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There’s a pounding on the door of the bathroom and I nearly pull my fucking dick off.

“Are you jerking off in there again?  You know, the bible says you’ll go blind.”  Troy’s booming voice comes through the thick wooden door and I hear some other crew cackling like a group of old women in a sewing circle in the background.

“Fuck off.”  I grunt out, pissed he’s ruined my post Sunday morning service stroke.

“Just go across the fucking street, march into the fucking church, throw her over your fucking shoulder and give her father the fucking finger.  Then fuck her off into the sunset.”  His voice is thick with sarcasm and a barely disguised chuckle as he gives the door another few shaking pounds with his fist and I curse under my breath.

I shove my still hard cock into my jeans and try to zip them up without catching my balls.  Then I turn and grip the cool, chipped white porcelain sink that hangs on a wall covered with names and numbers, dates and expressions of events here at the club bar where I hold Sunday morning service most weeks, depending on what was going on the night before.

I’m the club chaplain, which is a bit ironic since my tats would tend to say otherwise.  The upside down 666 just below my navel came to be ten years ago, just before I kicked my habit.  I got it as a reminder of the hell it is to be a bitch to smack and speedballs.  

Troy, our now club president, helped me clean up.  Him and a few other guys took me to a cabin and locked me down for two weeks.  I screamed and fought and sweated and puked and prayed to die until all I could do was lay on the ratty mattress and let my body try to acclimate and my mind rearrange that my life was no longer under my control and it fucking needed to be.

I don’t remember, but seems during my delusions the club guys that watched over me in shifts heard me preaching and quoting bible shit that they said actually made sense.  I’d never read the fucking bible before, so it was all sort of spooky. We’re outlaws but we have a moral code.  Don’t fuck with us and generally we won’t fuck with you. All I could think was, God was calling me to make that moral code official, give it some structure, and I do believe that no man is above God.

So, not long after I cleaned up, Troy our club President came to me and said the club could use a chaplain.  Nothing heavy, but if even two guys wanted to gather in the name of God it becomes our own sort of church.

I didn’t make much of it at the time, but I said sure and over the years I’ve grown into my role, such as it is.  Some Sundays, I’m running on zero sleep and even though I cleaned up from the drugs, I still drink.

Yeah, I’m a sinner but the booze doesn’t seem to take ahold of me the way the other shit did, so fuck me, I’m still going to do what I’m going to do and I don’t care what anyone thinks.  That goes for drink and it goes for club business.  

I served five years hard for manslaughter when I was nineteen and thank fuck the club has a kick ass lawyer because the charge was murder two and he got it reduced to manslaughter with a minimum sentence, then I got out early thanks to overcrowding and a few payoffs.  Killing is sometimes a necessary evil.  Another irony, because there’s a whole shit ton of ‘killing is bad’ in the bible, but there’s also a hella lot of revenge as well.  My violence is always just under the surface.  The crew takes me when they know it’s going to be time to rock on someone’s head because I may have a calm exterior, but I’m a motherfucker when the time is right.

You hurt one of mine?  You hurt a kid, an animal or someone who otherwise can’t fight back?  I’m coming for you and I don’t care what the judge says.

“Hey,”  Hammer says as I exit the bathroom. “You have your own private worship service in there?”

More laughter from the group of about six that came this morning to listen to my little service on giving back and revenge.  I didn’t say my services would fit into most churches, I know, but they fit us and that’s what matters.

“Yeah, I did.”  I bark back, running my hand down my beard and feeling the ache in my cock which seems to never quite go away.

There’s broken bottles on the floor of the bar, and most of the tables are either upended or shoved out of place because we had a couple Outlaws thought it would be funny to come in for a drink about two in the morning.  

They didn’t think it was so funny when they left with a broken nose and a ‘H’ sliced into one of their arms.  I’m sure there will be some retaliation, but it’s bullshit.  Don’t come to our house smelling like shit and not expect to get cleaned up.

Ranger and Jaxon are playing poker as I head toward the front door, ignoring the rest of the jabs and bullshit.  First Baptist’s second service will be starting soon, and there’s that familiar twist in my gut knowing she’ll be standing outside handing out whatever the fuck churches hand out to people arriving for service.

I swallow hard and dig in my pocket for a stick of gum. It’s a bad habit but it helps me think and I need to fucking think right now.  I bend it as I push the blue peppermint stick against my tongue and hear Troy as I straight arm the door out into the spring sunshine.

“Don’t forget, we’re meeting at the garage tomorrow, ten o’clock.  Bring your iron, just in case.”

I don’t acknowledge him, which will probably get me a verbal beatdown later, but I’m focused on other things.  Besides, I’ve never not shown up for a run, and Troy knows he can count on me, so he doesn’t need to talk to me like I’m a teenage pussy forgetting to do her chores.  

We have a weapon’s deal going on tomorrow.  Not as big as some we’ve done in the past but it’s still outside the law and we’re not meeting with Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs either, so we all need to be frosty and on point when we go.

It’s a fucking beautiful day today though.  One of those days that the air is just the right temperature you can wear almost anything you want.  I’m a jeans, t-shirt and leather vest sort.  Rarely do I vary the pieces, but I have probably twenty clean white t-shirts and the same number of Levi’s 505 button fly jeans folded in perfect squares on two shelves in my closet.

My balls twitch when I adjust to the outside light and look across the street, heading toward my bike.  Kristina’s hair is down today.  No braid like the first time I saw her.  No pink bow or white dress.  That day was special.  She fucking blew my mind when I saw her the first time.

That first day, I marched across three lanes of traffic without looking, drivers honking horns and cussing me out as I made a beeline to her.  By the time I was standing in front of her, her father, Leonard had stepped next to her and she kept looking from me to him, wondering what the hell was going on.

Her father had some choice words for me.  There’s been no love lost between him and our crew for as far back as he’s been the pastor at the church, even though we’ve always been respectful of religion and that shit.  But that day, I just ignored him, looked straight at her and introduced myself.

“I’m Wrath.”  I said, and she squinted one eye at me and crinkled her nose.  She wasn’t scared, more curious.

“That’s nice.”  She replied, handing me a flier.  “Sit anywhere you like but hurry, we’re about to close the doors.”

With that, her father told me to get lost and I just smiled and took a seat in the front row, watching her as she sang in the choir, then watched her father preach, her eyes betraying her every now and then as they settled on me before darting away.

Her eyes aren’t just blue.  They’re the color of blue bonnets.  There were fields of them around my grandparents’ house in the hill country in Central Texas, and they were my mom’s favorite flower.

Since that first day, she’s told me in no uncertain terms she isn’t interested and her father’s called the cops on me probably eight times.  I don’t give a fuck.  The law knows me by now and just because I’m in the parking lot staring at his daughter, doesn’t mean I’m breaking the law.  The cops come, shake their heads at me and I shrug, give her father a wave if he’s around, rev my bike and leave.  

But I always come back.

Like today.

I mount my bike, my eyes trained on her smile as she nods and hands out the little church fliers to everyone going inside the open double doors. Today she’s wearing a light green, sort of ruffly floral deal and white sandals.

I love her fucking toes.  She paints each one a different color.  The days I am able to get close to her and she’s not wearing sandals or something that lets me see her toes, I’m disappointed.  The rest of her is just as good, perfect even, but her toes.  Damn, I never knew I was a foot guy until I met Kristina.

I roar into the parking lot and park my bike in my usual obnoxious spot, right near the front door, kick down the stand and pivot, pulling my leg over the back before shoving my hand through my hair and heading directly her way.

She sees me, I know she does.  I ride my bike for a reason.  I want her to know I’m coming.

It’s almost time for their service to start and there’s no one else behind me. I see her straighten up, glancing around, but I’m the only one here so she has to look at me.

“You here for the service?”  She half snaps but I see the blush rise on her cheeks.

“Nope.  Just finished my own service.  I’m all set on God for today.”

She rolls her eyes on a shake of her head.  “Good to know.  What do you want? Why do you insist on bothering me?”

“Is that what I’m doing? Bothering you?”

She gives me an incredulous stare and tightens her perfectly plump, cherry-red lips together.  “Yes. You are bothering me.  So, get lost.”

I twist my lips, shaking my head.  “You say get lost, but your eyes say stay right here.”

“You’re obnoxious.  You have no idea what my eyes say.”

“Delusions run deep.”  I reach my hand toward where she’s holding the fliers.  “You gonna offer me one or not?”

She pauses, narrowing her eyes, and the glare she gives me only makes me want her more.

“Fine.”  She bites out, shoving the white folded paper my way. “Now will you leave?”

I don’t answer. Instead I meet her outstretched hand, blatantly running my fingers down the top of her wrist, pinching the paper with her hand under mine.

Her cheeks ripen to stop-sign red, but she’s frozen and I love the way she gets so flustered.  She does this little tug, but it’s halfhearted at best, and I move my thumb in slow, sensual circles on the underside of her wrist. I swear I can feel her pulse start to race.

She could get away if she wanted, I’m not holding her tight.  At least not with my hand. But I am in other ways, and that’s why she’s staying put, because it’s what I want.

“Stop that.”  She finally hisses, her eyes darting behind her, and I know she’s looking for her father. 

“Stop what?”  I tease, moving my thumb in bigger circles now.  “This?”  I look down, then back at her face, drawing a breath through my clenched teeth.

My dick is hardened steel and I don’t even care if she sees how hard she makes me.  The touch of her skin makes me crazy, and I think of my thumb doing this to her clit, listening to her voice crack and beg me to stop as I tease every nerve ending, torturously slow.  

Then make her beg me for more.

My mouth is watering looking at her, thinking such thoughts.  Her toes are showing and my fucking dick is leaking cum. They are painted alternating daisy yellow and white and I want to feel them stroking off my crazed cock. 

But what I really want is to kiss her.  To me, kissing is a big fucking deal.

I’ve not kissed a woman in probably twenty years.  I just don’t kiss on the mouth, it’s a thing for me.  I’ve fucked my share, it’s lost a bit of it’s luster, even before Kristina.  But, since I set eyes on her?  There is no other pussy in the world.  My dick would shrivel up and fall off if I even tried to hook up with anyone else now.

She’s ruined me.

“Stop that.”  A deep voice draws my attention and Kristina jerks her hand away.  Her father is dressed in his black robe, white hair cut clean and short, face shaved, and there is murder in his gray eyes.

“It’s okay...”  Kristina starts, but he moves between us, looking down at her then at me.  “Get inside.”  He’s addressing her but his death glare stays firmly attached to my eyes.

With one sheepish look and an apologetic grin, she spins and disappears inside, the organ music rises, and the doors shut behind her.

“Get out of here.”  Her father seethes.  “Leave us alone or I’ll call the cops again. I’ve had enough of you and your kind.”

“My kind?”  I tip my head back and forth.  “You mean, dark haired, ridiculously handsome guys with beards?”

“You know what I’m talking about.”  He jerks his head toward the bar across the street. “I’m not afraid of you.”

I shrug. “You shouldn’t be.  I’m not here to hurt you.  Or anyone.”

He gives that a moment’s thought, then clears his throat and finishes.  “Get out of here.  Or I’m calling the cops.”

“Do what you need to do.”  I say as I turn toward my bike.  As I throw my leg over the seat, before I start the engine, I give him one last look and finish as I do whenever he tells me to leave.  I give him a quote from the bible. “Blessed are the peacemakers, for they will be called children of God.”

I nod, then start my bike and roar out of the parking lot.
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The smell of sausage and strawberries hangs in the air as I scrape the dishes and listen to my father on the phone in the living room.

I made his favorite breakfast, even though it’s nearly seven o’clock.  Sundays, my mother always cooked our breakfast for dinner as services and activities at the church took up most of the day.

My heart still clutches in my chest because I still feel her everywhere.  Even in the waffles I made and covered in her signature strawberries and sugar recipe, which is my father’s favorite.  She passed away a year and half ago from breast cancer. From diagnosis to the end we only had four months, but in a way, I guess it was a gift because we knew her time was short and we did everything we could to make the most of it.

She was the perfect pastor’s wife, as was her mother before her, and I’m coming to understand it’s what my father expects of me—even though I graduated Summa Cum Laude from the University of Michigan with a degree in microbiology.  

My gut tightens and there’s the familiar anxiety building in my chest at the thought of the assumed track my father thinks my life should take.  I’m not ready to get married.  I came back home after graduating only to help my him while I tried to figure out what’s next for me.  I may want to get my master’s and go into medical research.  

But when he looks at me, all he sees in the next pastor’s wife, and from what’s been going on I have a horrible suspicion he already has my pastor picked out.

That thought turns the tightness into nausea, and I close my eyes for a moment as I try to clear away the sick feeling.

As I rinse the dishes and put them in the dishwasher, my father’s voice is distant, heading toward his office here at the house.  It’s a typical pastor’s church home.  Big enough, but not too big, with a private office and entrance at the other end of the house away from the bedrooms.

He’s talking to Mrs. Willington, whose husband is in the hospital, and she’s looking to my father for support.  It’s part of his job, I understand, and honestly I think it’s great that everyone finds such comfort from him, but it’s always been ironic that he has time for anyone that calls from his flock, but for me, I’ve pretty much been on autopilot when it comes to him since as far back as I can remember. 

There’s a knock at the front door and I lean over to see my friend, Jillian, waving through the glass.

“Entre vous.”  I yell, waving as I dry my hands on my mother’s embroidered white apron, then I close up the dishwasher, get it started, and take one last look around the kitchen to be sure everything is in order.

My father likes order.

“Wasss up, homey?”  Jillian saunters through the living room and into the kitchen in some exaggerated long step like she’s in a rap video.

“Really? Wass up, homey?”  I give her a confused stare.  

Jillian was my assigned roommate at University of Arizona. Unlike most roommates, however, we became best friends instead of arch enemies.  Her father is the head of the School of Applied Sciences and Technology and has so many degrees from Ivy League schools and MIT, I can’t even count them on my fingers.  He immigrated to the United States from Sierra Leone with his mother, when he was twelve.  They barely made it out alive and spoke no English.  Jillian’s mother, on the other hand, is the head of African American Studies at the university, so Jillian’s had the full academic upbringing and is culturally the polar opposite of my world, but that hasn’t stopped us from becoming as close to sisters as I could have imagined.  

We even fight like sisters sometimes.

“Hey.”  She shrugs. “Doesn’t work?”

I shake my head.  “If it works for you, I guess.”  

She is one of the smartest people I know and that’s saying something.  She’s letting her hair go natural after straightening it for most of the years we were in school.  She’s reminds me of Zoe Kravitz with Pam Grier’s seventies hair.  She’s stunning and smart, with a heart of gold, and my first and only best friend outside of my mother.

“Is that what you’re wearing?” She asks me, crinkling her nose.  “We’re going to a bar, and you look like June Cleaver.”  She squints, checking me over.  “Are you wearing pearls?”

“Shut up.”  I snap back, my hand going to my throat.  “Aren’t pearls in?”

I run my hands down the front of my dress, looking down at myself.

“You are hopeless, you know that?  Four years together and you still dress like you’re on Happy Days.”

“Whatever.  I’m just bringing sexy back, 1950’s style.”

