.
 
                 Gambler chuckled and nodded his head at me, “Duly noted.” he said. Gambler was hot. He looked a lot like Rigid minus the blue Mohawk and bulging muscles. He was covered in colorful tattoos and it looked like he was permanently smirking.
 
                 “That fucker flipping through the channels is Demon. He’s the V.P. of the club.”
 
                 “Rigid maybe joking, but I wasn’t darling. King fucks you over, come find me, I’ll make it all better.” Demon said and threw a wink at me. Demon was not your typical hot, but he was still good looking. He had jet black hair tied back at his nape and bright blue eyes. His nose looked like he had been in more than a couple fights and his body was lean but still muscled.
 
                 “I’ll just stick with Lo right now, but thanks.” This guy was shameless. I felt Lo’s arm tighten around me and saw him throw a menacing look at Demon.
 
                 “Tow the line fucker and you got nothing to worry about.” Demon growled to Lo.
 
                 “Who the fuck is Lo?” 
 
                 I swivel my head to see a guy walking out of the bathroom, still zipping up his fly.
 
                 “Really, Speed? Should have called you Dumbfuck instead. King is Lo.” Rigid said from the kitchen.
 
                 “Why the fuck don’t she call you King then?” Speed said as he plopped down in between Demon and Gravel.
 
   I felt myself blush as all the guys looked at me, waiting for an answer. “Lo, um, won’t let me call him King.’ I glanced at Lo, seeing him give all the guys a eat shit look. ‘The last time I did, he spanked me. I haven’t decided if I liked it or not yet, the spanking that is.”
 
   “Fucking A! I call dibs after Demon!” The last guy who Lo hadn’t introduced yet, boomed at me.
 
   “I may need to write the order down.” I mumbled.              
 
   Lo spun me around to face him. His jaw was clenched and his arms tightened around me. “You write anybody’s names down but mine and you’ll have such a sore ass from the spanking you get, you won’t be able to sit for a month babe. You are mine.”
 
   I craned my head around to look at the guys, who were all smirking and trying not to laugh. “I think King is all I can handle boys, thanks though.”
 
   I felt Lo growl and suddenly scooped me up, throwing me over his shoulder. “Lo what the fuck!” I screamed.
 
   “Watch the food Rigid. Let me know when Mick gets here.” Lo grumbled at the guys.
 
   “Lo! Put me down! What the fuck is your problem!” I screeched at him, not knowing what the hell was going on. I pounded on his back cussing him out when he pivoted and headed towards my bedroom.
 
   “Quiet, darling.” Lo rumbled as he opened my bedroom door and kicked it shut. As the door swung shut, I saw all the guys roaring with laughter. Douchebags.
 
   “Lo! Put me down!” I shrilled.
 
   The next thing I knew I was sailing through the air and landed in the middle of my bed. I pushed my hair out of my face and sprang up. “What the fuck is your problem! Who the fuck throws people!” 
 
   Lo lunged at me and got in my face. I scrambled back trying to get away but he followed me until I banged into my headboard. Trapped.
 
   “Who do you belong to?” Lo rumbled at me through clenched teeth.
 
   “No one.” I blame the tequila. Normally it made my clothes fall off, apparently tonight it made my tongue loose.
 
   “You want to belong to Demon?” Lo said and I saw his jaw tick.
 
   “He’s good looking, but not my type. No thanks.” It was true, he was handsome but didn’t trip my trigger.
 
   “How about Rigid or Gambler? They do it for you, babe?” I looked in Lo’s eyes and realized I might have awoken the sleeping bear.
 
   “Are you jealous, Lo?” As soon as the words came out of my mouth I knew they were the wrong ones.
 
   “Who. Do. You. Belong. To?” Lo roared at me as he grabbed my wrists and raised them over my head, completely trapping me.
 
   “You, Lo.” I whimpered. Slightly scared and a whole lot of turned on.
 
   “Next time you decide to try to make me jealous, I’ll put you over my knee and remind you who you belong to.”
 
   “I didn’t mean to upset you, Lo. I was just joking around. I’m sorry.” I pleaded. I felt tears filling my eyes and turned my head away from Lo. I really didn’t mean to piss him off. 
 
   “You don’t fuck around like that with a guy like me, babe. I take what’s mine very seriously. Now, you called me King out there, pull your pants down. I told you what would happen the next time you call me King.”
 
   My eyes bugged out and I pulled my wrists out of Lo’s grasp. “Are you crazy? Your friends are like, ten feet away!”
 
   “Should have thought about that before you called me King, babe. Pants off, now!” Lo moved his hands to the button on my jeans and popped them open.
 
   “Lo, no! I’ll give you a blow job after the guys leave if you don’t do this right now. Please!” I’m pretty sure I would have agreed to anything to avoid being spanked with his friends in the next room.
 
   “I plan on having your lips wrapped around my dick later babe, but you’re still getting your spanking now.”
 
   Lo slid my pants down and flipped me over so I was bent over his lap. “I’m not talking to you the rest of the night if you do this, Lo. I mean it!” I so meant it!
 
   “You’ll be moaning my name in five minutes babe. Promise.”
 
   “Whatever, I highly-” I didn’t finish my sentence because Lo slide his hand inside the front of my panties and started stroking my clit.
 
   “What are you doing?” I asked.
 
   “Helping you decide if you like me spanking you babe.”
 
   Lo pulled my panties all the way off and rubbed my ass as his other hand worked my clit.
 
   “Lo, don’t stop.” I moaned. I felt my orgasm building inside me and I couldn’t fight it. Lo was the only who could make me feel like this. 
 
   “You like that, babe? I’m gonna make you feel real good.” Lo’s hand squeezed my ass and then lightly swatted it. I felt the urge to moan but bite my bottom lip, holding it in, trying not to give Lo the satisfaction of knowing I liked it.
 
   Lo swatted me again a little harder than the last one and I couldn’t help but moan. “Say my name.” Lo growled.
 
   “Lo.” I moaned, as he flicked my clit and spanked me harder. I was so close to the edge that I bucked my hips trying to get Lo to push me over it.
 
   “You’re mine, Meg. Only I can make you feel like this.” Lo said as he spanked me one more time.
 
   Stars exploded behind my eyes and I threw my head back, moaning. “Fuck.” I felt myself slowly coming down, and rested my head on the bed, enjoying the little tremors still running through my body.
 
   “So fucking wet.” Lo said. I looked over my shoulder at him and saw him stick his fingers, wet from my pussy, into his mouth and lick them clean. “Sweetest fucking thing I’ve ever tasted.” Lo said as he pulled my panties back up and patted my ass.
 
   Rigid knocked on the door and said, “Mick’s here, King. Food’s ready too. You guys coming out or you want us to eat without ya?”
 
   “We’ll be right out.” Lo yelled back to Rigid.
 
   “They know, don’t they?” I said with my face smashed into the bed.
 
   “You moaning my name that fucking loud, babe, I’m pretty sure your neighbors know.”
 
   Shit. I didn’t think I was that loud. “I can’t go out there, Lo. Not with them knowing what just happened.”
 
   “Ain’t nothing they’ve never heard before, babe. Now get your ass up so I can eat those tacos you slaved over.” Lo said, as he lifted me up and set me on my feet on the side of the bed. Lo swung his legs down to sit on the side of the bed and cocked them open so I was standing in between them and looked up at me.
 
   God, he was gorgeous. I leaned down and brushed my lips against his. “I need to put my pants back on.”
 
   Lo chuckled. “Probably a good idea, babe, unless you want me eating your taco instead of the ones you got cooking.”
 
   I threw my head back and laughed, because how could you not. 
 
   “Fucking cute.” Lo murmured. 
 
   I found my pants that Lo had sailed across the room and pulled them back on and headed back to the kitchen. Rigid had a shit eating grin on his face and Gravel gave me a knowing look. I blushed bright red and walked to the stove to check on dinner.
 
   “You see Cyn lately?” Rigid asked as he handed out beers to the guys. 
 
   I turned to look at Rigid and saw Lo take a stool on the other side of the island and pop open a beer. “I see her every day at work.” I was actually pretty worried about her. I asked her how her night went with Rigid and she told me nothing happened except for some kissing and heavy petting. She had told me that he hadn’t texted or called her since then, and figured he was done with her. She seemed kind of upset about it, but figured she was coming out of a two year relationship and didn’t need to jump into another guy’s bed right away.
 
   “How she doing?” Lo asked as he took a long pull off his beer. I watch his throat move and felt a shiver run through my body. I was becoming insatiable around Lo. I had just cum, but my body was ready all over again. 
 
   “She’s ok. I think in the back of her mind, she always knew he was an asshat. I think she just was going to settle, not get what she deserved. Thank god she didn’t marry him, I saw her taking the same path I did when I was nineteen.” I grabbed two hot pads and threw them on the island and set the steak and beans on them.
 
   “I don’t know how anyone could cheat on her fine ass. Bitch gave me blue balls just watching her dance.” Rigid said as he started piling food on his plate. All the guys had gathered around the island and were building their plates.
 
   “I don’t know if she would appreciate you calling her a bitch.” I said as I looked for my margarita glass. I found it behind a case of beer, then buzzed the blender again to mix up the margaritas because all the booze had settled to the bottom. I topped off my glass and grabbed a plate.
 
   “Just how I talk, babe. Don’t mean nothing by it.” Rigid said as he took his plate and headed into the living room.
 
   I shrugged my shoulders, deciding I didn’t want to get into it with Rigid, and started making a taco. I piled mine high with everything except for the black olives, tucked into my plate, and started chowing down. 
 
   “You really make this food, babe?” Lo asked.
 
   “Yeah, who else would have made it?” I asked as I shoved half my taco in my mouth, contemplating if I wanted another one.
 
   “Best fucking taco I’ve ever eaten, babe.” Lo said as he piled more food onto his plate.
 
   “It’s just tacos, Lo. We all have to eat, might as well taste good.” I grabbed the deep fryer from under the cabinet and plugged it in to fry up the chips for dessert.
 
   “You’re mom teach you how to cook this good, babe?”
 
   “My dad. Also I’m sure the two years of culinary and one year of pastry arts I did probably helped too.” I grabbed the tortillas and started cutting them up into triangles.
 
   “No shit, babe?” Lo asked.
 
   “No shit, Lo. I’m a horse of a different color. Not only can I drive a forklift in circles around you, I can also cook a kick ass meal and change my own oil.” I winked at Lo and grabbed the caramel sauce out of the fridge and threw it in the microwave to warm it up. I could totally make my own caramel but when it was so much easier to twist open a jar, I had to go with convenience.
 
   “Why the fuck you working in a factory when you can cook like this. You should have your own restaurant or some shit like that.”
 
   “The year after Remy was born, I lost my job. I was a bakery manager and cake decorator. My boss had a friend who lost their job, who just also happened to be a bakery manager and thought his friend should have my job so they made up some bull shit and got me fired. I had a one year old and a douchebag of a husband who thought hunting and fishing were more important than working so I had to scramble to find a job. I ended up getting work at the factory through a temp agency and I hated it.” I tested the oil and threw the first batch of chips in. I grabbed the other half of my taco and shoveled it in my mouth, waiting for the chips to be done.
 
   “So why the fuck do you still work there?” Rigid asked. 
 
   I glanced into the living room and saw the TV was muted and all the guys were listening to my story. “Um, well after about two months of hell, working the line, I got a shot to drive a forklift when a chick went on maternity leave. I fucking fell in love with it, best six weeks. Chick came back and I got booted off the forklift, back to the line.”
 
   “Sounds like you couldn’t catch a break, darling.” Gravel said around a mouthful of food.
 
   “No, I couldn’t. So, according to my supervisors I was throwing major attitude and got booted off the line to scrubbing toilets, being a fucking janitor. Fucking hated it, looked for another job but couldn’t find one. After two months of being a janitor, chick who booted me off the forklift got a promotion and I finally got my chance at the forklift. I kicked ass. Three months later, opening in warehouse popped up. I applied, but my supervisor put in a bad word about me. Told them I had a bad attitude, just a bunch of bull shit. Turned out, the warehouse supervisor liked that I had an attitude. Said I would need it to deal with the truckers. Got the position and haven’t looked back since. I fucking love my job.” I scooped out the first batch of chips and set them on paper towel to cool and threw in the next batch. “That is why I still work there. Plus, I cook at home all the time and make cakes and shit for people.”
 
   “You can cook or bake me a cake anytime, darling. I’ll even pay your fine ass for it.” Gambler said as he put his empty plate in the sink and rubbed his belly.
 
   “Fuck yeah! I’ll get in on that shit, too.” Speed said, making what I’m pretty sure was his sixth taco.
 
   “Thanks guys. I’ll remember that when I make too much food. I’ll just drop it off at the clubhouse.”
 
   “You got a fire pit, babe.” Mickey stated as he came in from the back door.
 
   “Um, yeah.” These guys had taken over my house. I hadn’t even known that Mickey was outside. 
 
   I focused on the chips before I went into complete freak out mode figuring out what it meant that Lo had given me the best orgasm of my life twenty minutes ago and I was now spilling some of my life story to a bunch of bikers while feeding them tacos and cinnamon nachos and I was ok with it. All of these guys were completely out of my league and of a different world. A complete and utterly more awesome world then my eat, sleep, and work world.
 
   “Fuck yeah. I’ll start the fire.” Speed said as he walked out the back door.
 
   “Oh fuck no. The last time Speed lit a bonfire he scorched off his eyebrows and almost lite the clubhouse on fire.” Gravel said as he walked out the back door. I hoped he was going to supervise Speed, I liked my house not burnt to the ground.
 
   “He’s right, babe. It’s amazing Speed can light his cigarette without burning himself.” The guy who Lo didn’t introduce to me said.
 
   All the guys grunted and nodded their heads in agreement and filed out the back door leaving just me and Lo.
 
   “What just happened?” I said to Lo as I sprinkled cinnamon sugar on the chips.
 
   “Bonfire, babe.”
 
   “But I don’t have anything for s’mores.” If you have a bonfire, you have to have s’mores. It was an unwritten rule.
 
   “We’re bikers, babe. I can’t remember the last time I had a s’more over a campfire. Probably when I was like five or something.”
 
   “Oh. Well I guess we can have cinnamon nachos and a bonfire.” I said as I grabbed the ice cream out of the freezer and set enough bowls out.
 
   “Sounds good babe.” Lo rumbled as he walked out the back door.
 
   It did sound good.
 
   How fucking weird was that.
 
   =======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 15
 
    
 
   Lo
 
                 I had Speed start the fire (under Gravel’s supervision) and sent Mickey on another beer run. I also had him pick up a couple of extra things for Meg. Gambler, Swinger, Demon and I scoured Meg’s garage and shed for more chairs and a table. 
 
                 We had all the chairs set up and a fire blazing, when Meg walked out of the house, carrying a huge ass tray and a gallon of ice cream. Swinger jumped up from his chair and helped Meg carry everything. 
 
                 “Found yourself a regular fucking Martha Stewart there, King.” Demon murmured.
 
                 “Lucky son of a bitch.” Rigid said, as he shoved his phone in his back pocket, plopping down in a chair.
 
                 “What the fuck crawled up your ass?” Gravel asked.
 
                 “Fucking bitches are my problem. Just called Cyn, told her to come over, bitch told me no, said she had plans. I told her to cancel them and haul her ass over here. She told me to fuck off and hung up on me.”
 
                 I watched Meg set everything down on the table and started scooping ice cream into the bowls she had brought out. “I can tell you one thing about bitches like Cyn, Rigid. If she’s anything like Meg, which I’m betting she is, you gotta treat these woman completely different than you do regular pussy from the club.”
 
                 “Yeah, well then how do I treat her?” Rigid asked.
 
                 “Like she’s not some pussy from the club.” I smirked at Rigid and chugged the rest of my beer.
 
                 “Real fucking helpful, King. I need to get my dick sucked. I just gotta crook my fucking finger and I can have a bitch on her knees at the club.” Rigid rumbled and got up from his chair.
 
                 “Are you leaving, Rigid?” Meg asked.
 
                 “Yeah, darling, I got some shit to take care of.” 
 
                 “Oh, well have a good night.” Meg said, sounding disappointed Rigid was leaving, walking back over to the table. 
 
                 I got up from my chair and got in Rigid’s face. “Sit the fuck down and eat the food my woman just slaved over. And clue in brother, you are gonna have to work hard for Cyn, not just crook your finger, and have the bitch all over you. The harder you have to work for something, brother, the more rewarding it is in the end. All those club bitches do is release the pressure brother, they don’t make shit better. Bitches like Meg and Cyn are endgame brother, they make everything better.”
 
                 “Maybe I don’t want end game, maybe all I want is the pressure released.” Rigid growled as he clenched his fists at his sides.
 
                 “Then leave Cyn alone.” Meg said softly. I spun around and saw her standing right behind me, holding two bowls in her hand, piled high with ice cream and shit.
 
                 “Babe, I thought you were making dessert.” 
 
                 “I was. Now I’m done.” She said.
 
                 Meg stepped to the side of me and looked up at Rigid. “I don’t know if I agree with the whole end game thing Lo said, but I can tell you, if you go after Cyn, she better be the only one you are with for however long you decide to be with her, she deserves that. I know what to expect from Lo, Cyn has no idea what she is getting into with you. I know I need to hold on tight for however long Lo wants me and let him go when he’s done with me. But with Cyn, you drag her along, make it good for her, and drop her, I don’t think she’ll be able to handle it. I’m not sure how your club world works, but in Cyn’s and my world, we don’t want to be with a guy and wonder if we’re good enough or if he is going to have to go get the pressure released from some other bitch. Leave her alone, she has been through enough shit without you fogging up her head with your bullshit.” Meg pushed a bowl into Rigid’s hand, stomped away, and sat next to Gravel. I heard him mumble something to her and she gave him a huge smile.
 
                 “Sit, eat, apologize to my woman, and then leave if you want.” I growled at Rigid. I walked over to the table and saw there was nothing left of the shit Meg had made.
 
                 “I have yours right here, Lo.” Meg said.
 
                 I turned and saw her lifting up the other bowl she had been carrying before she laid into Rigid. “You have some babe?” I asked as I took the bowl from her and sat on the other side of her.
 
