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      Hammer

      

      “Jesus, it’s a hundred and twelve fucking degrees.”  I shake my head. “Tell me again why we live in this state?”

      Chain is pulling a shopping cart from the long line of chrome baskets as I glance up at the digital clock on the wall that is flashing between 2:22 PM and the temperature outside today.

      “I don’t mind it.  It’s a dry heat.”  He smiles and pulls out a white sheet of paper from the front pocket of his jeans, looking at the grocery list his woman, Meadow, wrote for him.  “Besides, if it wasn’t for the heat, you wouldn’t be here.”

      I nod.  “True.  You were about to cook on the asphalt the day I saved your ass.”

      He narrows his eyes on a shake of his head.  “I’d of figured it out.”

      “Uh huh.”

      It was five years ago this week that we met, and I was on the run, not even sure how far west I would have to ride before I’d run far enough to feel safe.  Turned out, Seneca, Arizona, was that place.

      That’s not completely true, it was the Heartlands MC that turned this place into home for me.  I was on day five of a ride, unsure what life had in store for me, when I saw a bike on the side of the road and a leathered, patched guy kneeling down next to it.

      Not sure why I stopped. I was half crazed with lack of sleep, and looking over my shoulder every hour to be sure my former life hadn’t caught up to me.  But, I pulled off to the side of the road when I saw him.  Chain’s bike had seized up and it was so fucking hot, his cell phone had shut down.  He was sitting there on the long stretch of highway, baking in the heat.

      He looked at me with skepticism, but when I asked what was going on with his bike, and he explained the sound it was making and then it just locked up, I was pretty sure I knew what to do.

      I’d grabbed a few tools I had in my saddle bag and tweaked his carburetor, then blew into the orifice a few times.  His bike started back up.  I offered to follow him until he got to the next town and he took me up on the offer.

      Seneca was where we landed, at the Heartlands Garage, which was next door to the Ride or Die, the headquarters of the Heartlands MC.  Chain offered to buy me a beer in thanks before I went on my way.

      When we walked into the bar, Peaches and Stella were pitching a fit because the air conditioning units had frozen up and since it was Sunday night they couldn’t find anyone to come look at them.  It was hot as fuck and the beer was warming up fast.

      My father owned his own heating and cooling repair company and also owned bikes so I learned to fix lots of shit growing up. So, when I walked in with Chain, the place was already pushing 90 degrees, and after listening to the girls and a few members of the club yell at each other about the situation, I offered to take a look.

      They weren’t too trusting, but eventually they let me do my thing and with some tools from the garage next door and with Chain as my assistant, I not only saved his ass on the side of the road, but I saved the beer.

      Both earned me some respect.  I think saving the beer more than saving Chain.

      Anyway, that all led to me staying around. Eventually I worked my way into the club and it’s been home ever since.

      “Here…”  Chain lets go of the cart and brings both hands to the white sheet of paper and tears it in half.  “Let’s divide and conquer.  You get the produce and I’ll get started on the rest.”

      I look down at the sheet of paper, and the perfect printing in purple ink.  “She’s sort of organized, huh?”

      Chain shrugs.  “Sort of?  Dude, I’m lucky she didn’t give me an interactive spreadsheet.  Just get the fucking produce and let’s get back to the club.  They want to start cooking as soon as we get back.”

      “Sounds good.”  We part ways and I head toward the produce section, but my mind is not completely on task.

      It’s been a couple months since I first saw the source of my near constant distraction.  Robin Greene.  I was at the courthouse with Wrath for a meeting with the D.A. about an arson investigation, and there she fucking was, standing her ground, looking bored, while an entitled-looking woman was berating her for something.

      She was wearing a black skirt and tucked in white shirt and fucking red patent leather heels.  She is the perfect kind of curvy.  Like pin-up girl curvy with a little extra padding in her ass which makes my fucking mouth water.

      It was fairly clear the woman was her client and she was not happy about being there, but from the look Robin was giving the screaming woman, she was in no uncertain terms telling her she got herself into this mess, and if she wasn’t careful, she wouldn’t have any helping getting out of it.

      As we got closer, her eyes snapped to mine and I swear I saw fire there.  The flash in her eyes matched her hair.  All shimmering copper.  And she set something inside of me ablaze.

      The district court near Seneca is small town all the way.  So, I stuck by Wrath until he got through his interview, but before we went into the D.A.’s office, I grabbed my phone and took her picture from down the hall.

      Just as I clicked, she turned my way and caught my stalker ass, but I didn’t care.  I’d find out who she was. We spent enough time there that I knew some of the security guys that manned the front entry where you had to pass through the metal detectors.

      And sure enough, on our way out of the courthouse, I showed her picture to one of the more friendly security guards and he slipped me her name.

      As soon as he did, I knew I was in trouble. God, fate, or whatever the fuck it is was, was having some fun with me for sure.

      Ever since, I’ve been in constant turmoil.  I’m not a relationship sort of guy.  I keep everyone at arm’s length, even at the club.  They don’t know the entire story about my past and that’s the way I like it.

      It’s safer.

      For them and for me.

      If I were to get close to Robin?  Fuck.  I know I’d lose my chill and put her at risk.  No way.

      It hasn’t stopped my stalker ass from following her though. Finding out where she lives which is only about a half mile from my place.

      She’s sharp. She’s seen me.  She nailed my ass watching her at the The Grindhouse coffee shop about a week after that day at the courthouse.  To my surprise, she shook her head with a smile and walked right up to me.

      “You’re following me,” she stated, clear and concise, without any fear in her eyes.  “I’m not afraid of you.”

      “I don’t want you to be,” I answered taking in the freckles that dotted the bridge of her nose.  The tiny diamond stud earrings.  Most people are fucking afraid of me and many should be.  I stand nearly 6’5” and when I’m wearing my leather and patches most people will barely meet my eyes.

      “Then what do you want?”  She asked, taking a sip out of her coffee, and I wasn’t sure if I was more taken aback by her beauty or the straightforward, no bullshit way she was talking to me.  She is there every morning at 7:30 am sharp, and generally so am I unless I’m doing club business or working an early morning side gig.

      I do heating and cooling for club members and their family and friends generally for a good price and cash only.

      It’s not going to make me Bill Gates, but I’ve got savings and do fine.  I help with club business as well, so my cash flow is solid and I hardly spend anything anyway.

      “Just like to watch you. You’re very watchable.”  I decided to give her back the no bullshit talk she was giving me.

      “Fine,” she answered.  “What’s your name?”

      “Hammer.”

      She stifles a laugh, raising her eyebrows.  “Well, Hammer.  Watching is one thing, but be sure, if you do more than watch, if I feel threatened at all, I will bring down the hammer on you?  We clear?”

      After that day, we’ve developed an odd acquaintanceship, for lack of a better word.  She’s polite, but distant, and fuck it only makes me want her more.

      So, I come around the corner at the fucking grocery, looking down at my list, ready to search the aisle for the first alphabetically-arranged item: asparagus.  I look up, scan the produce section, looking for where to head, and I see the waves of red hair and the curve of that ass and I know right away.

      She’s here.
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      Robin

      

      I have a habit of humming while I grocery shop, do housework, laundry... pretty much anything really.  Out at the store, it usually draws some looks from fellow shoppers and I used to try to control myself.  Then I realized, my humming didn’t hurt anyone and if people were honest, it should make them hum along and smile as well.

      Today, I had one of my mom’s favorite church hymns stuck in my head.  Praise God from Whom all Blessings Flow… As I hummed, I could hear her soft voice singing as though she was next to me, like when I was little and would stand between my parents in church.

      I miss them bunches, even though they come to visit me every couple months.  They still live in Bloomington, Indiana, where I grew up.  They’ve even talked about buying a winter place here in Arizona, but my father is still teaching at I.U. and as much as he talks a big game about retiring, he loves his job too much so I’m not betting on that anytime soon.

      I settled here in Seneca after I finished my law degree at University of Arizona, because my Uncle Terry, my father’s brother, invited me to come work at his law firm after I passed the bar. His daughter, Emily works at the firm as well and although we were cousins, since I’ve moved here she’s become my best friend as well.

      I’ve been practicing with him just under a year, and although taking personal injury cases, divorces and other general cases isn’t my dream job, I’m employed and around family so I count myself lucky.

      I have plans for the future that don’t include small town general law, but for now it’s a good way to get myself grounded and some money in the bank for what comes next.

      I push the cart toward the cucumbers and start picking them up, inspecting them before shoving the best few into a clear produce bag and knotting it at the top. It’s Saturday afternoon and the store is busy. Elliot’s is the one and only grocery in town unless you drive ten miles out of town to the big box place by the freeway.

      It’s dumb, but as I pick through the cucumbers, my thoughts drift somewhere they shouldn’t.  Hammer.

      He invades my dreams, and I do everything in my power to ignore the pulse he creates down deep in my center, but it’s getting harder and harder. What sort of name is that anyway?  I know it’s like a biker name or whatever, but still. When you introduce yourself to someone not of the leather persuasion, wouldn’t you use your given name?

      I grit my teeth, trying to shift my thoughts, when a hand darts in front of me into the stack of green phallic vegetables and I feel suddenly crowded.

      I dart my eyes sideways just as some random dude grabs the biggest cucumber off the pile and holds it ominously between us as I spin my head and see two other guys that look like they all belong to the same douche-bag frat house.

      “Excuse me.”  I shift, lowering my eyes and pointing to my cart which is behind one of the guys standing behind me.  “Knock yourself out on the cuke’s guys, just let me by.”

      The first guy is still holding the cucumber up with a dumb smile, twisting his lips.  He’s a good foot taller than me and twice as wide, and instead of turning to give me space he leans forward, nearly touching the end of the vegetable to my lips.

      “Just kiss the tip,” he says, and his associates chuckle as I size up the situation.

      “You first. Show me how. Bet you’ve had way more experience at tip kissing than me,” I spit back, shoving his hand back toward his chest and pushing my way through toward my cart.

      “I doubt it.”  He re-doubles as I grab the cart and take a step forward, just as his arm darts out and grabs the metal, stopping me again.

      “What the fuck is your deal?”  I narrow my eyes, glaring at him, then shooting his two idiot followers with the same daggers.

      “My deal?”  His manner turns from just obnoxious to sinister as he licks his top teeth with a snapping sound.  “My deal is that you were supposed to represent a friend of mine.  Lacy Parker? But what happened was you withdrew from her case the day before she was going to court.”

      Fucking Lacy Parker. So that’s what this is all about. She was trouble from the moment she called looking for someone to represent her in her third DUI case. I did withdraw, because she showed up at my office for our last meeting before going before the judge.

      Drunk.

      When I asked if she drove herself to my office, her affirmative answer through slurred words and red eyes made my position untenable.  From there, I withdrew from her case, told her I would file a motion to delay her appearance so she could find new counsel. She proceeded to clear the top of my desk with one swipe of her arm, threw my lamp on the floor and gave me the double bird, calling me some creative names as she exited the office.

      She told me she would represent herself and she didn’t need my help delaying anything.

      Wasn’t the best decision when she showed up for her appearance under the influence, but that was her choice. I can’t force my clients to take my advice.