“Uh huh.”  She rolls her eyes and sits down at the kitchen table, hanging her vintage US ARMY satchel on the back of the ladderback chair. “Your father know you’re going to a drag bar tonight?”

“Shhhh!”  I lean to look down the hall toward his office.  “You know he doesn’t.  I said we were going to a movie.  A Disney movie. Then dinner and back to your house.  I told him your parents would be home.”

“Jesus, Mary and Joseph.”  She does this sign of the cross and I screw up my face.

“That’s for Catholics, dummy.”

She throws her hands up. “Sorry, me and my pagan upbringing...”

Before she can go on, I hear the click of the door on my father's office and his voice.

Jillian sits up and turns toward the hall as I see my father emerge with someone behind him.

A second later, I hear the other person’s voice and that anxiety and nausea returns in spades.

“Tomorrow is food pantry.  Don’t forget.”  My father is saying as they come into the doorway to the kitchen.  He nods at Jillian, then looks at me as William Steward, our Junior Pastor, comes in behind him.  “I will count on you both to be there promptly at seven am.  The delivery truck comes at eight, and the volunteers as well. William is in charge until I return.”

“Yes, I’ll be there, like I always am.”  I reply and see the flash of anger in my father's eyes as William holds back a snarl.

“Your attitude is...uncalled for.”  My father says.

“I’m just saying.”  I soften my voice.  “Have I ever not been there at seven am?”

“I think your father is just making sure we are going to work together as a team.”  William is several inches shorter than my father.  He was a student at the Fostoria School of Theology where my father teaches in the Master’s of Divinity program.

When our previous junior pastor was called to his own church last year, William took the position and is looking to take on the position as son-in-law as well, it would seem.

He’s got this air of arrogance and forced power that makes me nervous.  He also has this off-putting vibe like he’s always on the prowl.  Like he needs to get laid and he’ll say or do whatever he can to make that happen.  Jillian calls him “pastor creepy”, and I have to say I don’t disagree.

“I’ll be on my way out in the next hour.”  My father looks at Jillian, then to me. “The retreat is silent.  I’ll be checking my phone but only if you have an emergency should you call or message me.  Is that clear?”

I nod and he finishes, looking at Jillian. “You girls don’t be out late.”  

“I’ll have her home before our chariot turns back into a pumpkin.”  Jillian smiles, and my father nods.

He likes her, and she gets away with talking to him in a way I never could.

“I should be going as well.”  William is staring at me like I’m standing here naked and it makes me shiver.  “Can I have a word with you, Kristina?”

He nods back toward the hall and I restrain my eye roll as my father looks at his watch, then to me, tipping his head as if to say, ‘Go on’.

“Sure, fine, whatever.”  I follow as he walks down the hall, through my father’s office and outside to where his car is parked.

But as soon as we’re outside, his manner hardens and the tension he’s causing only makes my head start to hurt.

“Where are you going tonight?”  He asks, his dark eyes narrow as he sucks in his bottom lip, biting down and I see his hands clench into fists then release.

“Uh, a new place.”  I look to the sky like I’m thinking.  “I think it’s called Noneya.”

“Noneya?  What kind of place is that?”

“I said...”  I pause, then finish in my sweetest voice.  “None. Ya. Business.”

He doesn’t smile, and goosebumps raise on my arms.  In fact, he has no expression at all and it’s like he’s staring right though me.

When he replies, his voice is flat, dead sounding.  “Your father is leaving me in charge.  You do realize that, don’t you?”

“In charge of the church.  Not in charge of his twenty-one-year-old, fully capable daughter, with a brain and everything she needs to make her way in this world.”

“Don’t be petulant.”  He reaches over and cups my cheek but I turn away and his hand drops.  “In time, you will need to come to terms with the plans your father and I have.”

I mock back. “In time, you and my father will need to come to terms with the plans I have.”

He raises his chin, looking down at me.  The blue polo he’s wearing pulls at his shoulders and the sleeves are too short.  His chest is oddly concave, and he always walks with is hips jutting forward.  Weird. Bile comes up in my mouth as I look down and see the outline of his half-hard penis under the fabric of his khakis.

Eeeew.

“God has a plan that trumps all of ours.  That will be the plan we will follow.”

With that, he eyes me up and down, turns and gets into his car as I spin and make my way back inside, trying to calm the sick that’s coming up in my throat.
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I can barely fucking concentrate.

It’s as though every day, every time I see her, my need to have her increases in some exponential way I can’t explain.

She’s the white to my black and in every story I concoct, she’s mine. But in reality, I know she’s way above my fucking pay grade.

There’s a loud bang, then another, and another, and I come back to earth looking over to see Gage’s fist come down on the table again as he gives me an evil stare.

“You with us?”  He snipes and I look around to see Ryder, Jaxon, Bulldog—and Dice, who drives the tow truck for the Heartland’s garage—all staring at me.

“Yeah, I’m with you.”  I bite back, but they have every right to be pissy with me.

“Good.  Because we need to keep this tight.  This deal needs to go down fast and easy.  These tweakers run hot and last time we nearly went to shit town when their paranoid asses thought we were setting them up with ATF.  So pay fucking attention.”  Gage waits for my nod, then goes on to finish up the itinerary and instructions for the run we’re going on.

It’s a minor arms deal, so just a handful of us are going, but every deal has the potential to go south so I try to focus while the crew talks out the details.

I listen as we get things in order and as we’re finishing up, the bells over the front door of the garage jingle and Chain and Meadow walk into the backroom.

“What’s up?”  Jaxon stands and gives Chain a hand-shake and a half hug, then leans in to give Meadow a kiss on the cheek.

Everyone else follows suit, and I stand and head over to do the same.

“You guys be careful today.”  Meadow takes a seat and slips a laptop out of her computer bag as Gage moves over to sit next to her. Chain is our treasurer and his woman has been investing some of the club’s money and nearly making us all rich in the process.  They are there to make sure the figures are all straight for what we need to collect, and probably Gage has her investing some of his private funds as well—as most of us do.

“Cookies, anyone?  Mom sent them special...”  Chain sits a container on the table and opens it and the scent of fresh baked chocolate chip cookies overtakes the smell of gasoline and grease.

“We’re always careful.”  Gage answers, grabbing a cookie, then his eyes drift over the rest of us.  “We’ll head out in an hour, so go shit, or shave or get your cocks sucked and be back here at noon sharp.  Anyone who’s late...Bulldog...I’ll personally beat your ass.”  

Bulldog walked into our morning meeting forty-five minutes after Gage told us to be here, looking ridden hard and put away wet, so Gage has been riding his ass since, and I don’t blame him.

“I’m not going anywhere.”  Bulldog grunts, stretching and putting his hands behind his head as he leans back in the metal chair.  “I’m going to sit here and eat cookies.”  He reaches for a cookie, but Ryder grabs the plastic container and holds it hostage.

While they start to nearly knock each other out fighting over Chain’s mom’s cookies, I know where I’m going for the next hour.  I’ve been watching the clock, knowing I’ve got about a half hour before she’s done with the food pantry deal she does the third Sunday of every month, and I’m hungry and she’s the one that’s going to feed me.

I walk this time, the spring weather at its peak this time of year, and in a few minutes I’m pulling open the front door of the church, passing the sign outside with the arrow that says ‘Free Food this Monday, 9 am – 11 am. All are welcome.’

There’s no other cars in the parking lot and I know most people come early, hoping they will somehow get better or more food than someone that comes late, but that’s not the case.  Kristina is no pushover, and she’s fair with the distribution.

How do I know?

Because I’ve been stopping by for my free food for the last ten months, just to be able to be close to her even for a few minutes.

When I step into the food pantry room, she’s putting boxes on some metal shelves and I clear my throat.

She freezes but doesn’t turn around immediately.  I hear her sigh and it sounds annoyed.  I’ve not grown on her like I’d hoped, but I don’t give a shit.  I don’t scare away easily and with her, I won’t scare away at all.

“Here for my food.”  I say, forcing her to turn around.

“You don’t need free food.”  She’s curt, but cute as fucking hell, wearing a white tank top today with a pair of jean shorts, her hair in a ponytail on top of her head.  Her eyes are so blue they look like they have light behind them and my cock jerks as she locks horns with me from across the room.  She is my new drug of choice and there’s no rehab that could rid me of the Jonesing I feel when I look at her.

“How do you know?  Do I look like I overeat?”  I rub my stomach, hooking a couple fingers under the hem of my t-shirt and pull it up, raising my eyebrows.

“Look, I’m busy.  Sure, you can have a box of food.  Over there.”  She points to the boxes already packed that are left, then turns around and starts putting other cans and food items on the shelves.

“Thanks.”  I answer, watching her ass as she pushes up on her tiptoes to a top shelf, then turns around to grab some other items and I’m a few steps closer.  

“Over there.”  She points again with an annoyed tip of her head and I lick my lips because the closer I get, the more her nipples push out on her white tank top and my balls feel like they weigh ten pounds full of cum that should be inside her pussy.

“I’ll get it.  On my way out.”  I take a few more steps forward and she looks at the open door, then back at me.  She’s not scared and that only turns me on more.

She tightens her jaw and her shoulder sort of twitches up to her ear a couple times and it’s clear I’m getting to her.  I know what I see.  Her mouth may say get lost but her tits and her eyes say ‘fuck me’, and sooner or later I intend to do just that.

And more.

Fucking is fine.  Well, it was before she came into my life.  Now, I want to fuck her but I want to know her.  I want to watch her paint her toenails.  I want to paint her toenails.  I want to know if she’s grouchy in the morning and how she likes her coffee—if she even likes coffee.

I want to know how she sounds when I kiss her neck and what’s her favorite kind of cake to have on her birthday.

I want her ass in my bed every night and her lips on mine every morning.  I don’t know what she’s done to me, but I took one look at her and I was addicted.  I’m still waiting for my first real fix but I plan on making sure the waiting is close to over.

“You are on your way out.”  She snaps back as I come closer, the distance between us two paces at most, and she gives me a slow look up and down as I drop my t-shirt and I feel the rational part of me evaporate as her sweet scent hits me.

She’s turned on.  By me.

I could be deluding myself, but I swear I smell her arousal mixed with her usual light floral and fresh scent.  I don’t know if it’s her perfume or her shampoo or some other girly lotion shit but she always smells so fucking good it makes my mouth water.

My blood rushes through my veins, hot and violent, as I close the space between us.  I’ve been like a caged animal since that first day I saw her and I’m done pacing behind the bars.

“What are you doing?”  She looks down to where my hand is on her upper arm, my other one drifting to her neck, sweeping under a few errant wisps of her hair that have escaped the ponytail, and I squeeze the back of her head, pulling her a few inches forward.

There’s panic in her eyes, but she doesn’t pull away.  The feel of her in my hands sends a feral pulse through my body.  My dick is throbbing, leaking cum, and practically tearing through my jeans to get to her.

“Let go.”  She locks her eyes with mine.  “If you don’t want your food...”  

Her voice trails off as I lean down and take a deep breath next to her ear, letting her scent move through me like a tsunami.

“You want me to let go?”  I whisper, tightening my grip on her neck as my other hand drifts down her back to just above her righteous ass, and I press forward until her tits are against me and I want to pound my chest with my fists.

“I want...”  She starts, her voice breathy as her body softens and I make sure my dick makes clear contact with her hip.  Her lips are like a bow on the top of a present, and I lean down, my face not an inch from hers, watching her eyes dilate as the slightest of moans replaces whatever else she was going to say.

Fuck, she feels so good.  I wrap my hand around her waist, swaying slightly against her, holding her steady.  The heat between us could light tinder.

“You were saying?”  I ask.  “You were saying what you want...”

Her breath is warm and sweet against my lips.  She’s breathing faster and I know after this, I won’t be able to live without her.  If this simple touch is making me this rabid, once I get inside that little pussy of hers, there will be no turning back.

“My father would kill you if he saw you here.”

“I don’t see your father anywhere.”  I challenge, listening to the little hitch in her breathing. “Besides, he doesn’t strike me as the killing kind.”

“And you would know.”  She bites back, but what I feel coming from her tells me a little danger is just what she needs.

I brush my lips to hers.  This is the kiss I’ve been waiting for, dreaming about, for a year.

Just as I press forward, I’m ripped from the moment by a voice behind me.

“Get your hands off her.”  I turn to see the dude that is sort of the second in command around here, glaring at us, and feel Kristina’s hands shoving against my chest as she backs into the shelves behind her.

I swallow hard, turning to square off with pastor Junior. 

“Don’t think you get to tell me what to do, bro.”

“He was just leaving.”  Kristina’s voice is moving behind me, but I keep my eyes on douche bag in his khakis and pink golf shirt.  “Here’s your food, Mr. ummm...”  She comes around, the box of food in her arms, outstretched toward me.  “Please, just take it and go.  You need to leave.”  

I look at her for a long moment. She’s not scared, but it bothers me how her demeanor changed as soon as fuck face came on the scene.

“Leave or I’ll call the sheriff.  If I recall, last time he came to encourage you to leave, he said next time we have to call about you, there will be handcuffs and jail time.”

I suck a breath through my teeth and march over to him, the box the only thing between us.  “I don’t give a shit about the sheriff. Call him, don’t call him.  I’m just here for my free food.  Sign says all are welcome. So here I am.  And shit, I sure was made to feel welcome.”  I glare at him, he’s inches shorter than me and my wrist is bigger than his bicep.

From the flicker in his eyes, dude’s never known what it feels like to bust your knuckles on someone’s teeth.

“Please.”  Kristina is next to us now, one hand on my forearm, and it pulls me back to her from the rage that’s quickly building with junior’s name on it.  “We need to close things up for today. Thank you for coming, but you need to leave.”

I lick my lips, step forward pushing the box into junior’s chest, making him move out of my way as I go.

Once past him, I spin and walk backwards through the door, my eyes on Kristina’s.

“I’ll be thinking of you with every bite I take. Can’t imagine any of it tastes as good as you.”

Her mouth drops open as I spin on my heel and make my way back across the street, already planning to be back the first chance I get to finish what I started.
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“Mother fucker.”  I shake out my hand after I park my bike and turn off the engine.

“You okay?”  Jaxon nods my way from his bike.

“Yeah. Fucker had a hard head.”

“You should learn not to punch people in their ear.”  Gage walks up from where he parked, laughing.

“Your aim was a little off, bro.  You distracted?”  Jaxon asks then tips his head at Gage.

There’s bullshit laughing from them all and I’m ready to tear into my own at this point.

“Fuck off, all of you.  Fucking Bulldog hit him low while I was already swinging.  I wasn’t aiming for his fucking ear.”

The rest of the crew laughs some more and a few of them head into the bar where we stopped about an hour east of Seneca, but I’m not feeling it.

Gage jerks his head toward the door, waiting for me.  “You did good.  Fucking tweakers.  I knew they were going to pull shit.”

“We were ready.  No Heartland’s blood was spilled.  We got our money, they got their guns and a little lesson in manners.”

He nods, stuffing his hands into his front pockets.  “You coming in? I gotta piss.”