                 “One of the perks of being the cook, you get to eat while you make it.” Meg winked at me and handed me a spoon.
 
                 “You ok?” I asked her as I mounded my spoon full and shoveled it into my face. Fucking heaven. God, she could fucking cook.
 
                 “Just peachy, Lo. I just don’t want Cyn to get hurt again.”
 
                 “What was that shit about letting me go?” I asked.
 
                 “The truth, Lo. Nothing lasts forever.” Meg said and took a drink from her glass.
 
                 “Ain’t letting you fucking go, babe. Get that through your head.”
 
                 Meg rolled her eyes at me and turned back to Gravel.              
 
                 I glanced around the fire and saw Demon, Gambler, and Speed sprawled out on the other side of the fire pit, talking about the new Harley’s coming out, bull shitting about who was going to get one. Rigid was sulking by Meg’s garage, nursing his beer and eating his nachos.
 
                 I finished my nachos, set my empty bowl on the ground and leaned back in my chair. I glanced at Meg, who had her head thrown back laughing at some shit Gravel had just said. She was fucking beautiful. I had been with women who were hot and sexy before, but never had I had a chance at someone so beautiful like Meg. I needed her. She was my end game.
 
                 I just hoped I was her’s.
 
   ======
 
   Meg
 
                 The guys had demolished all the cinnamon nachos and were now gathered around my fire pit, shooting the shit.
 
                 Earlier Mickey came back from another beer run, with three more 12 packs of beer and a couple bottles of booze. I was curled up in my chair, nursing my margarita, when Mickey handed me a grocery bag. Lo plunked down in the chair next to me. “Open it, babe.”
 
                 I handed Lo my glass, and glanced at Mickey to thank him, but he had slinked off. I looked at Lo but he just shrugged his shoulders at me and took a drink of his beer.
 
                 I peeked into the bag and saw a box of graham crackers, chocolate bars, and marshmallows. Lo had Mickey pick up stuff for s’mores. Shit. So sweet.
 
                 I looked up at Lo, blinking back tears that were threatening to fall, “You got me shit for s’mores.”
 
                 “Yeah, babe. You wanted them, I got you them.” Lo rumbled as he handed me back my glass and leaned back in his chair, sprawling his legs out.
 
                 “You didn’t have to do that. We had the nachos. I would have survived.”
 
                 “Wasn’t about you surviving, was about making you happy. You slaved over that food for me and the boys, it was the least I could do.”
 
                 I was speechless. I did the only thing I could think of. I got out of my chair, set my margarita on the table, stood in between Lo’s legs and launched myself at him. I straddled his waist, planting my knees in the side of the chair and wrapped my arms around Lo’s neck. “Your bad ass biker rep is not so bad ass anymore. You keep being this sweet, I’m going to have to buy you a scooter.” I laughed as I lowered my lips to Lo’s neck. 
 
                 “Fuck that, babe. Only you get my sweet. The rest of these fuckers never see that.” Lo said as he grabbed my ass and pressed me into him.
 
                 “How did I get so lucky?” I whispered.
 
                 “I’m the lucky one, babe.” 
 
                 I lifted my head and looked into Lo’s eyes and felt my heart squeeze. I really didn’t know what I did to feel so happy. 
 
                 Lo grabbed my head and crushed his lips to mine. It was a brutal kiss. Branding me, making me feel everything neither of us wanted to say yet. Lo pulled his lips away, “Come to the clubhouse tomorrow night? We’re having a party for finishing up the shop and clubhouse.”
 
                 “Is this like a date?” I shivered as Lo ran his hands up and down my back.              
 
                 “Call it whatever the fuck you want, babe. Just say you’ll come.”
 
                 “I’ll be there. Should I bring anything?”
 
                 “All I need is your sweet ass there, babe, but I’m sure the guys wouldn’t be pissed if you baked ‘em something.”
 
                 “I can so do that.” I started thinking of all the things I could make. Lo brushed his lips against mine and nipped my bottom lip and all my thoughts flew out the window. 
 
                 I could worry about what to bake later.
 
   ======
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter 16
 
    
 
   Meg
 
                 I was completely drunk, sprawled out in my favorite lawn chair, good music playing in the background, watching Lo saying bye to all the guys. Rigid had left after eating and apologizing to me. I told him he didn’t need to apologize and it was all good. He grunted at me and took off in a roar on his motorcycle.
 
                 I watched all the guys walk around my house and disappear into the night. My job as impromptu hostess was over.
 
   Lo walked over and stood in front of me. “Fire’s almost out, babe. You want me to put more wood on or you ready to head in?” Lo asked.
 
   It was well past midnight and I was totally ready for my bed. “I’m ready to head in.” I said as I stretched my arms over my head.
 
   Lo grabbed my hands and pulled me out of my chair. He laid a kiss on my forehead. “Get ready for bed. I’ll make sure the fire is out.”
 
   I was completely in the Lo Daze, mellow and relaxed. I grabbed my empty glass and glided into the house. (At least I felt like I glided. I’m sure it was more of a stumble/stagger.)
 
   I dumped my glass in the sink and headed into my room where I plugged in my phone. “Leather and Lace” crooned from the speaker and I turned it up loud enough so I could hear it in the bathroom. I grabbed my silk lavender sleep shorts and matching cami and headed into the bathroom.
 
   I brushed my hair out and threw it into a messy knot on top of my head and washed my makeup off. I quickly moisturized my face and threw my pajamas on. I walked out of the bathroom and saw all the lights were turned off and the music had been turned down. 
 
   I walked into my bedroom and saw Lo laid out on my bed, chest bare, boots off.  He had all my pillows piled behind his back and was looking at my phone. “You got a lot of music, darling.” I knew he must be looking at my music app.
 
   “I love music, there’s a song for every moment. If you ask Troy, I’m kind of a music Nazi.” I threw my dirty clothes in my hamper and stood at the end of my bed. 
 
                 “OK, test time, darling. What song do you listen to when you’re happy?”
 
                 I closed my eyes and leaned my head back, thinking. “I would have to say, ‘Stereo Hearts” by Gym Class Hero’s. Although, there are fifty others I could think of.”
 
                 I opened my eyes and looked at Lo who was hitting buttons on my phone, and then my happy song started. “Ok song, not really my taste.” Lo said.
 
                 “I listen to everything.” I told him.
 
                 “Ok, song you listen to when you’re pissed off.” Lo looked at me expectantly.
 
   “It’s a toss-up between “Bad Company” by Five Finger Death Punch and “Headstrong” by Trapt.”
 
   ‘Headstrong’ started playing out of my speaker and Lo smirked at me. “Totally different from that last shit you had me play, babe.”
 
   I laughed because Lo was so right. “More your type of music, handsome?” I asked.
 
   “Definitely more my speed. Song you chill out to?”
 
   I sat on the edge of my bed, with my back to Lo. “Now that is a tough one. I’m going to have to go with ‘Love is My Religion’ by Frankie Perez. Totally chills me out.”
 
   Frankie Perez’s voice came crooning out of my speaker, and I leaned back, laying down. “Never heard this song before, babe, but it is definitely chill.” Lo rumbled
 
   “You like it?” I asked.
 
   “Yeah, I could listen to it. Ok, last one. Song you’re going to seduce me to tonight.”
 
   I burst out laughing and twisted over to look at Lo. “So I’m seducing you tonight?”
 
   “I’m a sure thing, darling.” Lo quipped.
 
   I got up on my knees and crawled up the bed, right on top of Lo, straddling his lap. “I’m the dj for this seduction then.” I said as I took my phone out of Lo’s hands and searched for the perfect song. 
 
   “Forget the song, babe, you crawling all over me is all the seduction I need.” 
 
   I swatted Lo’s hand away as he tried to take my phone away and hit play on Rose Falcon’s ‘Give in to Me’. Her melodic, soothing voice filled the room as she crooned about having her lover give in to her. Perfect song.
 
   I threw my phone on my nightstand and looked down at Lo. I seriously didn’t know how I got this gorgeous man in my bed, but I planned to enjoy him for however long it lasted.
 
   ======
 
   Lo
 
   Meg looked down at me and I could see how much she wanted me. I wanted to see if she would act on it, show me how much she wanted me. 
 
                 She pulled her shirt over her head and threw it on the floor. I looked at her perfect tits, pink nipples, begging for me to suck on them. I kept my arms on the bed and clenched my fists. I was dying to touch her, but this was Meg’s show.
 
                 She ran her hands up her stomach and cupped her tits, grinding her pussy into my crotch. We both still had our pants on and it was pure torture. “I want you, Lo.’ Meg breathed out on a sigh. ‘So bad.’
 
                 “Take your shorts off, baby. I wanna see that sweet pussy.” Meg grinded down on me again and I could feel a tremor rock through her. She rolled off and quick took her shorts off. Before she could throw them on the floor, I saw she had a wet spot on them from rubbing her sweet pussy on me. Fucking hell.
 
                 “Panties too, babe.” I ordered before she climbed back on me. She shimmied them down her curvy legs and stepped out of them.
 
                 “You have too many clothes on, Lo.” Meg said with a quiver in her voice.
 
                 “Take ‘em off me, babe. This is your show.”
 
                 Meg bent over me and popped open the button, dragging the zipper down. “I’m not so sure about that. How about it’s both of our’s show?” 
 
                 “Fuck yeah, beautiful. I love watching your tits hang down, nipples begging for me to suck ‘em.” I rumbled. My dick was begging for me to take it out.
 
                 “Get my pants off, babe. My dick is about to punch through them.” Meg worked my pants down my thighs, over my feet and threw them on the floor. My underwear was tented and Meg ran her hand over my dick through the cloth.
 
                 “You’re so big, Lo.” Meg whispered, her hand rubbing me down.
 
                 “I’m perfect for you, babe.” 
 
   Meg looked me in the eye and smiled. “I will definitely agree you are perfect.” Meg smirked. She snaked her hand in the waistband of my of my boxers and pulled them down. My dick sprang out and I let out a groan of relief. Meg pulled them off, and sat in between my legs, stroking my cock.
 
                 “I want you so bad, Lo. I’ve never wanted something this bad before.” Meg said as she cupped my balls, and tightened her grip on my dick, making me moan. 
 
                 “I want you too. babe. The minute I saw your ass waving in the air at that store, I’ve been dreaming about having you between my legs, my cock buried in you. How wet for me are you, babe?”
 
                 Meg kept stroking my dick and raised onto her knees. She swiped a finger through her wet pussy, and moaned out, “I’m so wet for you, Lo.”
 
                 I felt a drop of precum ooze out and knew it wouldn’t be long before I came all over Meg’s hand if she didn’t stop stroking me. She ran her thumb through the precum and smeared it over the head of my cock and my piercing. 
 
   “I want to know how this is going to feel inside me, Lo.” Meg said, as she played with the four balls. I couldn’t take it anymore, she was driving me insane. 
 
   I jackknifed off the bed, gripped Meg’s waist, and flipped her on to her back. She lost contact with my dick, and I let out sigh of relief, and tried to calm my dick down. If I would have let her stroke me for ten seconds longer, I knew I would have erupted all over her hand.
 
                 “Are you ready for me, babe?” I asked as I cupped her pussy.
 
                 “Yes, Lo.” Meg whimpered.
 
                 “Let me check.” I ran kisses down Meg’s body and worked my way down to her pussy and saw the lips of her pussy glistening. I parted her lips and plunged my tongue inside her, Meg bucking her hips. I gripped her hips and held her down. “Stay.” I rolled my tongue around her clit and heard her moan above me.
 
                 “Ahhh, I’m not a dog, Lo. You can’t tell me to-” 
 
                 I sucked her clit into my mouth, cutting her words off. “Even with my tongue on your pussy, babe, you still gotta argue with me. Drive me up the fucking wall. Fucking crazy, but I love that shit.” I shoved two fingers inside her and felt the walls of her pussy clench around them. “Fucking tight.”
 
                 “I’m gonna come, Lo. Please.” Meg begged as I worked my fingers in and out of her. 
 
                 “Not without me, babe. You’re pussy is gonna be like a god damned vice with my dick working you over.” I pulled my fingers out and sat up. I sucked my fingers into my mouth and licked all of her juices off them.
 
                 I watched Meg as she played with her tits, working her other hand down to her pussy. I pulled her hands over head and lowered my body over hers. “Not without me, babe.” I growled at her.
 
                 I slammed my mouth down on her’s and took everything she would give me. My hand traveled down her body and my fingers delved into her soaking wet pussy, stroking her clit.
 
                 “Lo, I need you, please.” Meg pleaded against my lips.
 
                 “Say you’re mine.” I whispered against her lips.
 
                 “Lo, please.”
 
                 “Say it, Meg, I need to hear it.” I looked into Meg’s eyes and I could see the fear in them. “I’m not going anywhere. Say. You. Are. Mine.”
 
                 “I’m yours, Lo.” She whispered.
 
                 I growled with satisfaction and claimed her lips again. She wrapped her arms around my neck and whispered against my lips, “I need you, Lo.”
 
                 I leaned back on my legs and stroked my cock. “Never fucked bare before babe, never wanted to. Pissed off I have to have even a condom between us.”
 
                 “I’m clean, Lo. Please put it in.” Meg begged. 
 
                 I fisted my cock and felt more precum drip out. “You sure, babe? I know I’m clean. You on the pill, babe?”
 
                 “I can’t get pregnant, Lo. Now put it in.” Meg said desperately. She bucked her hips underneath me and that was the only encouragement I needed.
 
                 My cock pressed against her pussy and I slowly slide into her. When I was about half way, Meg put her hands on my shoulders and pushed against me. “Um, just wait. You’re so big.” Meg moaned. I could feel her pussy contracting, and I clenched my eyes closed to control my need.
 
                 “You can move now.” Meg said.
 
                 I opened my eyes and looked down at her. I slide the rest of the way in and released a breath I didn’t even know I was holding. 
 
                 Meg’s mouth opened in a surprised moan, and bucked her hips under me, encouraging me to move. I slowly pulled out, just leaving the tip in her and shivered from the friction. I plunged back in her and we both let out groans.
 
                 “Go fast, Lo.” Meg moaned.
 
                 I leaned down and placed a quick kiss on her lips and pulled out again. I picked up speed, rocking in and out of her. Each time I was fully seated inside of her, she let out groan of pleasure that only encouraged me to move faster.
 
                 “I want you to come, baby.” I wrapped my arms around Meg and held her close as I pounded into her. I was in fucking heaven.
 
                 “Lo, oh my god, you feel so good!” Meg cried out.
 
                 “Wrap your legs around me.” Meg snaked her legs around me, and I plunged into her even deeper.
 
                 I gritted my teeth and felt my balls tighten up, knowing it was only seconds before I exploded. “Come, Meg.” I growled out.  I slipped my hand down her body and flicked her clit. 
 
                 Meg threw her head back and screamed, “Oh my god. Logan. Ahh.” Her pussy contracted around me, squeezing the hell out of my dick and I exploded inside her. I kept thrusting, ringing out every second of my orgasm. 
 
                 I stopped moving, but stayed buried inside her, not wanting to leave. I collapsed on top of her, burying my face in her neck.
 
                 I was completely addicted, I just didn’t know if Meg was.
 
   ======
 
   Meg
 
   I was done for. Stick a fork in me, done.
 
                 Lo fall on top of me and I opened my eyes. “Wow.” Yup, that was all I could say.
 
                 “Wow right back at ya, darling.” Lo rumbled into my neck, laughing.
 
                 “Are you laughing at me?” I asked, slightly irritated that I just had the best orgasm of my life and now Lo was laughing at me.
 
                 “Yeah, babe. You make me happy.” Lo rolled off me, and I felt the loss of him instantly. He was lying next to me, and I missed him. I was so fucked. 
 
                 “What the fuck are we listening to?” Lo asked, putting a pillow over his head.
 
                 I listened to the music and burst out laughing. ‘Hollaback Girl’ by Gwen Stefani was playing, spelling and singing about bananas. “Did I just fuck you to a bitch singing about bananas?”
 
                 I rolled to my side and grabbed my phone off the nightstand. “Um, well it didn’t start out that way, but it looks like I hit random.” I looked back at the other songs that had played before Gwen Stefani and burst out laughing. “It appears we also listened to ‘Baby Got Back’, ‘Just a Friend’, and Led Zeppelin's ‘Whole Lotta Love’. I never heard any of them. Guess you just blew my world away baby.” I quipped as I raised my eyebrows at Lo, laughing.
 
                 “Save that shit, babe. Best sex of my fucking life even if Zeppelin was the only one I know. Although, that first song you played was the shit, babe.”
 
                 Lo curled his arm around me and pulled me to him. “Are you gonna give into me, babe?” Lo rumbled.
 
                 “I’m pretty sure I did, Lo.” I curled into Lo’s side, throwing my leg over his and laying my arm across his waist. “I don’t know how else to give into you.”
 
                 “I got your body, babe. I knew you were going to give me that, but that’s not all. I want it all.  Your time, your sass, that fucking amazing smile, and I never thought I would say this, but I want your fucking heart, babe. I want it all.” 
 
                 Could I give that all to Lo? Let him in, and take the most fragile part of me, trust him with it? Could I give into him?
 
                 “Go to sleep, babe. I don’t want to hear all the reasons you won’t give me what you want to give me.”
 
                 I looked up at Lo to see if he was mad. His eyes were closed, and his head was resting against a pile of pillows. “Don’t be mad at me, Lo. I want to give you all that, but I’m scared.”
 
                 “Scared of what, babe?”
 
                 “Of being hurt again. Of being stuck in a shitty relationship again. Of making a mistake. Take your pick, Lo. I have about twenty other things I’m afraid of if those aren’t enough for you. I’m just scared of everything.” I whispered into his chest.
 
                 “Babe, the only way you are going to realize that all that shit you’re afraid of isn’t going to happen is to let me in. I won’t let those things happen.”
 
                 “You can’t guarantee that, Lo.”
 
                 “There are no guarantees in life, babe. You just have to live. You gotta start living babe. Start doing the things that scare you; take a risk.”
 
                 “So you agree you are a risk.” 
 
                 “That’s all you heard, babe? Fuck me.” Lo rolled over on his side shifting me so we were face to face. “Let’s make a deal, babe. We take this day by day. You feel scared, you tell me, and I will make it better. I can’t fix things if I don’t know they are a problem.”
 