      “I don’t discuss clients.”  I staple my eyes to his and shove the cart forward with his fingers between the metal grid, forcing him to let go of the cart or have three broken bones.

      Douche bag number one steps in front of the cart while his compadres flank me on both sides.  I’m not scared, just fucking annoyed at being confronted in the grocery store of all places.  I love the grocery store, I love food in general, and these guys are fucking with my mojo.

      “Well, you’re going to discuss—”

      Before he can finish, there’s a thumping noise from behind me.  When I spin, I see the two dudes behind me crumple to the floor after watching their foreheads be smashed together by…

      O.M.G.  He’s here.

      Hammer.

      Six feet five inches of everything I keep telling myself I don’t want.  Leather, patches, tattoos, scars and jeans that fit in that perfect way.  Just loose enough, because he doesn’t care to show off, but just tight enough I can see the outline of where his business hangs to the right and a good handful of inches down the inside leg of his Levi’s.

      He’s been following me, and it’s annoying because I don’t want to want him. But I can’t help myself.  I have plans.  And those plans don’t include being stuck for much longer in Seneca, Arizona, and certainly not with a biker whose life goals are wobbly at best.

      His eyes are hypnotic, green, intense and unmoving, as he stomps forward, and my belly is doing somersaults and back handsprings.

      “Hey, what—”  I stutter out, but he’s already got his hands on the guy standing in front of my cart, bringing a knee to his gut as he grabs his shoulders and drops him to the floor along with his two buddies.

      I gasp and struggle for words, but instead Hammer grabs me around the waist and picks me up against his hip like a child, and yanks my cart away from the now moaning heaps of man-trash, carelessly running one of them over with two of the wheels before working us both away and down the aisle.

      “Uh, put me down?”  I manage, pushing on his arm, which feels like iron and my head is spinning from what just happened but also from his scent.

      Jesus, I can’t even identify what he smells like, except that’s it’s some sort of testosterone sex juice that has my head spinning and my heart in my throat.

      He marches forward until we are half-way through the meat section before slowing his pace and finally putting my feet back on the ground. I glance back to see the three guys now standing, looking pissed, as they jerk their heads, swearing and stomp away in the opposite direction.

      There’s a couple of twenty-something girls also watching them, and us, but they are doing more than watching.  One has her phone up and from the looks of it, she’s recorded at least some of what happened, which may not bode well for Hammer.

      “You just assaulted those guys, you know that, right?  They’re probably calling the cops on you right now.”

      I brush my hands down the front of my tank top and try to ignore the fact that my nipples are making a grand entrance—and it’s not because of the humming freezers all around us. I’m in my Saturday best.  Khaki shorts about three sizes too big, a white tank top and my Tom’s with black and white cat faces I stamped all over them trying to be crafty.

      “Doubt it,” he grunts back, not hiding that his eyes are stuck on my boobs and their protruding pebbles.

      “Hey.”  I snap my fingers in front of his face.  “I’m up here, talking to you.”

      He slowly raises his eyes, those green eyes that invade my dreams day and night thinking of him looking down at me from his position on top.  Holding me there.  Holding me down while he—

      “So, talk,” he adds, and I shake away the fantasy, scratching my wrist as I try to re-claim my composure.

      “I’m just saying, you didn’t need to do that and now you are probably going to be getting a visit from Sheriff Ramsey or one of the deputies any second.  And I’m going to have to tell the truth. I wasn’t in danger, so what you did is assault.”

      “I disagree.”

      “With what?”  I let out an exasperated sigh at his ridiculous calm.

      “With most of it, but especially the part that you weren’t in danger.  Matter of opinion.”

      “No, it’s a matter of the law. Something I happen to know a thing or two about.”

      He sniffs on a half-smile and it shoots bolts of anger and lust through me.

      Anger because I don’t want to feel this for him.  For anyone, for that matter.

      “Maybe.”  He nods. “But, they ain’t callin’ no cops.  Not on me. If they know what’s good for them at least.”

      “Well they should.  I would.”

      “Yeah, well, my money’s on they don’t.”

      “Well, I’m not giving you legal advice, but I would probably recommend you learn to control yourself.”

      Even as the words slip from my lips, my mind is spinning with thoughts of him losing control in a different way.

      “Duly noted.”

      As I push my cart forward, leaving him standing behind, my hands are shaking, my brain is buzzing and yes, I’m soaking wet.
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      Hammer

      

      It took all my strength to let her walk away pushing that fucking grocery cart.

      But I did it for a couple reasons.

      One, I made sure the fucks that messed with her got some choice words before I followed them out the door and made sure they were on their way elsewhere.

      Second, I can’t risk getting close to her. I can’t risk I could bring any potential danger into her life.

      Life has been quiet since I landed in Seneca, and as much as I hope that will continue, I’m always looking over my shoulder.  Ready to bug out and re-invent myself yet again if needed.

      Because there are people, bad people, that would love to know where I am and settle old debts.

      But, the longer I’m here.  The more time I spend watching her, the weaker I become.

      We have a habit of turning up in the same places.  It started that day at the courthouse and it’s like fate is doing a full court press to get us into the same space. Which I appreciate, but it hurts down deep not being able to have her. Take her.  Give her everything I can.

      But there’s the other problem.  What can a biker on the run, occasionally going outside the law, living on cash and trying to leave no imprint, give to a girl like her?

      She’s the entire package.  Brains. Looks. Tough. Self-confident. Funny. Kind.

      As much as I dream of her being mine, fuck all if I honestly know what I would do with her once I got her.

      Since it’s three am and I can’t sleep, I shake away the near constant barrage of thoughts about her today at the grocery and grab my overfull laundry bag as I head out the door, strapping it to my bike and riding the half mile down the road to the twenty-four hour laundromat. I’m renovating the garage at my place, which contained the washer and dryer, so for the last couple months it’s been coin-op for me.

      I like coming here in the middle of the night.  There’s usually no one else around, so you get your choice of machines and I’m fucking picky about which ones I use.  I always run my first load of whites through the same machine, making sure there’s enough bleach to kill any lingering whatever from anyone that may have used the machine since I was here last.

      I’m sort of obsessively clean.  Everyone at the club busts my chops about it.  I never wear the same clothes two days in a row, even if it’s hard to tell because my wardrobe consists mainly of white t-shirts and Levi’s 505’s.

      I’m a button-fly kind of guy.

      I get my first load going and take a seat on the floor next to the washing machine, leaning against the cool metal as it shakes and lurches.  The buzzing fluorescent lights above aren’t soothing but they are fucking bright enough for reading, so as usual I’ve brought a book.  I’m about three quarters of the way through Pride & Prejudice, my mother’s favorite.

      She read it to me the first time when I was probably ten and I groaned and complained every night.  I’ve read it a couple times since, because it makes me feel close to her when we are so far apart.  Fucking Mr. Darcy and Elizabeth can’t get the fuck out of their own way to make things happen.

      My mother was a high school English teacher, and from as far back as I could remember, she always read to me.  And not kids’ books, either, we’re talking classics.  Adventures and angst.  Love and betrayal.  I’d battle with her to read me what I wanted—fun, kid stuff—but she always told me I was better than that.

      If she could see me now, not sure she would still agree.

      My father was a working guy and always said he married above his pay grade with my mom.  He was crazy for her, and she was for him, even though their beginning was hard.  She was from the other side of the tracks, the rich side as they say, and got pregnant with me when she was just seventeen.

      Her family disowned her when she and my dad ran away and got married.  I’ve never met them, and they never spoke to her again.  The hatred I had for how they treated her was a ball of fire in my belly from when I was old enough to understand what happened.

      What makes it worse, is I did the same thing.  I bugged out.  I had to, to protect them.  I got caught up in a bad fucking deal with my former club, Satan’s Seminoles out of Philly.  They were dirty and I’m no saint, but they got into some shit that didn’t sit right with me.

      I tried to keep my distance, but when the President gives you an order, you either carry it out or suffer the consequences, which with my former club included threats to everything that mattered to you.

      So, one night, I was supposed to be heading to a hit on some rival members that had disrespected the President’s old lady.  It was just dumb ass shit to me, but Lukas, the President, was a rage case and took no shit.

      He planned to take down the three dudes that set her up for embarrassment. They didn’t hurt her, but he wasn’t going to stop at that.  He sent me and two other guys for their old ladies, and what he wanted us to do was not just embarrassing.

      I knew if I bailed on the deal, as wrong as it was, I was out. And if I stuck around, went back home to Pittsburg to my family, he could well bring them in and fuck them up, so I just took off.  It was the only solution I could think of that would keep my family safe and save my ass at the same time.

      I sent notes and postcards to Mom and Dad, and I call them now and then to check in.  They don’t ask a lot of questions and I don’t know how I’m so lucky, because they always say they love me and as long as I’m safe and happy, that’s what matters.

      Fuck. What is happy?

      I settle into my reading, lost in that world, when I hear the bells jingle on the front door of Luann’s Laundra-Palace, and my heart rate doubles as I put my book down, peering around the corner of the washing machine and already reaching for the five-inch blade I keep in a special sheath inside my boot.

      Without standing up, I can’t see anyone, but I hear steps and what sounds like the slap-slap of flip flops—which calms me a bit, because no one that would come looking for me would be wearing rubber sandals.

      Then I hear it.

      Humming.

      Fuck, I know that sound.

      It’s Robin.

      I’m on my feet and scanning the bright room, and as soon as she sees me her eyes snap wide and a gasp releases from her lips as fear crosses her face.

      Then fury.

      “Seriously?”  She shakes her head on a sneer. “Enough is enough!  If I was interested in you, you’d know, okay?  This following me everywhere and turning up all over is done, you understand?”

      She shoves her robin’s-egg-blue laundry basket on top of one of the stainless steel tables, and starts grabbing things and sorting them with her brows drawn tight and her jaw clenched. When she looks pissed, my cock gets hard instantly. I love that she’s a take no shit kinda girl, and her pushing back on me only makes me more insane for her.

      “I was here first.”  I raise my eyebrows on a shrug and she shakes her head and keeps sorting. She’s wearing the same tank top as earlier but now has on a pair of tight jeans which show off her ass a little too well.  Her red hair hangs down over one shoulder in waves, parted down the middle like she just fucking wakes up looking this way which she probably does.

      “True.”  She keeps her eyes down, taking her laundry out in already color-separated bunches, setting them next to each other on the tabletop.  “But still. It’s getting creepy, you just sort of ‘showing up’ all the time.”

      “Yeah, you sort of said that earlier today.”

      I want to chastise her.  I mean, fuck, it’s the middle of the night. Anyone could be in her or come in here and the thought of someone hurting her, especially after that shit earlier today, makes me more than on edge.

      “Exactly.”  She squints one eye at me, pointing a cute as fuck finger my way. “Earlier today.  See?  Creeper.”

      I see her fight the smile as she calls me the name, and I sniff, fighting off my own inner conflict about making a hard move on this creature that’s invaded my heart.

      The problem is, I’ve never felt this sort of tug towards anyone before.  Like she is something I’ve been wishing for, but never believed would happen.  Except, I’ve never wished for whatever this is.  Romance and love were never on my radar, and since running from back east, they aren’t now for sure.