I twist my lips, looking down the road.  “Nah.”  I rub my eyes and squeeze the bridge of my nose.  “I think I’m gonna keep going.  Got a couple things to take care of.”

“Uh huh.”  He grins, but there’s a knowing in his eyes.  “Be careful.  See you tomorrow?”

“That’s the plan.”  

“Cool.  Ride safe.”  With that, he swings open the door to the bar and inside I hear the crew hooting and laughing, everyone feeling good from our deal.

Even fighting feels good. Especially when you win.  But a fight isn’t what’s got me ramped, it’s Kristina.  Since I touched her today, almost got my lips on hers, it’s like there’s a beast growing inside of me screaming for me to take her.

I can barely think straight.  All I want to do is grab her by the hair and drag her back to my place, then fuck her until she passes out.  Then fuck her some more. And, when she wakes up, get a ring on her finger and let her know she’s never leaving.

That pastor junior today gave me a feeling he needs to be dealt with too.  I can tell when a dog’s on the prowl and he stunk like wet dog to me.

As I ride, the wind is cool and the sun is right over the yellow line down the center of the road, guiding me.  Doubt creeps in.  I mean, I know who I am. I’m okay with it.  Even my past.  But I don’t know.

Could I ever make a girl like her happy?  I never graduated fucking high school.  I’ve worked construction.  Odd jobs.  But it’s been club life and dues and less than legal money making for as long as I can remember.

That’s one thing, but I’m also a felon.  A killer.  Sure, I got my murder 2 charge reduced to manslaughter, but I still killed that man and Kristina isn’t the kind of girl that deserves a killer.  

By the time I hit the outskirts of Seneca, my heart is cold.  I don’t know what I was thinking.  I can’t give her a life like she wants.  I’ve got a good chunk of money saved, for sure.  I don’t spend on much and I inherited some decent bank when my father died.  But I’m no respectable, employed man.

At best, I could get in on some of the new club real estate investments and figure out how to do something else, but it would take years to build things up.  By then, she’ll be gone and without her, I don’t give a shit anyway, so I’m stuck between a rock and a harder rock.

My head is pounding as I come down the street toward the Ride or Die and the church.  I try not to even look over as I start to slow, ready to pull in at the bar.  My chest is tight and I’m pissed fucking off, though at what I’m not sure.

Just at myself.  

I stare straight ahead, the church whizzing by on my right.  But instinct kicks in, and I turn to take a one second glance as I go by.  The lights in the house are on and there’s a flickering light coming from the back windows of the church, which I’ve never seen before.

I’m a few seconds down the road and my nose catches a scent.

I keep going, just about to pull into the bar parking lot, but then it hits me.

Smoke.

I smelled smoke.

Flickering lights in the windows.

I downshift and put on the brakes, spinning in a rubber burning circle in the middle of the empty street and peel out back across the road.

Looks like I got here just in time, because by the time I get back the glow is bright, smoke is seeping out from around the windows and the light in the parking lot illuminates things enough for me to see clearly there’s fire inside.

I scream into the parking lot, practically laying my bike down but I get the engine off and the kickstand down before I’m balling it up the stairs to the house.  

The church can burn, I don’t want it to but if she’s safe that’s all I care about.

“Kristina!”  I pound on the front door of the house and it swings open. I charge inside, screaming her name, strong arming every door until I’ve hit them all and she’s not inside anywhere.

I make it back to the living room, standing there for a second, my heart pounding in my ears, and then I hear it.

A scream.

Her scream.

“Kristina!”  I’m at a dead run like Christ himself is chasing me toward the back of the church.  The fire is brighter now, more smoke is pouring out and I hear her screaming for help and banging.  “I’m coming!”

I grab the handle on the back door but it’s locked tight and made of thick metal, so there’s no way to kick it in.

I bolt to the front double doors and pull and kick but there’s no way they are opening.  As I’m running around the building looking for another access point, I call in the fire to 911 and when they ask for a bunch of bullshit details, I tell them if they don’t get their asses on the road and anything happens to her, I’m coming for them next, then I hang up.

I race around the side of the church and see a metal ladder leading to the roof.  There are no other doors except another metal one that is dead bolted as tight as the first, so I take the ladder up, hoping there will be some sort of access from up there.

On top of the flat part of the roof, there’s a flat access door that looks like it’s used for mechanicals, but it’s my only shot.  It’s dark as fuck now, and the little bit of light from the parking lot lights is blocked by the big ass steeple, so I feel around and finally find a handle.

“Come on, mother fucker.”  I grunt and twist but it’s not moving.  “Open, God damn you.”

I take it in both hands, pulling and bracing my foot against the metal frame, but nothing.  I hear her screaming for help, her voice breaking, and there’s no fucking way this is how this is going to go.

I look up at the stars, tell God this isn’t fucking funny, and put a death grip on the handle.

The strain behind my eyes and in my head feels like a vein is about to burst as I pull and twist, screaming and straining, and just when white light starts to sparkle in front of my eyes, I’m down on my ass, with half the handle rusted and broken off in my hand.

I scramble on my knees, hoping to fuck I didn’t just break it off and now I can’t get a grip.  I feel around and find what’s left of the handle, and start throwing little pieces of rusted broken metal away until I practically tear my fingernails off pulling the fucking metal door up, but at last it’s open.  I throw myself inside, not even bothering with the metal ladder that’s there for access, instead grabbing the rails and sliding down until I hit the ground hard.

From there, I follow her screams and come up to a wooden door in a back room behind the massive sanctuary.  With two kicks, it bursts open and I step inside a large room looks like storage, but with all the smoke it’s hard to tell.

“Please...”  She pleads, but I don’t let her get another word out.  I’ve got her under her ass and behind her back, and we are bolting for the front door.

I hear sirens in the distance, but we are three feet from the front door when it bursts open and we’re standing there staring at pastor junior.

“What are you doing here?”  He yells.

I don’t answer.  Instead, I push past him, carrying Kristina out into the parking lot to where I left my bike, right under one of the big outdoor lights with a cement base, and sit her down on that.  As soon as she’s settled, I pull her hair out of her face and meet her eyes.

“Are you okay?”  I run my hands down her hair, her face, her arms...my eyes racing over her for signs of injury.

“I’m okay.”  She chokes out on a gagging cough, pressing her fingers to her cheeks.  “I don’t know what happened.”

“Why were you in the church alone at night?”  I don’t mean to sound pissed, but she could have fucking died and that is completely unacceptable.  From now on, she needs to tell me where she is and who she’s with.

Red and blue lights are flashing, coming down the street now, and the sirens are screaming.  Fire trucks and EMS pull in and they are dealing with the fire as I finish checking her over, then ask her again.

“Why were you in there?”

“I – I...”  She pauses, looking at me, then licks her lips looking like she’s trying to remember.  “William called.  He said he thought he left the lights on in the sanctuary and could I go look out the window.  I did and they were on, so he asked me to go over and turn them off...”

She’s searching my face and I reach into my back pocket and pull out my handkerchief.  Not many dudes still use a handkerchief, but it’s something my father taught me.  Trust me, he’d say, always have one—even if not for your own snotty nose, then in case a lady is ever crying, you can be the hero with the handkerchief.

I crouch in front of her, wiping her face with the cloth, clearing some of the soot from her cheeks.  

“Okay, so you went in and there was a fire? Why the fuck did you go in?  Call the fire department...”

“There was no fire when I went in.  I went into the back room and walked over to the panel with all the main switches to the big sanctuary lights.  I flicked them off and when I did there was this like, sparking sound.”  She scratches above her eye then finishes.  “It was loud and it scared me, so I went to the door and just tried to get out before something else happened but the door wouldn’t open.  It has never not opened before.  It locks from the outside, but no one else was there so I’m not sure what happened.  So I was stuck.  The fire started in the wall but then I could see it coming out around the electrical panel and there were more sparks and pops and I couldn’t get out.”  

The shocked look in her eyes breaks into fear and tears stream down her cheeks and I want to kill someone.

“You’re out, baby.  I’ve got you.”  My words don’t seem to make her uncomfortable, but her shoulders shake and her bottom lip quivers as she tries to hold back more tears.  

I was just about to ask her if there was a fire alarm when junior comes out from somewhere between the firetrucks and EMS heading our way with a phone to his ear.

“Come with me.”  He snaps and I want to do the same to his neck.

Kristina looks at him, then back to me.  “What happened?”

“I don’t know.  They have the fire under control but your father wants to talk to you.  Inside.”

He gives me a look and my fingers twitch, wanting to lay him out right here.

“Okay.” She answers, her voice thin.

“Curious you were here.”  He says to me, and I’m on my feet with my finger in his chest a second later.

“You got something to say, don’t be a pussy and dance around it in your tutu.”

He keeps his eyes on me for a second, then steps to Kristina.  “We’ll need to call your father.  The fire chief needs to talk to you too.”  Junior clenches his jaw as I sniff and use every ounce of my willpower not to drive my fist down his throat and pull out his heart.

“Okay.”  She nods as she stands, and junior grabs her by the hand and starts to drag her away, but she turns, jerking her arm away and comes back to stand in front of me, her eyes on mine.  “Thank you.”  Her voice is tiny and she pinches her lips together, but her fluttering eyes tell me what I want to know.

“You’re welcome.”  

“I—”  She looks over her shoulder to where junior is looking like he just lost his favorite teddy bear.  “I have to go...I’m sure they’ll want to talk to you too.”

“They’ll know where to find me.”  I answer, and junior is calling her name.  

“I don’t even know your name...”  She presses her fingers to her lips.

“Henry.  Henry James Phillips.”  It’s been so long since I told anyone my real name, it feels foreign when I say it.  Most of my brothers in the club don’t even know my real name.  “But they call me Wrath.”

“Wrath.” She repeats, a little smile creeping to her lips.

She starts to step away, then spins and throws her arms around my neck, hanging on for dear life as I stare down fuck face over her shoulder, wrapping my hands around her back and whispering in her ear.

“You’ll be okay.  I’ll make sure of it.”
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My head is a little fuzzy as I tip back the final sip of my Long Island, and I thought it would help my headache but it’s just made it worse.

I barely slept.  William insisted on spending the night and I could hear him walking up and down the hall outside my bedroom door at all hours.  It was creepy, as though he was expecting me to open it and invite him in.

I texted Jillian through the night and she came and picked me up a little before noon, and took me out for a drink and a pizza, which has helped, but the tension in my neck and my headache are making it hard to enjoy.

Jillian comes back from using the restroom and sits back down in the booth across from me.  “You okay, for real real?”

I nod, biting into my bottom lip and running my hands down the tops of my thighs.

“Yeah.  I just feel...”  I pause, thinking.  “Like I’m disconnected.  Like it was a dream.”

“Well, you look a little like you’re not all there.”

She’s right.  Even after I showered and put on some make up and clothes to come and meet her, I looked in the mirror and saw I was pale.  I threw my hair into a messy bun instead of my usual neat styling, and there were dark circles under my eyes.

“So.” She starts, sliding another piece of pizza onto her plate, then licking her fingers.  “The motorcycle dude just showed up?  Doesn’t that seem a little weird?”

I shrug, wishing I had asked him why he was there at the time.  “I guess.  A little.”

She raises her eyebrows.  “And then William was there too?” She shakes her head.  “All feels a little funky to me.”

“I’m sure the fire department, the sheriff and the insurance company—and the National Baptist Convention—will get to the bottom of it all.  I think it was just a coincidence.  The church is old, the wiring is old.  The doors are always sticking in the spring when the place creaks and shifts, and we had all that rain last week so the wood swells...”

I’m not sure who I’m trying to convince, but Jillian looks doubtful as she reaches across the table and squeezes my hand.  “You wanna come and stay with me? Or I’ll come stay with you?”

I shake my head. “No.  I’ll just go home. Watch a movie and go to bed early.  I didn’t sleep much.  I’m tired already.  Maybe I’ll take a bath then a nap.”

Her deep brown eyes are on me.  “Okay, sister.  You need me I’ll keep my phone right next to me.  Got it?  I’ll come whenever you need me.”

“Thanks.”  I watch her eat two more pieces of pizza and I should be thinking about almost dying, but what I’m really thinking about is Wrath. “My dad is trying to get a flight back too.  I should be there when he gets home.  Not sure when.  I’m waiting to hear back.”

Jillian gives me one of her famous hugs and then chauffeurs me home.  There’s a crew of disaster clean up people working at the church, and William’s car is parked in our driveway, so I know he is there overseeing things as well until my dad gets back.

I consider for a minute going inside and checking on things, but I don’t see the point.  I’m exhausted and William is just more than I can handle right now.

Two hours later, I’ve soaked in the tub and done everything I can to stop the throbbing between my legs because I can’t stop thinking of Wrath.

While I was in the tub, I imagined him with me.  I thought of how the hair I see on his chest would feel against my back if he were sitting behind me while I leaned back, the bubbles all around us.

I thought about what his cock looked like.  Much to my father’s horror, which he doesn’t know, I’m not a virgin.  I’ve never been in love or felt anything close to what I feel when I’m around Henry...or Wrath...whatever, but I’m no saint.  I lived the college life.  I went to parties, drank too much a few times and had a couple boyfriends and didn’t necessarily have any bad sexual experiences.

But they weren’t that great either.

Something about Wrath makes me feel safe and in danger all at the same time, and it’s exhilarating.  

I grab a bowl of Butter Pecan ice cream and settle on the couch, thinking a nice binge watch of Flea Bag is in order.  I pull my green terry cloth robe around me, grab a blanket and a pillow and get into my favorite corner spot in the sofa before I click the TV on.

Ten minutes into my self-care, the front door opens, scaring the shit out of me, and William is standing in the living room with distaste in his eyes.

“What the hell?”  I pull my robe closed because I didn’t bother with anything under it, because I am supposed to be alone in my home.

“Don’t curse at me.”  He jabs back. “What are you doing?  It’s the middle of the day.”  He looks like he just ate something that tasted really bad.

“I’m eating ice cream and watching TV.  What are you doing, walking into someone else's house without knocking?”

He tightens his lips and his eyes narrow, dismissing my question.  “The sheriff wants to talk to you again.  Some of those motorcycle club people were here this morning, poking around before the work crew arrived.  The sheriff says the fire is suspicious and with the tension we’ve had with that one member, well, I’m going to be staying with you until your father gets back.”

It’s not a question, but truth is my opinion of Wrath has changed and I don’t think there is any way he was involved.  “I don’t need you to stay.  I’m not in any danger.”

“You don’t know what you need.  My things are in the car.  I’m going back to check in with the crew and I want dinner ready at seven.  And put the ice cream away.  You don’t need to be eating junk.  Make a salad for yourself if you’re hungry.”

I roll my eyes and take a long slow spoonful of ice cream and let out an exaggerated moan that borders on orgasmic.

He glares at me, but he’s ruined my moment, and I just want to be away from him so I throw off the blanket.  “I’m going to my room.  It’s a bit crowded in here.”

I step by him and he grabs my arm, jerking me around to look at him.  He always smells like old man, even though he’s maybe forty, his scent reminding me of my grandfather’s room at the nursing home the last few years he was still alive.