                 “So, we are together without making the promise of forever? We just live. That is your answer?” I asked. I didn’t know what to think anymore, so maybe Lo making this decision was the best thing. Just live in the moment, it sounded good.
 
                 “It’s the only answer I got for now, babe.”
 
                 I reached up and pulled Lo’s face down to mine. “Ok, Lo. Day to day, you and me.” I whispered against his lips. I brushed my lips against Lo’s giving him a light kiss. I pushed up and deepened the kiss, giving Lo my trust that he was going to take care of me.
 
                 “I won’t let you down, babe.” Lo rumbled.
 
                 I looked in Lo’s eyes and saw he was telling the truth. 
 
                 I closed my eyes and made a wish that he could keep his promise.
 
   ======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 17
 
    
 
   Lo
 
                 Meg was gone.
 
                 I woke up and instantly knew she wasn’t in bed. Partly because the last time I had woken up with her, she was laying on top of me.
 
                 I leaned up on my elbows and heard music coming from the bathroom and the shower running. I felt a smile form on my lips and crawled out of bed. I heard Meg singing and stopped and listened. 
 
                 “Hit me with your best shot, FIRE AWAY...’ I heard her sing. 
 
                 Fuck, she was fucking crazy. Last night I fucked her to some chick singing about bananas and now she was singing Pat Benatar. Fucking crazy.
 
                 I glanced at my clothes on the floor, contemplating getting dressed and finding coffee. 
 
                 I heard her singing along again and forgot about my clothes and coffee. 
 
                 I walked out of the bedroom and listened.
 
                 Shit, I fucking loved her. There was no doubt in my mind. I loved her and I needed to have her.
 
   I opened the bathroom door and the steam from the shower enveloped me.
 
                 I loved her and I needed her right now.
 
   =====
 
   Meg
 
                 I had woken up early, sprawled out on top of Lo, and had quickly scrambled off him and out of the bed before he woke up. 
 
                 I had grabbed the first clothes I could find and my phone and sprinted into the bathroom, quietly shutting the door and leaned against it.
 
                 I closed my eyes and leaned my head against the door.
 
                 I had promised Lo last night that I would try, try to let him in and to just take it day by day. I was fucking terrified. I felt deep down, that this could be something awesome with Lo, but I was just too scared to jump and take the leap.
 
                 I pushed away from the door and looked in the mirror. I was naked and looked like I had some serious sex last night. The look was fitting.
 
                 I pulled my hair away from my face, and let it fall down my back.
 
                 I rolled my shoulders and leaned against the sink, really looking at myself, trying to see what Lo saw. He told me only his opinion mattered and I needed to start believing that. I had finally found my confidence, but when I was around Lo, I always doubted it. I needed to put my trust in Lo, and just have faith that things were going to be ok, no matter what happened.
 
                 I grabbed my razor and shaving cream from the overhead cabinet and put them in the shower. I plugged my phone into the speaker, playing my 80’s playlist.
 
                 I was jamming out to Pat Benatar, slathering shaving cream on my legs, when the shower curtain was yanked open. I screamed and watched the can of shaving cream slip out of my hand, hitting Lo in the chest.
 
                 “What the fuck are you doing, babe?” Lo asked, a smirk playing on his lips.
 
                 “Climbing Mt. Everest, Lo, what the hell does it look like?” I said as I crossed my arms over my chest, trying to cover up.
 
                 “You look like fantasy #6 on my never ending list, babe.” Lo said.
 
                 “Watching me shave my legs made your list?” I ask amazed.
 
                 “Naw, babe, you wet, waiting for me in the shower is, but I can definitely work with this.” Lo said as he grabbed my razor off the side if the tub and knelt down in front of me.
 
                 “Put your foot up on the ledge babe.” Lo demanded.
 
                 “No, Lo! Let me shave my legs, shower, and then I’ll make you breakfast. Now go.” I said as I pulled the curtain shut.
 
                 Lo ripped the curtain out of my hand and threw it open again. “Leg, now, babe. This ain’t up for discussion.” Lo growled.
 
                 I was at a disadvantage. I didn’t see any other choice but to put my leg on the ledge and let Lo do whatever the hell he thought he needed to do.
 
                 “Relax, babe. I’d cut my dick off before I ever hurt you.” Lo said as he ran the razor up my leg and rinsed it off.
 
                 “I got sweet Lo this morning.” I said as I smiled down at Lo.
 
                 Lo made quick work of shaving my left leg and motioned for me to switch legs. “You always have sweet Lo, Meg. He’s only for you. Nobody gets him but you.” 
 
                 I felt my heart squeeze and knew I was a goner. I was so in love with this man and so terrified. But right now, I knew I loved him more than being terrified.
 
                 “All done, babe. Now make room for me.” Lo said as he smacked my ass and threw my razor in the sink.
 
                 “You just shaved my legs.” I said dumbly as Lo crowded into the shower with me. 
 
                 “I know, babe. Never done that shit before but it seemed easy enough. Fuck of a lot easier than shaving my face.” Lo stepped under the water, running his hands through his hair.
 
                 I watched the water run down his body and saw his dick was semi-erect. I licked my lips and squirmed, a shiver running through me. I turned my back to Lo, grabbing my shampoo off the shower rack. 
 
                 Lo wrapped his arms around me and pulled me to his front. I could feel his dick pushing against my ass. “First, I’m gonna fuck you babe and then you can wash up.” Lo growled in my ear as he took the shampoo out of my hands and put it back on the shelf. “I miss being inside you.” He whispered in my ear, as he ran his hands over my slick breasts. 
 
   I turned around in his arms and caught his lips with my mouth. I wrapped my arms around his neck and whispered, “Sounds like a plan to me.”
 
                 Lo was a man of his word. He fucked me hard up against the shower and then he cleaned both him and me up. Total fucking gentleman.
 
                 Totally head over heels in love.
 
                 Fuck.
 
   ======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 18
 
    
 
   Meg 
 
   I was standing at my sink, brushing my teeth, when I saw Lo out of the corner of my eye walk bare chested out of my bedroom and heard the screen door slam shut. I peeked my head out, thinking maybe Rem was home (queue mini heart attack) and breathed a sigh of relief when I saw Lo walk past the front window. I was curious about what he was doing and walked to the front door mid brush.
 
                 Lo was crouched down next to his bike, pulling something out of his saddle bag.
 
                 I cracked the door open and started to ask Lo what he was doing when he stood up and spun around and threw a shirt on. “I like you without your shirt on.” I said around a full mouth of toothpaste spit, which sounded more like, “Eh luk eww eith ut er shit en.” I was just a class act and pretty sure I had just spoken German. I felt spit dribbling down my lip and wiped it off with the back of my hand.
 
                 Lo was chuckling at me. “Babe, not a fucking clue what you just said, but it was fucking cute.”
 
                 I twisted my head to the right and spit in my bushes. I realized what I had just done and looked at Lo who was doubled over, laughing his ass off at me. “I’m a classy bitch, Lo. Keep up. I said I like you with your shirt off by the way. I need to rinse.” I walked back in the house, letting the screen door slam behind me and walked in the bathroom. I heard the screen door slam, then the front door shut, the lock sliding into place. Lo appeared in the doorway.
 
                 “Fucking cute and hilarious babe.” Lo said with a smile on his face.
 
                 I rinsed out my mouth and shut the water off. “Glad to be your morning entertainment. Now, let me feed you.” I said on a smile and tried to walk past Lo.
 
                 “You fed me last night babe. Let me take you out, grab some breakfast and go for a ride on the bike.” Lo said as he wrapped his arms around me and pulled me to him.
 
                 That sounded fantastic. Way awesome. 
 
              Then I remembered I still had to bake something for Lo’s party tonight and I had no idea what I was going to make. I probably had to go to the store because my baking cabinet was looking pretty bare lately. “How about, I make you breakfast while I figure what I’m going to bake, then you can give me a ride to the store. Will that work?” I said as I ran my hand down Lo’s cheek. God he was so handsome.
 
                 “If your breakfast is half as good as those tacos last night and we end up with your arms wrapped around me on the back of my bike, it’s all good, babe.” Lo growled. 
 
                 “Awesome.” I lifted up on my toes and pressed my lips to Lo’s and kissed him. “I make good eggs.” I winked at Lo, brushed a quick kiss on his lips and walked into the kitchen.
 
                 “Never had your eggs babe, but if they are anything like that head you gave me last week, I’ve died and gone to heaven.”
 
                 I giggled, loving his sense of humor. “They’re even better.”
 
                 “Fucking perfect.” Lo said as he hoisted his ass up on my island and settled in to watch me make him breakfast.
 
                 “And what would the sir like for breakfast?” I said with an English accent.
 
                 “Fucking cute.” Lo murmured. “Whatever the fuck you want to make me, babe. I’m easy.”
 
                 “Yes, I know you’re easy Lo.” I said and opened the fridge to see what I could make. “Scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast sound good?” I asked with my head in the fridge.
 
                 “Yeah, babe.”
 
                 I glanced over my shoulder and saw Lo sitting in my kitchen, like he belonged there. I grabbed the eggs and milk and slammed the fridge shut.
 
                 Time to make breakfast for my man.
 
   ======
 
   Lo
 
                Life was fucking good. I finally got my woman to admit she was mine and she was making me breakfast in short ass shorts and a tight little tank top. She didn’t have a bra on and every time she bent over to look in a cabinet or the fridge, I got an awesome view of her tits.
 
                 “We leave, you gotta get a bra on, babe. Putting on a fucking show for me right now.” 
 
                 Meg turned away from the stove and looked down at herself. “You are the second person to see me like this and definitely the last. No worries about me leaving my porch in this. Promise.” She threw a wink at me and turned back to the stove.
 
                 “Not sure if I like the idea of you going out on your deck in those clothes. I can see your fucking nipples poking out of that skimpy fucking top. Come here.” I growled.
 
                 “Keep your pants on Lo. You want good eggs, you’re going to have to keep it in your pants.”
 
                 “You denying me, babe?” 
 
                 She peaked over her shoulder and smirked at me. “Not denying, just delaying.”
 
   “Hm, those better be some fucking awesome eggs babe for you to delay me.”
 
                 “Give me two minutes and I’ll blow your socks off.” She loaded two plates full of eggs and grabbed the toast out of the toaster and smothered them with butter.
 
                 “Grab the juice for me, Lo?”
 
                 I got up from my chair and wrapped my arms around Meg, pressing her ass in to my dick. “Anything else you need, babe?”
 
                 I felt Meg tremble and braced her arms on the counter in front of her. “And the creamer.” She whimpered.
 
                 I pulled her hair off the left side of her neck and kissed her neck. “You wet for me, baby?” I snaked my hand in her shorts and cupped her pussy.
 
                 “Lo, ahh, it’s time to eat.” Meg quivered.
 
                 I swiped a finger through her slit, and groaned. “Shit, babe, you’re so wet yet. Fucking dripping.”
 
                 “Pretty sure when you’re around, my body is ready to go. Kind of like, you know, I’m idling in neutral, ready to be shifted into drive.”
 
                 “Did you just make a car analogy for how wet you are? Another fucking reason you’re perfect for me.” I slipped my hand out of her shorts and rested it on her hip. “We fucking eat, then I shift you into drive.”
 
                 I pulled away from Meg, hating losing contact with her and grabbed the juice and creamer out of the fridge. I glanced over my shoulder at Meg, to see her still grasping the counter, panting. “You don’t feed me right now, babe, I bend you over this table and fuck the shit out of you.”
 
                 She twisted her head toward me, eyes glazed over with lust. “That threat doesn’t really help, Lo.” 
 
                 “Feed me, then I fuck you. Deal?” I put the juice and shit on the counter and sat down. My phone started ringing and I flipped it open to see Demon was calling. I glanced at Meg to see she had gotten her bearings about her, putting bacon and the butter smothered toast on the plates. “Gotta take this, babe.”
 
                 “Yo.” I said into the phone, but kept my eyes on Meg.
 
                 “Big A wants to meet today King.” Demon rumbled in my ear. 
 
                 “What time?” Meg set a plate piled high with food in front of me and one with half as much food in front of her chair and sat down. I picked up my fork and shoveled some eggs in.
 
                 “Two hours from now. Meeting halfway. Figure we meet up for church before. Plan this shit out.”
 
                 Fuck! There went my plans for keeping Meg in bed for half the day. “Meet at the clubhouse in half an hour.” I flipped my phone shut and looked at Meg. “Gonna have to leave after we eat babe.”
 
                 She quickly glanced up at me from her plate and then looked back down. “No problem, Lo.” She said to her plate. 
 
   “Look at me, Meg.” I growled at her. I was pretty sure I had lost Sweet Meg, and she was busy building up her wall again. 
 
                 She looked at me and didn’t say anything. “I don’t want to leave, babe. Shit is going down and I have to be there, all part of being the Prez. Shit goes down, I have to be there.”
 
                 “I get it, Lo. Your club is important.”
 
                 “So are you, babe. Come here.” I ordered.
 
                 “We’re eating, Lo.” Meg said as she gestured at her plate.
 
                 I grabbed her plate and put it next to mine, grabbing her hand and pulled her over to me. I patted my leg. “Sit.”
 
                 Meg didn’t sit. She looked down at me like I was crazy. “You’re crazy, Lo.” She reached for her plate. I moved it out of her reach and pulled her on my lap.
 
                 I picked up my fork with my left hand and started eating. I had my right arm firmly wrapped around Meg. “She left didn’t she? As soon as I answered the phone.”
 
                 “Yes.” She didn’t even deny it any more. “She’ll be back later though. She’s still getting use to coming out to play.”
 
                 “I love when she comes out to play. I’m gonna make it where she never leaves.” I flexed my arm holding Meg and she finally picked up her fork and started eating. “Come to the clubhouse around six tonight. I should have shit wrapped up around then.”
 
                 “Do you still want me to bring something?”
 
                 “Don’t have to, babe. But like I said, you bring it, it will not go unappreciated.” I shoveled more eggs and toast in my mouth and moaned. “Fuck, babe, I’m gonna hire you to cook for the clubhouse. You cook like fucking Martha Stewart, sing like a fucking angel and you’re all mine.”
 
                 “It’s just plain old eggs, Lo.” Meg said as she ate the last bite of her toast.
 
                 “Nothing is ‘plain old’ with you, Meg. You make everything better. Be it eggs, tacos, or sucking my dick.”
 
                 “You’re so romantic, Lo. I don’t know how I keep my clothes on when you are around.” Meg joked.
 
                 “Just tell it how it is, babe. Since you brought up sucking my dick, I got fifteen minutes before I need to leave and it looks like we’re both done, stand up.” 
 
                 Meg got up and turned to look down at me. “I’m pretty sure you’re the one who brought up me sucking your dick, handsome.”
 
                 I popped open the button on my jeans and shimmed them down my thighs. My dick popped out and I stroked it. “No wonder I thought it was a good idea. Think you can help me with this problem I got on my hands, babe?”
 
                 Meg licked her lips and lowered to her knees. “I think there might be something I can do to help.” She lowered her mouth to my dick, licking the head, making my dick jump. I thrusted up into her mouth and heard her moan around my dick.
 
                 She raised her head, and looked at me. “You know how you have a list of fantasies you want to do to me?”
 
                 I nodded my head at her because just the feel of her hand on my dick was about to send me over the edge.
 
                 “Well, I just had a fantasy pop in my head, and I was wondering if maybe you could help me out?” She tightened her hold on my dick and teased the tip with her thumb.
 
                 “Anything you want, babe, I’ll do.”
 
                 Meg stood up and shimmied out of her shorts, taking her underwear with them. “You really don’t have to do anything. Just sit there and enjoy the ride.” She pulled my pants all the way off then straddled me, putting her hands on my shoulders, and stood over me.
 
                 I grabbed my dick, and lined it up with her pussy. “All day, I want you to remember this. Just like I’m going to remember it every time I look at this chair today.” Meg slowly lowered herself onto my dick until she was fully seated. She raised up on her toes then slowly back down.
 
                 I put my hands on her ass and squeezed. “She’s back.” I groaned, as she raised herself up and slammed back down on my dick.
 
                 “You bring her out, Lo. Only you.” I loved this woman. She was it.
 
                 She worked my dick with her pussy, up and down, while I worked her clit with my thumb. I claimed her lips, branding her with everything I had. Hoping she would realize this was it, she was all I needed.
 
                 She threw her head back and her pussy gripped my dick like a vise. My balls tightened, I groaned, filling her with my cum. She flexed her pussy around me, milking every last drop from me. She dropped down on my dick and laid her head on my shoulder.
 
                 “Best breakfast ever.” She whispered into my ear.
 
                 I wrapped my arms around her and chuckled. “Yeah, babe. Definitely best breakfast ever.”
 
                 “You don’t need to go. I’ve decided, Demon can handle whatever shit you’ve got going on. You have more pressing matters here.” She wrapped her arms around my neck and leaned her forehead against mine.
 
   “I wish I could, babe, but I have to go.”
 
   “It was worth a try.” She whispered as she laid a quick kiss on my lips and lifted herself off me.
 
   “There’s always later, babe.”
 
   “I’m gonna clean up.” She whispered and dashed to the bathroom.
 
   I zipped up my pants and cleared all the dishes into the sink. I was elbow deep in soapy water when she walked out of the bathroom.
 
                 “He’s sweet to me and he does dishes. How did I get so lucky?” Meg leaned against the counter and smiled at me.
 
                 “She’s gorgeous, the best lay I’ve ever had, and all mine. We both got lucky babe.” I dried my hands off and hung the towel up. “I’ve got to run, babe. See you at six?”
 
                 She walked into me and wrapped her arms around me. “I’ll miss you. Be careful, O.K.?” She looked up at me, and I could see the fear creeping back in her eyes. 
 
                 “Always. If I get done sooner than six, I’ll let you know, babe, pick ya up early.” She smiled at me. Fuck, I loved her.
 
                 “Text me if you get a chance, otherwise I’ll see you at six.” She reached up on her tiptoes and laid a kiss on my lips.
 
                 I walked out the door, hopped on my bike, and looked back at Meg’s house. She was standing at the front door and waved at me. 
 