      “You want me to change my name?”

      “What?”  She screws up her face, then gathers a pile of white clothes and shoves them into a washing machine, then tosses in her soap pod thing and shoves four quarters into the slot.  A moment later, the hum of her machine joins mine.

      “My name.  From Hammer to Creeper.”

      She releases this pseudo-exasperated huff but I see the sparkle in her golden brown eyes, and for fuck sake there’s this feeling in my gut like flickery or flippy, and I have to grit my teeth to distract myself.  I’ve clearly been reading too much Jane Austen.

      “I find both names a tad sophomoric.”  She licks her bottom lip and the sight of her tongue swiping along the plump pink flesh only hardens me more.

      Her eyes drift to where my hand is still holding onto my open book, and something changes in her face.  There’s a recognition, then something pleasant happens.

      She smiles, then says, “And I expect more from you.”

      I pull my lips to my teeth then fight back my own smile, swiping my index finger under my eye on a nod.  I could tell her my real name, which has its own irony. No one here in Seneca knows it but it’s too risky, so I deflect with an answer I hope will end the query on names. “I like that.”

      I run my hand down my face and step in her direction, setting the book down on her table, then hop up and sit on the next sorting table, watching as she fills up four more machines, each with a pile of neatly separated color-specific piles of clothes.

      After she gets all the machines running, she turns my way, meeting my eyes, then lets them run down my chest to my boots and back up.

      “I like to come this time of night.  I use a lot of washing machines and I don’t like waiting.  I like to start them all at the same time, then put them in dryers at the same time and finish at the same time. There’s not enough machines in my building and I always have to wait for one.  I like efficiency.”

      I nod. “Lemme guess…Choleric?”

      I watch her swallow as she tips her head and studies me for a moment.

      “You study philosophy?”

      “I just read.  A lot.”

      “I see.” She juts a hip out and crosses her arms, making her tits push upward and creasing her cleavage in the scoop neck of her white tank top.  “You are a study in contradictions.”

      “Don’t judge a book and all that.”

      She rubs her lips together, then pushes the backs of her fingers to her mouth, but I see her cheeks rise and know she’s trying once again to hide her smile.

      My stomach does that fucking thing again and I decide to quit dicking around.  I know deep down it’s dangerous, but something is overriding my usual pragmatism and I hop off the table, close the space between us, lean down to her ear and hear her draw in a sharp breath.

      Her hair smells like fucking sunshine or something and my head is spinning.  My fingers twitch, along with my dick, and I want to drag her by the hair back to my place and never let her go.

      Instead, I settle for another plan. I take one more deep breath, her scent making me half crazed before I stand and turn toward the door making my way outside.

      “Wait here.  I’ll be right back.”
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      Robin

      

      Holy hell.

      I turn to look at the washing machine containing all my pink and red clothing, and listen as the water gushes into the drum.

      I’m nearly as wet as those clothes and I grit my teeth in a desperate attempt to stem the growing tension between my legs.

      I fail, hard, as I turn to watch Hammer taking the last few steps out the front door of the laundromat and his ass is just…gah.  Perfect.

      Levi’s that fit like that should be outlawed, and I bring my fingers up and pinch the bridge of my nose until it hurts and stars flicker under my closed lids.

      “Get a hold of yourself.”  I whisper.

      I have no idea who this guy really is but the effect he has on me is chemical.  I remember in junior high, my science teacher, Mr. Riley, had us all gathered around a black slate-top table with a Bunsen burner under a glass container while he held another test tube filled with a clear blue liquid.

      He droned on about the reaction of molecules, blah blah, and all I wanted to do was get out of there.  Science wasn’t my thing.  Even back then I knew I wanted to be an attorney, and biology and chemistry were not on my list of important subjects.

      Anyway, as I stood there alternating between watching the white clock over the door of the classroom and looking at the steaming liquid on the burner, I daydreamed about standing in front of a judge, winning my first case.  Righting some horrible wrong and the rush of righteousness I would feel.

      Lost in my fantasy, my skin prickled, then I let out a yelp when there was a room shaking boom and the rest of my class shrieked and jumped all around me.

      The two chemicals combined, creating a cloud of blue smoke and an explosion, that although harmless, left me curious about how two seemingly unrelated, innocuous liquids could create such a powerful dynamic.

      I place my hands down on the tabletop next to my laundry basket.  The steel is cool on my hot palms and I take a deep breath, trying to center myself and dissipate this gnawing in my gut that has Hammer’s face written all over it.

      I mean, really?  Pride and Prejudice?

      I clench my teeth until my jaw pops, irrationally angry at this man who looks like a Hell’s Angel but uses words like Choleric and reads Jane Austen for Christ’s sake.

      When the bells on the front door jingle, I my throat is tight.

      Whatever this is, isn’t.  I don’t have time for anything distracting in my life right now.  And Hammer is definitely distracting.

      In a year, I plan to be somewhere else.  Entrenched in a law firm, trying to effect real change in the world.  My vision of starting my own philanthropic, pro-bono firm, serving those that feel invisible, powerless, will be more than a full time job. And a relationship, especially with a leather vest wearing, motorcycle-riding testosterone machine is out of the question.

      I glance up, trying to be indifferent, but my stomach does a cartwheel when he flashes me a half smile and holds up a bottle full of clear liquid as he saunters back my way.

      This isn’t good. Shut this down before it has a chance to start.

      “What’s that?”  I hear myself say while the voice in my head is screaming danger, danger.

      “Something I’ve been saving for a special occasion.”

      He sets the bottle down on the table as he steps next to me.  He’s too close. I’m never going to be able to shut him down if he keeps standing next to me and smelling so damned good.

      “You just carry around bottles of $250 tequila?”  The front of the bottle is engraved Grand Patron Platinum.

      “I like to be prepared.”

      I nod, trying to seem uninterested.  “Just like a good Boy Scout should.”

      “Something like that,” he smolders.

      Yes, smolders.  I’ve never heard a man smolder when he speaks.

      This is bad and getting worse.

      “Listen—”  I start, but he puts a finger to my lips.

      “One shot. Then I’ll listen.”

      He pulls his finger away and I open my mouth but I’m not sure what it is I want to say. My eyes drift to where he is now holding the bottle in one hand and pulling on the glass ball stopper.

      It makes a ‘pop’ sound and he pushes the now open bottle my way.

      I swallow hard, knowing this has trouble written all over it, but against my better judgment, I slip my hand around the cool glass and watch him watching me. It’s one drink, what’s the harm?

      “Straight from the bottle?”  I ask, and he nods, sucking his lips tight to his teeth, those green eyes looking like they are about to catch fire.

      “Straight from the bottle,” he repeats, lowering his chin as he watches me.

      I blow out a long breath and nod at the liquid bad decision, before bringing it to my lips, upturning the bottle and taking a draw.

      I throw my head back a little, letting the burning tequila slip over my tongue and I swallow, hoping I keep it down.  It’s sweet and harsh at the same time and my skin immediately lights up.  Heat envelops me and I set down the bottle, shaking my head on a grimace.

      I hear Hammer chuckle, but my eyes are watering and I can’t speak.

      When I recover enough for a breath, I cough hard, then shove the bottle across the steel table to him and choke out, “Your turn.”

      He doesn’t answer, just takes the bottle and turns it up.  His draw is longer than mine and I’m sure he’s more adept at drinking than I am.

      I’m mesmerized at the way his throat moves as he swallows.  His Adam’s apple is prominent, working under the scruff of his unshaved neck.  The muscle in his square jaw hardens. He finishes his shot and when he licks his lips, my nipples tingle and I hate the betrayal.

      I have no idea how much time passes as I stare.  He only took one shot but it’s like time has slowed to a crawl as I devour his every movement and sound.

      By the time he puts the bottle back down on the table, I know I’m in deep cow shit.

      He slides it back my way.  “One more.”

      I should shake my head.  I’m willing my muscles to do what’s right, willing my vocal cords to say no.

      They refuse to comply.

      Instead, my hand is back on the bottle, the cool glass once again on my lips as the burn of the liquid slides down my throat for the second time.

      I’m spinning. Not just from the alcohol, but from the vibration growing between us.  Hammer is right next to me.  I feel the warmth of his skin and the sex scent that he should bottle and sell because he wound make a trillion dollars.

      As I withdraw the bottle from my lips, he leans down, his hand brushes the hair back from my ear and the last thing I hear before all my defenses retreat is, “Good girl.”

      Plop.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 5

          

        

      

    

    
      Hammer

      

      “Listen.”  She starts again, trying to be so serious, but I see the way her nipples are punching through the fabric of her shirt.  I see the strap of a white bra, a bit of lace showing through the thin white fabric and I wonder if her nipples are big and light pink.  Or maybe darker, pulling into quarter-sized circles, and the thoughts have my hard on at full length, making me salivate like Pavlov’s fucking dogs.

      “I’m listening,”  I growl, keeping my face by her ear, then lowering my lips so they are a fraction of an inch from the base of her neck, letting out a long breath, and I feel her body tense next to me.

      “I like to be straight up.”  Her voice is quivering, but she doesn’t make any attempt to move away from me so I bring a hand to the back of her neck, slipping her hair through my fingers, and there’s a little sound she makes in the back of her throat before she continues.  “Whatever this is, and I get it.  There’s something here.  But, it can’t be more than physical.”

      “Is that so?  There is something, I agree.  I think we should explore this something.”

      I pull back a bit, her cheeks are bright pink and I raise an eyebrow at her.

      “It’s just…”  She tries, but I slide my hand under her hair, lightly gripping the back of her neck and turning her body so she’s facing me. Her tits are just brushing the front of my vest.  “If this is something, it can’t be more than like, friends with benefits.  Or whatever, because we’re not really friends.”

      I bite into my cheek. I like the benefits part of that, but a flash of red anger blinds me.

      “You’ve had these kind of friends before?”  I manage, trying to keep my voice even as I imagine choking the life out of anyone that’s had some casual encounter with her before.

      Because nothing about what I’m feeling is casual.

      “No, it’s not that—” She stammers, as my fingers pulse on the back of her neck and my eyes stay on hers, watching her lashes flutter. “I’m just not interested in anything serious. You don’t strike me as the type that wants serious either, so I just want to be clear…if we, you know.”  She shrugs a shoulder upward and there’s an innocence in her eyes and words that makes me think this is all fairly new territory for her. “Nothing serious. Just sex.”

      “I don’t think you have any idea what I want.” I run my other hand down her back until I have a handful of the world’s most magnificent ass. “But, I’m willing to show you.”

      She stalls, holding her breath, then lets out a long exhale before she replies.  “Maybe you won’t like what I want.”  She counters in a harsh tone, but that tough voice she uses doesn’t fool me.

      Sure, she’s tough.  She’s straightforward as fuck, and it all turns me on.  But, it’s what I sense behind it all.  There’s a girl inside, unsure, looking for answers, and I imagine this other part of her, the part that she wears for the rest of the world, might be something she needs to put down on occasion and let someone else take control.

      And that someone is about to be me.