“You know, it’s your job to honor thy father and mother.  You know what your father wants. You know where a woman’s place is.  Your father’s spoiled you, but it’s time to grow up.”

I jerk my arm away just as he releases his grip and my half-eaten bowl of ice cream goes flying, smashing on the wood floor and spreading into a gloopy puddle of creamy wonder.

“Really?”  I snap, shaking my head at him as I march into the kitchen and grab some towels.  Before I get back, his phone is ringing and he steps down the hall and into my father’s office like he has already taken over, closing the door behind him.  “Such an asshole,” I mutter as I clean up the mess, making another trip back to the kitchen with the broken bowl and returning with a wet cloth to try to get the rest of the sticky mess.

“I have to go.  One of the parishioners has an emergency.  I’ll be back for dinner.”  He looks at his phone, then back to me. “And get dressed.  Do your hair.  I should be back by seven. I want a real, home cooked meal, hot when I get here.”
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I slept at the bar because I wanted to watch her house.  That fucktard’s car was there all night, making me homicidal thinking he was in the house with her.

Slept isn’t quite accurate, either.  I sat up most of the night looking through her windows with binoculars.  The only thing that kept me from knocking the door down and beheading junior was the fact he wasn’t with her.  She was in her bedroom.  She closes the blinds at night, I know because this isn’t the first time I’ve done this shit.

That fuck walked the house most of the night.  What he was doing, I’m not sure, but he was never with her and I could see him lay down on the couch when he did sleep so that at least kept him alive.

He’s been doing some shit at the church most of the day.  Her friend picked her up a while ago and that gave me some relief that she was going to be away from him.  He left about ten minutes ago and I couldn’t take it anymore.

I’d been up all night, so I needed a shower.  I ran my ass home, jumped in and out, and groomed as best I could as fast as I could, because I have plans.  All I could think of was her scent.  The way my heart feels like it’s coming alive for the first time whenever I’m around her.

Once I clean up, I’m back on my bike and make my way back to her place, parking in the driveway before I march my ass to the front door, still not sure what I’m going to say but I know I’m done waiting.

I’m sure she’s heard my bike, but when I get to the door the house is practically vibrating with some industrial metal music and I look at the piece of white paper taped to the glass on the storm door.

‘Here’s your dinner.  Don’t bother coming in.’  There’s an arrow below the words, pointing down, and I look down to see a white paper plate with a slice of what looks like baloney that makes me choke out a laugh.

Not sure what that’s all about, but girl’s got a backbone and no fear, and that only makes me want her more.

I rap my knuckles on the wooden front door and wait, but the music changes tracks to something even more violent sounding and there’s no way she can hear me over the music.  It’s a risk, but I try the knob and the door opens, making me relieved but also pissed that anyone could fucking walk in, so that’s something that will need to be dealt with at some point.  She needs to learn to lock the fucking door.

I reach down and adjust my growing erection, because the fucker has a mind of its own whenever I think of her or get close to her.  The music is blaring inside the house and the desire she brings out of me is more than lust.

The instant attraction I had for her was one thing, but it was more.  I just have this insane need to be with her.  To look into her eyes.  And there’s this pulling that feels like my heart is in a lasso and she’s tugging on the other end.  She’s innocent, but smart and sarcastic and vulnerable all at the same time.

Add to that the music, the baloney, and I’m done for.  For the first time in my life I want to be a gentleman.  I want to walk down the street with her, making sure I’m always on the street side with my hand on that perfect sway of her back, just above her ripe ass cheeks.  I know I’m crazy, I know it doesn’t make sense and it has disaster written all over it, but I don’t care. 

No risk.  No reward.

I turn the knob and push open the door, which opens into a nice living room.  There’s a woman’s touch here even, though in the last year I’ve been watching I haven’t seen anyone that looks like a mother coming or going.

I assess the kitchen, neat, not overly extravagant but well put together and I guess I never considered a man of the cloth could lives so well.  I guess I had it in my head the whole celibate and poor deal, but guess that’s not for the Baptists.

As I work my way down the hall, the memory of her sweet perfume makes my pulse race and the muscles in my back tighten.

I follow the music, which leads to a closed door toward the end of a hall with a bathroom, another bedroom and two more closed doors, one of which has music blaring behind it.

I stand outside, my hands on the door frame, and I squeeze until my knuckles pop.  With my chin nearly to my chest, I consider walking back out the front door.  This is crazy.

She’s making me crazy.

Instead, I straighten up, open my eyes and start to knock, but fuck it.  Go big or go home.

So, instead, I grab the door handle and swing it open, stepping inside.

There she is.  Sitting in front of a canvas on an easel, painting something that looks like the Ride or Die bar in some abstract impressionistic style.

As I enter, she spins in her seat and when she sees me she’s on her feet, backing up and throwing her paint brush down on a side table covered with tubes of paint, a glass jar full of milky gray water with the ends of ten other brushes standing up in it.

“What the hell!”  She half screams.  “You’re a fucking stalker.  Get out of here.”  She points to the bedroom door and I stop my forward motion, but I’m not leaving.

She’s wearing this sleeveless blue sweater, the color of a Robin’s egg, with black shorts that come down just below her knees.  Her wardrobe reminds me of that sister from Happy Days.  Joanie, I think?  Only, on her, it’s fucking sexy as hell.

Her mouth hangs open a little, but her protest is silent and I don’t miss the way a blush covers her chest and her breathing grows harder.  She’s telling me to leave but other parts of her are saying something else.

“Do you normally break into women’s houses and barge into their bedrooms?”  She’s giving me the tough act, but there’s a hitch in her voice that tells me she’s not quite sure what’s going on.

Neither am I, I want to tell her.

“Nope. Never done it before.”  I answer, moving forward again now that the fear is gone from her eyes.  “But, then, no woman ever made me want to before.”

She lets out a sarcastic chuckle.  “Wow.  Is that supposed to make me feel special?”

I shrug, raising my eyebrows.  “You are special.  If you don’t feel that way, that’s something I’ll have to change.”

She squints and shakes her head.  “Are you affected in the head?  You know, if my father comes back—”

I hold my hands up, stopping her right there.  “I know, he’ll kill me. Right?”

She crosses her arms over her magnificent chest and my mouth is watering.  I can almost feel the softness of her tits on the sides of my cock as I fuck between them, my dick slick with her spit from sucking me off.

With two more steps, the space between us is mere inches, and I can see the way her pulse is moving the flesh of her neck just below her jaw.  I want to kiss her there and feel it under my tongue.

She inhales as I look down, and seeing her pink tongue graze along her bottom lip my own heart starts hammering into my rib cage, and the vision of her naked and on all fours, taking me hard with my name on her lips has my balls drawn tight and ready to stand and deliver.

“Tell me one thing.”  I ask, taking a loose strand of her hair between my fingers and letting the silky softness run through my hand.  “When you see me...when I get close to you...”  I close the last bit of space between our bodies, my chest now grazing hers.  “You feel something.”

“Yeah, I feel like I should call the police.”

I bite back my laugh.  “Maybe. But there’s something else.  If you tell the truth, you feel it too.  I’ve never felt anything like I feel when I look at you, Kristina.”

Her name on my lips felt right and there was a flicker behind her blue eyes.

“I thought it was just bad tacos.” She’s keeping the tough act going, but the outer shell is cracking.

“Even bad tacos taste good.”

She fights the smile but loses, and I can’t hold back the groan, or the need to know what she tastes like.  

I press my lips to hers, greedy and entitled as fuck but the feral animal I’ve been holding back has breached its cage and civility falls away.

I hear her inhale as my tongue sweeps between her perfect lips, and her flavor is better than any candy or taste that my mouth has ever experienced.

When I feel her body soften, I pull back.  I want to see her eyes but what I get is something else.

A sharp slap hits my left cheek and she’s glaring at me.

“You think you can just kiss me like that?”

“You kissed me back.”

She’s fighting with herself, but the battle is short and with the sting of her slap still on my cheek, her hands fly up, grabbing the back of my neck and her lips are on mine again.

From there, it’s on.  I flip her up and onto her bed, my body over hers, and I’ve got her sweater up and off in a second.

“Fucking hell.”  Her tits are pushed up in a black bra, the swells of flesh milky and womanly as I pull the fabric down until they spring loose, her nipples dark purple and big, and my mouth is on her.

I suck and nibble until her hips are twisting and I bring myself down. Before long, our tongues are in each other’s mouths and we’re dry humping like a couple of teenagers.

An insane jealously rushes through me. The very sight of her face on the verge of an orgasm has my dick already addicted her her. She’s got my cock on a leash and she hasn’t even touched it yet.

Her fingers tighten around my neck, and she’s grinding against me, harder and harder.  My erection finds where her clit should be and I go manic on her.  Thrusting and rubbing until she bows off the bed and screams into my shoulder.

The sound of her orgasm has me jerking in my fucking pants, something I haven’t done since I was twelve.  The sticky mess spreads hot under my jeans and I’m thanking Christ himself, because I know once I’m inside her sweet cunt, I’m going to know what heaven feels like.
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“Wow.”  I murmur.  His body is still on top of me, and with the orgasm still tingling through me, I want more.

But not here.

We’re both panting and my eyes are unfocused as Wrath kisses my forehead.

“I agree.”  He grunts, and I still feel his hard cock against my clit.  

Even through the layers of our clothing, I’ve never cum like that in my life.

“You still want to call the police?”  He teases, pushing up and off the bed, looking down at me with a dark look that tells me he’s got much more than a great dry hump to give me.

I shake my head.  “No.  I want you to take me.”  His eyes widen and I realize the innuendo.  “Out of here.  Take me for a ride on your bike. Show me where you live.  I want to see things about you.  You’ve been watching me, you know so much about me, I know almost nothing about you.”

“You sure?”  He asks, a gritty tone to his voice that says to me that once he gets me to his place, all this dry humping is going to turn very wet.

I nod. “I’m sure. Let’s go.”

With that, I’ve got my bag, my phone and he settles me on the back of his bike, securing a heavy black helmet on my head before we are off down the road without another word.

I never thought much about what it would feel like to ride on a motorcycle.  But, God, it’s so freeing.

I feel powerful. The wind, the way I see things so differently as the scenery goes by.  Nothing like riding in a car.  I appreciate it all so much more.  I can’t explain it, but I feel it and I think I understand this lifestyle just a little bit more.

Hanging onto Wrath is also a huge turn on.  He’s got the power, the control of the bike and his hand reaches back and caresses my leg as we drive.  When we stop at a stop sign or light, he turns and asks me each time if I’m okay and I am so okay.

More okay than I’ve been in a long time.

When we pull down a dirty road, he slows.  The dust and rocks are spitting up from the tires, and I cling to him tighter, burying my face into his shoulder with my eyes closed until he brings the bike to a stop and I feel it tip to the side.

He takes my hand and I open my eyes.

In front of me is a neat, small cabin sort of house.  Not overly tiny but not large either.  It’s surrounded by pines and trees, and beyond the side I look back to see a small lake in the distance.

“Come on.”  He pulls me by the hand and takes me inside and shows me around.  

It’s warm, if sparsely decorated, and he grabs a coke for each of us out of the vintage refrigerator before we walk out the back porch.

“This is beautiful.”

“Was my mom and dad’s weekend place.  Spent lots of time here when I was growing up.”

I look over to see fishing poles leaning against the porch wall.  “You fish?”

“Yeah.”  He answers.

“I love to fish.”

“Then let’s fish.”  He grabs two poles and we head down a stone path to the lake where there’s a long dock and a couple old folding outdoor type chairs.

I love that he didn’t just take me here for a quick fuck.  Instead, we spend an hour on the dock, talking and fishing, catching nothing big enough to keep but still, it feels comfortable, almost intimate, the way he helps me while still letting me do things my way.

When the sun starts to go down we pack up and head back to the cabin.

“You hungry?”

I shrug, “A little.”

He runs his tongue across his teeth and I realize I am hungry, but not for food.

“What do you want?”  He asks, leading me through the door and a wave of lust overwhelms me as he moves into the kitchen, then turns around.  His dark eyes, the beard, the way he moves.  I want him.  Now.

“I want you.”  I manage, and as if he was thinking the same thing, he’s got me scooped up off the floor and he’s carrying me down the short hallway to a bedroom.

*** 
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WRATH

I lay her down on my bed and think to myself that she’s the one thing that’s been missing in my house.

Our home.

I slowly strip her, admiring every luscious inch as I do.  I strip myself then, enjoying watching her as she watches me.

My cock is stone, and is demanding what it’s wanted for a year.  To feel that pussy wrap around and give it a welcome home hug.

I lay down next to her, wanting to feel her against me, and I roll her onto her side, her softness against my hardness and her ass is a fucking masterpiece.

I can’t help but reach down and give it a slap, listening to Kristina’s yelp as I dig my fingers into the flesh and growl into her ear.

“All mine.”

“All?  You sure you can handle all of me?”  She wiggles her ass backwards and I bite into her neck, making her moan.

“I’m going to fuck you, angel.  Hope you’re ready.”

She lifts her top leg, bending it and wrapping her foot around the back of my leg, pulling my cock into her slick heat from behind.  

“Do I feel ready to you?”

I’ve got her on her back and my cock is lined up with her wet lips in a split second.

“I don’t know, do I feel ready?”  I grit out, pushing the head of my cock inside her.

“Very ready.” She arches up as I thrust forward, the head of my dick now inside heaven.

I grip her ass, holding her steady as I enter her slow and steady, wanting to remember every second of this first time.

“God, you’re so big.”  She closes her eyes and clenches her teeth.

She’s fucking tight and I realize I didn’t even think about a fucking condom.  I didn’t even hesitate when she kissed me earlier.  She is changing everything, and I can’t wait to see what’s next.

I rock back and forth, letting her get used to me, and before long I feel her lift up, meeting my movements as I graze my teeth along her neck and she arches her head back into the pillow.

Her pussy is fucking jerking me off with her walls, and I lift up a few inches before slipping my hand down between us and finding her clit with my thumb, working it in slow circles until she’s twisting and her fingers are digging trenches into my shoulders.

“God, Wrath...” She hisses between her teeth.

“You know you belong to me now.”  I slide my cock deep inside and hold it there.  “No other man is ever going to touch you, and if they try?  I’ll fucking kill them.”

She moans and I pull out, then glide back into her slick warmth, feeling like it’s the first time.

“More,” she whispers, and I work my thumb hard and fast as I fuck into her, and I feel her body tighten under me.

“You know your job is to make my cock happy from now on.  Whenever I say are you ready, that means you better be wet.  I’ll take you whenever and wherever I want.  The back room at the bar, bent over in the kitchen with people in the other room.  I own this pussy now and everyone will know it.”  I bury myself deep, her body taking me down to my balls and I curse and pray all at the same time.

I turn us over, wanting to watch her ride me.  Her blonde hair is wild in her face and her tits bounce and sway as she takes over and fucks me like my perfect private slut, just the way I like.

“I fucking love you, angel.”  I can’t help it, I need her to know.  “It’s like God made you just for me.”

She’s going faster, pressing down on me, and my balls are ready to seize.  I reach up and grab her tits, rolling her nipples between my fingers as her pussy clenches, her thighs tightening on my hips as she drops her chin to her chest on a throaty moan.