                 I started my bike up and threw a wink at her and headed to the clubhouse, hoping this shit wouldn’t take until six. The sooner I got this done, the sooner I would be with Meg.
 
                 I was a fucking goner, and I fucking loved it.
 
   ======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 19
 
    
 
   Lo
 
                 We pulled into an abandoned warehouse off 47 that was a little more than an hour away from the clubhouse.
 
                 After leaving Meg’s, I meet up with all the brothers, and had discussed what was going to go down. 
 
                 Demon had been talking back and forth with Big A, and they had come to some agreement but Big A said he wanted to meet with me. I had decided that I was going to bring Demon, Rigid, Speed, and Turtle with me for the meet, leaving most of the guys back at the clubhouse.
 
                 “You sure this is the place?” Rigid asked Demon.
 
                 “This is the place. Looks like that’s them right there.” I looked over my shoulder and saw two lowered Cadillac’s pull in. 
 
                 “Let’s get this shit done, brothers.” We all climbed off our bikes and waited.
 
                 Two guys got out of each of the Caddies. I looked them over, trying to figure out which one was Big A. It really wasn’t hard to figure out. There were two young Mexicans who looked to be the muscle, one that looked like he wanted to be in charge but kept looking at the last guy, taking his cues from him.
 
                 Big A, wasn’t big at all. He was about 5’5”, skinny as a fucking toothpick, bald but with a rat tail coming out the back. He had on shorts and a t-shirt that were two sizes too big and sunglasses covering his eyes.
 
                 “Hola, amigo. It’s about time I meet the infamous King.” Big A said.
 
                 “Big A.” I nodded my head at him, and waited for him to make the next move.
 
                 “I feel like you are not too happy to be here. I thought I was doing you a favor taking over your territory.” 
 
                 “This ain’t no social call, its business. And I’m pretty sure we are doing you a favor, handing over our very profitable territory.” I growled. I did not like this guy. 
 
                 “I meant no offense hombre. What’s say we go inside, get out of this heat, and discuss things so you can get back to your woman?” 
 
                 I glanced at Demon, wanting to know if he had told Big A about Meg. Demon shook his head at me, knowing the silent question I had just asked him.
 
                 I looked back at Big A, knowing this was not going to be a man I could trust. “Just like I am sure you want to get back to your woman.” I replied, not knowing if he did have a woman or not. 
 
                 I saw Big A flinch, knowing I had made my point. He thought he knew about me, but he now had doubt in his mind, thinking that I knew about him.
 
                 “Speed, go check out the warehouse, then we can go in.” I commanded. Speed headed into the warehouse, one of Big A’s men following him.
 
                 Demon turned his back to Big A and looked at me. “Not a fucking clue how he knew about Meg, King. Fucker must have someone watching, trying to find shit out about us. He does have an ol’ lady, been with her for four years, not a lot know of her. I bet he’s trying to figure out how you knew, good call.”
 
                 “Find out how he knows about Meg. He’s got ears in our town, I want them to go deaf.”
 
                 Demon nodded at me and flipped his phone opened. He walked a couple feet away, firing off orders to Gravel.
 
                 “I don’t trust this fucker.” Rigid said to my side. 
 
                 I watched Big A, not talking to any of his men, just watching me, a smirk playing on his lips. “Neither do I brother. We get this shit handed over to him, we leave no ties with him. I do not want to be associated with this fucker.”
 
                 “He is definitely someone you need to watch your back around. Don’t know how the fucker knew about Meg. Only the brothers know about her.” 
 
                 “Demon’s sorting that out right now. This shit does not touch Meg.”
 
                 “She’s the reason you wanted out of the drugs, isn’t she?” 
 
                 I looked at Rigid thinking back to when we had done the vote to get out of the drugs. “Yeah, guess she was. I hadn’t even really touched her yet, but I knew if I wanted to be with her, I had to get my shit straight. Going legit is good for not only the club, but for me too. Meg is my endgame brother. I nailed her down last night and I’m not letting her go.”
 
                 Rigid nodded his head and looked back at the warehouse and we watched Speed walk out. “It’s clear, King.” Speed said.
 
                 “Let’s get this shit done.”
 
                 The sooner we got things laid out with Big A, the sooner I could forget about the fucker, and the sooner I could get back to Meg.
 
   ======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 20
 
    
 
   Meg
 
                 Creamy banana cream bars, white chocolate s’more bars, and peanut butter Twix bars were all laid out on the kitchen island cooling while I was taking a quick shower, freaking out about going to the clubhouse.
 
                 After Lo had left, I finished up the dishes from breakfast and did a quick inventory of my baking supplies, making a list of the things I needed. I had planned on making one kind of bars, not wanting to look like I was trying to impress anyone and figured bars were a good choice for a party. No plates needed and less mess. 
 
   I decided on the peanut butter Twix bars, but then worried if someone was allergic to peanuts (were bikers allergic to anything?). I decided to make white chocolate s’mores bars, also, but then I realized both bars had chocolate and figured I need to make something without chocolate and decided to go with the banana bars. 
 
                 I spent almost an hour at the grocery store buying everything I needed, then spent the rest of the afternoon with music blaring and baking. 
 
                 I was now standing in front of my mirror, bra and panties on, when I heard a pounding on the front door. I glanced at my phone to see if I had missed Lo calling me, but saw no missed calls, and wondered who was at the door. I ran to my bedroom, quickly threw on some sweats and a tank, and ran to the door. I looked through the peephole and saw Cyn.
 
                 “Cyn! Is everything ok?” I asked worriedly as I threw the door open.
 
                 “Hardly, but nothing new. I thought I would stop by and see what you were up to tonight.” Cyn walked in and plopped down on the couch. “I vote we order Chinese and watch The Proposal for the fiftieth time, pausing and rewinding to watch Ryan Reynolds ass.”
 
                 “As appealing as that sounds,’ it totally sounded appealing, ‘I’m supposed to be at the clubhouse in an hour. You should come with.” 
 
                 “Ha! I’ll pass. Especially if that asshole Rigid is going to be there.” Cyn hissed.
 
                 I leaned back in my chair and looked at Cyn. You could visibly see the toll her break up with Asshat was taking on her. Her eyes were rimmed with dark circles and bags, and it looked like she had lost at least ten pounds. She was wearing cutoff jean shorts and a tank top that had the word ‘LIAR’ splashed across the chest. I had been seeing her at work every day, so I was a witness to her decline. Cyn was like me, never really dressed up, but we still cared about how we looked. We are jeans and t-shirt kind of girls but we could rock the hell out of them. Now, Cyn just looked tired and I was starting to get worried about her.              
 
                 “I can stay home. Let me send a text to Lo, and then we can order Chinese.” I pulled my phone out of my pocket and pulled Lo’s number.
 
                 I saw Cyn move out of the corner up my eye as I was typing a message to Lo, when she grabbed my phone out of my hand and shoved it into her pocket. “Nope, you’re going. I’m fine Meg. Get your ass in there and get dressed.”
 
                 “Cyn, I’m worried about you. I haven’t spent much time with you since Asshat’s demise. Lo can see me some other time. He will have to deal with it.” 
 
                 “Nope. I don’t want to talk about it, Meg. There isn’t anything more to say. I just needed to get out of the house. His shit is all over my house and it just makes me want to burn the fucking house down every time I see it, so I figured it was safer for me to come over here than burn the fucker down.” Cyn held a hand out to me to help me up.
 
                 “How about I go to the clubhouse for a little bit and you stay here, as long as you promise not to burn my house down, and then we can watch some Reynold’s ass when I get back. Deal?” I joked.
 
                 “Works for me. Now get your ass up, stop worrying about me, and go make yourself hot for that fine piece of ass that is waiting for you.” I grabbed Cyn’s hand, letting her pull me up. 
 
                 “I love you, Cyn. I’m always here if you need me.” I whispered into Cyn’s ear as I wrapped my arms around her and hugged her.
 
                 “I know, Meg, that’s why I came over. I love you, too.” Cyn pulled out of my arms and looked at me. “Now enough of this lesbian shit, let’s get you dressed and shipped off to Stud Muffin, and I can dig into some Chinese and imagine Ryan Reynolds tied to my bed.” She made a shooing motion with her hands to me.
 
                 I turned and headed into the bedroom, giggling. “I think Rigid would look much better tied to your bed.” 
 
                 “Hmm, you are right, he definitely looks better, but as soon as he opens his mouth I want to slap some tape over it and tie his hands behind his back.”
 
                 I walked to my closet, slapping hangers back and forth, trying to find something to wear. “What happened last night when he called you?” I pulled out a couple of possible shirts and threw them on the bed.
 
                 “He called me up and told me to get my sweet ass over to your house. I told him I had plans with my parents and he told me to cancel them. I told him what I thought of him bossing me around and told him to fuck off.” Cyn looked at the shirts I threw on the bed, and threw them back at me. “Not sexy enough.”
 
                 “I’m not sexy, Cyn.” I grabbed them and hung them back up.
 
                 “Yes, you are. Wear those ripped jeans and that shirt that has a lace back.” Cyn laid down on my bed and threw her hands behind her head.
 
                 I grabbed the jeans and shirt she told me to and threw them on the bed. I shimmed out of my sweatpants. “So you’re done with Rigid?”
 
                 “Not sure. I totally want him, but I don’t think I want some asshole telling me what to do.”
 
                 “Well, it’s only been a couple of weeks since Asshat, maybe you just need to be by yourself and figure out what you want.” I pulled my jeans on and rummaged through my drawers looking for an undershirt. 
 
                 “You better not be wearing anything under that shirt. The whole point of the lace panel on the back is to show a little skin.” Cyn insisted.
 
                 “Yeah well, I’m thirty-six, not twenty-six, and I have back fat.”
 
                 “Whatever. You’re hot. Even with an undershirt on, Stud Muffin won’t be able to keep his hands off you.”
 
                 “Let’s hope.” I mumbled at I pulled the black undershirt on and then the lace back top. The front of it look like a normal shirt that was bright pink with black cheetah spots all of it, but the back had a panel of black lace that ran from collar to bottom hem.  “There, what do you think?” I asked as I twirled around.
 
                 “Could be sexier if you didn’t wear that black shirt, but still, you look like one hot mama.” 
 
                 “Thanks Hun, we could make you look like one hot mama too if you want to come.” I smirked as I pulled my black motorcycle boots out of the closet.
 
                 “Maybe next time. I’m sure the second Lo sees you he’s going to drag you to a dark corner and rip all your clothes off.” 
 
                 “Let’s hope.” We both giggled.
 
                 “Ok, you go get some, and I’m going to get me some Chinese.” Cyn grabbed her keys out of her pocket and jingled them.
 
                 “You come with, I’m sure Rigid would give ya some.” I giggled.
 
                 “I’ll stick with the Chinese tonight.”
 
                 “Ok, honey, I won’t be gone long. Promise. Help me load the truck up?” I asked as I walked into the kitchen and picked up two pans of bars.
 
                 “Holy shit, Meg, you made banana bars! My fucking favorite. You better bring me some.” Cyn exclaimed as she picked up the other pan and followed me out the door.
 
                 “I’ll try to sneak a piece before they devour them.’ I laughed as I put them on the seat next to me. ‘Does it look like I’m trying to hard?” I asked Cyn as we looked down at my passenger seat that was filled.
 
                 “No. It looks like you are trying to fatten them up.” Cyn joked.
 
                 “Oh my god, Cyn, here take the banana and Twix bars back in with you. I’m such an idiot. It looks like I’m trying to impress them. Take ‘em all back in. I’m not going.” I ranted as I shoved a pan into Cyn’s arms.
 
                 “Meg, what the fuck. You were fine a second ago. What the hell is going through your mind?” Cyn set the pan back on the seat and looked at me.
 
                 “Lo is so hot, Cyn. What happens when he gets sick of me? When he sees something else he likes and tells me to take a hike? I feel like I’m competing with his past, all the girls who were prettier than me and better than me. I have to be better than them and I’m not. I’m not going.” I grabbed the pan and shoved it back into Cyn’s hands.
 
                 “Have you told this to Lo?”
 
                 “Not in so many words, but yeah, he knows.”
 
                 “What did he tell you?”
 
                 “I was the best lay he’d ever had and to stop thinking. Literally, stop thinking.” I replied.
 
                 “I’m starting to like Lo more and more.” Cyn murmured.
 
                 “What do I do, Cyn?” I gulped.
 
                 Cyn put the pan back on the seat again, moved me out of the way, and slammed the door shut. “Stop thinking.”
 
                 I blinked at Cyn and stammered, “Really? That’s all the advice you have, Stop thinking?”
 
                 “Yes. Meg, you are so confident, but not when it comes to your looks, if that makes sense. You are the nicest, kindest, most generous person I know. You would do anything for your friends, but you do nothing for yourself. Am I pretty?” Cyn inquired.
 
   “This seems kind of off topic, but yes, you’re beautiful. You have the clearest skin I’ve ever seen, an awesome smile, and ass and tits for days. Any guy who doesn’t like you should take a long walk off a short pier.” I replied. 
 
   “Jesus Christ, Meg! Even in the middle of a breakdown you put my need before yours. You should have told me to fuck off when I asked that, instead you tell me I’m beautiful. Who does that? Put yourself first for once, Meg.”
 
   “You just went through a bad break up, Cyn, you have needs too.”
 
   “Fuck my needs, Meg! I’m sick of people asking me how I am. Forget about me. What do you want?” Cyn demanded.
 
   I knew what I wanted, I just didn’t know if I deserved it. “Lo.”
 
   “Then take it, for however long it lasts. If it falls apart, I’ll be here. Just like you were there when I fell apart.”              
 
   “I don’t want to get hurt. I don’t want to let someone have the power to hurt me and make me feel like shit. I gave that power to Hunter for so many years, I’m afraid if I give that power to Lo, it will destroy me.” I sobbed, tears spilling down my cheeks.
 
   “Oh Meg, Hunter was an Asshat. I knew it the instant I meet him. You want to know what I thought the instant I meet Lo.”
 
   I wiped my cheeks and sniffled my nose. “Same thing I thought, fuck he’s hot.” I whimpered.
 
   Cyn laughed and shook her head at me. “Well, yeah. But I also thought, he was exactly what you needed. The way he looked at you at Tig’s, fuck Meg, he didn’t see anyone, but you. You need to just go with it. I don’t think Lo’s intention is to hurt you, honey.”
 
   “I don’t think anyone goes into a relationship with the intention of hurting someone, Cyn, it still happens though.” 
 
                 “Then keep your eyes open and pay attention, Meg. If he does something you don’t like, tell him, and talk about it. But just let yourself go, Lo could be exactly what you need.”
 
                 I wiped my eyes again because dammit I couldn’t stop crying and took a deep breath. “I’m gonna go. But I’m not going to be some naive little girl thinking that Lo is my happy ending. Some people don’t get happy endings. I’m just going to go with it and when he is done with me, then I’m done with him, right?”
 
                 “Yes, kind of. You deserve a happy ending, Meg. Don’t forget that.”
 
                 I hugged Cyn and hopped in my truck. Cyn walked to her car, off to get Chinese and come back to my house.
 
                 I took another calming breath, and put my truck in reverse and headed to the clubhouse. Everything Cyn said was true. I needed to stop thinking of all the bad things that could happen and just focus on right now. Nothing was guaranteed in life and I just needed to start enjoying it.
 
   Broken heart be damned. If Lo broke my heart, I would just put it back together like I did before.
 
   Time to enjoy Lo.
 
   ======
 
   Lo
 
   It was barely six o’clock and the party was already in full swing. I knew all of my brothers had been working hard on wrapping up the drug shit and were already focusing on the strip club now and deserved to have a little fun tonight. 
 
                 The meet with Big A had gone off without a hitch, but all of the brothers agreed that we needed to keep an eye on the transition. We were going to make sure the Assassins keep up their part of the deal, which was to keep the fuck away from the Devil’s Knights.
 
                 I was sitting at the bar, facing the door so I would see Meg when she walked in right away, and nursing a beer. Turtle was tending bar tonight and all the brothers were keeping him on his toes with all the beer and shots they were downing.
 
                 “She coming tonight?” Demon asked, as he sat on a stool next to me with a blonde on his lap. Her shirt was hanging off one shoulder, dangerously close to exposing her tit. Bitch probably cut her shirt, so that shit would happen. That kind of shit use to drive me crazy, make me want to yank her shirt off. Now, all it did was make me roll my fucking eyes and look to the door to see if Meg was here yet.
 
                 “Should be here anytime.” I growled as the door opened, but all that entered was a fucking group of pussy that held no fucking appeal to me.
 
                 “You need something to relieve the pressure?” Demon’s pussy asked as she ran her hand up my arm. 
 
                 I turned to look at her and ripped her hand off. “Get the fuck off me.”
 
                 “Aw, come one. The girls and I heard you were seeing someone. Why not let me and Cherry help you out before she gets here. I bet she can’t do the things we can.” She nodded to my left and some pussy I had fucked a while ago walked up.  I didn’t even know her name was Cherry when I fucked her. She really was just something to help relieve the pressure. I looked her up and down, which she took as the go ahead to touch me, and wrapped her arm around my neck and pushed her tits into my face.
 
                 “Give me five minutes and I can rock your world, King baby.” She whispered in my ear. 
 
                 The smell of her perfume was suffocating me, and I again wondered what the fuck I ever saw in any of these bitches. I grabbed her arm and twisted it behind her back. She squealed as I added pressure and got right in her face. “Spread the fucking word, bitch. I don’t want any of yours or any other bitch’s pussy. You got me? Keep your fucking hands off me or I will rip your fucking fake ass tits off.” I twisted her arm a little tighter then released her. She stumbled away from me, landing on her ass.
 
                 Speed moved to help her up, but I pierced with my gaze, letting him know to not fucking touch her. He held his hands up in surrender and sat back down. She scurried off the floor and took off.
 
                 “I think you got your message through that time, King.” Demon chuckled beside me.
 
                 I looked over and saw the pussy he had sitting on his lap before was gone. “Sorry you lost your pussy for the night. But I’m not fucking sorry about scaring the shit out of that bitch.”
 
                 “Plenty of others out there for me, brother. No fucking skin off my teeth which one ends up face down, ass up in my bed tonight.” Demon raised his hand at Turtle for another beer and threw his empty one in the garbage.
 