      I pick up the bottle and nod.  Without a word, she takes it from me.  There’s no hesitation this time as she turns her head away from me and she takes a long swig of the clear liquor before shoving the bottle into my chest.

      I counter with another shot of my own, and start to feel the effects of the tequila.  I’m not a huge drinker, most people would think otherwise from stereotypes, but if there’s one thing I’m not, it’s a stereotype.

      I push away my own reservations.  The clutching inside is stronger than my logic, and there’s just something about her that fucking levels me in ways I never felt before.

      I put down the bottle and slide both hands down her arms, ending with her hands in mine.

      “Follow me.”  I lick my lower lip and turn, holding both her wrists in my hand and pulling her toward the back hallway

      I know Luann that owns this place. She’s about a hundred and twenty, but has the libido of a pubescent boy.  She hit on me the first time I came in here and although she was disappointed when I turned down her advances, she told me that her old man was one of the first Heartlands members, way back in the day, and we got close.

      He’s been gone decades now, but she carries his name inked down across her chest, along with a pair of eyes that are supposed to be his.  She says he would want her to be happy, but she feels like he’s with her this way even when she’s with some other man.

      I pull Robin behind me toward a metal door under the buzzing fluorescent lights. Stopping in front of it, I drop her hand, reach into my back pocket and pull out a pocket knife, jamming it into the key slot in the knob.

      “What are you doing? You can’t just—”  The sound of me throwing my shoulder into the metal door and it popping open finishes her sentence.

      “It’s okay.  I know the lady that owns this place. She won’t care.  In fact, she’d be jealous…”

      I flip on the light switch and the room is stacked with boxes of single use detergents and dryer sheets for the vending machine, along with a big yellow bucket with a mop and other miscellaneous, and probably toxic, cleaning supplies.

      I spin her in front of me and pull the door shut with a thud.  The single bulb above casts shadows across her face as she tugs her lips to the side, scrunching her freckled nose and ruining me with a final death blow.

      She has a dimple.

      Not just any dimple.  It’s a secret dimple.

      I’ve seen her smile before and it’s never come out to play before now.

      It’s perfect.  And it seems it only shows itself on special occasions.

      Like this one.

      I didn’t think I could get any harder, but I was wrong.

      I turn her toward a stack of boxes, pressing my chest into her back, and walk her two steps forward until they are just in front of her.

      “Put your hands here.”  I reach around her and show her what I want, before pulling my hands back and feeling her tense and freeze.

      I give her a second.

      Two.

      Three.

      “Do it now.”  I grunt, running a hand down the back of her head, then gripping a handful of her hair and tugging.

      I rub my erection against her ripe, round ass, and watch as she settles her hands on top of the box, bending ever so slightly at the waist and pushing her softness back into me.  I give her a few dry hump thrusts so she makes no mistake what’s she’s doing to me.

      “You feel that, don’t you?”

      “Uh huh,” she manages, and I run my other hand over her hip, slipping my fingers under the hem of her t-shirt and working it upward until I feel the soft warmth of her skin.

      I flatten my palm on her stomach and aim my fingers toward the button on her jeans, listening to her breathing halt, then start and halt again.

      Her back is arched as I flip my fingers on the button of her jeans and then work her zipper down, and I hear the moan she tries to bite back but it’s too late.

      I want to kiss her mouth but I settle for pressing my chest to her back, breathing in her sweet, candy scent, and press my lips just in front of her ear as I work my fingers lower.

      Lower.

      Her jeans are tight but I feel the brush of a few curls of hair, then the slick heat as I dip my middle finger between bare lips and feel the drench of wetness. And now I’m the one biting back a moan.

      “Just a sec…” She manages, turning her head enough to catch my eye.  “I’m just... I’m not fucking you in some back room at a laundromat.”

      “No?”  I rub the length of steel under the zipper of my pants against her ass and listen to her breathing hitch.

      “No.”  She snaps.  “I know it’s probably what you want, but let’s just…”

      “What?”

      “Other stuff, but not that.”

      I move my middle finger until I find her clit and start circling it slowly at first, then faster, until her eyes drift closed and she drops her head between her arms on a sigh.

      You have no idea what I want, I think to myself as I watch her body soften. Her shoulders drop, and the slick wonder under my fingers tells me it’s only a matter of time.

      Instinct takes over.  I’m hungry for her. For something I haven’t tasted but know will be my undoing.

      Heat gathers in my gut like a low fire coming to life.  I slip my finger lower, my palm against her clit, pressed hard between the tight fabric of her jeans, and I find her opening.

      Jesus, she so fucking tight it’s hard to even get the first part of my finger inside, but just as I start to retreat, she arches her back and thrusts her hips.

      “God, that feels so good.”

      “It’s supposed to feel good.  You should always feel this good.”

      I want to make her feel like this forever.  It’s the only thought left in my addled brain.  I want to touch her.  To memorize her sounds and how she moves.  To taste her pussy, and know if she’s going to drench my face when she comes.

      But it’s so much more.  I want to know why she’s here in Seneca. What made her become an attorney. Where her family is.  Was she happy growing up.  Did anyone ever hurt her…

      I let my thoughts trail off, because just the idea that someone hurt her has my muscles tense and my heart beating so hard it hurts.

      I want this moment perfect.  Unlike I’ve ever wanted. I’m a hard asshole. I’ve never felt like this about a girl. A woman. The guys in the club give me shit all the time, because I never go after any tail. Even Wrath, the club pastor, gave me shit, wondering if I was a virgin.

      I let them talk. I’m no virgin but it’s been long enough I might re-qualify at this point.

      We stay like that for a few minutes.  Me touching her slowly, exploring, while her body moves with my fingers.  I slip my other hand up across her belly, under the soft cloth of her t-shirt, then push her bra up, letting the soft full flesh fill my hand.

      All the times I’ve jerked off thinking of this, touching her, hearing her sounds, were nothing in comparison to the real thing—even in the closet of a low-rent laundromat.

      I keep my pace slow, because the smallest bit of control I have left is slipping through my fingers.  I roll her hard nipple between my thumb and forefinger, pinching as I press her clit with the flat of my hand, pulsing the tip of my middle finger into her heaven and listening to the soft wet sounds coming from the movement.

      Rational thought has disappeared. It’s all about her now. I grind against her ass, moving her body with mine in time with the strokes of my hands until she’s riding me, taking what she wants, and I’ve never seen anything sexier.

      “That’s it.  You are a dirty girl. Ride my hand, take what you need.”  I grit into her ear as she moans and rocks faster, faster.

      Her hands on the top of the box turn to small fists.  My forearm steadies her with my hand on her tits, squeezing and milking while my finger pushes in farther, then out, her body soaking me, easing the way inside.

      Her walls suck me in, tightening then releasing, over and over, until her body is heaving and I dry hump her ass like some feral dog.

      Jesus, I won’t be able to stop.  I’m losing all control.

      “God, I can’t, oh my God…”  She flings her head back, nearly smacking me in the face, so I pull her tighter against me.  Moving my fingers faster as she fucks her body back into me and my balls feel like lead weights, full of the cum I want to spread over her.  Inside her.  Down her throat.

      “Let it go.”  I growl as she sucks in a long breath, holding it, and I feel her insides clench. “Now.  Give it to me.”

      “Oh fuck.”  She whispers as I dig my fingertips into the flesh of her breast, fucking against her until her voice breaks and her inner walls lock my finger inside her, and she gushes a river into my palm.

      As she shakes against me, the orgasm I’ve been holding back since she walked in here tonight lets loose.  I practically fucking howl as cum bursts from my dick with such force, it just might blow a hole through the front of my jeans.

      We stand there, grunting and moaning, my chest to her back, both of us fully clothed still, but I’ve never felt closer to anyone before.

      This girl has something over me, and as much as I’ve tried to resist, I’m done.

      She’s mine.

      I’m hers.

      And we are far from friends with benefits.
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      Hammer

      

      “Hammer.”  Her voice is soft as I withdraw my hand from her pussy, my other moving to her waist and spinning her to face me.

      “Yeah,” I say absently, bringing my slick fingers to her lips and glossing them with her release.

      “Stop.”  Her hand comes to my wrist and I freeze, my fingers on the pouty, plumpest part of her bottom lip.

      “I don’t want to stop.”  I pause, because I want her to be sure she can trust me. “I’ll never force you.  I’d never force anyone.  Do you really want me to stop?”

      “Yes.  I mean, no.”  She shakes her head, bringing a hand to press between her eyebrows.

      “Robin.”  I lower my fingers under her chin, pushing up so she’s looking at me.  “You just made me cum in my fucking pants. I’ve never done that. Never.”

      “Well, I’m sorry?”

      I snap my tongue in my cheek and see the flicker in her eyes.  The cum-drunk look on her face has me and my cock still at attention, and I know I not only want more, I need more.

      “Are you?  Are you really sorry?”  I lick my lips, her scent drifting in the air between us, and I bring my lips lower.  “I’ve wanted to know what you taste like since the first day I saw you. I’m going to kiss your lips, get a tease, then…”

      I brush my lips on hers, the sweet, sharp taste of her sex bolting through me like an electrical charge, and I already know I’ll never be the same.

      I’ll never let her go.  I’ll find a way to keep her—no us—safe.  Together.  Whatever it takes.

      “Hammer,” she whispers, then I hear her bite back a giggle.

      “What?”

      “It’s just…every time I say your name.  It just…” She shrugs and I don’t pull back, I lean down, letting my tongue drift down her neck as she asks,  “What’s your real name?”

      “Hammer.”

      “No. Come on…”

      “I’ll make you a deal.”  I nip at the nape of her neck, making her squeal, then bring my head up to stare down into her eyes, pinching her chin a little harder.  “I tell you my first name, I get to strip off these jeans and clean up the mess I made in that sweet pussy of yours with my mouth.”

      She narrows her eyes, pulling her lips together, then swipes her tongue along the seam. Knowing she’s tasting herself on them only pushes the primal caveman inside of me closer to the edge of any reason.

      “Well.  I will say, I taste pretty good.”  She pulls her lips to the side, crinkling her nose biting back a smile, and my Kryptonite shows itself again.

      That fucking dimple.

      I fall like a house of cards in a hurricane.

      “Robin,”  I blurt out, and watch the humor spread across her face as she bites her lip, holding back the laugh.

      “What?”  She answers, not understanding.

      “No, that’s my name…it’s Robin.”

      “For reals?”  Her eyebrows raise.

      I nod.

      “Well, that could get confusing.” She says, her eyes searching my face. “How about, I call you Rammer then?  Get it?  Robin and Hammer?”

      The laugh she’s been holding back breaks free, and as fucking embarrassing as this moment should be, I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from joining her.

      In that moment, I know what I want. To hear her laugh like that for the rest of my life.

      “Jesus,” I manage, trying to regain some control over the situation. “Let’s compromise.  You call me Rob, but not in front of anyone else.  Only alone.  I don’t like anyone knowing my name.”  I leave it at that.  I don’t want her to know it’s not that I’m all that embarrassed by my name, but I like my anonymity.  Even more now that I’ve got her in my life.

      “Deal.”  She nods, pinching her pink lips tight as she holds back another laugh.