I meet her movements with hard upward thrusts, smacking our flesh together and her walls clamp down as her voice breaks.

Her incredible cunt starts to milk me and I let go.  I fill her with hot cum, deep inside, and it’s the first relief I’ve felt in a year.

It won’t be long before I need more, I know that, but for this moment, bliss covers me and I know I’ve found heaven.

“You are my one angel.”

She collapses on my chest and I run my hands up and down the curve of her back.

“And you are my one stalker,” she answers on a breathless giggle, and I swat her ass again, making her pussy clench around my still hard dick.  “I love you too, you big dummy.  I don’t know how you did it, how this happened, but I love you, Wrath.”

She was worth the wait.

She is my heaven.

My home.

My forever.

If anyone tries to hurt her ever again, I will personally escort them to hell.
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My dream is dirty.

And by dirty, I mean filthy. Even in the dream world, I wonder if it’s right for me to be thinking this. Wrath has me up against the wall of his bedroom, facing away from him, and I can feel his cock at my back entrance, huge, swollen, impossibly large. I moan as I wonder if he’s going to take me in that tiny tight hole, or spread my legs and enter me from behind, and I bite into my bottom lip as his body pushes me harder into the wall and he leans to my ear.

“Tell me you want me.” He grunts, banging his hand against the wall, making me jump. “Tell me you fucking want me.”

“Take me, please.”

His hand thuds against the wall again. “Say it, Kristina.”

“Fill me. I’m yours.”

“Kristina.” Thud. “Kristina.” Thud. “Kristina, wake up...”

I open my eyes, and the thudding is coming from further away, somewhere down the hall. And Wrath is right there, close, leaning over me with his hand on my shoulder.

“Kristina...”

“I’m awake. What’s going on?”

“I’m not sure. Sheriff’s here. He sounds pissed. I don’t know, maybe what we did last night is illegal around here.”

I snort a laugh. “Be serious, Wrath.”

“I have to go answer that before he kicks the door down.”

Before I can answer, a yawn takes me, and for a moment all I can do is nod. “Okay. I need to get up anyway. My dad will be wondering where—”

“Forget about him. I’ll deal with him later.”

I frown as I sit up in the bed. “He’s a good man. Somewhere, deep down, I know it. He always treated my mom right. He’s just lost his way somewhere along the line.”

He leans down and kisses my head. “I won’t hurt him unless he hurts you. I promise.”

There’s a voice from outside. “Wrath, get your ass out here or I’m going to have to come in! Don’t think I won’t shoot you!”

Wrath rolls his eyes. “I’ll be back in a moment.” He raises his voice as he turns to the bedroom door. He’s got his jeans on, but nothing else, as he stomps in that direction, raising his voice. “Alright, Sheriff, I’m coming!”

Part of me knows I should get dressed, but another part of me doesn’t want any of this to end. So instead, I just lie there a moment longer, then as I hear rumbling voices start arguing, I slide out of the bed, wrapping myself in the sheet as best I can as I come out of the bedroom and see the sheriff standing there in the doorway.

“Like fuck I am!”

“This ain’t exactly a debate, son.” The sheriff looks past Wrath as best he can to see me coming down the hallway.

“Hey, fuck face, you don’t get to look at her.” Wrath turns. “Kristina, get back inside. I’ll be there in a moment.”

“The hell you will, Wrath.”

“What’s going on?” I ask, starting to get worried. “Whatever it is, sheriff, he can’t have done it. He was here all night.”

The sheriff grits his teeth, his jaw tightening as he looks at me while he speaks to Wrath. “Henry James Phillips, I’m arresting you on suspicion of arson...”

My mind explodes. What? “What’s he talking about?”

The sheriff is reading Wrath his rights as he turns him around, getting his cuffs ready, and Wrath’s eyes meet mine.

“What’s going on, Wrath?”

“It’s bullshit, Kristina. I’ll be out by the end of the day.”

“Like hell you will, Wrath. Arson’s just for starters. With Kristina being in there at the time, there might well be an attempted murder charge thrown in for good measure.” The sheriff meets my eyes. “Bit of Stockholm syndrome, was it?” He chuckles as he roughly yanks Wrath behind him, and I don’t try to correct him about what that means.

My mind is in a daze as I wander towards the open door and watch Wrath being put in the sheriff’s cruiser. He set the fire? I shake my head. It doesn’t make sense. It can’t be! But they wouldn’t be arresting him if they didn’t have evidence. Would they? There must be something solid linking him to the fire, or they would still be investigating.

And he was right there, on hand, ready to rescue me. My hero, running to the rescue.

Was it all just to get me to sleep with him? He’s been chasing me for a while, and I always said no. Did he do this just to get me to lower my guard? Be grateful for him saving my life?

What have I done?

As the cruiser spins and pulls out onto the road, it suddenly hits me that I have no transport of my own. The ride on Wrath’s motorcycle was fun, but there’s no way I can manage it on my own. I could call a cab, but I have no money with me and the thought of taking something else from Wrath...

I shiver at the idea. No.

There’s nothing else for it but to call Jillian. I don’t really want to have to explain what I’m doing here right now, but there’s no choice. I slam the door behind me as I head back through to the bedroom, and nearly throw up when I see my clothes still strewn over the floor, mixed together with his. What was I thinking, getting involved with a man like that? Did I really let him have his way with me because I was grateful he rescued me from a fire he started?

As I fish in my bag for my phone, I take some deep breaths. Whatever happened, it was my choice to come here and have sex with Wrath. He might have manipulated me, but I clearly wanted it. It just hurts that it meant less to him than it did to me.

I turned the phone off last night before I left home, not wanting to get any calls from William or my father. But after it starts up, before I can call Jillian, it starts buzzing and dinging with message after message from my father.

Where are you?

Kristina, this isn’t like you at all. Call me back.

Kristina! I’ve tried calling and it just goes to voicemail. We’re going to have words about this!

Call me back, Kristina!

Answer the damned phone!

I roll my eyes hard. When is he going to learn that I’m not at his every beck and call? I have a life of my own, and I’m going to live it my way. He doesn’t own me, and he doesn’t have any control over me. Not any more. I could get a place of my own if I wanted.

I’m about to dial Jillian’s number, when the phone starts ringing and my father’s annoying face fills the screen. And despite the fact that it’s probably not a good idea, I hit answer.

“What the fuck, dad?”

The silence on the other end is palpable. It might last only a split second, but it feels like forever, before— “Don’t you dare take that tone with me, Kristina. I’m your father, and I raised you better than that. Swearing? I won’t have your future husband doubting my ability to raise you right when he takes a belt to your—”

It’s a bad idea, but I’m raging. “Whatever. Just tell me what you want.”

“I want you home. Right now. Where did you even sleep last night? And don’t even think about lying to me.”

For a second, I do think about lying to him. I could tell him I slept at Jillian’s, and she’d back me up. But after everything that’s happened, with a fire that could have killed me and William acting like he owns me, and spending the night with Wrath, I just don’t have the energy for deception.

“Well? I’m waiting—”

“You want me home? I’m at Wrath’s place. We had sex last night.”

“You...you did what?”

“We had sex. It was pretty awesome, to tell you the truth. But now he’s been arrested for starting the fire. Before you say it, I know. I’m a disappointment. You wanted the truth, now you know. But you want me home, you’re going to have to come pick me up.”

***
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AN HOUR LATER, WE’RE in my father’s car, and he’s about as stressed as I’ve ever seen him. Which is strange in a way, because I’d expected him to be furious. But this is definitely stress. It’s like he’s panicking about what I’ve done, rather than blaming me for doing it. And that just seems weird.

“Did you at least use protection?”

“No.”

I see his hand grip the steering wheel tighter. “What if you’re pregnant? That would ruin...” He meets my eyes. “It would spoil you for anyone else. You know I don’t agree with abortion, but maybe in this case—”

“I can’t believe what I’m hearing. You’re such a hypocrite. So you’re happy to persuade other girls to keep babies they don’t want, but you’ll march me down to the clinic if I’m pregnant? I’m not, by the way.”

“How do you know?” Those words could have venom in them, but they don’t. I hear hope in his voice, like I might be able to reassure him, and it’s setting me on edge. What is going on?

The truth is, I don’t know that I’m not pregnant. But the thought scares me, because I’m not sure what it would mean if I was. When I don’t answer, he slams his palm against the steering wheel and curses under his breath but doesn’t try to speak to me again.

I find my phone and bring up my last text conversation with Jillian. She has no idea what’s going on, and I have to fill her in. I need an adult conversation with someone that isn’t going to judge me.

As I start typing out a message, my father speaks again, but his voice is hesitant, like he’s thinking out loud rather than talking to me.

“Hopefully you’re right. Yes. We’ll just have to hope you’re not pregnant. With any luck, this will all go away. That man has been arrested, he’ll be going to prison, and he’ll probably forget all about you. It’s not like you’re anything special.”

That last comment, even though it didn’t sound like it was directed at me, hits me hard. “You don’t think I’m special?”

“Oh, that’s not what I meant. Don’t twist my words, Kristina.”

“It’s not like you’re anything special.” I mimic his voice. “Hard to read that any other way, dad. Jesus Christ.”

“Kristina! I don’t know where you’ve picked up this habit of swearing and cursing, but don’t for one second think that William is going to stand for it when the two of you are married.”

I grunt. “I’m not marrying William. I can’t stand him.”

“You’ll do as I tell you. He was going to propose today. Yes, you heard me, that’s why I was so desperate to get hold of you. He was going to officially ask me to give him my only daughter’s hand. That’s a big deal, Kristina, and you nearly ruined it. He’s rethinking the idea, but I think I can talk him round, keep him on board. It’s what he wants, really, and it will make everything all right again.”

“Talk him round? Aren’t you listening to me? I am not going to marry him. You’re delusional.”

I type out a text to Jillian as I speak: Things are a total mess. Not sure what I’ve done. I thought I was in love, but he’s been arrested for starting the fire and now dad’s going on about me marrying Pastor Creepy.

“Of course you’ll marry him, Kristina. It’s the right thing to do. Time to step up and accept some responsibility in your life.”

Jillian: Slow down. Who’s been arrested?

Me: Wrath. The biker. We had sex, and now it’s a mess.

“Your mother would want you to follow in her shoes, Kristina. Be the good, devoted wife, like she was. Raise good Christian children. Anyway, the deal is done, I’ll persuade him that this is what he wants and we’ll all be happy.”

“I won’t! I’m not marrying him, dad.”

“Yes you are, Kristina. You have no choice in this.” He reaches across and hits the door lock button, like I might try to dive out of the car right here on the highway.

“What are you doing? Are you mad? I’m not your captive, you can’t force me to marry someone against my will.”

“You’re my daughter, and you’ll do as I say. That’s the end of it. You’ll do as I—and your dead mother—tell you.”

Jillian: Where are you? You need me to come over?

Me: I’m not sure what I need. I think I’ve really messed up. Dad’s gone crazy. The fire must have messed with my head. I had sex with a man that tried to kill me, now he’s been arrested and somehow my mother wants me to marry William.

Jillian: Your mother...isn’t she...?

“It’s all set, Kristina, and I know you won’t let me down. Things will be good, you’ll see, I know what’s best for you better than you do.”

Me: What have I done, Jillian?
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“Wrath, man, what the fuck is going on? We all know you didn’t start that fire.”

I snort a laugh as I shake my head. “Of course I didn’t start it. Put her in danger? I’d rather douse myself in petrol and play with a lighter.”

“So what the fuck?” Chain raises his eyebrows. He and Bulldog are sitting opposite me at the table, and they’ve said our club lawyer is on his way.

“I don’t know, man. The cops reckon they have a witness that saw me tampering with the wiring. That and the fact I was there at the time are apparently enough to bring me in.”

“That’s bullshit. Who is this witness? We’ll get to the bottom of it.”

I shrug. “It’s not like they tell you that sort of thing. But I have an idea. Pastor Junior.”

“Pastor who?”

“Junior. I don’t know, man, William something. He works with Kristina’s father at the church and the religious college.”

Chain shrugs. “Why does he have it in for you? And enough to burn down the church? Guy must be a psycho.”

“Don’t fucking touch him. He’s mine. I mean it, Chain, nobody lays a finger on any of them. I’ve got some info coming in from some of the girls that used to work for us before we cut ties with that end of the business. I’ve got this, I’m not turning shit into the fucking Sheriff though.  I’m going to take care of this my own way first.  Then let our attorney deal with the rest.”

Chain and Bulldog nod in unison, and Bulldog sets his jaw. “Don’t sweat it, dude, I’ve got your back. Anyone touches your girl or her family, I’ll tear them a new one.”

I nod as the guard comes over. Even in here, Heartlands members are usually given a modicum of respect, and so far the guards I’ve met have been decent enough. But I know that if this turns into a full sentence, I’ll have to keep up my end of the bargain for that to continue.

That thought makes me shudder.

It’s not that I can’t do the time. Fuck, I’m no pushover. If I have to, I’ll survive in here same as I have before. But now, there’s more at stake, because of her. The thought of losing Kristina is more than I can take. If I can’t go back to her, I think I might just end it.

“Mr. Phillips.”

“Yeah, what is it?”

“Just had word, your lawyer has arrived and you’re being called for a video arraignment in fifteen.”

“Sure. Thanks.”

I meet Chain’s eyes and he nods. “We’ve got your back, Wrath.”

***
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THREE HOURS LATER, we’re all at the Ride or Die bar, and there’s a beer in my hand, but I haven’t touched a drop of it. Instead, I’m just staring out the window, watching her place. It’s quiet, and I’m pretty sure nobody’s home, but that doesn’t mean I’m not going to keep my eyes on the place while she’s gone.

The arraignment went well, and ironically my previous convictions kind of helped. My lawyer was able to show a pattern of Wrath doesn’t give a fuck and prove I wasn’t a flight risk. I’ve never run from anything in my life, and that made for a pretty convincing argument.

The judge was convinced, anyway, and that’s all that really matters. Despite the prosecution’s complaints, he agreed to bail. Chain posted it, I walked, and we went back to my place to get my bike.

That’s when I lost it.

It was the last place I saw her, wrapped in nothing but my bed sheet, and the knowledge that she wasn’t there anymore hit me hard. I started tearing into my own things, toppling my kitchen table and throwing anything I could lay my hands on: saucepans, mugs, cutlery. I went into the bedroom, and seeing my own clothes strewn across the floor, with hers missing, broke me.

Chain and Bulldog had to drag me out of there, kicking and screaming, then Bulldog went back inside while Chain held me down and before I knew it we were all on the road again, heading over here. I’ve got a bag with essentials, I’ve got my vest with my patches, and apparently I’m going to be sleeping at the bar for the next few days.

Probably for the best.

Except being so close to where she sleeps, and not being there next to her, is killing me.

“Wrath, man, drink your beer. Numb the pain.” Saint taps the table in front of me. “Trust me, dude, it’ll be better that way.”

I grunt, pushing my chair back. “Taking a piss.”