                 “There is plenty to choose from.” I scanned to clubhouse seeing there was probably three girls to every guy. Definitely plenty to go around for the brothers tonight. Ever since we moved into town, the fucking bitches around here were clamoring to get invited to parties. Plenty of pussy for everyone. Except me. The only pussy that would fucking do for me had yet to show up. I pulled my phone out, double checking to make sure I hadn’t missed a call from her. I didn’t get a chance to call her today and by the time we had gotten back to the clubhouse it was five thirty. I had decided to wait for her to show up, even though my fucking dick had been screaming for her all day.
 
                 “What the fuck is Mickey carrying?” Demon asked, snapping me out of my thinking.
 
                 “Not a fucking clue.” I replied as he walked up to me and Demon, setting two pans down on the bar.
 
                 Demon took the cover off one and sniffed it. “Where the fuck did you get these from?” 
 
                 “Meg. I saw her struggling through the door with them and offered to carry them in. She said she had one more to get from the truck.” Mickey grunted as he walked around the bar and rummaged through the drawers, looking for a knife.
 
                 Meg was here. My dick fucking twitched at the thought of her being here and my eyes shot to the door, waiting for her to come back in.
 
                 Except she never did.
 
                 Fuck.
 
   ======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 21
 
    
 
   Meg
 
                 I was home. Yup. Home.
 
                 I had walked into the clubhouse, juggling the Twix and s’more bars, when Mickey walked up and took them from me, offering to help. I told him I had one more pan to get and moved to go back outside. Except something made me look to the bar. I saw Lo and froze.
 
                 Lo was with some woman who had her arm wrapped around his neck and she was whispering into his ear. I saw him reach up and wrap his hand around her arm and I unfroze. I ran out the door, straight to my truck and got the fuck out of there.
 
                 I pulled into my driveway, hoping Cyn was back, but she wasn’t. I couldn’t believe what I had just saw. Just this morning, Lo made me promise I was his and what do I see as soon as I walked into the clubhouse, some chick hanging all over him, tits in his face, gorgeous body draped over him. I was a fucking idiot. 
 
                 I grabbed the banana bars off the seat and headed into the house. I set them on the table, thinking at least Cyn will be happy I didn’t leave the banana bars there. I heard the roar of a motorcycle and heavy boots pounding up my stairs.
 
                 I thought I would have a little time before I would have to face Lo, thinking he was fucking some random girl. Apparently not.
 
                 I walked into the living room and waited. I looked through the screen door and saw Lo standing there.
 
                 “Why’d you leave?” He demanded.
 
                 “You looked like you were pretty busy. I didn’t want to bother you.” I snapped back. He banged through the screen door and got in my face.
 
                 “What the fuck are you talking about? I was drinking a fucking beer, waiting for you.”
 
                 “Well, I guess we have different ideas of what to do with the time while waiting. I would read a book or take a nap if I’m waiting, you think messing around is a good thing to do while waiting.” I screamed at him.
 
                 “What the fuck!” He boomed back at me. “I wasn’t fucking around.”
 
                 “Well, the fucking big titted blonde hanging all over you would probably tell me differently.”
 
                 Lo shook his head at me and laughed. The fucker laughed at me. “Glad to see you can find some fucking humor in this, King.’ I sneered at him. ‘Now get the fuck out.”
 
                 “You didn’t stay till the end of the show did you, babe, when I told her to keep her fucking hands off and if she didn’t I would rip her fucking tits off.”
 
                 I flinched at the harshness of his words. “Doesn’t matter if I missed the end. I’m not the kind of woman who can stand by and watch other woman hit on the guy she’s with and be ok with it. I can’t sit around waiting for the one time someone hits on you and you realize you want to take them up on their offer.”
 
                 Lo shook his head at me and crossed his arms over his chest. “I see in the ten minutes it took me to get here, you filled your head with so much bullshit about me that sweet Meg is fucking gone.” He fumed at me.
 
                 “That Meg you want is gone. She’s been hurt too much to come back.” I responded.
 
                 “No, she’s not. She’s just burying her head in the fucking sand, running away. I know she’s in there, I’ve seen glimpses of her. I want her back because I am getting fucking sick and tired of having to convince you to be with me. I leave you for six fucking hours and I come back to you with your walls built up, convinced I’m cheating on you. ” He roared.
 
                 “You don’t always get what you want, Lo.” I whispered. “I can’t live my life feeling like I need to be better than your last, worried that I won’t be good enough.”
 
                 “You act like I am throwing my past in your face. Not once have I brought it up.”
 
                 “You don’t have to talk about it, for it to be thrown in my face. How many of those girls there tonight were you with? Have you fucked that woman who was draped all over you?” I ranted.
 
                 Lo shifted his eyes to the left and I got my answer. He had fucked her and probably most of those girls there tonight. I couldn’t handle this. “I can’t do this. I can’t sit back and let you hurt me. I did it for twelve years, I’m not going to let you do it to me now.”
 
                 “I am not your ex, Meg. Stop fucking confusing the two of us. You had the two of us over in your mind before we even started.” Lo accused.
 
                 “It’s called being cautious, Lo. If we stay together, I can’t handle the day that comes when you destroy me. Please leave.”
 
                 “I’m not going anywhere, Meg. I’ll still be here running the garage, president of the club, waiting for you to realize that I am not your ex. I don’t want anyone, but you. You think that I don’t see the way other guys look at you? All of the guys in the club are waiting for me to fuck things up with you so they can be the next in line. I deal with that by knowing that you are mine. They can look and dream all they want about you, but you are mine, no one else’s. As soon as you get over all the shit swirling around in your mind, come find me.”  Lo moved to the door and looked back at me. “Nothing to say, babe?”
 
                 “What if I get past all my shit and there’s nothing left? Maybe all I am is my past.” I sobbed out. I was full out crying. It felt like my heart was being ripped out and I had no idea how to stop it.
 
                 “I don’t believe that. She’s in there, Meg, let her out. I’ll see ya around, babe.”
 
                 And then he was gone. I heard his bike crank up and roar out of my driveway and my life.
 
                 I dropped to my knees crying. I had the perfect man, standing in front of me demanding to be let in, and I wouldn’t let him in. I knew to be happy, I needed to let him in, but I was so afraid to be hurt. 
 
                 I laid down on the cold, hardwood floor crying. I wrapped my arms around myself, wishing for things to be different. Wishing I could have met Lo before Hunter, before I was so afraid to let someone in, before I lost who I was.
 
                 I heard my phone go off in the kitchen, but I ignored it. There was no one I wanted to talk to. All I wanted was to be alone, because that was all I was ever going to be, alone.
 
                 I closed my eyes.  It didn’t hurt when I wasn’t awake, so I slept.
 
   ======
 
   Lo
 
                 I pulled up to the clubhouse and turned my bike off. I ran my hands through my hair and looked up at the sky. I had to let her go, I didn’t see another way.
 
                 Fuck, I wanted Meg. It felt like I couldn’t breathe without her, but I wasn’t going to make her be with me. Any time we were separated, she filled her head with doubts and shit, and then I would have to convince her to be with me. She needed to realize on her own she wanted me. I showed her what she could have by being with me, now she just needed to realize she couldn’t breathe without me. 
 
                 I just hoped it wouldn’t take too long, I felt like I was suffocating without her.
 
   ======
 
   Lo
 
                 Demon and Rigid had cornered me as soon as I walked into the clubhouse, wanting to know what the fuck was going on. “What the fuck did you do?” Demon demanded.
 
                 “She fucking saw that god damn pussy all over me and freaked the fuck out.” I ground out. I didn’t want to explain shit to these fuckers. Meg was my problem, not theirs.
 
                 “You tell her you told that bitch to get fucking lost?” Rigid asked around a mouthful of the bars Meg had brought. I looked down the bar, one pan was empty and the other was almost gone. Fucking vultures.
 
                 “Yeah, I fucking told her. She didn’t want to hear it. She had her mind made up already.” I slipped down to the last pan and grabbed a slice. Fucking heaven. I swallowed it down in three bites and motioned to Turtle for another beer.
 
                 “So, that’s it, you fucking done with her?” Demon asked.
 
                 “No, but she needs to get her fucking head right. Every time I’m with her, I have to convince her to not run. I can’t keep doing that shit.”
 
                 “So what the fuck are you going to do? Half the guys in the club are ready to hop on their fucking bikes and take over where you left off.” Rigid threw in, knowing he was going to piss me the fuck off.
 
                 “Anybody fucking goes near her without me knowing, I will shove their fucking balls down their throat.” I threatened. The only guy who was going to get Meg was going to be me.
 
                 “So I repeat, what the fuck are you going to do?” Rigid demanded.
 
                 “Fucking wait, but I want one guy watching her at all times. I know we got this shit wrapped up with Big A, but I don’t trust the fucker. He somehow knew about Meg and we still don’t know how he knew. We either got a fucking rat around here or he has someone infiltrating our territory. I need to know what he knows and how he found it out.” I explained, concerned that Big A was still watching Meg.
 
                 “We’ll set the prospects on her. They can rotate out. You want her to know, or you want them to keep their distance from her?” Demon asked.
 
                 “Keep their distance. I don’t want to freak her out even more by worrying with Big A.” I chugged the rest of my beer and slammed it down on the bar.
 
                 “You want me to send come company to help relieve that pressure you're feeling right now?” Rigid asked.
 
                 “You fucking send anyone to my room that isn’t Meg and I will fucking end you, brother. The only pussy I want is Meg’s.” I thundered. I was tempted to fucking punch the fuck out of Rigid even if he stopped fucking with me.
 
                 “Except Meg don’t want you to have her pussy anymore.” 
 
                 I fisted my right hand, swung at Rigid and connected with his jaw and laid his ass out. I stood over him and lifted him by his collar and got in his face. “I ever hear you talk about Meg’s pussy again, it’s fucking on. Brother or not, I will take you down. Spread the fucking word, anyone who even whispers shit about Meg will find themselves flat on their back with a fucking imprint of my fist on their face. Spread it wide.” I growled and shoved Rigid back on the ground.
 
                 “Calm the fuck down, King. Ain’t nobody gonna talk shit about Meg. You know fucking Rigid, fucker never knows when to shut his mouth.” Demon said as he poured two shots of tequila and shoved one at me.
 
                 I threw it back, feeling the burn all the way down to my stomach, slamming it down on the bar for another. Rigid clamored off the floor and sat back down. “Fucking A, King. You didn’t need to fucking knock me out. I was giving you shit. I ain’t never seen you like this over a chick before.”
 
                 I noticed Rigid didn’t call her pussy anymore. Fucker was finally learning. “Like I told you before, brother, Meg is end game. She is it.” 
 
                 “Alright, brother, so how the fuck are you going to get her back?” Rigid asked.
 
                 I honestly really had no idea what to do to get her back. I showed her everything I could give her. Let her know that she was it for me, and I thought she had gotten that. Then BAM! She fucking flips a fucking switch and she’s gone. “You got Cyn’s number?” I asked Rigid. The only way I knew to get in with Meg, is to show her I cared. I knew when I left her, she was seconds away from breaking.
 
                 “Yeah, why?” 
 
                 “Meg is going to need someone right now, and as much as I would love to be that person, she won’t let me in. I’m just gonna call Cyn and ask her to check up on Meg.”
 
                 “Then what?’ Rigid asked as he pulled his phone out and rattled the number off to me.
 
                 “I wait for her to come back to me brother. Just fucking wait.”
 
   ======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 22
 
    
 
   Meg
 
                 I awoke to a pounding on my front door and a pounding in my head. I took stock of my body, noticing the kink in my neck, a horrible ache in my back, and my left arm numb. Guess that’s what happens when you sleep on the floor all night.
 
                 The pounding on the door got louder and I crawled off the floor.
 
                 “Hold your fucking horses!” I yelled at the door. I walked hunched over, rubbing my neck, wiping the drool off my face.
 
                 I threw the lock and swung the door open to a pissed off Cyn and Troy.
 
                 “I don’t want to hear it, Cyn.’ I glanced at Troy and hissed, ‘Fuck off, Troy.” I was still pissed off at him for ditching me for his latest girlfriend.
 
                 “Good to see you too, Meg.” Troy grumbled as he pushed in the door, knocking me to the side.
 
                 “Lo called me.” Cyn whispered. 
 
                 “Why?” I demanded.
 
                 “He told me he left you pretty upset and thought that someone should be with you. Are you ok, honey?” Cyn asked, worry etched across her face.
 
                 “I’m fine. It’s over, I told you guys it wouldn’t last long. End of story.” I snipped. I walked in the kitchen and fired up the coffee maker.
 
                 “What happened?” Troy asked.
 
                 “Lo didn’t want to put up with my shit. He said I kept thinking he was Hunter, making him prove to me each time we were together that he was different. He was right to leave, I’m fucked up and broken.” I filled the filter with coffee grounds and slammed the lid shut. Lo did deserve someone better, he was better off without all my shit.
 
                 “Did you keep thinking he was Hunter?” Troy asked.
 
                 “I didn’t mean to. I am completely over Hunter, but I am not over what he did to me. He broke me and I can’t let it go. I will not let someone else in to do the same thing again. Hunter took away my confidence, love, and any semblance of happiness. I don’t know how to get any of it back. I want it back. Lo gave me that all, but he could so easily rip it away from me.” I divorced Hunter and thought that would make me happy, and it did, to a certain point. For the past five years, I have just been going along with life, never really finding out who I was and what made me happy.  
 
                 “Meg, I love you with all my heart and it fucking sucks to watch you going through this, struggling, but it’s about fucking time you wake up and start living. Hunter hurt you, I was there, I saw it all, but it’s over. You took away his power to hurt you and I know you will never let someone hurt you like that again. Leave Hunter in the past and start a future all your own.” Troy insisted.
 
                 “Why do you think Lo is going to hurt you? What has he done for you to doubt him so much?” Cyn asked quietly.
 
                 I was pretty sure I was in the middle of an intervention, and the last stop to get off had passed me by and there was no turning back. “He didn’t do anything, not yet. But he will, it’s the only way it can go.”
 
                 “Do you ever think that you could hurt Lo just as easily as you him hurting you?” Troy grabbed three cups and grabbed the creamer from the fridge.
 
                 Me hurt Lo? No fucking way. “I could never hurt Lo. I’m doing him a favor by not dating him, not hurting him. He should be relieved we are over.” I stressed, annoyed that they were concerned about Lo getting hurt. 
 
                  “Well honey, the Lo I talked to did not sound relieved to be done with you.” Cyn filled her cup after the coffeemaker beeped and sat down at the kitchen table.
 
                 “He’ll be fine. I saw all the girls hanging out at the club, he probably had someone in his bed last night after he left.” I turned away and braced my arms on the countertop, hanging my head, knowing the tears were about to come. God that fucking hurt, thinking about Lo with other women. 
 
                 Troy grabbed me around the waist and spun me around. “I can see you’re hurting Meg, he didn’t want to let you go, you made him let you go.”
 
                 “I ended it before he could! I’m not going to be hurt again!” I screamed.
 
                 “You’re not hurt right now, Meg? You normally scream at us when you’re happy?” Cyn said calmly.
 
                 “Fine, I fucked up! I pushed Lo away. I made him pay for things he didn’t do. He’s gone and he won’t come back.” I said defeated. 
 
                 “You were put in a cage for the twelve years you were married, and then you divorced his sorry ass, but you’re still in that cage, the cage he put you in. It’s like you think you don’t deserve to get out and live. The door to the cage is wide fucking open, but you won’t step out. We all know who you are and how fucking awesome you are, you just need to see it now. Lo made you happy, why do you think you don’t deserve that happiness?” Troy demanded.
 
                 “I want to be happy, Troy. I really do, but I’m so afraid to be hurt.” I pleaded.
 
                 “Everyone is afraid to be hurt, Meg. Look at me, my Asshat of a fiancé cheated on me. That fucking hurt, but I’m still here. Still living, learning how to be happy without him, and knowing that I am better off without him.” Cyn quaked, tears streaming down her face. 
 
                 I walked out of Troy’s arms and pulled Cyn out of her chair. Cyn had been hurt and it wasn’t self-inflicted. I created my own hurt by not believing in Lo. “I’m sorry, Cyn, you must think I’m a fucking idiot, but I don’t know how to fix me.”
 
                 “You don’t need to do it all yourself. Troy and I are here, we want to help. You need to get your head on straight, Meg, figure out who you are. What makes you happy, sad, and pissed off or whatever! Troy and I both know who you are, but you don’t. You are worth it, Meg.” Cyn sobbed into my shoulder.
 
                 We both clung to each other, crying and sobbing. We were both hot fucking messes.
 
                 “All right, all right. Enough of the fucking crying. I’ll drive to the clubhouse.” Troy threw back the rest of his coffee and slammed his cup on the counter. 
 
                 Troy was my best friend and could totally dole out some good advice, but apparently he drew the line at girly crying.
 
                 “No.” I state, wiping my eyes.
 
                 “What the fuck do you mean no? I thought we drilled it in your head that you are worth it and you deserved to be happy and blah blah blah. Let’s go.” Troy ranted, clearly done with the situation.
 
                 “I heard everything you guys said, but I don’t believe it.” Troy rolled his eyes and threw his arms up in the air and stalked to the living room.
 
                 “Meg.” Cyn gulped, as she grabbed a paper towel and dried her eyes.
 
                 “I don’t believe it yet. I’m not going back to Lo broken.” I stated. I needed to figure out who I was without Hunter. I knew we hadn’t been together for years, but after we divorced, I stayed in the same house, kept the same routine, and changed nothing except Hunter wasn’t there anymore. Lo thought I was worth it, so did Cyn and Troy. But I didn’t. ‘I can’t be with someone and want them to think that I am worth it when I don’t think I am. I need to find me.”
 
                 “Finally!” Troy shouted from the living room.
 
                 “Stuff it, Troy. I’m still pissed at you for ditching me.” I pouted as I filled my cup and sat down next to Cyn.
 
                 Troy walked back in the kitchen and refilled his cup he had set down. “I didn’t ditch you. I am entitled to have a life.”
 
                 “You can have a life and still be friends with Meg.” Cyn chided.
 
                 “I know. I took your fucking advice by the way.” Troy mumbled.
 