      “We had another deal.”  My voice lowers as I reach down and grab her ass in both hands, lifting her up on a yelp with zero effort and turning us around, setting her on a small table against the opposite wall. “Lift your ass,” I order, moving my hands down, unzipping her jeans, then jerking on the waistband as she locks her elbows and pushes herself up.  Her ass rises just enough for me to strip the denim from her legs, down to her ankles.

      I pull harder and the black sparkly flip flops she was wearing fall to the linoleum floor, only to be immediately covered by her jeans when I drop them on top.

      “Rob,” she whispers, and it’s the sweetest fucking sound. The humor is gone from her voice and I like that she’s the only one that’s ever called me that.  It’s ours alone, and I want to create a million other things that belong to just us.

      I kiss my way down her neck, pulling up her shirt, and make my way from one nipple to the other, sucking and glancing my teeth on the pebbled flesh before licking my way down her soft stomach as my cock leaks and my balls twitch.

      As I pause just below her belly button, an odd, unfamiliar sensation tightens its grip on my throat and I realize for the first time, when I do get inside her—and it may not be tonight—there will be nothing between us.

      No condoms.

      If she’s on something, that will be over because I want her bound to me. It’s hard for me to believe this is me thinking these things, but they are as clear as an oracle’s prophecy, and if it takes me the rest of my life, this girl will be mine in every way possible.

      With thoughts of how my bare cock will feel sliding into her hot cunt for the first time, I lower to my knees, my face at the perfect height, and I grip her knees, spreading her, and my eyes feast on the dark crotch of her red panties, decorated with what looks like miniature glow in the dark ghosts wearing red bow ties.

      The room is just dark enough that the little spooks give off that greenish-white glow, and as turned on as I am, I love that under all her armor and seriousness, she’s fucking wearing glow in the dark ghost underwear.

      The more I get to know her, the more fascinating she is, and it only serves to solidify in my mind that this is way more than some one-note sexual attraction.

      But, right now, my brain and my cock are hell bent on getting a taste of her, so I bury my face into the wet fabric and draw a deep breath of her scent.

      It roars through me, harder this time than when I kissed her pussy glossed lips. I know from this moment forward, she’ll be with me always.  I’ll smell her on a breeze, in my dreams, when I need to be strong for us…she will always be there.

      I slip the red cotton down her legs and settle on my knees before this goddess.  I take one last look up into her face.  She’s watching me, her mouth open, golden brown eyes on fire, saying yes, please, god yes, hurry and I have every intention of giving her what she wants.

      I bring my hand up to her hips, jerking her down a few inches as she releases a small scream of surprise at the hard motion, but I’ve got her in the perfect position for what’s next.

      Her scream immediately shifts to a moan and I watch her face as my mouth engulfs her pussy.  Her head falls back and the taste and scent of her arousal punches me in the gut, making stars dance in font of my eyes, and I want to feast here forever.

      I eat her until she’s shaking and I swallow everything she offers.  With my mouth attacking her clit, her fingers twine in my hair, pulling, gripping, until her orgasm takes her hard and she’s a screaming, quivering mess—and I love every moment.

      Her delicious release fills my mouth, but I want more.  I center my lips on her swollen, sensitive clit.

      “No, wait—”  She’s whimpering, pushing my head back. “Just…Jesus, I need a second, it’s too much…”

      I ease up, lapping at her slowly, then bring a finger down and slide it inside.

      “Fuck, you’re on fire.”  I mumble into her perfect pink softness and shift my lips. Kissing her inner thighs as they quiver, pumping my finger in and out faster until I see her eyes flutter back and I plant my mouth on her again.

      She goes off almost immediately, more violently this time.  Her screams shake the small room, her body twisting and bucking as I ride out the motions, driving her climax higher and harder until her thighs grip my face and I look up to see her fall back against the wall, panting.

      “Damn,” I hear her mutter as she tries to get control of her head.  Her eyes are glazed as I get to my feet, and the way she’s looking at me, a voice in my head is saying something I’ve never felt before.

      I love her.

      What the fuck?  I barely know her.  She has some magic pussy potion that’s put a spell on me or some shit.

      I’ve heard of guys getting whacked when they hit that just-right pussy, and they are never the same.  I didn’t believe that, but the way I’m feeling right now I’ve either had a stroke or she’s using some voodoo on me, because I’m seeing fucking rainbows and unicorns and picket fences and a mini-van.

      Her hands dart out to grab my vest and she tugs me into her.  Our bodies connect at the same time as our lips and she’s a needy girl, kissing me hard as I give it back to her in spades.

      That’s something else: I’ve never liked kissing before.  In fact, I always avoided it, being called some pretty choice names in the process.

      But Robin?  Jesus, I could kiss her forever. Her tongue feels perfect twining with mine.  Her lips are soft, just open enough, and it’s like we’ve been choreographing this dance for centuries.

      I pull back for a breath, but more because I miss looking at her face. When I do, there’s something in her eyes. It’s lust, but it’s more.

      Her hands drift down to my belt and there is a mischievous grin that curls her swollen lips.

      “You said we weren’t going to fuck in here. If you set that beast free, there will be fucking. Fair warning.”  I do what I can to keep my words steady because I want nothing more than to sink inside her and fill her with what feels like ten pounds of cum weighting my balls right now.

      “Well, maybe things have changed—”

      Her fingers loop into the leather of my belt.  I watch as she slips it through the buckle, then it’s a quick pop of the top button and the other five basically do the work themselves, just from the pressure of my cock behind.

      Her eyes turn to saucers and fixate on the length of erection standing high and tight like it’s saluting her.

      “Jesus, Mary and Joseph…”  She looks down, then at me.  “Do you carry a concealed weapon permit for that thing?”

      Her fingers move forward, opening to take hold, when I hear it.

      Click.

      The door knob turns, clicks again, Robin yelps and we’re busted.
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      Robin

      

      Rob is rubbing his temples as he stands by the steel table where the bottle of tequila sits next to my empty laundry basket.

      The lady that walked in on us can’t seem to get the smile from her face and keeps glancing my way. She looks at me with some odd joy, nothing that makes me feel worse about being discovered in the back room of a laundromat with my legs wide and a guy I barely know’s cock ready to take all I was offering.

      But, oh my God, for real.

      That cock.

      When this dust settles, I will need to find out who this lady is and send her a thank you note, because she probably just saved me from being destroyed by that horse cock Hammer was hiding.

      I was serious when I said it was a concealed weapon.  He needs a permit to carry around something like that.

      Rob turns my way, his face hard but not angry, as the raven haired lady smacks his shoulder on a throaty laugh and they both move my way.

      My cheeks are about a thousand degrees as they approach and I can see in the older woman’s eyes a kindness; playful, but not cruel.

      “Robin.”  Rob extends his hand toward me, then bends his elbow and his finger point toward the woman.  “This is Luann.  Luann, this is Robin.”

      “Sorry about this,” I start, but she waves me off.  Her fingers are crooked, skin is thin, but she’s pretty.  I can imagine she was a killer back in her day.

      “Don’t fret one second. Us girls gotta get what we need.  No shame.”  She smiles and her teeth are crooked, yellow from nicotine, but I feel a genuine warmth.

      My adrenaline and the tequila is still pushing my needle into the red. I’m still reeling from the orgasm Rob pulled out of me. I mean, I know how to work a vibrator and I’ve had orgasms before, but nothing—I mean nothing—like what just happened in that back room.

      I’m still vibrating inside and I really should thank her for interrupting when she did.  I wasn’t thinking straight.  I told myself no fucking and I was about to throw that right out the window when she intervened.

      Nothing but sex.  That’s what this was.  Is.  Whatever.

      It was fun, now it’s done.

      At least that’s what I keep telling myself.

      “A little lust and tequila at three AM in an empty laundromat.  Sounds like a good romance book to me.”

      “Okay,” Rob interrupts.  “Let’s just forget this ever happened.”

      His voice is hard and my heart sinks.

      I’m the one that said it’s nothing but sex, but to hear him dismiss what just happened so quickly, I don’t understand why it feels like there’s a strap crushing my heart.

      “I knew it was him.”  Luann nods towards the copy of Pride & Prejudice.  “Who else would be here in the middle of the night? I also know he’s been known to use the back room on occasion.”  She bobs her eyebrows at Rob and the sinking feeling turns to a stabbing pain in my chest.

      “Well, I should be going.”  I shuffle around them to the washing machines that hold my clothes.  Thank God they are all done, and I start opening each one, stuffing the damp clothes into my basket.

      “You need to dry them.”  Rob comes up next to me, but I shift away.

      I hate that I can smell my scent on him.  I hate him right now.

      “No,” I snap. “I hang them out to dry. I need to get home and get them on the line before they start to smell.”

      “Robin.”  He grabs my arm as I lift my basket and try to head to the door. “I want to take you to dinner. Tonight.”

      “I can’t.”  I twist my arm from his hand.  “I have research for a case. Thanks for the drinks. I really need to go.”

      “No,” he barks, and I shoot him a glare.

      “I told you what this was. You also said you would never force me.  Well, I want to go and I’m going.”

      I spin and march toward the door.  My heart is hammering in my chest and I do everything I can to get to the door without turning around.

      This is not for you.  This is not what you want.  He is not what you want. You have plans, he probably has an arrest record.

      I hate that in such a short time he made me feel something.  I should have known.  Why else would he know he could get into that back room?  He’s used it before, and he had no problem saying we should just forget it ever happened.

      Stay the course, Robin.  Seneca—and certainly Rob, Robin, Hammer, whatever his name is—are just brief distractions on your way to where you want to be.

      Don’t fuck it up.
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      Hammer

      

      “Robin’s not here, I’m afraid.” Her uncle looks me up and down like he’s wondering how I know her name, and I don’t blame him. As far as I’m concerned, the fact he’s cautious about me is a good thing. I respect him for looking out for her. “Can I help with anything?”

      I shake my head. “Robin was recommended to me. I don’t really want anyone else to deal with this. Besides,” I add, “she’s already started taking a look into things for me, sort of got a head start.”

      He frowns. “Haven’t seen you around here before.”

      “No. We know each other outside work.”

      “And what sort of work is it that you do, Mister…?”

      “Just Hammer...stein. I’m an engineer.”

      It’s not really even a lie. After all, I do take on engineering work and fixing all kinds of shit for cash in hand. I wouldn’t exactly call it a job, since I don’t pay taxes or have any permits or anything, but it is work.

      “Hammerstein? Like the musicals?”

      I nod. “Exactly. Everyone calls me Hammer.”

      He seems to buy the lie easily. “Well, I can tell Robin you stopped by when she gets here. But she has court this morning, so I’m not sure when that will be.”

      “Fuck, of course, those trumped up fucking charges against Leonard Graves.” That explains why she wasn’t at her house when I stopped by before I came here.

      When she said I was a fucking creeper, she wasn’t off the mark at all. I know her schedule, I know her cases and I know where she’s supposed to be at every moment of every day. There I was, panicking that she wasn’t where she should be, and all the time it was me who was in the wrong place. Should have gone to the courthouse and found her before the case started, but it would be too fucking late now.