Turning, I ignore them all as I stomp out to the back of the bar where the toilets are located near the half-blocked fire escape. I don’t even need to take a leak, I just need to clear my head away from everyone else. Crates are piled high by the metal door, no doubt filled with contraband of some sort, and somehow it makes me think of her. Kristina is my contraband. It shouldn’t work between us, it shouldn’t be allowed. I’m way too bad and she’s way too good. But somehow I’m addicted, and the idea of walking the straight and narrow path without her just doesn’t sit with me.

Taking a glance over my shoulder, I check nobody’s looking, then I head for the door. It’s supposed to be alarmed, but it’s been faulty and I know nobody’s gotten around to fixing it. I push down on the metal bar and head out into the sunlight.

Somehow, I’ve got to let her know she’s mine.

***
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I AM GOING TO HAVE serious words with this girl about leaving her place unlocked. It’s like they all just trust that God is going to protect them or something. Fuck, I’m a believer, but I also believe that God helps those who help themselves, and they’re just begging Him to reach down and smite them.

Even so, I have to admit it’s convenient. I’m inside their place and already I can feel myself growing calmer as I sense her lingering presence. There are touches of her everywhere here, little highlights in the décor, a softer scent where she’s been, ice cream and frozen pizza in the refrigerator.

It’s soothing to be near her, and I don’t really care that my bail conditions specifically forbade coming this close to the church.

I don’t spend time exploring the house though. There’s only one place I want to be.

Heading to the back of the house, I find her bedroom easily, and duck inside. The house itself might be old fashioned, but there’s a distinct youthfulness about this room. I even smile when I see her Batman duvet and pillow set.

Pulling out drawers, I eventually find what I’m looking for: a pen and notepaper, and I sit down to write a quick note, but before I’m done I hear the rumble of an engine coming around outside.

Fuck. It’s them.

Her father gets out of the car first, followed by pastor junior. 

“Get out of the car, Kristina.” Her father sounds exasperated.

A moment later, the back door opens and she steps out. I don’t like the fact that they’ve made my girl travel in the back. She should be up front, where she belongs.

She turns my way, and I duck down, confused. It’s like she knows I’m there. Like some sixth-sense connection between the two of us.

Pastor junior’s voice carries to me a moment later. “Let’s all just get inside, shall we?”

“Fuck,” I mutter, glancing around. If I try to get out of the house now, there’s no way I won’t be seen.

I hastily finish the note, put it next to the bed where I think she’ll find it, then take off my patch vest and fold it on top. Then I unlock the window, glance around to make sure nobody’s looking, and slide out, pulling it down behind me.

With any luck, nobody but Kristina will know I’ve been here.

***
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“WRATH, I’M HEADING home for the night. You good to lock up behind me?”

Saint has stayed here with me all afternoon and evening, and I know he’s tired of my sorry ass. It’s not like I’ve been much company. Haven’t even drunk, except water, and despite his attempts to start conversations to pull my eyes away from the pastor’s house across the road, nothing has worked. I watched pastor junior leave about an hour ago, so it can’t be long now...

“Sure, whatever.”

“Okay. Well. See you tomorrow, I guess.”

“Yep.”

There’s silence for a moment, then he turns and leaves, and a few seconds later I hear the rumble of his bike as he tears out of the parking lot.

But I don’t do anything. I just keep watching. And sure enough, not long after he’s gone I see the lights go out in her house. First the front room. Then the kitchen. Then one of the bedrooms. And finally, her bedroom.

And that’s when I make my move.

Leaving the bar unattended, I head over the road and around to her bedroom window. I know I left it unlocked, and with any luck Kristina hasn’t noticed. I try it, and it slides easily, and a moment later I’m inside.

Her bedroom is dark, but the moonlight shines on her beautiful face, and for a moment I don’t know if I can stay here. She’s too much. I’m not good enough for this sweet girl.

But logic and reason aren’t in control right now. I need her. I want her. And nothing is going to come between us.

I step across the room, and lean down next to her face, just watching her breathing. Then I carefully, but quickly clasp my hand over her mouth.

She mumbles a scream as her eyes snap wide, but I make a shushing noise and shake my head.

“It’s me. Wrath. I didn’t do what they’re saying I did. You have to believe me, Kristina. I’m going to find out who did though, and I’m going to make them pay. Believe me, anyone that would put you in danger like that is going to learn the meaning of my nickname.”

I let go of her mouth and she raises her voice. “What the fu—”

Clasping my hand back over her mouth to silence her, I can’t help the grin that spreads over my own face as she struggles a little against me. It’s fucking cute, and it only makes me want her more. “Quiet, little girl, you want to wake the whole household?”

I see the resignation in her eyes and she nods her compliance, so I let go.

“What are you doing here?” She whispers. “You need to leave, right now, or I’m going to call the cops. You know you can’t be here.”

“I belong here.”  It’s all I can manage before I’ve got her naked, my mouth between her legs and she’s covering her own mouth to keep from waking the dead.

Once she’s panting and practically clawing my clothes off, I flip her over and get her on the floor so the bad bed doesn’t put a dent in the wall and drive into her, giving her my fury and my love all in the form of my needy, obsessed dick until we fall into a heap on the floor.

I get her settled into bed after a few minutes, snuggle next to her until she’s breathing low and even.  I have shit to take care of, so I leave her a note, telling her I had an emergency, but I’m coming back for her.  That I’ll always come back for her then I slip out of the window getting my phone out to make some calls and get things set up for what I know is coming.
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My headache is back as I carry the eight plastic bags of groceries into the house, hearing my mother’s voice in my head chastising me for forgetting to bring the re-usable bags with me when I left.

I can’t think.  I can still feel the soreness from the fucking Wrath gave me last night.  It was part pleasure, but it was more.

I’m ashamed that I enjoyed the darkness and his force more than I could have imagined.  After all, I’m an intelligent, independent woman.  How could I enjoy a man that covered my mouth, basically told me what was about to happen and in the end let it?

Even when I was fighting him, I knew it was a bit of a game.  I liked the fight.  I hate myself for it, but it’s true.  I loved when he pinned me down, the way he pushed between my legs and before I knew it he was inside of me.

The gentleness of our first time at his house was gone.  He was fucking me.  Pure and simple.  Using me for his pleasure, and to prove a point.

I belonged to him.  He didn’t even need to tell me, I knew it the first time he kissed me.  

I let out a heavy breath as I put the milk and eggs in the refrigerator, then unpack the rest of the bags on the counter and get warm as I move, each step reminding me of the beast-sized cock Wrath knows how to use so well.

I’m putting my blueberry frozen waffles in the freezer and feeling my panties getting wet as I replay last night in my mind when a loud voice makes me slam the door shut and practically jump out of my sandals.

“What the hell is this?”  Rage once again reddens my father’s face as I stare at the black leather vest he’s holding up, along with an unfolded piece of paper I recognize from the light green and pink lined pad on the desk in my bedroom.

“I—”  I start looking at the vest, then at my father.  “I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?  We both know what it is. Don’t play dumb, Kristina, we both know you are far from dumb.”

“I mean, I know what it is, I don’t know why you have it...”

“It was under your bed.”

“What were you doing under my bed?”

“You’ve not been acting like yourself.  I was looking for clues. Maybe you’re on drugs.  I don’t know.  And this?”  He holds up the piece of paper, turning it toward me, and I see the thick letters written in black pen.  I can’t make out the words because my father’s hand is shaking so violently, but I can see the signature.

Love, Wrath

“I don’t know what it says.”  I bark back.  “You seem to have read it, why don’t you tell me?”

His eyes narrow as he throws the vest on the kitchen table and shoves the piece of paper my way.  I take it from him, my eyes on the words, and I am chilled, but my heart is about to ram through my chest.

You may not understand, but I’m leaving you my vest with my patches.  In my world, this is no joke.  It means I’m coming back for you, Kristina.  I’m going to make this all right.  And when I do?  You’ll get your own vest and you will choose to give mine back.  

I’m taking care of what needs taking care of.  Then I’ll be back.

Love,

Wrath.

My ears are ringing as I stare at the note.  There’s a knot inside of me that is tightening and making it hard to focus on anything, but my father is still talking and I force my eyes to his.

“There’s something else you need to see.”  He reaches inside his suit jacket and pulls out a few sheets of folded white paper, handing them to me.  “Now read that.”

I unfold the stack and the knot inside of me becomes painful.

It’s a computer printout.  It has Wrath’s legal name, dates and arrests.  And convictions...

“He’s a murderer, Kristina.  And more.  Theft, assault and...”  He grabs the papers from my hands, flips through them, then shoves them back in front of me, pointing mid way down the page.  “Arson.”

“But...”  I start, but his voice booms.

“Stop!”  He slams a fist down on the table and the black leather vest falls to the floor.  “I don’t know who you are anymore, Kristina.  He’s a bad person.  Dangerous.”

“These aren’t all convictions.”  I throw the papers on the table, leaning down to pick up the vest and hold onto it this time.  “He’s not a bad person.  He may have lived a different life to ours, but that does not make him bad.”

“He set the fire to hurt us. To get to you.  He’s a bad guy, this is just a game for him, don’t you see?”

I shake my head, no more words will help and inside I’m not even sure I know who I am anymore either.

“Listen.”  There’s an abrupt change to his demeanor.  He softens, like he’s trying to play good cop now after being the bad cop. “Everything is going to be okay.  There are things here you don’t understand.  Important things regarding the church, my position with the National Convention, my job at the college, our home.”  He waves a hand at the ceiling, then takes my upper arms in his grip.  “Sometimes, you have to trust.  And right now you need to trust that I know best.  We have a dinner to go to.  I need you to not ask questions.  Go get dressed.  Something nice.  Do your hair.  I need you, Kristina.”

I open my mouth to ask a question, and he turns hard again.  

“I’ve raised you to respect your parents.  That is what I need from you right now.  You will understand everything later.  Right now, go get dressed.  We’ll be leaving in a half hour.”

With that, I’m standing in the kitchen clutching Wrath’s vest, the note he left me this morning and the pages of his criminal record as my eyes burn and I lean over the kitchen table.  I gather them into a bunch and put my head on top of them, breathing in the scent of leather and gasoline and Wrath’s masculine odor, and choke back the sob.
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By the time we pull up to The Sly Fox restaurant, my hands are shaking, and for the first time in my life I consider punching something hard.  The windshield comes to mind, but instead I turn to my father as he parks our Buick and turns off the ignition, looking straight ahead.

On the way to the restaurant, my father finally told me William would be here.  He told me they’ve been arranging things.  He wants to propose and my father has given his blessing. 

All done, arranged and sealed without me.

“I don’t even know who you are anymore.”  I do what I can to keep my voice even.  I do respect him, but I have my own mind and he used to be so proud of that.  “You were the one, you and mom, always encouraged me to use what God gave me.  My mind being one thing.  You told me to follow my dreams.  I was given a gift, you’d say, and it would be a sin to waste it.”

“Things change.  Real life isn’t always what we think we want.  Your mother and I were introduced one week before our wedding.  Our families arranged things. We were happy.”  His voice thins on those last words, and sometimes I wonder what ‘happy’ means to him.

His hands are on the steering wheel, knuckles turning another shade of white, and he doesn’t look at me, but I have more to say.  “I went and got my degree and you always told me how proud you were.  Now, you want me to give it all up and trade it all in to be a pastor’s wife?”

Even as I say it, I remember the way Wrath’s cum felt inside of me, knowing my recklessness could have another life growing inside of me right now.

“We need to get inside. Just do as you’re told, Kristina.  I need you to do as you’re told.”  The way he says it feels ominous, like there’s some shoe that is going to drop on our heads if I don’t follow his instructions.

I huff, but open the door and follow him inside.  The décor is classic, 1970’s old steak house, and I half imagine I’ll see Jimmy Hoffa in a booth, smoking a cigar.

The maître d’ takes my father’s name and has us follow him through the dining room.  The walls are red and gold velvet wallpaper, with newspaper articles and signed pictures of celebrities and politicians from years gone by hanging like old trophies on the walls.

The table comes into view and that punching feeling comes back, only this time, my target is clear.

William is sitting there like he’s holding court, an obnoxiously large bouquet of red roses in the center of the table.  My head is spinning as we sit down and William and my father shake hands like I’m not even there.

Throughout dinner, I see how nervous my father is.  I’ve never seen him like this, almost as though William is the senior pastor and he’s a groveling student trying to gain his favor.

William orders for me and when I open my mouth to protest, my father’s foot presses down on top of mine under the table and his eyes are pleading with me, so I bite my lip and stay silent.

While they eat steaks, baked potatoes, asparagus with hollandaise, I chomp on my romaine lettuce and dry piece of salmon which William ordered broiled, no butter and only balsamic vinegar on my salad.  No cheese.  No croutons.  Cucumbers and tomatoes are acceptable.

I nearly bit my tongue in half listening to him order, and imagined taking a bite and letting the blood from where I bit down trickle from the corner of my mouth onto the stupid lettuce.

“Well.”  William starts once the dishes are cleared and he and my father are swirling cognac.  “By now, your father has let you in on some of what’s going on I hope.”

“Yep.”  I answer, looking at the doorway and not at him, but my father clears his throat and gives me the look.  “Yes.”  I answer, then give William my best good pastor’s wife on Prozac smile.

“Good.”  He reaches over and puts his clammy hand on mine.  “I don’t think we need a lot of pomp and circumstance.  But, we will be planning a wedding.”  

“Will we?”  I counter, and William squeezes my fingers.

“I’ll forgive you for what you’ve done.”

“What I’ve done?  You’re in the forgiveness business now?”

“Kristina.”  My father snaps, but William holds up his hand like he’s the fucking Pope pardoning someone.

“It’s okay.  This is sudden, I know, but it’s been in the works for some time.  It’s what is best for your family.  Which will also be my family.  It’s best for your father and in time, you’ll see it is best for you as well.”

There’s no way I’m marrying this jack weed, but I play along for now until I can wrap my head around what’s really going on.  Something smells like shit and in my experience that means there’s a pile nearby.

William and my father talk while I sit there and ponder what sort of weapons I may need to deal with whatever this is, and soon enough this Twilight Zone moment is wrapped up.  William does his best to give me a kiss, but he gets all cheek before I stomp out to the car, ready to have my head spin off my neck.  I stay silent as my father drives us home, he and William planning to meet in the church office to settle some business after they drop me at the house.

So nice to have everything all planned out for you.  

I march into my bedroom after a few choice words to my father, and slam the door before dropping onto my bed.  Then I go to my laptop and check my email.  Then I pace.

I think of texting Jillian, but what good will that do?

Fuck it.  This is bullshit.  I don’t know what sort of drugs these two think I’m on, but it’s time to let them know, I’ve cleaned up and there’s no fucking way I’m riding this ride with them.

I turn to swing open the door to my room and see Wrath’s vest, the note and his pages of criminal records in a heap on my dresser.

I know a million times, there’s no way I want to marry William. But, I don’t see how I can be with someone like Wrath either.  What kind of life does he live really?

I want to get my masters in AI and Bio-Engineering.  Would someone like Wrath be okay with that?  He said he admired my intelligence when we talked about my college and how I was just back to help out my dad until I decided what was next, but was that just part of a yes game to get me to sleep with him?