                 “What advice?” I asked, not sure what Troy was talking about.
 
                 “I didn’t take Tiff to that fancy restaurant. I took her to The Roadhouse and then back to my house for a fire.”
 
                 “How did that go?” I asked.
 
                 “Dinner was ok, but after I got the fire started, she got up to go to the bathroom and tripped over a log I had laying by the fire pit and she twisted her ankle. I ended up taking her to the E.R. because it swelled like a fucking watermelon.” Troy sulked.
 
                 Cyn and I burst out in giggles. “Is she ok?” I choked out.
 
                 “I don’t know. I took her to the E.R. and then she called one of her friends to pick her up. She told me I could go home. I tried calling her today but she isn’t answering.”
 
                 “Oh, Troy. I’m sorry, honey. We sure are a rag tag bunch. Cyn gets cheated on, I fuck things up, and you broke your date.” Cyn burst out laughing, spitting her coffee out.
 
                 “Fuck off.” Troy grumbled.
 
                 I looked at my two best friends, and realized things were going to be fine. They see something in me, just like I see their awesomeness in them. Now it was time for me to see how awesome I was, than I would go find Lo, and beg him to take me back.
 
                 Hopefully.
 
   ======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 23
 
    
 
   Meg
 
                 “Pontoon time!” Cyn yelled as she walked through the front door and threw her beach bag on the couch.
 
                 It was Remy’s birthday, and he had decided he wanted to head out on the lake with some friends, so I invited Cyn and Troy to help chaperone and help me not freak out about the fact I had a seventeen year old son now. 
 
                 Yowzers! That made me feel old.
 
                 It had been a week since Lo had walked out of my living room, possibly my life, if I didn’t get my head together.
 
                 I saw quite a few guys from the club around, but I never saw Lo. I found it odd that I was seeing them around so much, but didn’t really think too much about it.
 
                 I missed Lo so much. Cyn and Troy were being awesome, helping me to figure shit out, but fuck, did I miss Lo.
 
                 Every day, I figured out more and more who I was.
 
                 I loved to cook and bake. I loved my son more than anything. I loved my friends. Just looking at my dog made me smile and realize I loved the shit out of Blue. Music made me happy.
 
                 All those things and more, were the things that made me who I was. I loved all those things and I was learning to love myself. Hopefully Lo would be added to the list of things I loved, and therefore he would be part of who I am.
 
                 “Mom, Troy’s here. The guys and I are going to ride with him.” Remy stood in my bedroom door, looking like a grown up and my heart clenched a little with the thought that my baby was growing up.
 
    “Ok, honey. You guys get the pontoon from Grandpa’s and Cyn and I will meet you at the dock.” I shoved two extra towels into my tote and slung it over my shoulder.
 
   “Thanks, mom, see you there.” Remy said as he booked it out the door and climbed into Troy’s truck.
 
   “You look like you’re going to cry, Meg. Tough day?” Cyn asked as she pulled out a six pack of wine coolers from her bag and stuck them into the cooler.
 
   “I am actually fucking good. My son is becoming a man, I’m spending the day with two of my favorite people, and I can honestly say that I am happy.” I wiped a tear from the corner of my eye and laughed. “I’m kind of new to this happy stuff, but I’m pretty sure I’m not supposed to cry.” I joked with Cyn.
 
   “All that’s missing is Lo.’ Cyn said as she slammed the lid of the cooler down. ‘I talked to him today.”
 
   I was half mad that Cyn was reporting to him about me and half jealous that she got to talk to him. “How is he?”
 
   “He sounded ok. Asked how you were doing.” I grabbed one end of the cooler and Cyn grabbed the other and we waddled out the door to my truck.
 
   “What did you tell him?” I flipped the tailgate down, and we hoisted the cooler in.
 
   “That you’re happy. Figuring things out.” Cyn smiled at me and I realized it didn’t reach her eyes.
 
   “You ok, Cyn?” 
 
   “I’m pregnant, Meg.” Cyn blurted, with instant tears streaming down her face.
 
   “Oh my god.” I cried and threw my arms around Cyn and pulling her in for a hug.
 
   “It’s Asshat’s, Meg. I’m meeting him tonight to let him know. I don’t know what I am going to do.” Cyn sobbed.
 
   “I’ll come with you. You don’t need to do this alone.” I added, wiping tears off her cheeks.
 
   “No, I need to do this by myself. I just needed to tell you. I had to tell someone. My mom doesn’t even know yet. I was going to tell you last weekend but then the whole Lo thing happened and I figured I have nine months to figure this out so I just put it on the back burner and focused on you.” 
 
   “Cyn! What the hell! You’re problems are just as important as mine! You should have told me!”
 
   “I did, just now, and I feel a thousand times better.” Cyn said, relieved.
 
   “I love you, Cyn. You don’t need to do this all alone. I’m here for you. Troy too, in his own way.” I laughed and Cyn smiled and it finally reached her eyes.
 
   “Please, Troy is probably going to freak out more than my mom will.” Cyn joked.
 
   “You’re probably right, but you know he’ll be there for you.” 
 
   “Ok, ok, enough of this crying. Let’s get to the boat landing and get Remy’s party started.” Cyn slammed the tailgate shut and headed back into the house to grab her bag.
 
   Cyn was pregnant. Holy shit. I climbed into the truck and waited for Cyn to come out. 
 
   Cyn was going to be a mom. Wow.
 
   “Meg! Blue is freaking out and won’t let me out the door.” Cyn yelled from the house.
 
   “He wants to come along. Let him out!” I yelled back, laughing. Fucking dog thought he needed to always be with me.
 
   Blue came bounding out the door with Cyn on his heels and they both hopped in the truck. “Your dog is not normal, Meg. He looks at you and it’s like you can tell what he’s thinking.’ Blue laid his head on Cyn’s lap and looked up at her. ‘Ok, I’ll pet you.” Cyn murmured.
 
   “That’s just your maternal instinct coming out.” I joked as I backed out of the driveway.
 
   Cyn threw her hand up in the air and pushed Blue off her lap. “That is not funny!” Cyn screeched.
 
   Blue sat up and looked at her like she had offended him, then laid his head on my lap and snuggled next to me. Although it wasn’t hard for him to snuggle. Blue was not exactly tiny and took up all of the middle seat. “Mama still loves you, Blue.” I said as I rubbed his head.
 
   “What am I am going to do, Meg?” Cyn mumbled, on the verge of tears again.
 
   “Have a baby and be the second most awesome mom ever!” I squealed. Cyn was freaking out enough, I didn’t need to weigh her down with all the other things that are going to come along, so I decided to just focus on the fact she was going to be a mom and that was awesome no matter who you talked to.
 
   “I’m guessing you’re the first most awesome mom?” Cyn asked, pulling a napkin out of the glove box and blew her nose.
 
   “I’m the original, baby.” I threw a wink at Cyn and we both laughed.
 
   “Thank you, Meg.”
 
   “You helped me, Cyn, now I get to help you, honey.”
 
   We cruised out of town, past the clubhouse and I looked for Lo, hoping to catch a glimpse of him, but saw no one. I missed him.
 
   “You know who you are, Meg, now you need to figure what you want.” Cyn said as we pulled onto the highway.
 
   “What if he doesn’t want me anymore?”
 
   “Then he’s a fucking idiot who doesn’t deserve you. We can become lesbians, run away and raise my baby together if he doesn’t want you anymore.” Cyn joked.
 
   “As appealing as that sounds Cyn, I don’t think you can do the things Lo can do to me.”
 
   “Oh please! I do not want to know, because the next time I see him, all I am going to be thinking about is all the things I’m not getting that you are getting and then I’m going to imagine Lo and then things are gonna get awkward because, I’m picturing Lo’s junk. Just stop.” Cyn begged.
 
   “It’s pierced. His junk, that is.” I sang out.
 
   “Oh my god! La la la la!’ Cyn cried as she covered her ears with her hands. ‘I can’t hear you!”
 
   I threw my head back laughing and tugged her left arm down. “I figured your daydreams should be detailed.”
 
   Cyn squealed and we both broke out into a fit of giggles.
 
   “How often have you talked to him?” I asked after we got ourselves under control.
 
   “Just twice honey. If it makes you feel better, he sounds like he misses you.” 
 
   It did make it better, just a little. “OK, enough depressing talk! You are pregnant and I need to get my man back. Both things we can deal with later. Wait, you snuck wine coolers in the cooler, what’s up with that?”
 
   “Just because I can’t drink doesn’t mean you can’t. I’m your DD for the next 9 months. Time to take advantage.” 
 
   “Heck yeah, except getting drunk at Remy’s seventeenth birthday party is not where I should start taking advantage of this.” We both laughed
 
   “You’re probably right.”
 
   “Yup.”
 
   “We’ll go to the bar after.” Cyn cracked.
 
   We both burst out laughing. I finally felt happy except for one thing.
 
   I knew what I had to do, now I just needed to get the balls to do it. I needed to get Lo back.
 
   Soon.
 
   ======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 24
 
    
 
   Lo
 
                 “I roll into town for a weekend of drinking and partying with my best friend and what do I get? You, sitting in the fucking corner, drinking by yourself. Look at all this pussy you have crawling all over! Why the hell isn’t one of these bitches in your lap while another sucks your dick!”
 
                 It was Saturday night and Slider was in town from the Collinsworth chapter. He was the Sgt. at Arms there and was one of the brothers I was closest to down there. We both prospected at the same time and rose up the ranks next to each other. Slider was a big mother fucker who would lay his life down for the club, just like all the other brothers, but Slider was different. You could tell he had demons that were chasing him.
 
                 “I’m good, brother.” I spoke as Slider grabbed the chair next to me and sat down. He slammed his bottle of beer on the table and threw the shot he had in his other hand back.
 
                 “Bull shit, brother! What the fuck is your deal?” Slider asked.
 
                 “This shit just isn’t my scene any more, brother. Just looking for something different.”
 
                 “That mean you’re leaving the fucking club?” Slider boomed.
 
                 “Mother fucker better not leave the fucking club.” Demon snapped as he plopped down in the chair next to me.
 
                 “I ain’t leaving the fucking club. Fuck me.” I thundered.
 
                 “Than what the fuck has got you tucked away in the fucking corner, crying in your mother fucking beer? I repeat, have you seen all this pussy you have?” Slider remarked, as he grabbed a blonde haired piece of pussy as she walked past and pulled her into his lap.
 
                 “Don’t do it, Slider.” Demon said quietly, knowing what Slider was about to do. I knew what he was about do and I already wanted to punch him the face.
 
                 “You know King, baby?” Slider asked the chick.
 
                 “Everyone knows, King.” She said as she ran her hand down Slider’s chest.
 
   “I think he needs a little pressure released, honey, you think you can help him out with that?” Slider asked.
 
   The blonde shook her head and looked at King. “We’re not supposed to touch him.”
 
   “What the fuck are you talking about, bitch?” Slider yelled, drawing the attention of everyone within twenty feet.
 
   “He’s got an old lady. Cherry tried to get with him last week, he told her to fuck off. She hasn’t been back since. I tried talking her into it but she just won’t. She was my best friend.” The blonde pouted.
 
                 “Come find me later.” Slider told the blonde as he shoved her off his lap. She pouted her bottom lip out and tried climbing back in his lap. “I said find me later, bitch.” He shoved her again harder this time. She teetered on her heels but righted herself before she fell. She tossed her hair over her shoulder, crossed her arms over her huge tits and stalked out the door.
 
                 “Fucking bitches.’ Slider grumbled. ‘What the fuck is this about you having an ol’ lady?” Slider demanded.
 
                 “Had.” Demon mumbled.
 
                 I shot a look to Demon telling him to shut the fuck up. “Meg, and she will be back.” 
 
                 “You need to stop this fucking waiting, and go take her back.” Demon insisted.
 
                 I grabbed my beer off the table and leaned back in my chair. The thought had definitely crossed my mind to just go talk to Meg. Twice, I had gotten on my bike and headed to her house, only to drive by. I didn’t want to push her into something that she didn’t want. I needed her to come to me. “She’ll be back.” I stated. She had to come back or I was going to go fucking crazy without her.
 
                 Slider smirked at me and I knew some shit was about to flow from his mouth. “How the mighty have fallen. Pussy is three deep in here and you don’t want none of it. I gotta document this.’ Slider pulled his phone out of his pocket and snapped a picture. ‘Geeze, you can see how pussy whipped he is.” Slider laughed at the picture then showed it to Demon.
 
                 “You hungry?” I asked Slider.
 
                 “Yeah, I could fucking eat.” Slider slide his phone back in his pocket and grabbed his beer.
 
                 “Good, because I’m about to shove that mother fucking phone down your throat.” I growled at him.
 
                 “Jesus. He sure does get pissy when he doesn’t get pussy, right Demon?” Demon just shook his head and smiled at Slider. At least that fucker knew when not to open his fucking mouth.
 
                 “I’m heading to my room, fuckers.” I finished off my beer and shoved my chair back.
 
                 “Really man? It’s only eight! This piece of fucking pussy has got you in fucking knots, King.” Slider remarked.
 
   “She’s not just some pussy.” I called as I walked away from the table. I walked up to the bar and snagged a half empty bottle of tequila and headed to my room.
 
   “I’ll send someone to check on you in a little bit, King. Make sure you let her tuck you in.” Slider yelled.
 
   I threw my middle finger up and kept walking. Fucking Slider. I twisted the cap off the bottle and threw it down the hall. 
 
   I threw back a slug of tequila and felt it burn down my throat. I fucking missed Meg. 
 
   I walked into my room and slammed the door shut. I threw the dead bolt, not wanting any of Slider’s company he might send my way to get in. 
 
                 Meg had one more week, and then I was going to take her, whether she liked it or not.
 
                 I was done playing around.
 
   ======
 
   Meg
 
                 “That was fun, but I think I look like a lobster.” Cyn said as she slathered lotion on her shoulders.
 
                 “You do look a little pink, honey.” I murmured. 
 
                 We had just got back from the lake, where we did have a blast, but Cyn didn’t take my advice about sun tan lotion. She insisted she had a good base tan and she wouldn’t burn. She was wrong.
 
                 “How come you didn’t burn?” Cyn asked. 
 
                 “Because I put suntan lotion on, just like I told you to do.” I chided.
 
                 “Sorry, mother.” Cyn muttered.
 
                 I shook my head at her and sat down on the couch. 
 
                 We had dropped Remy and his friends off at his dad’s so I, again, had the house to myself and I already felt lonely, even with Cyn here. We had invited Troy over, but he had a date with what’s her face (I felt that she hadn’t earned the right for me to learn her name. Hell, Cyn had been about to marry some guy and I never really remembered his name.) And had to book it back to his house before she came over. She had apparently healed from their last date and decided to go out with him again.
 
                 “I’m lonely, Cyn.” I whispered. In all of my thirty six years, I had never felt lonely. I was always content with my own company, now, it felt like I was missing something.
 
                 “Why?” Cyn asked. She was now slathering lotion on her chest and I could see her skin glistening.
 
                 “I don’t know.” Bullshit, I totally knew why. I just couldn’t admit it.
 
                 “Meg, I love you like a sister, but you need to suck it the fuck up and go get your man. You’re lonely because, you want Lo. Nothing is going to make your loneliness go away except Lo. Go. Get. Him.” Cyn ordered.
 
                 “Tell me how you really feel.” I muttered. But Cyn was so right. I needed to suck it up, put all my fears aside, and just go for it with Lo. 
 
                 “Meg, do you love him?”
 
                 “Yes.” Geez I didn’t even hesitate.
 
                 “Than what the fuck are you waiting for? You have a guy who I know loves you and you love him, why are you not with him right now? I am about to have a baby with a guy I can’t stand and I am terrified out of my fucking mind. But you know what?” Cyn asked.
 
                 “What, honey?” I felt so stupid for being scared and complaining to Cyn about it when she was about to have a baby and didn’t know what was going to happen.
 
                 “I have my family, you, and Troy and I know that I will be fine. Just like I know you will be fine with whatever happens. Just like Troy said, Hunter put you in a cage and you were stuck there. But you’re not stuck there any more honey. The door to your cage is wide open, you just need to step out.”
 
                 Cyn was right. I wanted Lo, so I was going to take him. Fuck getting hurt. “Ok, I’m going to go talk to him. But first I need to do something. You still have that friend who works at Iron Lotus?” I asked. If I was going to step out of my cage and start living, I was going to do it right.
 
                 “Um, yeah. Why? Oh! Are you going to get your nipples pierced? That is so hot!” Cyn squealed. Iron Lotus was the tattoo and piercing parlor in town.
 
                 “No, at least not right now.” Hey, if I was stepping out of my cage I figured I shouldn’t rule anything out completely.
 
                 “So tattoo?” 
 
                 “Yeah, do you think you can see if she has an opening like, well, right now?” I asked. Short notice I know, but it was something I needed to do before I saw Lo.
 
                 Cyn pulled her phone out of her pocket and I walked into the bathroom so I didn’t chicken out and grab the phone out of her hand and change my mind. I shut the door behind me and looked in the mirror.
 
                 I took stock of everything I saw and for once I was ok with everything there was. I looked at my clothes; faded jeans, black ribbed tank top, and my favorite jeweled flip flops. My hair was thrown up in a messy bun, with random pieces of hair falling out. I looked like your average middle age woman, but this was me. I was a jeans and tank tops, truck driving, dog loving mother to the best kid ever. I had lots of sass, ass, and tits, and I was completely ok with that. It was who I was and that was who Lo wanted. 
 
                 Hunter may may not have physically hurt me, but he left scars nonetheless. My perception of who I thought I was and who I really was were two completely different things. Hunter had hurt me for so long that I had shut down and lost all my confidence and accepted what he thought I was. Not anymore. I wasn’t lost and scared any more. I was fucking awesome and completely worthy of Lo.
 
                 I just had one stop to make before I closed the door to the cage with me standing one the other side, than I was all Lo’s.
 
   ======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 25
 
    
 
   Meg
 
                 I got out of my truck, and flinched. The tattoo didn’t hurt when Cyn’s friend was doing it, but fuck did it hurt now. I gently rubbed my shoulder to sooth the pain and looked around. I was in the Clubhouse parking lot. I hadn’t chickened out yet, but I was definitely having second thoughts. The parking lot was full of bikes and quite a few cars.
 