      Fuck.

      Her uncle narrows his eyes at me. “You know Leonard?”

      No. I just make it my business to know everything about your niece. “Yeah, Leonard’s a good guy. That cop set him up.” That, at least, is true. I looked into the details after I found out she was going to be representing him. I’m no lawyer, but I know people who know people who can find out the truth about pretty much anything that goes on around here.

      “Well, that’s what we’re hoping to prove. Don’t worry, Robin’s good at her job and the evidence that fell in our laps about this case should be more than enough to convince a courtroom.”

      I know. Because I gave them the evidence.

      “I’ll let her know you stopped by, shall I?”

      “Sure. Here’s my number.” I scribble the name, Hammer, on a piece of paper on his desk, then add my cell number underneath. “I’ll be waiting for her to call.”

      He frowns at the paper as he picks it up. “Any first name?”

      I shake my head as I turn and head for the door. “Just Hammer. She knows who I am.”
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        * * *

      

      “Fuck off,” I say to Chain as he makes a lewd gesture with his beer bottle, taking a little longer to lick around the rim before knocking back a big gulp.

      They all know about what happened last night. And that means fucking Luann blabbed. I’d try to be mad at her, but there’s no point because I know it won’t last. She might be a thorn in my side right now, but she’s a sweet old lady and a friend.

      “Who would’a guessed that lawyer chick is a fucking sweetbutt?” Troy chuckles as he turns to the bar, and I see red.

      In a moment, I’m in his face, my fist twisted into the collar of his shirt as I growl low. “Don’t you call her that.”

      Troy’s face straightens in an instant, but his eyes still look like their smiling but he holds up his hands in surrender. In a straight fight, I don’t know which of us would come out on top, but right now I don’t care about that. I’ll defend her honor with my life if I have to.

      “All right, take it easy. Just busting your balls. But I am the club president and if you don’t take your hands off me I’m going to have to do something neither of us will enjoy.” He narrows his eyes at me, and I let him go. “Good choice. Look, no harm no foul. She’s a sweet girl and I think I speak for all of us when I say I’m relieved you finally did more than just read your fucking romance novels in that back room.”

      “They’re not romance novels. They’re classic literature.”

      He chuckles. “Whatever you need to tell yourself. If they gave you the idea for what Luann saw you doing, good for you.”

      “Whatever.” I say, not convinced that his apology is genuine but not wanting to push things further.

      He claps me on the shoulder. “Just happy to know you’re human.”

      “Actually, there was something I wanted to talk to you about.”

      “Well?”

      “I want to use the cabin.”

      “What?” Killian is sitting on the other side of the room, but somehow he heard what I said. He’s shaking his head already. “That’s a fucking hideout for when we need it. No way.”

      Troy shoots him a look and he falls silent immediately.

      “No fucking way!” Saint stands up from the table in the corner, the legs of his chair squeaking against the polished floor as he pushes it back, his eyes darting to me and Troy. “Hammer, is that you?”

      I shrug my shoulders. He’s looking down at his phone, then up at me and Troy, then back at his phone. “Is what me?”

      “This video. It’s all over the fucking internet, dude. They’ve done that thing to it but…” He looks over at Wrath, who raises his eyebrows. “Filter.  That’s it, some sort of fucking filter, made you look like the fucking hulk or some shit. Take a fucking look!”

      “What the fuck?” I stomp over to him and grab the phone. As I watch the video my heart sinks. “Jesus Christ. This is all over the internet?”

      Saint nods. “Gone viral.”

      The video shows me, very clearly, taking down three assholes as they disrespect the most beautiful woman in the world in the middle of a produce aisle. Those fucking girls with their phones must have shot it when I saved Robin from those fuckers.

      “Fuck…” I mutter, but Troy hoots as he looks over my shoulder.

      “So that’s how you persuaded her to let an ugly motherfucker like you inside her pants.” He’s chuckling, but falls silent when I turn towards him with a growl, and he takes a step back. “Let me get you those keys to the cabin.”
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        * * *

      

      “What are you doing here?” The way Robin tips her hips to the side as she puts her hand there, looking all sassy, nearly makes my knees go out. Jesus Christ, that girl knows how to draw my attention to her juiciest bits, the way the pencil skirt shapes around those hips, over those thighs… “Hey, Rob, up here.”

      I grin as I meet her eyes. “What can I say?”

      “You could say sorry for going to my god-damned place of work and giving your number to my fudging uncle.”

      “Oh.”

      “Yeah, oh.”

      “I told him I was a client. Your secret is safe.”

      “Yeah, well, it doesn’t matter anymore. What do you even want from me? I have things to do.”

      “No, you don’t.” I shake my head, unable to quit grinning when she narrows her eyes at me. “You won your case today, tomorrow is Veteran’s day, your office is closed. What do you have to do?”

      Her face goes red, either rage or embarrassment, I can’t be sure. But one thing I can be sure of: there’s a wry smirk playing at the corner of her lips. “I do have a life of my own, you know. I need to get dinner for a start. A girl’s gotta eat.”

      I shrug. “Come for a ride with me.”

      “What? Were you even listening to me?”

      “I was listening. Dinner can wait. I’ve got a spare helmet and leathers in just your size. Picked up some jeans and a top I think are your size.  You can change quick, get on the back of my bike and come for a ride.”

      She hesitates for just a moment longer than someone would if they were going to refuse, and my heart soars. “Where?” She asks. “I don’t have—”

      “All evening. Yeah, I get it. You need to eat. But first, you’re going for a ride with me.”

      “Well…” She pulls her lips to the side. “I haven’t actually ever been on a motorcycle before. I guess we could go for a spin around the block.”

      “Perfect!” I turn and grab the bag behind my legs, then thrust it at her. “Put these on… Actually, I could come and help if you like—”

      The grin lights up her face as she shakes her head. “Uh uh, mister. I’ll be fine getting changed on my own, thank you. Don’t want you getting any ideas.”

      She slams the door in my face, leaving me standing there grinning like a teenager with a crush. “Too late for that,” I mutter as I head back to my bike.
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        * * *

      

      “Um, Rob, I said a quick spin around the block. Where are we going?” Her voice is windswept and high pitched as she shouts into my ear. I can’t help the hard-on I’ve been wearing since she got on the back of the bike and put her arms around me, leaning close for safety.

      “I thought we could head out of town, blast it down a quiet road somewhere. You said you’d never been on a bike before, so I wanted to give you the full experience.”

      “Um, I still haven’t—” She lets out a little squeal as I punch the bike up another notch, and my cock grows another inch as I wonder if she’ll make that same sound the first time I get inside her.

      “I know you haven’t eaten. Don’t worry about it. I have a plan.”

      She makes another little squeal sound as we take a corner at speed, then when she regains her composure, she shouts into my ear. “A plan?”

      I laugh. “Just trust me, Robin. You don’t like it, you can just say and I’ll take you right home. But you have to at least give me a chance.”

      “You know this is technically kidnapping, right—Ohh my God…” She laughs as I take the turn onto the dirt road that leads out to the cabin, throwing up dust in our wake. “You’re going to get us both killed,” she says, but her voice is playful.

      “Not a chance, angel. I’d never let anything happen to you.”

      Ten minutes later, I stop the bike outside the cabin and kick down the stand as I climb off. I take her around the waist and help her off, then grin as I indicate the cabin.

      “You coming?”

      She shakes her head as she pulls off her helmet. “I don’t think I should. You could be planning to murder me or something. Quiet shack in the woods, away from anywhere…no can hear the screams.”

      I laugh. “You don’t have to go inside. But there’s something I want to show you. Trust me.” I lead her around to the back of the cabin, to where I’ve set everything up.

      After I left Troy and the others at the bar, I got a few things from the store, then came out here before I went to her place. There’s a blanket set out for the picnic, and the food is all inside in the fridge. But in a bucket of part-melted ice set beside the blanket is the most expensive bottle of wine they had.

      Robin’s eyes go wide when she sees it all. “Ham—Rob, this is…wow.”

      I nod, grinning. “You said you needed to eat, and we’re going to eat. I’ve got food inside. I didn’t know what you’d want right now, so there’s fruit, cheeses, cold meats, salad—”

      “You busted all this out for me?  Your friend with benefits?  Remember our deal?”

      “I remember.” I answer and leave off that I just leave off the part that I didn’t agree.

      She shakes her head. “Look, this is amazing, but it’s fine, you don’t need to make any special effort. We were clear last night, what happened was just about sex. Friends with benefits, just without the friendship part.”

      “I want more than that,” I say, my tone firm hate it every time she says that friends thing.

      “I’m saying it’s fine. If you have other girls at the laundromat that’s your business. If you have a thousand girls a night, it’s all cool.” She shrugs one shoulder, but it’s clear from her face that it’s not all cool.

      “You think I have other girls?”

      “Don’t you? You were very sure of yourself breaking into that back room.”

      I take a deep breath. “Fuck. Yeah, I get into that back room all the fucking time. To read my book in peace when there are too many other people around.”

      “Sure.” She narrows her eyes, as if she can’t quite believe it, so I make a cross over my heart. “But… You said to forget about what had happened.”

      I can’t help myself. I start to laugh as I realize what she thought. “Oh, fuck, you thought that was for you?” I shake my head. “Robin, that’s…I meant that for Luann. She’s a fucking blabbermouth at the best of times and I don’t like anyone knowing my business. I told her that so she wouldn’t go telling all the guys at the club what she saw. Not that it worked…”

      “What?” Her face goes red. “The other bikers know what we…” I nod. “And they know that…” I nod again. “Oh no.” Her hand goes to her face to cover her eyes, but her shoulders are rocking up and down with laughter. “They probably think I’m—”

      “I set them fucking straight. I won’t have anyone thinking you’re anything but mine.”

      “You don’t have to protect my honor, Rob,” she says, meeting my eyes.

      “Yes I do. I have to protect you from everything that might hurt you. You’re mine, even if aren’t quite up to speed yet.”

      She draws closer, pulling her bottom lip in between her teeth. “Such chivalry.”  Her tone is sarcastic but there’s something more.  “How can I repay you?”

      “Dinner.”

      “I’m not hungry anymore. Not for food, anyway.”

      “Look Angel, don’t fucking tease. You get me started, I don’t know if I’m going to be able to stop.” I take a step back from her, but she just continues forward, getting inside my comfort zone and glancing down at the front of my jeans.

      “Well, I don’t think you want to stop, judging by that thing.”

      “That thing has a mind of its own.”
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      Robin

      

      There’s so many reasons I shouldn’t be here right now.

      So many reasons I shouldn’t be doing what I think we’re about to do.

      But none of that seems to matter right now.

      All I can seem to think about, is his cock.

      The next few minutes are a blur.

      Hammer scoops me up, pulling me up and literally throwing me over his shoulder on a grunt.

      “We’re going to do this,” he grits out as he strides through the door of the cabin and into a small bedroom with a simple bed, fitted with all white linen which is an odd contrast to the rustic, minimal structure.

      He flips me off his shoulder and down onto the bed. There’s fire in his eyes.  This man who has been at moments so sweet, so kind, but what I’m looking at now is more beast than human.  Something has changed and I should be scared but I’m wildly turned on.