As the conflict pulls at my insides, there’s something else.

Something I’ve never felt before and until this moment, I think I was scared to say it or think it out loud.

“I’m in love with him.”  The words echo around my small bedroom even as my brain is giving me all the reasons this is not right.  Could never be right.  The next words come easier, but they make my heart clench in my chest.  “And I think he loves me.”

My mother’s words come back to me.  Whenever I would be frustrated, unsure...she would always say when we have a crisis, be it of faith or something else, it’s there for a reason.  It will propel us forward to something new and wonderful, or set us back to what we know.  Comfortable, but without growth.

As I walk down the hallway and out the front door toward the church, I know I don’t want comfortable.  I think whatever this crisis is right now, I will be propelled forward.  Straight up and over William, but what’s on the other side, I’m still not sure.

A few minutes later, I’m through the darkened parking lot. The back of the church, where the fire started, is still covered in tarps and my gut is tight wondering if it could be true that Wrath started the fire either to get back at my father or to get to me.

I’m down the hall and a few feet from my father’s office door.  It’s closed, but I can hear William’s raised voice coming through.  I can’t make out what he’s saying, but it’s my father’s voice next and I stand flat against the wall to listen.

“That wasn’t the deal we made.”  His voice is angry and scared at the same time, something I’ve never heard from him, and my heart breaks.  Whatever else, he’s still my father, and until recently he’s always treated me well.  “The deal was Kristina marries you.  That’s what you wanted and that’s what I’m arranging.  We didn’t agree on anything else.”

“Things change.  It’s time, Leonard.  The fire was a sign.  Things are changing.  If you step down, you can maintain your pension and a visiting Pastor’s privileges, but you will name me as your successor.”

“No.”  I can hear the distress. “This is my congregation.  I care about this church, about them. In time, you will have your own church, but we all have to earn that. You’re not ready.”

Growing up a Baptist Pastor’s daughter, a large church like ours isn’t without its perks.  Our car is owned by the church; after all these years my father’s salary, perks and benefits are significant; our home is paid for and provided.  A large church is a coveted position, but my father is right, it has to be earned.

William’s voice is hard when he answers.  “Doesn’t seem you are in a strong negotiating position, Leonard.  All I have to do is go to the Convention and show them the pictures.  Tell them what’s been going on with you and Matthew.  You’ll lose your teaching job as well.  I don’t believe the church or the dean will take kindly to you having a homosexual affair with a student.”

“He’s not a child.  Matthew is forty four years old.  He’s come to the school to start something new.  You make it sound so illicit.”

“It is illicit! The bible says you are an abomination, Leonard.  It doesn’t matter the age, you will be an outcast.  And what will Kristina think?”

Tears stream down my cheeks as I reach for the door knob.  I don’t care who my father loves, but the hell if I’m going to let William blackmail him into oblivion.

As my fingers curl on the cool metal there’s a sound behind me.

I spin, gasping for breath, but Wrath’s hand is immediately over my mouth with his finger on his lips, tipping his head down the hall for me to follow him.

His hand wraps around mine and I fall in step behind him as he leans in to whisper in my ear.

“I heard it all.  Just come with me.  I told you I’d take care of you and that includes your father. You have to trust me.”

I swallow hard and nod, unsure what else to do or who to turn to.  Something deep down tells me Wrath will take care of me.  He will take care of this.

But first, I need answers and he best be ready to give them to me.
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We’re sitting at a table in one of the back rooms at the bar, and Kristina’s been grilling me like a thick t-bone steak for a half hour about the fire, and I’m answering all her questions about that night and everything on my record which she seems to have memorized in detail.

Stella and Peaches gave me an eyeful when I came in but I don’t care.  They smirk as they come in and see what we want to drink but once they deliver me a beer and Kristina a straight shot of Kessler’s, I tell them to close the door and leave us alone. 

When we came in, Gage, Jaxon and Chain were here and a few other brothers too, and if things go the way I think they’re going to, I’m going to need them very soon.

“So, the murder two charge...”

She’s left the best for last. 

“Manslaughter.” I correct, but she gives me a ‘whatever’ sort of look.  

“What happened?  You served time for that.”

“I did.  Found this dude at a bar holding a girl by her neck in the back room.  She wasn’t playing the ‘no’ card.  Barely sixteen turns out and he was older than me now.  I don’t know, was a bad day I lost it.  Beat him bloody but didn’t think I killed him...turns out I was wrong.  But it was the right thing to do.”

“Seems you were doing the Lord’s work then?”

I shrug, it’s hard to breathe around her even when she’s interrogating me like some mafia enforcer looking for intel.  She smells so god damned sweet, and my mouth is watering remembering what her cunt tastes like.

My dick has been hard since we sat down.  I love when she’s tough, makes me want to bend her over and fuck the tough out of her.

“The Lord works in mysterious ways.”  I lean in, take her chin between my thumb and forefinger.  “You’ve gotta believe that.  You and me.  That’s a mystery.”

“I guess it is.”  Her voice trembles slightly, and it makes me fucking harder when I know I affect her.

“I answered all your questions.  Now you are going to answer one of mine.”

“I am?”  She raises her eyebrows, but doesn’t move her face from my pinching fingers.

I sniff, curling my lip a bit, then ask the only question that matters to me. “Who do you belong to?”

She stalls, I can see the conflict in her face but I see the answer in her eyes.  

“Don’t fucking think about it, just answer. From your gut.  Right now, who do you belong to?”  My voice is hard, louder, but it does what I need.

“You.”  It’s one small word but it’s everything I needed to know.

“Good girl.  Now, get your tits out.  I’m going to start there, then I’m going to put you on your knees and let that pussy of yours worship my cock for a while.”  She pauses as I let her chin go.  “Now.”  I order, and her lips curl upward as her hands go to the buttons on her shirt.

*** 
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BY THE TIME WE WERE done fucking, I came out of the back room and Roxanne and Tammy, Chain’s mom, had joined Stella and Peaches at the bar.

I introduced everyone, let them know Kristina was my woman now and as things go, once that’s established, she’s part of the fold and the ladies all gave me some shit but took Kristina under their hen wings and shooed me away, which is exactly what I needed.

“Wha’ts up, Chaplain?”  Chain looks up from his coke, and Jaxon, Gage and Ranger wait for my answer.  

“I need you guys on my back tonight. I’ve got some business across the street.”

Jaxon’s our club enforcer and he’s always there for us, but he’s smart and always wants whatever background he can get because it helps in any conflict.  “The church?  What the fuck are we going to do at the church?”

“You guys have rival sermons going?” Gage chimes in.

“Just need to set some things straight.  Shouldn’t be any push back.  I just want to make it clear I’m not fucking around and things are as they are.  No negotiation.”

“I’m in.” Chain finishes his coke.  “Need to stretch my legs and move around.  Meadow has been feeding me so much I’m going to need gastric bypass if I’m not careful.”

They’re all on their feet following me out the door and straight to the double doors of the church.

We march down the hall and I can almost hear the walls screaming, wondering what a group like us is doing in a  divine place like this.

What I didn’t tell Kristina, is I’ve got some leverage on junior.  When he came on the scene, I smelled his shit and it didn’t take long for me and a couple of the guys to do some inquiries and follow his ass until we turned up some less than godly activities.

Always good to go into the game with a trump card in your hand.

As we come around the corner toward the office, we run smack into junior and Kristina’s father.

“What are you doing in here?  You can’t be in here!”  Her father furrows his brows and I put up my hands.

“Just here to have a chat.”  

“Call the sheriff.”  Junior barks at Leonard, and he starts to reach in his jacket but Jaxon steps forward and brushes his hands down his shoulders, shaking his head.

“Let’s not.”  His voice is gravely and deep, and he stands a couple inches in front of her father not giving him any space.

Chain and Gage step around me to stand facing junior, one of them at each shoulder, and I clear my throat ready to get this shit show on the road.

“Let’s see.  Maybe we should call the cops.”  I run my hand down my face and grip my chin, narrowing my eyes at junior.  “I think we may have some information that would interest them.”

“I don’t know what this is about, but you are on private property.”  Junior is trying to keep his balls attached, but I’m about to lop them off with a dull, rusty knife.

“Look.” I scratch my nose, my patience thin.  “I’m going to talk.  You’re going to listen.  You know a couple ladies by the names of Vivienne and Mona?”

His eyes shift and widen.

“Yeah, you do.  See, we know them too.  Only, they like us.  Not so much you.”

“What are they talking about?  Who are Vivienne and Mona?”  Kristina’s father asks, his head turning from Jaxon, then to junior, then to me and finally back to Jaxon.

I run my hand down junior’s tie and flip the end of it up and down a few times, then fill in the blanks.  “They are...ladies who provide services.  Services, unfortunately, state law doesn’t view as legal.  Now you gotta understand, to me, I don’t care.  But, they are also friends of ours.  See, the day of the fire, when you were there...your phone alarm went off. Seems you lost track of time, you were having so much fun dressing them up like little girls.  Well, shall we say, if your fantasy were a reality you’d be doing hard time.  See, Mona came into the bar that night.  Saw the fire.  Saw you going into the building.  Thought the timing was interesting so we all put our heads together and guess what we came up with?”

He stands mute, which, as stupid as he is, is a smart move.

“Yeah.  So, the other thing?  Mona and Vivienne? See, they’re smart girls.  They sent me this...”  I pull out my phone, tap the screen a couple times and a video starts playing.

It’s got junior there, playing pedo-daddy with Mona.  Smacking her around a little which he pays for, but it goes deeper.  I’m all about fantasies, what goes on between consenting adults, but he takes it a little far.

“Hmmm?  What do you think?”  I tip the screen toward Kristina’s father, who looks for a second, then looks away.  “Yeah.  I don’t think the big wigs up at Baptist central are going to think you’re pastor material.  So, here’s what we’re going to do.  You,”  I point to her father, “are going to stop fucking talking about Kristina marrying this fuck.  Second, you—”  My finger goes into junior’s chest. “You are going to resign and find yourself a new state to live in.  Like tomorrow.”

“This is bullshit.  I’ll have you all arrested. The sheriff is just waiting.  You started that fire...”

“Uh, step down.”  It’s Jaxon this time who chimes in.  “See, I know our little place across the street may look like a little dive biker shit joint to you.  But, we like people to think that way.  We’ve got cameras all around our place.  And two of them...”  He pauses on a smile.  “Are pointed right here at your lovely white church.  And you know what we recorded the evening of the fire?”

Jaxon looks at all the guys, and then at Leonard, and settles on junior, leaning in to whisper.  “Yeah, you.  Dressed like some Halloween ninja, in the front door, out the back.  And then you know what happened?”

Jaxon nods at me and I tap my phone again, bringing up the next video and hold it up to his face.

“Vivienne and Mona both saw you about a half hour later.  You came in dressed in all black.  See?  They even have it on video, time stamped when you came in their place.  Then, your alarm goes off and you have to leave about a half hour before you barged into the church, ready to ‘save’ the day.  Only, I beat you there, you know why?”

“I’m not saying anything.”

“Good, because your fucking voice is irritating as hell.  But I beat you because I fucking love her.  I was there for her.  I watch out for her.  I don’t put her in fucking danger just to serve myself. You tried to set me up because I happened to be here at the right time, but that wasn’t your original plan, was it junior?”  I shake my head.  “No, you disabled the alarm, hoping the place would burn.  You’d get a brand new church, Daddy here would be out and you step in and save the day.  Such a hero.”

“What now boss?”  Gage is getting anxious, and we need to move this party forward.

“You get your shit and get out of town.  Got it?”

Junior looks around but rolls his eyes and nods.  

“Good.  Why don’t you guys escort him out.  Make sure he gets home and gets packing.  Makes some arrangements.  Encourage him if necessary.”

“Got it.”  Gage nods and they point junior down the hall, following him out the front door and I’m left with Kristina’s father.

“This is going to be simple.”  I step back, giving him some respect.  “I love your daughter.  I may not be the white collar type but I’ll make her happy or I’ll die trying. So, I need you to come with me.  Across the street.  You’re going to apologize to her, then you’re going to give us your blessing. Because I’m going to ask her to marry me and I want her to look in your eyes, and you tell her if it’s what makes her happy, it’s what makes you happy.  We good?”

I march him across the street and into the bar.  All the girls turn around and a few of the other guys that are there, and I see the surprised looks. But it’s Kristina I’m focused on.

“Dad?”  She looks from him to me.  “Henry...”  She starts, and I hear the laughter from the others in the bar, but I don’t care. “What are you doing with my father?”

“You’ll see.”  I step forward, taking my woman by the back of the neck and tipping her head so she’s looking up at me, then I put my other hand on her ass and squeeze.  “Who do you belong to?”  I ask and her eyes go wide, she’s trying to look at her father but I focus her back to me.  “I asked you a question.  Your father has nothing to do with it.  Who do you belong to?”

I see her throat move as she swallows and I also take note that her nipples go hard and nearly poke holes through her shirt.  

“I belong to you.”  

I nod. “Damn right you do.”  Then I look to her father.  “You guys were planning a wedding, right?”

He looks scared but he nods.

“Well, there’s going to be a wedding, and we have your blessing, don’t we?”

“Ye—”  He stammers, then finds the word he’s looking for.  “Yes.  You have my blessing.”

I loosen up on Kristina and she looks at her father.  “Really?”

“Really.”

“So, let’s have a wedding.”  I say and there’s cheers in the bar, then I bend down and kiss Kristina hard before I drop to my knee and pull out the ring I’ve been carrying around since that first night we had together.

“Baby.  I’m no scholor.  I may not be what you thought you wanted, but I know I’ll make you happy.  So fucking marry me.”

“Is that a question?”  She smiles, her eyes welling.

I tip my head back and forth.  “It can be, as long as the answer is yes.”

“Yes.”  She nods and I slip the ring on her finger, get on my feet, pick her up as she wraps her legs around my back and push her up against the wall, kissing her hard as I drive my dick between her legs, not caring that her father is standing behind us watching.

A little dry hump against the bar wall never hurt anyone.

I think that’s a bible verse.

At least it is in my bible.
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The wind is whipping my hair around my neck, and the helmet is surely making short work of destroying my twisted updo Jillian spent an hour on this morning as she helped me dress for my wedding.

My wedding.

I still am having a hard time grasping that this is all real.

Wrath has one hand steering the bike while his other is wrapped around my calf, slowly caressing it as my white dress sits high on my thighs, flapping behind me in the wind.

The ceremony was everything I’d ever wanted and nothing like what I thought I’ve ever want.

We’re heading down the 403 and the day started out stormy but about an hour before the ceremony, the clouds parted and the sun came out with the perfect breeze coming from the east.  I can still smell the white roses that were in my bouquet as I wrap my arms around Wrath, holding him tighter as I lay my cheek on his shoulder, smelling his spicy scent mixed with the leather from his vest.

I’m a little tipsy from the champagne we had at the Ride or Die for our reception.  It was wonderful.  All the club members, some of their friends and family all came to celebrate with us.  I could barely keep track of all their names, but they took me in, as well as my father and Jillian, like we were family.