                 I slammed my door shut and grabbed my overnight bag out of the box of the truck. Cyn had convinced me to pack a bag, said it would look like I meant business and really wanted Lo back. I told her it made me look like a slut, expecting to spend the night, but Cyn had won, so here I stood with my bag.
 
                 “Holy shit, that you, Meg?” I heard from behind me.
 
                 I spun around and saw Demon walking towards me. Shit, I needed more time to get my head together, also to pop a couple of aspirin to help with the throbbing in my shoulder.
 
                 “Please tell me you’re here to put King out of his fucking misery.” Demon pleaded. He stopped in front of me, putting his hands on his hips.
 
                 “I think it’s more to put myself out of misery.” I mumbled. I hitched my bag over my shoulder and fumbled with my keys.
 
                 “You want me to walk you in? Show you where his room is?” Demon asked.
 
                 “Um, yeah. But I was kind of getting my courage up, give me a second.” I quaked. I was a freaking mess right now. I was so worried about Lo not wanting me or being with some other woman when I walked in, I felt like I was about to puke.
 
                 “Like a band aid, babe, quick and fast.” Demon said as he grabbed my hand and dragged me to the door.
 
                 “Bikers do Band-Aids? I figured you guys were so badass that you get hurt, you just rub some dirt on it and let it be.” I tried picturing Lo with a band aid on and I started giggling. The giggling might have something to do with the fact the band aid I pictured was a princess one.
 
                 “You drunk, babe?” Demon asked, looking at me like I was crazy.
 
                 “No, sober as a judge. Scouts honor.” We made it to the door and Demon threw it open. My body went solid and I stopped walking. I jerked Demon to a stop and he tugged on my arm.
 
                 “Either you walk your sweet ass to his door, or I throw you over my shoulder and make you talk to him.” Demon threatened.
 
                 My feet came unstuck and I followed Demon in. Music was pouring out of two big speakers set by the front door, it was so loud I could barely hear myself think.
 
                 We walked past Edge who was sitting at a table playing cards with three other guys I had never seen before and I threw a little wave at him when he nodded his head at me and smiled. I saw Gravel sitting on a couch with a brunette in his lap, who was giggling and thrusting her tits in his face. I was never going to be able to unsee that. He saw me and flicked his hand at me in hello. I blushed and waved quickly, as the chick in his lap got upset he was not giving her his full attention and got out of his lap. He quick grabbed her and pulled her back to him and I averted my eyes as she thrust her tits back in his face and Gravel’s head almost disappeared.
 
                 I saw Turtle behind the bar who nodded to me and I nodded back. We made it to a hallway and Demon stopped. “Fifth door on the right, babe.”
 
                 That was all he said. No good luck, or wise words of wisdom. Just, ‘Fifth door on the right.’ Shit.
 
                 Being in the hallway, the music wasn’t too loud and I could finally hear myself think. I rubbed my shoulder, feeling the bandage underneath it, reminding me of why I was here.
 
                 I pressed my ear to the door trying to hear any noise, but heard nothing.
 
                 I straightened from the door and raised my hand to knock. This was it, time for me to stop being scared and to go after what I wanted.
 
                 I rapped three times on the door and waited.
 
                 “I swear to fucking Christ, Slider, I fucking told you I don’t want none of whatever the fuck you’re sending to my door. Go the fuck away.” Lo boomed from the other side of the door.
 
                 I strained my ears to hear any movement, but heard none. Apparently Lo thought I was Slider or someone sent by Slider and he wasn’t going to answer the door. Shit.
 
                 I knocked four more times, loud and impatient knocks, and waited again.
 
                 “I can’t not believe this shit, I said go the fuck away!” Lo boomed again, but this time the door whipped open and I was face to face with Lo. 
 
                 “I don’t know who Slider is.’ I replied. ‘Do I still have to go away?” 
 
                 “Fuck no.” Lo growled. God I loved when he growled at me, all low and gravelly. I missed this man more than I knew. I looked him up and down, no shoes or socks, ripped jeans hanging low on his hips, no shirt. Sexy, as always.
 
                 “Hi.” I squeaked out. I was apparently back to squeaking.
 
                 “Darling.” Lo replied. He didn’t look mad to see me, but he surely wasn’t rolling out the red carpet, welcoming me back. I was obviously going to have to work for this.
 
                 “Can I set my bag down?” I asked. It was pulling on my shirt, irritating my shoulder.
 
                 “Depends on what’s in it. That my stuff I left at your house?”
 
                 “Um, no. I put that stuff in my top drawer of my dresser. You’re not getting it back.” I replied as I tossed my bag around Lo, into his room. He had only left an undershirt and a Devil’s Knight Shirt the last time he was at my house, but he seriously was not going to get them back. I had been sleeping in the t-shirt because it smelled like him.
 
                 “Really?’ Lo smirked at me and crossed his arms over his chest. ‘Pretty sure that’s called stealing darling.”
 
                 “It’s not stealing per say if you leave it at my house with no intention of coming back to get them.” I replied and I crossed my arms over my chest mimicking Lo’s stance. I was a little annoyed I had come over here to express my undying love for him and we were discussing a t-shirt.
 
                 “Oh, I was coming back for it babe, along with some other things that are mine that I want back.” Lo insisted.
 
                 He had to be talking about the undershirt, which he was so not getting back. I needed to get this conversation back on track. “We need to talk, Lo.” 
 
                 “Then talk, darling. I’m listening.” He just stood there and stared at me. I really couldn’t get a good read from his stance of whether or not I had a fighting chance of getting him back. Oh well, here goes nothing.
 
                 “I’m lonely.” I said. 
 
                 “Really? How so?” Lo demanded.
 
                 “I’m lonely when I’m with Cyn, when I’m with Remy. I feel like I’m missing something when I’m in a room full of people. I couldn’t figure out what was missing until tonight.” I stopped and wait for Lo’s reaction.
 
                 He gave me nothing. Just stood there with his arms crossed, waiting for me to continue. “A little participation on your part would not go unwanted right now, Lo.” I demanded.
 
                 “This is your show darling. Tell me what you figured out.”
 
                 “I’m afraid. Or I was.”
 
                 “So you’re lonely and afraid?” Lo questioned.
 
                 “Yes, well not afraid anymore and, hopefully, not lonely for long.”
 
                 “Darling, you’re talking in circles right now.” Lo smirked at me.
 
                 He was so right. I was bumbling through this, not making any sense. I looked down the hall towards the main room of the clubhouse and saw some chick grinding on Speed. “Do you think we could go in your room?” I asked as I watched Speed lift her top up and suck her nipple in his mouth. I felt my face heat from the blush I knew was spreading across my cheeks and swung my eyes back to Lo.
 
                 Lo leaned out of the door and looked down the hall. He shook his head. “Take it to a fucking room Speed!”
 
                 I looked back at Speed and saw him flip off Lo and not make a move towards a room. I knew this was Lo’s world and I needed to learn to live in it if I wanted to be with him, but I didn’t think I would ever get used to seeing that. “Would you ever do that to me?” I asked Lo, my eyes still watching Speed who now had taken the girls top off, still sucking on her nipple, but now palming her other tit. The girl had her head thrown back, arching her back, thrusting her boobs at Speed, obviously not concerned they were out in the open.
 
                 “Pretty sure I have done that to you before, babe.”
 
                 My head swung back to Lo. “You have not!” 
 
                 Lo looked at me smirking, “You already forgetting everything I’ve done to you, babe. Remember when we were in the shower, and the water was running down your sweet tits and I leaned for-.”
 
                 “Stop! That’s not what I meant! I totally remember that. I meant would you ever do that to me like, out in the open, where everyone could see?”  I don’t think I could handle that. I was comfortable with Lo seeing me naked, but no one else.
 
                 “To an extent. Fuck yeah we’ll probably kiss and grope each other in public, but let those fuck wads see what’s mine? Fuck no.” Lo hissed.
 
                 “I’m still yours?” I whispered. 
 
                 “You never stopped being mine, Meg.”
 
                 I was so going to slip into the ‘Lo Daze’ before I said what I needed to say. “Please, Lo, can we go in your room?” I pleaded.
 
                 Lo stepped back into his room, sweeping his arm out. “Whatever you want, babe.”
 
                 I walked in, taking in his room. It was pretty basic. A desk with a mess of papers spread all over it was to the right of the door with a black mini fridge next to it. A huge king size bed with black sheets and comforter sat on the wall opposite of the door. I swung my head to the left and saw a huge ass flat screen TV hanging on the wall that was muted but it looked like ‘Pacific Rim’ was playing. I only knew that, because it was Remy’s favorite movie and he had made me watch it countless times. 
 
                 Lo moved behind me and swung the door shut, closing us in together. I heard the lock slide in place then Lo slide his arms around me from behind. “I think we were talking about how you’re lonely and scared, babe.”
 
                 I leaned back into Lo and let out the breath I didn’t realize I was holding in. I wanted to stay in Lo’s arms, but I knew there wouldn’t be much talking for long if I stayed there. I moved out of his arms, towards the bed. I turned around and looked at Lo. “I’m lonely without you, but I’m scared to be with you. I like who I am and I’m worried that you are going to consume me, then there won’t be me anymore and then if we break up, I have nothing left. I was lost this past week without you though.”
 
                 “Babe, you ever think the same thing could happen to me? This past week has been hell without you. I decided I was going to give you one more week to figure your shit out then I was coming for you. You’re afraid I’ll consume you? Fuck, you consumed me that first night at the bar and I didn’t even talk to you for more than half an hour and I knew I was a fucking goner. I’m yours Meg.” Lo insisted.
 
                 I closed my eyes and leaned my head back. I let Lo’s words surround me, playing over in my head. You consumed me that first night. I’m yours. Everything I needed to hear and more. 
 
                 “I love you, Lo.” I whispered. 
 
                 I heard Lo gasp and I opened my eyes. His hands were fisted at his side, his breathing rapid. “Say it again.” He demanded.
 
                 “I love you.” I said louder.
 
                 Lo charged at me, knocking me into the center of the bed with him on top. “Say it again.” He whispered as he ran kisses across my cheek and down my neck.
 
                 “I love you, Lo.” I giggled as his whiskers tickled me.
 
                 “Stay the night, please.” He begged.
 
                 “I figured that was kind of a given with my bag I packed, but yes.” I ran my hands up his back, feeling his muscles flex beneath my fingers.
 
                 “I missed your taste.” Lo pulled my shirt up and over my head and tossed it on the floor. “What the fuck, babe?” 
 
   I knew Lo had seen the bandage on my shoulder. Time for the big reveal. “I made a quick stop before I came over. Well, not exactly quickly. More like a couple hour stop, but you get the point.” I was rambling. 
 
   “Flip over, let me take it off.” Lo ordered. Lo sat back on his haunches and I flipped over, sitting on my knees.
 
   He carefully peeled the bandage back and I heard him gasp. “I kind of took the whole ‘caged’ thing and ran with it.” I had gotten an old fashioned bird cage that had the door swung wide open with a bird flying away with the quote ‘Facing your fears will set you free’. I had Lo’s name worked into the bird’s wing. I loved it. 
 
   “Do you like it?” I asked, afraid of the answer.
 
   “I fucking love it. It’s perfect. You got my name on you babe.” Lo stated.
 
   I flipped back over, facing Lo. “I wanted you to always be with me. I figured this was a good way.”
 
    He rained kisses over the tops of my breast and chest, sending shivers through me. “Thank you, babe.”
 
                 “Lo.” I called. He ignored me and pulled the cups of my bra down and sucked and tweaked my nipples, making my back arch, digging my nails into his back.
 
                 “Lo.’ I moaned. ‘I need you to kiss me.” I pleaded.
 
                 “I am, babe.” He mumbled as he worked his way down my stomach, stopping to swirl his tongue around my belly button.
 
                 “No, on my lips. I need it.’ I moaned out as he dipped his tongue inside. I grasped his head and tugged it up to look in his eyes. ‘Now, Lo.” I demanded.
 
                 “Fuck yeah.” Lo rumbled as he leaned up and captured my lips. 
 
                 The kiss started out slow and sweet. He swept his tongue across my lips, begging to be let in. I parted my lips, welcoming him in. The kiss went from soft and sweet, to hard and wild, our hands roaming over each other, tugging clothes off.
 
                 “Pants. Off.” I breathed out as my hands worked on undoing the button on his jeans. Lo batted my hands away, apparently fed up with my fumbling fingers.
 
                 I felt Lo shift off the bed as I focused on getting my pants off. As soon as I slide the zipper down, my pants were tugged off me and Lo sailed them across the room. “You sure do like throwing my clothes.” I remarked as I watched them land next to the TV.
 
                 “You had too many on, you still do.” Lo rumbled, climbing back on the bed with me. He pulled my panties off, throwing them over his head. I giggled, watching them join the growing pile of clothes. His dick hung low, scraping the bed as he crawled on his hands and knees over me. He straddled my hips, sitting back on his calves, gripping his dick, stroking it.
 
                 “Lo, I need you.” I whimpered. 
 
                 “Say it again.” He demanded, 
 
                 I watched his hand, stroking up and down, a drop of precum oozing out. I trembled, arching my pussy up, begging for his dick. “I love you.” I groaned, desperate.
 
                 Lo closed his eyes, still stroking his growing dick, and shivered. “I’ve loved you since that first kiss, Meg.”
 
                 “Outside the bar?” I whimpered.
 
                 “No, that first night.” I ran my hands over my breasts, thrusting my pussy up, silently begging for Lo to put it in.
 
                 “We didn’t kiss that night.” I was fully in the Lo Daze, so things were a bit fuzzy, but I knew we didn’t kiss that night.
 
                 “I kissed you on the forehead. I knew than you were mine.” Lo gripped his cock, teasing the lips of my pussy with it.
 
                 I arched into him, my back completely off the bed. “That’s crazy. You barely knew me.”
 
                 “I knew enough. I knew I wanted to spend the rest of my life getting to know you. I love you.” Lo groaned as he thrust in me, taking my breath away.
 
                 We both groaned, savoring being together again. “I loved you when you spewed all your bull shit at me last week.” Lo pulled out, leaving only the tip inside me.
 
                 “It wasn’t shit.” I hissed out.
 
                 Lo thrust back in and lowered his body over mine. “My dick buried in you and you throw sass at me. Fucking love it.” Lo growled out.
 
                 “Just fuck me, Lo.” He was driving me crazy. I flexed the inner walls of my pussy around his dick, Lo groaning above me.
 
                 “Impatient much?” Lo asked, pulling out, this time all the way.
 
                 “Yes.” I groaned, frustrated.
 
                 “Say it again.” 
 
                 I reached up, trailing my fingers across his dick, gripping him in my hand. “I love you with everything I have Lo. I’m yours.” I squeezed his dick, stroking another drop of precum from him.
 
                 “Argh.’ Lo groaned, ‘You’re fucking perfect for me, Meg. I love you, too. You’re all I need.” 
 
                 “Good. Now give me all I need.” I rubbed my thumb over the tip of his dick, spreading his cum over the four metal balls. I lined the tip up with my pussy and thrust my hips up. Lo thrust down into me.
 
                 “Always.’ Lo growled. Lo rocked in and out, building me up, and begging for more. ‘So fucking wet.”
 
                 I ran my hands up and down his back, feeling his muscles flex as he thrust in and out. “I love you, Lo.’ I whispered into his ear. ‘Always.”
 
                 “Fuck.’ Lo quaked above me. “Fucking close babe. Fuck.” He doubled his efforts, slamming into me, bringing my release closer.
 
                 “Me too, Lo. Ahh, fuck me harder.” I pleaded. 
 
                 Lo braced his arms on each side of my head, his hips pistoling into me. He roared above me, his cum filling me. 
 
                 “I love you.” I called out as I fell over the edge into my own release.
 
                 Lo grunted above, milking every last drop into me. I rocked my hips, purring like a cat, coming down from the best orgasm of my life.
 
                 Lo dropped on top of me, still inside me, chuckling. “Are you laughing?” I whispered, to wrung out from my orgasm to even throw sass.
 
                 “Yeah, babe. I think the whole clubhouse heard you yell out you love me.” Lo buried his head in my neck, his body shaking.
 
                 “Yeah, well, they needed to know.” I whispered, content, even though everyone probably did just hear me.
 
                 “I love you, Meg. Always.” Lo rumbled into my neck.
 
                 “Always.” I whispered back. Totally wiped out.
 
                 “Sleep?” Lo asked.
 
                 “Yeah, for some reason I didn’t sleep very well this week.” 
 
                 “I’ll get the light. You wanna clean up?” Lo asked as he pulled out of me. I felt his cum dribble out of me, coating the lips of my pussy.
 
                 I reached down, spreading it all over then licked my fingers. “I’m good.”
 
                 “Fuckin’ perfect.’ Lo growled as he watched me. He stalked across the room, flipping the light switch off. ‘I need you again.” He growled as he climbed back into bed.
 
                 “I thought you were tired?” I asked.
 
                 “I was, but now I decided I need to show you how perfect you are with your ass in the air and your head buried in my pillow.’ Lo flipped me over, careful of my shoulder. ‘I need you.”
 
                 “Ok.” I mumbled into the pillow.
 
                 Lo gave it to me doggy style, best orgasm ever (again), and we both collapsed onto the bed. “I love you Meg.”
 
                 “I love you too, Lo.” I whispered back.
 
                 “Always.”
 
                 “Always.” I vowed.
 
   ======
 
   Lo
 
                 She was back.
 
                 Fuck yeah.
 
   ======
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 26
 
    
 
   Meg
 
                 I had to pee.
 
                 I was laying on top of Lo, arms and legs twined together, head resting on his shoulder. I raised my head and looked down at him. I loved this man and he was all mine. Plus it was a bonus he loved me back.
 
                 My bladder reminded me I needed to pee, so I slide off Lo. Before I made it two inches off him, his eyes popped open. “Where are you going?” He demanded. I heard the sleep in his voice, making his gravelly growl even more ruff. I clenched my legs as I felt his voice all the way to my pussy.
 
                 “Bathroom, baby.” I whispered.
 
                 “Right back here after.” He mumbled as he shut his eyes and let me go.
 