      “Listen,” he starts, stripping the black leather belt from his jeans.  “You’re my old lady now.  You get that?”

      It’s hard to believe this is me.  I’ve always been so conservative, controlled. I never drank until my twenty-first birthday.  I’ve only had one parking ticket.  I never skipped school.  Got my undergrad and law degree in five years with an overall GPA of 3.92.

      So, what I do next, I don’t know where it comes from. But it feels right, and I decide to live in the moment and go with my gut, throwing caution out the window.

      “I get it,” I answer, shifting up onto my knees and pulling my tank top over my head, tossing it into Rob’s chest.  I lower my head, letting my hair hang down in my face while I bring my hands to the center of my back and unclasp my bra.

      On a flip, I arch, throw my hair back and let my breasts free, then sling shot my bra right into Hammer’s face.

      “You like putting on a show,” he rumbles, dropping his hand to the front of his jeans and gripping the length pushing out on the fabric.

      “For you,” I answer, flopping down on my back, my head hanging just off the edge of the bed, and I slip off my tom’s and then wiggle out of the jeans he bought me which fit perfectlys so I’m laying naked before him.

      He looks bigger from this angle. I’ve never been this wanton woman before, but with Hammer, all my inhibitions melt away in those green eyes.

      So many things that shouldn’t work between us, but they do, and I want to give myself to him.  I want him to know right now, at least in this moment, he owns me.

      I lick my lips, open my mouth, and run one of my hands down the center of my chest and over my belly, until I feel the wetness as I make small circles around my clit.

      With my mouth open, the invitation is clear and I hear a growl rumble from his chest.

      He strips down in a flurry of motions as I watch.  His cock is even more impressive from this angle, and for a second fear clutches my chest wondering how the hell I’m ever going to fit that thing anywhere inside me.

      Mouth included.

      But the gauntlet has been thrown down and I’m not one to renege on an offer, so I’ll just do my best and hope I don’t disappoint.

      “You sure?” He asks, maybe seeing the fear in my eyes, and I give him an upside down nod, my mouth still agape leaving little doubt I’m ready and waiting.

      Knowing he’s hard, and that he’s hard because of me, is such a turn on, my finger moves faster on my sex and if he’s not careful, I may cum just from the anticipation.

      “From now on.”  He sucks in a breath through his teeth.  “This is your cock to take care of.  You’re my old lady, but this is your man’s cock so it’s a hell of a responsibility. He’s waited for you for a long fucking time and I’ve got some pent-up need with your name all over it, angel.”

      I nod again, not breaking character, with my mouth open and fingers still moving on my clit, which his eyes latch onto and he steps forward.

      “I can’t wait to fuck that pretty mouth of yours.”

      His dirty words only make me worship him more.  I’ve heard the term cock worship before, but I never understood its meaning until now.  I want to show him how he makes me feel. With my mouth.

      “God damn, baby.  If I had known this was waiting for me, I’d have dragged you out of that courthouse the first day I laid eyes on you.”

      I couldn’t respond if I wanted to, because he brings the swollen knob head to my lips and stuffs it inside my mouth.

      I’ve never done this before, but I saw it in a video once when I was in college and my room mates used to drink cheap beer and watch porn, laughing at how ridiculous and unreal it was.

      As soon as I taste him, wetness runs out of me and my fingers work my clit faster and faster.

      My jaw is stretched to its limit as Hammer’s cock drives over my tongue, pushing on my tonsils and then retreating.  Over and over, deeper and deeper, as spit seeps from the corners of my lips and drips into my eyes.

      The texture is unlike anything I expected, so hard and so smooth.  His balls hang onto the bridge of my nose, covering my eyes as he thrusts in and out, holding the sides of my head.

      “You are my perfect little fuck doll, aren’t you?” He asks, but an answer is impossible.

      His fingers twist in my hair and I realize everything narrows down to this.  His cock in my mouth. I can’t see, I can barely breathe, and it’s all so erotic my orgasm builds until I’m on the edge.

      “That’s it. Work that clit.  I want you to cum with my cock in your mouth, little girl.”

      His movements quicken.  He’s released my head and his hands grip my tits hard and squeeze.

      He’s fucking me without remorse, and I gasp as I reach up and grab his ass, trying to find some control, but there is none.

      I’m at his mercy.  The mercy of his cock down my throat. And as we become a frenzy of movement, sucking, spit, grunts and cursing, my mind starts to spin.

      I never imagined I would want this.

      He’s using me. Using my mouth, driving as deep as he likes and pinching my nipples until I yelp around his girth.

      “You realize this is the last cock you will ever have in your mouth, angel. All your holes belong to me now, so get used to it.  It won’t always be easy.”

      His balls tighten, I feel them move on the flesh of my face and his cock grows inside my throat.  The head is as hard as a baseball and probably as big by now, and when I hear his groan, the base of his cock pulses and I taste the first spray of his release over my tongue.

      “That’s the taste of pleasing your man, angel.  Never forget…”  He grunts out before a string of swear words fill my ears.

      His hand replaces mine between my legs and he shoves a finger in deep, driving me in a second to my own climax as I gulp down his salty gift and feel the pinch on my clit and my nipple at the same time, making stars dance in my eyes as my body starts to feel like it no longer belongs to me.

      Because it doesn’t.

      I’m covered in spit and cum, barely able to remember my own name, when Hammer scoops me up and flips me around.  My ass is nearly dangling off the edge of the bed and he shoves my knees wide.

      “Open that pretty pussy for me. You’re a horny little thing, aren’t you?  You want this cock deep inside.  You’re so wet, so ready.”

      “Yes.”  I manage through uneven breaths.  My climax is still vibrating through me, but it’s not enough. I don’t know if it will ever be enough with him.  “I’m ready.”

      “Of course you are,” he grunts, and I moan, moving my hips as much as I can, trying to connect with the head of his cock which has not yielded one bit of its hardness from his own climax.

      I’m shameless, close to begging, when he leans down, bending at the waist, and I feel his hot breath on my sex.

      “Hold your knees.  Spread wide.  I want to see it all, up close, before I fuck you into tomorrow.”

      “God,” I whimper as he bites into my inner thigh, a jolt of pain blinding me, then suddenly his mouth is on my clit.  His tongue is doing those magical things it does, and I’m chanting his name and grinding myself against him.

      The familiar ache is growing, the need taking over, but he pulls his mouth from me and I bite back my disappointed groan.

      “Not yet.”  He stands. I’m panting, nearly sobbing, when he raises a hand and brings it down in a wet smack between my open legs.  “This pussy waits for instruction. You be sure to ask before you cum, you understand?”

      I don’t, but I nod anyway.  How am I going to ask first?  I’m practically an orgasm machine with him.  I’ll be asking every five seconds. But even so, the fact that he’s telling me I need his approval to cum only makes me closer to cumming.

      The irony is dizzying, but I have bigger worries.

      How is he going to fit that beast inside of me?

      I’m trembling as he centers himself between my spread legs.  I want him filling me so bad I don’t care how much it hurts.

      My insides tighten, release, tighten again, willing him to be inside me. It’s like a primal hunger that has exploded all around me.

      His hands grip my hips and I try to take a deep breath, but before I can it’s driven from my lungs as Hammer rams every inch of himself down to his balls and it sends me into orbit again.

      “You didn’t ask,” he seethes. “Now I have to punish you.”

      I don’t care.  All I know is I need this.  His overwhelming thickness gives me what I’ve needed, probably since he took that first picture of me at the courthouse.

      Why did I push him away for so long?

      I could have been enjoying this, instead of questioning, wondering, over thinking…

      He pummels me like a rag doll, banging my cervix until I’m nearly sobbing, but I don’t want it to stop.

      I never want it to stop.

      In fact, my focus becomes his pleasure.  It brings me a joy I didn’t understand before now.  The look of need and lust on his face.  The near pain I see in his eyes.

      Oh God, please, this is what I’ve needed.  How did I live without this?  It’s like air. Water. Food. It’s all the things that keep us alive, only more precious.  More necessary.

      Hammer leans down, locking his elbows on clenched fists next to my shoulders as his hips piston in and out, and I have to release my legs and grasp at the bedding below, or he might just drive me straight off the other side of the bed.

      His tattoos flex and his skin glistens with his effort.

      His brows furrow as flesh smacks together.  His cock is causing me the most blissful pain and pleasure, twisted together like a sex candy cane.

      “What do you need, little girl?”

      “You,” I answer on a puff of air.

      The tension deep in my belly is building again, and I try to remember this time I must ask.  The pain is something new, but it’s become part of me.  Part of us. And I press into my heels, driving my hips forward, giving him more depth and giving me more pain.

      “What else?”

      “Please, I want to cum.”

      “No,” he answers, which only pushes my climax closer. “Not yet.  What.  Else. Do. You. Need?”  He asks, each word attached to a thrust that feels like he’s driving into my chest.

      I can’t think.  I don’t know what to say, I just need to let this twisted beast inside of me free.

      I stammer, and he glares at me, halting all movement until I let out a pained groan.

      “Say it!  What do you need?”

      “All of you,” I choke out, nearly sobbing.  “Your pleasure.  All of you.”

      “You want my cum, don’t you, dirty girl?  You want my cum deep inside you, dripping out.  My scent on you every day from now on.”

      “Yes. God. Fuck, yes.” That is what I want and I’m not above begging.  “Please.  I want it all.  You. Your cum.  Please.”

      One hand releases my hip and comes to gather my hair, pulling my head back into the bedding with his cock moving again.  Balls smacking my ass cheeks, his jaw hard.

      “Fuck, your pussy is magic.  I’m fucking close.  I’m going to give you my fucking soul, angel.  I hope you're ready.”

      I start to shake violently.  Tunnel vision takes me and all I see is Rob over me. Ruling me.  Owning me.

      Filling me.

      “Please, I have to cum,” I hiss.

      “I know.  Your cunt is begging for it.  Milking me, like you did with your mouth. Get ready, angel…”  He closes his eyes and I’m bursting.  “Cum.  Now. With me. Now.”

      I explode when I feel the first hot spray inside me.  He grunts, his movements hard, and he seats himself deep, his body pressed on my open folds as we cum in unison, his head dropping to my neck as he pulls my hair to the side, exposing the tender flesh.

      His orgasm is so intense, I feel five, six, seven jets, then lose count as the hot sticky liquid seeps out of me and under my ass as he drops his chest to mine, his weight on me, so I can barely breathe as I ride out the blissful waves of my orgasm.

      But I no longer need air.

      I need him.
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      Robin

      

      “...Robin? Hey, sleeping beauty, you with us?”

      “Huh?” I look up at Emily, who’s laughing at my expense right now but I kind of don’t care. “Sorry. What were you saying?”

      “We were saying you seem to be happy,” Uncle Terry says, also grinning and laughing with Emily. “Things are going well, I take it?”

      I nod. “Better than well.”

      It’s been a week since I went to the cabin with Hammer...Rob...and we’ve hardly been apart since. I’ve spent the night at his place, he’s spent the night at mine.