Wrath didn’t drink because he knew he would be taking me on his bike after the party and I’ve never known this sort of safe, nurtured feeling before.  He’s rough with me, and I like that as well, but the way he seems to always be two steps ahead of any danger or misstep doesn’t make me feel oppressed—instead, I feel precious.

And what girl doesn’t want to feel precious?

We ride for a while, the shops and gas stations on the side of the highway turn to oaks and pines and corn fields and I wonder where we're headed.

Wrath finally takes an exit toward Remington, an upscale suburb outside of Scottsdale.  A few minutes later we pull into the Bellington Estates Assisted living and Memory Care facility, where he parks the bike and helps me off the back.

“This is a strange place for a wedding night.”  I smile as he takes off the helmet he makes me wear, even though he doesn’t wear one himself.  I’m going to work on that, because now that I’ve found him, I want as many years as I can with him.

“Yeah.  Little role play.  We're in the home together is one of my kinks.”  He sniffs and smacks me on the rear before he grabs my hand and we start to walk toward the front entry.

There’s vines and stunning landscaping all around the building, which looks like a stone and stucco mansion.  As we approach, there’s even a doorman who opens the glass door and nods at Wrath.

“Good to see you again, Mr. Phillips.  Seems you’re having a special day.”  He’s about two inches shorter than me, with a kind, round face and a midsection to match, dressed in burgundy blazer and black trousers, and a striped tie with a perfect triangle knot at his throat.

“Good to see you too, Mel.  It is a special day.”  Wrath squeezes my fingers as we walk inside. 

My eyes take in the interior.  A crystal chandelier hangs from a two story entry, which leads to what looks like an enormous living room with sofas in velvet and floral damask, while a gas fireplace made from the same stone and stucco as outside flickers against the far wall.

People are milling about, fresh flowers in a bouquet three feet tall sit on the top of a black grand piano, which is playing on its own as we approach an ornate carved wooden desk with a pleasant, well put together woman sitting behind it wearing the same burgundy blazer as the doorman, only hers is paired with a black skirt and a white silk blouse underneath.

“Good day Mr. Phillips.”  She looks at me and smiles.  “And, can I assume, this is the brand-new Mrs. Phillips?”

Wrath nods.  “That’s the deal.  Where is she?”  He asks, and I’m still not sure what’s going on but my confusion is mixed with awe at the beauty and warmth of this place.

The woman at the desk taps on a keyboard, looking at a computer monitor, then back at Wrath.  “She’s in the conservatory.  Just finished her afternoon walk.”

“Thanks.”  With that we are walking down a couple other hallways, passing a dining room that looks like it could be from any five star restaurant as staff nod and greet us, everyone smiling at me because I’m sure it’s not every day a biker in his leather and a bow tie and a woman in a white wedding dress are walking the halls here.

We come to a set of double metal doors with a keypad on the side, and Wrath punches in a number making the doors buzz and open.

On the other side, things look exactly the same at the rest of the building, but when the door clicks shut behind us, I’m putting together we are in a more secure part of the facility.

“What are we doing?”  I lean in and whisper, but Wrath just keeps walking. 

We move through another set of doors into a glass greenhouse sort of room that is filled with green plants and even a little pond with a trickling waterfall, and I hear birds chirping from above.

Another smiling woman approaches.  “She’s right over there,” she says to Wrath, then gives me a smile and a quick hello as we head in the direction she pointed.

Sitting on a bench is a tiny woman, with perfectly styled white hair, looking like a miniature version of Helen Mirren, with immaculate make up and even low red pumps matched with white slacks and a red silk blouse.

Wrath pulls me forward until he sets his hand on the woman’s shoulder and waits for her to look up at him.

“Hello?”  She looks pleasantly confused looking at us both.

“Hi.  Do you know who I am?”  Wrath asks, and she stares at him, pondering, and then shakes her head.

“No. But you look nice enough.  Would you like to sit?”  She pats the bench next to her.

“No, but my wife would.” 

She smiles, looking at me.  “Sit, my dear.  You look so beautiful.  I remember my wedding day.  I got married in Savanna.  On the water.  My husband is away.  He’s in the Navy, but he’ll be back soon.  He writes to me every day.”

I reach over and put my hand on hers.  “I’m sure he will.  I know he loves you very much.” 

“Yes.  He does.  I miss him so.”  She looks wistfully around the place, her face changing like she’s suddenly remembering something, then she gets a blank look and I glance at Wrath, who gives me a patient smile.

“Mom.”  He says, crouching down in front of her, and her eyes drift back to him and then she sits up straight, a smile brimming on her red lips as she claps her hands together, her perfectly manicured red nails on the tips of crooked fingers.

“Henry!”

From there it’s like another entire celebration.  Wrath’s father was in the Navy and when he returned, Wrath was conceived that same night from the story Irene told me.

We held hands and she treated me like I’d been her daughter forever.  She cried happy tears, saying she’d dreamed Henry would find a nice girl and settle down someday. She worries about him so, he’s always found his own way, and she ended our visit saying she could die happy, knowing her son had found the kind of love she and her husband had.

Wrath was quiet as we left.  Mounting us back on the bike and heading into downtown Remington where there are hotels and high-end shops.  We passed Chanel, Jimmy Choo and then pulled into the The Regency, roaring into the parking lot and raising eyebrows all around.

Wrath marches us inside, where the marble floors gleam and a fountain nearly ten feet tall sprays water up before it falls down into an enormous koi pond, sprinkled with silver and copper coins thrown in as many a wish was made.

“Can I help you?”  A surly old white fart greets us at the reception desk, giving Wrath the stink eye and me not much better.

That is not the way to start things off with Wrath.

“Checking in.”

“We don’t take walk in’s.”  He replies, sounding bored and irritated.  “Reservations are required and we do not have any open rooms.”

Wrath turns to me and I give him a sympathetic smile, knowing he was trying to do something special for us but our wedding was so last minute I know he didn’t have time to make arrangements.

“It’s okay.” I grab his arm and give it a squeeze.  “We can find somewhere else.”

He leans down, kisses me hard, then reaches in his back pocket, pulls me next to him then slams his palm down on the marble counter, making the guy jump and the lobby goes quiet.

“Reservation for Henry Phillips.”  He lifts his hand up.  “This should cover it?”  Laying on the counter is a neat stack of hundred-dollar bills, still wrapped in the bank wrapping with $5,000 printed on the white paper that holds the bills together.  “You wanna start tapping on that keyboard?  Or you want me to come behind there and do it for you?”

“Yes...”  The man flusters and taps, then takes a deep breath and looks at me with a tight smile then back to Wrath.  “Yes, Mrs. Phillips.  Everything is ready.  Two keys?”

Wrath nods.  “Yep.”

From there, we are directed to a private elevator with all eyes on us as we walk through the lobby and disappear behind the brass doors.

“Ready to start your life with me?”  Wrath turns to me, pushes the button to stop the elevator, and I wonder what he’s doing.

“Of course.”  I hold up my hand with the engagement and wedding band on my ring finger.  “I thought we sort of agreed to that already.”

“Yeah, we did.  But, you see how things are?  I’m me.”  He pinches his vest where it’s hanging open and pulls it apart a few inches, then lets it go. “You see how that guy acted?  I’m not going to change.  You’re going to have to realize, I’ll take care of us, I’ll be the husband you need and the father our children deserve, but society isn’t going to look at me that way.  I’m always going to be on the outside of a lot of things.  Looked down at by a lot of people.”

“Do you care about those people?  About those things?”

He screws up his face, shaking his head.  “Fuck no.  If I have you, I have my family, Heartlands and otherwise.  All I need.”

“Then let’s get started.”  I move forward, pressing myself against him, running my hands down his chest and letting one go lower until I feel the steel length of his cock on my palm and give it a squeeze.  “Looks like someone is getting started without us.”

“Yeah, that motherfucker’s been out of his fucking mind for a year.  Since the first day I saw you I lost all control of little Henry.”

I burst out with a laugh.  “Little Henry!”  I giggle as he reaches over and punches the button and the elevator ascends again.  “He ain’t that little.”

Wrath nods.  “Yeah.”

The doors open into a private suite that looks like a penthouse on Park Avenue.

I yelp as Wrath scoops up, sweeping me off my feet and carries me through the posh space into a massive bedroom and throws me on the bed, flipping my dress up and over my face as I giggle, and his hands pull me to the edge of the bed so my ass is almost hanging off the edge of the mattress.

I hear his belt buckle and I’m immediately soaking wet, knowing what’s about to happen.  His mouth is on me in the next second, licking and sucking on my clit until I’m gushing and the tension in my belly is ready to burst.

He leaves me like that, panting, with my dress still over my face as I feel the tip of his incredible cock lining up with my opening.

I hold my breath as he slams into me, then he reaches up and pulls the white fabric from my face, his hand moving to grip my throat as I’ve come to love so much and squeezes.

“You belong to me.”  He grunts as he starts to fuck into me so hard his body is slapping our skin together, and each thrust drives the air from my lungs.  “Always. Forever.  Mine.”

The rest of the night and into the next morning, between a few naps, Wrath does things to me that have me wondering if we have died and this is heaven.  But, from the way he talks to me, the bruises and marks on my body, maybe it’s hell.

No matter.  Heaven or hell.  I’ll take it. As long as we are together.

Forever.
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Epilogue

Ten years later

––––––––
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I LOOK AROUND THE ROOM at the destruction.

Ten years ago, I never could have imagined five kids could destroy a place better than two MC clubs fighting it out in a bar.

One of the end tables is turned over.  Wrapping paper, ribbon, toys, clothes, blankets, pillows, breakfast dishes, and spilled orange juice are only the beginning.

But I wouldn’t have it any other way.

Kristina is asleep on the sofa.  Our youngest, Madeline, is just three months old, and she’s sleeping on her chest after having her first Christmas.

The faint voices of our other four kids come from down the hall where Grandpa Leonard took them to play with their new toys and watch a movie in the playroom, so Kristina could rest and I could get a handle on the disaster Christmas morning always seems to create.

Our lives have only gotten better.

There’s a little gray in my hair and my beard, but Kristina only gets more beautiful every fucking day.

The babies have only added to her curves, and with each birth, her body only drives me to want her more.  If I could fuck twenty babies into her I would, but after this last one, where she had to spend the last few months on bedrest, we decided that’s enough.

Madeline was born by emergency c-section because Kristina’s blood pressure went through the roof and the doctors moved quickly, or I would have lost both of them.

That is totally unacceptable, and just the thought drove me almost insane.  I ran around the hospital, swearing and threatening everyone, acting like a lunatic.

It was uncalled for, but my temper seems to only explode these days when it comes to my family. And when it does, everyone better get the fuck out of the way or they’re going to get blasted.

I apologized after everything was okay, but in the moment, all I see is red.

My lust and need for my wife seems to only increase with the years.  We’ve had to become creative with the kids around, but if we are in the same space, we’re on each other in one way or another two or three times a day.  I got a nice Christmas morning cock sucking as I woke up this morning, and I gave Kristina a nice Christmas morning red ass before I fucked her until she was singing “Have a holly jolly Christmas...”

Leonard is here with his husband, Matthew.  After all the dust settled with junior, and the sheriff got to the bottom of all his shit, Leonard took a leave from his position at the church.

He came out to Kristina, who had zero issues with who he was and who he loved, but his guilt had been eating him up most of his life.

Turns out, her mother knew about his orientation for years, but they decided to stay married and love each other in the way they could.  She was his support and his best friend, and in the end, he didn’t want to give that up or disgrace his family and the church.

That changed after he took some time and Kristina and I both told him the disgrace is that he felt so much guilt that he couldn’t live his authentic life.  After some time, he stepped down permanently from the church, without any drama, and he got his pension and the financial benefits that he’d earned through his years of work and service.  He and James  have been together ever since.

They’ve been good for each other.  Both of them suffered in their own ways, trying to be something they weren’t, and watching them grow and settle into the lives they deserve has been good for us and for our kids.

They got married as soon as it was legal and have four rescue dogs as their children which are right now running around our back-yard, barking and adding to the joyous chaos.  We still live here on the lake.  We’ve added onto the house and renovated.

Kristina didn’t go back for her masters, but does work for The Riley Foundation as a bioengineer.  Since our third child was born, Henry Jr., she’s stepped away from a lot of her duties and mainly consults on certain projects now, working from home for the most part.

We still run with the club.  I’ve invested in real estate and own a few gas stations in Seneca and surrounding areas.  I just sort of fell into it but all in all it’s provided us with the life we want and I give my wife and my kids whatever they want.

Jillian will be here later with her parents, who are sort of step-grandparents to our kids since my mom passed away four years ago, so there’s no grandparents for them on my side.

Jillian now has her masters and a Phd and started a philanthropic organization which is funded by some big money and is advancing education and healthcare for minority populations, as well as a whole shit ton of other stuff I can’t even keep up with.

I’m still Chaplain at the club, and we hold services with Leonard as a guest preacher now and then.

Junior went to jail but I never kept much track of the details. 

I still love my wife’s pained toenails. Especially when I paint them.

I’m proud of my life.  My leather.  My legacy.

I don’t think I knew who I was until that day when I saw Kristina in that white dress with that pink bow in her hair.  We shouldn’t be together.  We shouldn’t make each other happy.

Not from outward appearances, but we do.  And we will.

As long as we both shall live.
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KILLIAN by Olivia T. Turner

RANGER by Frankie Love

SAINT by Hope Ford
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JAXON by Olivia T. Turner

GAGE by Hope Ford

CONLEY by Frankie Love
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Did you know, I give away 

FREE exclusive short stories and epilogues

to readers on my mailing list?  I DO!  

No spam!
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FOLLOW ME ON FACEBOOK

FACEBOOK FRIENDS

TWITTER  @ddwyattauthor

GOODREADS:  Dani Wyatt

PRIVATE READER’S GROUP: Wyatt’s Wenches

Dani Wyatt on Amazon

dani@daniwyatt.com

www.daniwyatt.com
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OVER THE TOP, 

SUPER HOT

WITH SOME PLOT...

Join my Facebook Group to be sure you are seeing my posts!
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About Dani
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Dani Wyatt used to feel bad about having such dirty thoughts. Luckily, one day, she decided to start writing them down. Her ultra-obsessed, alpha heroes have a wicked possessive streak and an insatiable libido. Her heroines are intelligent, quirky, and worry about having too much muffin top. So, if you like your insta-love over the top, super-hot, with a little more plot and always a happily ever after, you’re in the right place. 
She’s fighting middle age like a warrior and lives an average life battling gravity. When she's not writing, she is probably laughing about some irony (like the fact that A-1 Steak Sauce is vegan), reading, riding her horse, or looking cross-eyed at some piece of technology sent to ruin her day.
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Thank You.
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I have so many amazing people I’ve met since I started putting my

naughty thoughts on the page.  To some of the first fans who supported me, the bloggers,

fellow authors who have been more than generous with their

time and opinions, as well as the other professionals that

put up with my particular kind of crazy, thank you.

...you guys remind me every day that when we support each other, everyone wins.  

xoxoxo
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