                 I scurried off the bed, watching Lo. His breath evened out, letting me know he was sleeping again. I looked around in the dark, only making out one door. I peeked in, seeing it was his closet and shut it.
 
                 “Shit.” I whispered. There had to be a bathroom close by. I grabbed Lo’s shirt tugging it on over my head, then grabbed my panties, which were hanging off the corner of the TV. I giggled as I pulled them on, Lo really did like throwing my clothes around.
 
                 I glanced at the clock by his bed, seeing it was only twelve thirty. I had only been asleep for a half an hour before my bladder had woken me up. 
 
                 I snuck out the door, quietly shutting it behind me, and looked up and down the hall. The party was still in full swing. I glanced towards the common room and saw people in various stages of undress and headed the opposite direction. So not ready to deal with that yet.
 
                 I rounded a corner and saw a guy leaning against a door, smoking, I looked down at myself thankful Lo’s shirt went to my knees and that I had thrown my panties on. I quickly turned around, not wanting to talk to someone in just Lo’s shirt.
 
                 “Fuck me. Where you going, baby?” I heard boomed behind me.
 
                 I peeked over my shoulder and saw the guy moving towards me. He had a cut on like Lo’s. I looked at his right shoulder, looking for the patch that said his name. Slider. This was the guy Lo was yelling about when I knocked on his door earlier. 
 
                 “You must be fresh pussy, baby. I didn’t see you around before.” 
 
                 He thought I was pussy? I was strangely excited about that. Only because the pussy he was talking about were all the girls who were half dressed that I had seen when I walked in, and they were all gorgeous. Except I think pussy was free game around here. Uh O!
 
                 “I’m not pussy.” I said. I tugged Lo’s shirt down, trying to cover more skin.
 
                 “Come tell me that in my room, Sugar tits.” Sugar tits? Really?
 
    Slider slide his arms around my waist and pulled me to him.
 
                 Oh shit. I pulled back, trying to get out of Slider’s arms, but he just tightened his grip on me. Time to pull out the big guns. “Um, you might want to run that by King.” I replied, still trying to get away.
 
                 “King don’t fucking care where I stick my dick sweetness.”
 
                 “I’m sure under normal circumstances he doesn’t, but just this one time you might want to ask him.” I pleaded.
 
                 “Keep squirming, baby, I like it rough.” Slider whispered in my ear.
 
                 “Leave her the fuck alone.” I heard hissed behind Slider. I peeked over his shoulder and saw Speed leaning against a door frame, shirtless. We clearly must have interrupted him.
 
                 “She yours?” Slider called to Speed.
 
                 “I fucking wish.” Speed snapped.
 
                 Aww, that was nice of Speed. I would have to bake him something. He really was nice. I felt Slider’s arms tighten around me. Focus Meg.
 
    “Go find your own pussy then.” Slider bellowed. He slide his hand down my ass, cupping it. 
 
   I really needed to get the fuck out of here. “Um, so I get you don’t believe me, because you think I’m pussy and all.’ I heard Speed chuckle behind us, muttering about pussy and I think I heard King’s name a couple times, but I continued on. ‘But you trust Speed right? He’s your brother or something like that. We’re both telling you the same thing. How about we head back to Lo’s room and we have a talk with him. Get everything squared away. I know where it is.” I put my hands on Slider’s chest, trying to pry us apart.
 
   “Get your fucking hands off her.” Uh OH again! I guess Lo wasn’t asleep when I left. 
 
   “I saw her first King. Plus this bitch just called you Lo, no one calls you that. Let me take care of her.” Slider squeezed my ass and I kid you not, I heard Lo growl from ten feet away.
 
   “Meg. Over here now.” I looked over my shoulder at Lo, was he joking, I had been trying to get out of Slider’s arms before and he wouldn’t let me go.
 
   “Meg?’ Slider asked, shocked. I felt his arms loosen. I pushed against his chest, pushing away from him. I stumbled out of his arms, amazed he had let me go. ‘You’re Meg?” He asked me.
 
   “Um, yeah.” I stammered, wondering why my name made him let me go.
 
   “Why the fuck didn’t you tell me! Where the fuck is your property patch!” He roared at me. Yes, he actually yelled at me like I was the one at fault. I mean really!
 
   “Who the fuck just grabs random woman walking around! Your name should be Caveman not Slider! And I’m not part of the club, why the fuck would I have a patch!” I roared back at him.
 
   “Meg, over here now.” Lo called.
 
   I scooted back to Lo, not wanting to piss him off. When I was in arms reach, he grabbed me and pulled me to him. “Hi.” I squeaked out. Yup. Squeaked.
 
   “What the fuck are you doing out of my room?” He questioned.
 
   I put my hand on his chest and leaned back to look him in the eye. “I told you I had to pee. I was looking for the bathroom.” I sassed at him. 
 
   “The fucking bathroom is right next to the god damn bed, babe.” Lo snapped back.
 
   Oh shit. “Really?”
 
   “Yeah, babe, really.”
 
   “Oh, sorry. My bad.’ I mumbled. I buried my face in his neck. ‘It was dark, and I couldn’t see, and I didn’t want to wake you up, so I figured I could find the bathroom on my own.” 
 
   “Is this shit for real?” Slider asked behind me.
 
   “Yeah, fuckwad. Meg ain’t no fucking pussy.” Speed called. I heard a door slam, figuring Speed had went back in his room.
 
   “This is kind of my fault, Lo, don’t be mad at Slider.” I insisted.
 
   “You tell him no, babe?”
 
   “Of course!” I yelled. I mean really, I had just had two mind blowing orgasms. Did he think I was trolling around the hallway looking for more? Geeze!
 
   “Then it’s all on him. Yeah, you should have property patch, but I had other things on my mind when you walked through my door tonight. Head back to the room, babe.” Lo kissed me on the forehead and set me to the side. I saw his eyes travel to Slider and his fists clench.
 
   Totally time to get the fuck out of there. “Don’t hurt yourself, Lo! Your face is too pretty to be bruised and bloodied!” I called over my shoulder as I rounded the corner, headed straight for Lo’s door.
 
   I swung the door open, flipping the light switch on. Fuck me, he was right. Next to the bed on the right was an open door to the bathroom. Guess I didn’t have very good night vision.
 
   ======
 
   Lo
 
   “Tell me I did not just see you with your hands all over my woman.” I seethed at Slider. Mother fucker was unbelievable. I just got Meg back and already I was going to smash my best friends face in because she was fucking perfect and everyone knew it.
 
   “I didn’t fucking know she was yours!” Slider insisted.
 
   “She tell you she was mine?” 
 
   “Well, yeah, kind of. She told me to let her go and go talk to you. Put a fucking patch on her!” Slider ran his hands through his hair, worry etched across his face. Fucker knew he had fucked up.
 
   “She’s mine Slider and I plan to let the club, fuck the whole world, know. I so much as see you lay a finger on her or look at her with anything more than a glance, I will fucking end you.” I growled.
 
   “Ok, ok. I’m sorry. Now just fucking punch me so I can find some actual pussy.” 
 
   “With fucking pleasure.’ I pulled my arm back and slammed my fist into Slider’s jaw. He collapsed on the ground, holding his jaw. ‘She’s mine.” I growled. 
 
   “Get her a fucking property patch.” Slider called out.
 
   I walked back into my room and slammed the door shut behind me.
 
   “I’m sorry, Lo. I didn’t mean to cause trouble.” Meg trembled. 
 
   She was sitting in the middle of the bed, legs crossed, and a frown on her face. “I know, babe. Just, Jesus Christ, don’t walk around the clubhouse half naked. I probably would have done the same thing as Slider if you weren’t mine.’ I walked to closet and pulled a box off the top shelf and set it in front of Meg. ‘You need to wear this whenever we go out. Especially if I’m not with you.” I told her.
 
   Meg ripped the cover off and sailed it across the room. She peel the tissue paper off and stared into the box. It was a leather cut with patches on the back. The top rocker said ‘Property of King’ and the bottom rocker said ‘Devils' Knights’.
 
   “Is this like a biker’s equivalent to an engagement ring?” She asked, still staring at it.
 
   “Kind of. Although you’re still going to get a ring. Eventually. This just says you’re mine, telling all those fuckers to keep their hands off.”
 
   “Oh, ok.’ Meg pulled it out of the box and ran her hand over my name. ‘Why are you called King?”
 
   “Gravel gave it to me.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “When I became a prospect, Gravel was my sponsor. The way he tells it, I thought I knew it all and acted like I was fucking King. He started calling me King, and it just stuck.”
 
   “I like it. Does that mean I’m your queen?” She giggled at me.
 
   “It means you’re my everything, babe. But yeah, you wanna be my queen, then fuck yeah.” 
 
   “So I have your name on my shoulder and now on my back. What about you?” She asked.
 
   I walked to my desk and pulled open the middle drawer. I grabbed the paper sitting on top and slammed the drawer shut and handed the paper to Meg.
 
   “I had that drawn up yesterday. Pretty fucking ironic you thinking you were a caged bird before, babe, because I always saw you as this beautiful bird that was too afraid to fly. My tattoo guy came up with that.” I said as I climbed on the bed behind her, wrapping my body around her.
 
   She opened the paper and gasped. It really was fucking awesome. I had planned to have my guy start on it Monday, wanting him to be done with it before she came back to me, but that didn’t work out.
 
   It was an intricately drawn bird made out of swirls and lines that had its wings spread high, flying. Underneath, Meg’s name was scrawled out. I planned on getting it on my side.
 
   “That’s my name.” She whispered, staring at the picture.
 
   “Yeah babe. Everyone will know you’re mine and I’m yours. I’m not gonna change my mind babe.”
 
   Meg got up, placed the drawing back in the drawer, and looked at me. “I love you, Lo.” Meg said, then launched herself at me. She landed on top of me and straddled my hips. “Always.” She whispered.
 
   “Always, Meg.” I whispered back.
 
   ======
 
   Meg
 
   I was sprawled out on top Lo, completely in the Lo daze. The lights were turned off, the TV playing softly in the back ground. I was tracing the wings of his fallen angel on his chest with my fingertips, my eyes heavy with sleep.
 
   Lo was running his fingers across over my shoulders, careful of my tattoo. “Did it hurt, baby?” Lo asked.
 
   “Not that bad. Probably would have been worse if I had let Cyn talk me into getting my nipples pierced too.” I felt Lo tense underneath me and growl. He jackknifed off the bed, hauling me up with him.
 
   “You’re gonna get your tits pierced, babe?” 
 
   “You like the idea of that, Lo?” I asked as I ran my hands up my stomach and cupped my breasts through his shirt I still had on.
 
   “Fuck yeah, I wanna see your sweet tits, little barbells in them, begging for me to suck them.” He growled, pulling me chest to chest with him.
 
   “Hmm, Lo, your pocket is vibrating.” I whispered in his ear, kissing his neck.
 
   “It’s yours, babe. It woke me up before when you were gone. I grabbed it when I went to look for you.” Lo replied as he grabbed it out of his pocket and handed it to me.
 
   I leaned back and pushed the hair out of my eyes, grabbing the phone. It stopped vibrating. I hit the power button. “Five missed calls.’ I murmured, hitting buttons, checking to see who called. ‘Cyn called. I bet she was calling to bitch about her ex. She was meeting with him tonight.” I told Lo.
 
   “Call her back, babe.” Lo insisted.
 
   I swiped across her name and put the phone to my ear. “She’s not answering.” I whispered to Lo.
 
   “Voicemail?”
 
   “Not ye-”
 
   “Meg.” Cyn croaked out.
 
   “Cyn, you sleeping? You just called me.” 
 
   “Meg.” She croaked again.
 
   “Cyn, what’s wrong? Are you ok?” 
 
   Cyn didn’t say anything, but I could hear short, shallow, breaths. “Cyn, talk to me. Where are you?’ I crawled off Lo, looking for my pants. ‘Just tell me where you are, honey, I’ll come to you.” I had my pants in my hand, turning them right side out when Lo ripped them out of my hand.
 
   “What’s going on, Meg?” Lo demanded.
 
   “I don’t know, Lo. It’s Cyn, but she can’t talk. All she’s said is my name.” I whimpered.
 
   “It hurts, Meg. I need help.” Cyn quaked into the phone.
 
   “I know, honey, I’ll help. Just tell me where you are.” 
 
   “Home. Meg… Nick… it hurts…” 
 
   Anger surged through me as soon as she said Nick’s name. “I’m on the way, honey. Is he still there?” I asked. I was on my hands and knees looking for my flip flops.
 
   “Gone.” She whispered.
 
   “I’m on the way, Cyn, stay with me. It’s gonna be ok.” I found my flip flops and slide them on. I headed for the door, phone to my ear, grabbing my keys off Lo’s desk. 
 
   Lo grabbed my arm, swinging me around to face him.
 
   “I need to go, Lo.” I demanded.
 
   “I know, babe, and I’m coming with you.” I looked him over, noticing he was fully dressed. Boots and all.
 
   “Then let’s go.” I tugged my arm out of his grasp, but he tightened his hold.
 
   “You need pants, babe.” Lo rumbled.
 
   “Fuck!” I screamed. Lo held my pants out to me and I grabbed them. I shoved the phone at him, and flipped my sandals off, shimming into my pants. I shoved my feet back into my sandals and grabbed the phone from Lo. “Cyn, you still with me?’ I shouted into the phone. I heard nothing and looked at my phone. ‘Shit. She hung up.” 
 
   “Let’s move, babe.” Lo ushered me out the door and down the hall. It was two o’clock in the morning and the party seemed to be dwindling down. “Demon!” Lo shouted.
 
   “Yo!” Demon shouted from the bar.
 
   “Gather anyone who’s not drunk or buried deep in pussy. Cyn’s fucked up. We need to leave now!” Lo ordered.
 
   “What the fuck happened?” Rigid boomed. He was sitting at the table, half empty bottle in front of him.
 
   “Not sure. Cyn called, told Meg she needed help.” Lo told him.
 
   “She said she needed help, it hurt, and Nick, her ex.’ I rattled off. ‘We need to go, like now. I’m leaving.” I was freaking the fuck out.  I had no idea what was wrong with Cyn, but I knew it wasn’t good. I was going to fucking kill Nick.
 
   “I’m with you.’ Rigid moved from the table towards the door. ‘Let’s go.”
 
   I looked around, Demon, Swinger, Gravel, Gambler, and Speed were already, waiting for orders. “I can only fit three people in my truck.”
 
   “Rigid is the only one too drunk to drive, the rest of them can take their bikes.’ Lo ordered. ‘Everyone follow us. We don’t know what we’re walking into. Everyone stay alert. Let’s move.”
 
   We moved out the door and headed to my truck. “Keys, babe.” I handed them off, not caring who drove as long as we got to Cyn. Lo grabbed my hand and pulled me over to the driver’s side. He pressed me against the door, caging me in.
 
   “We need to go, Lo.” I was beyond impatient.
 
   “Eyes, babe.” 
 
   I looked at Lo, way annoyed. “What?” I snapped.
 
   “Breathe, baby. Whatever we find when we get there, you need to stay calm for Cyn. You got me?” Lo asked.
 
   He was right. I had no idea what Cyn was going through, but I needed to stay calm and help, not make things worse. “She’s pregnant, Lo.” I whispered.
 
   “Fuck me.” He hissed out.
 
   “She was meeting with Asshat tonight to tell him.” He truly had earned that name now.
 
   “Tell me what you know about him.” Lo ordered.
 
   “Troy and I don’t like him, never have. We both thought he treated her like shit and didn’t deserve her. I don’t think he ever hit her before, at least she never told me he did.’ I wrung my hands. ‘Oh my god, Lo, what if he has hit her before and she felt she couldn’t tell me. I should have went with her tonight. I asked her if she wanted me to and she said no, I should have went.” I threw my head back, running my fingers through my hair.
 
   “Meg look at me.’ Lo laced his fingers through my hair and tilted my head down. Tears were streaming down my face. I was losing it. ‘Stay with me, babe. I love you.”
 
   “I love you too, Lo, but that isn’t helping Cyn.” I wailed.
 
   “Yes it will. I love you, Meg, that means me and my club have your back, no matter what. I’m here for you, you need me, lean on me babe, and I’ll give you whatever you need to get through this. Remember that.”
 
   Lo was perfect. Any doubt I ever had about him and I being together disappeared. I was never letting him go. “I love you with all my heart, Lo. Thank you for being here with me.”
 
   “Always, Meg. Always.”
 
   “Let’s fucking go!” Rigid bellowed.
 
   “Let’s go get your girl, babe.” Lo kissed my forehead, pulled me into his arms, and pulled the door open. I slid in next to Rigid.
 
   “Cyn’s fucking hurt and you two are standing around fucking talking. Fucking ridiculous.” Rigid ranted.
 
   “Shut it Rigid. You don’t know shit.” Lo pulled out of the lot, headed to Cyn’s. I looked behind us, five bikes following close.
 
   Lo grabbed my hand, pulled it to his lips, and kissed the back. “I’m here, babe. Always.” Lo murmured.
 
   “Always.” I whispered back.
 
   I had no idea what we were about to walk into. The fact that Cyn could barely talk worried me. 
 
   Rigid sat next to me, hands clenched, staring out the window. I could feel his rage and anger radiating off of him. I knew he had liked Cyn, but I never realized to what extent. “It’ll be ok, Rigid.” 
 
   “Better fucking be or I’m gonna kill that fucker.’ Rigid fumed. ‘Cyn is mine.”
 
   “Does Cyn know that?” I was pretty sure she didn’t. Last I knew, she wasn’t a big fan of Rigid’s.
 
   “Not yet, but she will.” Rigid vowed.
 
   “Just keep your fucking cool brother, Cyn needs you.” Lo reminded him. 
 
   “She needs all of us.” I whispered.
 
   We sped off into the night, not knowing what was ahead of us. The only thing I knew was no matter what, I had Lo. 
 
   Always.
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
 
   (For Now)
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Up next… Cyn and Rigid’s story
 
   Finding Cyn
 
   Beaten and broken down by the man who was supposed to be her happy ending, Cyn’s lost and alone, with no happy ending in site. 
 
   Can Rigid break through Cyn’s walls, showing her she is more than her shattered past, or will her demons consume her before Rigid can find her?
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