      His house an older stucco ranch.  Two bedrooms and neat.  Super neat. In that way, we mesh perfectly.  We are both crazy organized and clean.  He’s renovating his garage and from what I see, he’s way handy and can work on most anything mechanical.

      That morning, after he took me to the cabin, the whole world had changed for me. I wasn’t just Robin anymore. Not just the lawyer working for her uncle out in the little town of Seneca with dreams of greater things. Nope, I was more. I was a woman. A sexy, insatiable woman.

      We made love slowly when we woke up that next morning, and I fully intended to just spend the day out there with him, exploring each other, enjoying each other. But then, while we were sipping coffee naked out on the porch, Terry called and said there was an emergency on one of his cases and he could really use my help.

      So back to work I went, and Hammer went back to his club. From there, every day seems better, happier than the last and I’m almost forgetting all the obstacles that could be in our future.

      “It’s nice to see you smiling,” Uncle Terry says, and Emily laughs.

      “And daydreaming about that hunk of burning love boyfriend of yours.” She grins, but it’s not at my expense, or Rob’s, not really.

      Boyfriend.

      That word still feels strange at the moment. I’m not entirely sure I like it. My life was all planned out until a week ago. I knew where I was going, I knew what I was doing. I had things in hand and I had the drive to make those things happen. Now?

      I let out a sigh, imagining the possibilities. Maybe he’ll get bored of me? My heart almost breaks even at the thought. So maybe I’ll stay here with him? And miss out on the things I wanted to do with my life.

      “When’s he supposed to be here?” Emily asks, heading for the coffee machine. “Time for a cup?”

      I shake my head. “Hammer will be here any moment.” I look at the clock.  It’s around two o’clock but the party starts early.

      “And it’s some sort of biker party?”

      Uncle Terry frowns. “I’ve heard stories about those things.”

      I wave him off. “Hammer will take care of me. I’ll be fine.”

      “Hmmm. You know when he came in here he told me his name was Hammerstein?”

      I laugh at that, even though he’s already told me the story. “Just a joke, Terry.”

      “Yes, but what is his real name?”

      Just at that moment, Rob comes through the door at the front of the office, and my hand is already reaching for my bag. “I’ll see you both tomorrow.”

      They laugh as I head out of the door, and I know what they’re thinking: like a lovesick teenager. I wish they were wrong.
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        * * *

      

      I feel like the odd man out,” I whisper to Rob as we go in through the doors of the club. He took me home to change before we came here, and of course I put on what I thought I should wear to a party. Jeans, a sort of lacey sleeveless shirt, black high heels, a gold bracelet my mom gave me when I graduated law school, makeup—not too much, just enough to look my best—a little black jacket thought made me look at least a little tough.

      Well, at least the high heels don’t stand out, although boots would have been more appropriate.

      “You look beautiful,” he says, leaning in to give me a peck on the cheek, and I can’t help the smile that spreads over my face. He can be so sweet. So unlike what most would expect.

      “I don’t know. I think I’m the only one not in leather.”

      “Don’t worry about it, you look beautiful. And I have a surprise for you later.” He winks and I feel a flutter down in my stomach that crashes in a wave between my legs.

      The things he does to me are crazy, and it makes me think again about where this is going. Hammer hasn’t given up many details about his past, but there have been hints. I know what the biker lifestyle is like, and besides the many women I’d have expected—which he’s assured me isn’t the case—there’s also the criminal aspect. I don’t know if the Heartlands MC is a criminal gang, but that doesn’t mean it won’t come back to bite me later on.

      “Hey! You must be Robin!” A pretty girl with chocolate brown hair and eyes rushes up to me. “I’m Meadow, Chain’s old lady.” She frowns. “Ugh, I hate that word. I’m not old.”

      I can’t help laughing at that. “I always wondered about the way that phrase works.”

      “I know, right?” She laughs. “Come over and meet everyone. I’m sure Hammer can be without you for a minute or two.”

      I follow her to the table, where there are several faces I don’t recognize and one I do. Chain’s mom is kind of the den mother around here, and though she seems lovely, I give her a nod of respect. I don’t think I’d want to cross her.

      After I’ve been introduced, the evening seems to just fly by and I almost forget that I’m the outsider here. Despite appearances, this seems to be a friendly, tight-knit group, and it seems like they’re almost ready to accept me as one of them. Do I want that? I’m not sure at this point, but I’ll take friendliness over hostility any day of the week.

      The party isn’t exactly sedate, but it’s not as rowdy as you might expect of a biker gang.

      Sure, the guys get a little drunk. Some of the girls end up dancing on the bar. There’s a general atmosphere of anything goes, and I see several guys and girls pair off—or more than pair in a few instances—and head out towards the back of the club. I’m not exactly a prude, but the situation still feels a little uncomfortable when Rob comes back over to me and takes me by the hand, pulling me up and into him and kissing me deeply.

      “How are things going, darlin’?”

      I giggle. “Darlin’?”

      He shrugs. “Well, that’s what you are, Robin. You ready for your surprise?”

      I nod. “What is it?”

      “Well it wouldn’t be much of a surprise if I told you, would it?” He twines his fingers into mine and leads me out to the back of the club, where I’ve seen the others disappearing earlier.

      “Whoa, hold on,” I hang back as we enter a quieter corridor. “I know our first encounter was in the store room of a laundromat, but I’m not really that kind of girl, you know? That was a bit of a one off.”

      “What are you talking about?”

      I roll my eyes. “I’ve seen others coming back here, Hammer. I know there’s probably a whole load of seedy rooms with flee-infested mattresses out here, where you, me and another girl can have a threesome, but I’m not interested.”

      He starts to laugh. “Me, you and another girl? Who did you have in mind?” Before I can say anything, he’s pulling me in close and our lips are connecting in a deep kiss. “You’re the only girl for me, Robin. How many times do I have to tell you that?”

      “Still, you said there was a surprise, not that we’d be having rough sex on a dirty mattress and—”

      “So you’re saying you’re too good for a quickie in the back room of a biker bar?”

      “Yes. No! Not like that. You make it sound like I’m spoiled. I just—” I frown at the huge grin on his lips, as he kicks open the door beside him and I catch a glimpse of the room beyond. “Oh my...did you set this up?”

      “Surprise?”

      Candles all around the room illuminate a comfortable looking, opulent space with soft furnishings and rose petals strewn everywhere. There’s a box of chocolates on a table beside a huge, comfortable bed and a slick black gift bag sitting on top of the fresh sheets.

      I head straight over to the bed and open it up to look inside, pulling out the most luxurious, decadent, fantastically pretty lingerie. And it’s in just my size.

      “You’re full of surprises, aren’t you, Hammer?”

      He shrugs. “About that other girl…”

      “Screw you!” I shout with a laugh and a grin, looking around to find a screen in the corner that I can change behind.

      “Well, that’s kind of what I was hoping for.”
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      Hammer

      

      She gives me a wink.  “Turn around.”

      I spin on my heel and listen to the sounds of her changing clothes, my cock already at full capacity, knowing what’s happening.

      “Okay.” Her voice is soft and sweet as I turn back around and my jaw nearly dislocates when it falls open.

      “Angel.”  I rub, then grip my chin.  “I think I died and went to heaven.”

      She’s standing there with the sexiest smile. The light green little sheer babydoll deal I bought is perfect on her, and seeing the look in her eyes only makes it more beautiful. I close the space between us and play with the lace hem of the lingerie while I walk her backwards toward the bed. “All new linens too.  Just in case you were worried.”

      Her eyes sparkle. “You are full of surprises.”

      “Can’t have you getting bored of me.”

      “I don’t see that happening.”

      “Good.”  I ease her onto her back and lay her down, running my hands down from her shoulders, over the slick fabric.

      She lets her legs fall open in invitation and I don’t hesitate.  I bring my lips to hers and slide my fingers between her slick folds.  She’s soaking for me and I want to be everything for her.  I want to protect her, provide for her, give her pleasure and laughter and adventure and security.

      I just hope she wants the same.  Forever.

      I slide a finger inside, she’s still fucking tight as hell as the warmth and the way her cunt clenches around my finger makes my cock jerk and ache.  This whole thing I’ve planned here is more than just a fancy fuck in the back of my pseudo family’s bar.

      I have another surprise for her, but it will have to wait, because I need her like a drowning man needs air.

      I work that special spot inside her with my finger, faster and faster, while I whisper into her ear.

      “You’re mine now. I can’t stay away from you.  I won’t.  This pussy, this heart, this soul…I need you.”

      My words have her hips moving with the strokes inside her pussy.  I lean down and take her clit with my tongue, and her back arches as she falls over the cliff into bliss.  Her walls tighten and her release spills around my finger as I pulse and drag every second of bliss from her climax.

      When she’s wilted a bit and catching her breath, I bring her fingers to my mouth and suck on them, then stand up and strip off my vest and t-shirt.  Then I free myself from my boots and drop the rest of my clothes, my dick standing tall and weeping at the tip.

      I climb onto the bed, straddle her sweet face and push my cock down toward her lips.

      “He needs a kiss.”

      Her lips open easily as her hands slip around the base, pulling the head to her mouth.  Her tongue darts out, lapping at the drops of pre-cum as she moans and closes her eyes.

      “All for you, my angel.”

      She takes me between her lips into the wet warmth of her mouth, and my balls tighten, ready to deliver, but I want inside her.

      I hold steady for a few seconds while her amazing mouth does what it does, then pull back.

      “Hey…”  She pouts.

      “You’re a good girl.  But I need inside you.”

      I shift and move between her legs, rubbing the head of my dick between her slick, hot lips and I know it’s time.

      I line up, her tight opening sopping wet and ready, but I need to say something.  Something I’ve wanted to say, probably since the first time I saw her.

      “I never want to let you go, Robin.”  I clench my jaw, willing the next words to come out.  “I love you.”

      Her eyes go wide and she halts her breath.

      Fuck.

      I fucking ruined it.

      A chill starts to wrap around my heart.  You can’t undo some things, and saying something like that, when the other person either isn’t ready or doesn’t feel the same, fucks it all up.

      I open my mouth to try to do some damage control when her eyes well up and her hands are on my cheeks.

      “I love you, too.”  She blinks back the tears.  “I’ve never said that before.”

      Fuck yes.

      “Me either.”

      I slide a few inches into her and press my lips to hers, sweeping my tongue into her mouth as her legs spread wider and her hips come up to take more of me.

      Her heels lock around the backs of my legs and I give her a hard thrust.  She still can’t take all of me at once, but she’s getting better.  I pull out, push back and after a few more rocks of our hips together, I’m all the way home.

      Hearing her moans and whimpers as we kiss, I know it still hurts when I’m buried to the hilt, but she’s told me she loves it.

      I wrap my fingers into her hair, holding her head steady as I fuck her into the mattress and the bed creaks and knocks against the brick wall.

      After a minute, her body relaxes and I can ease nearly all the way out then back in.  Her pussy is pulsing and gripping, milking me, and I try to keep it slow but the animal inside of me is pacing.

      She must feel it. She breaks our kiss and our eyes connect.  “Fuck me. Hard. I want to feel you so deep inside me I’ll never forget.”

      I do just that.  Both of us heaving and grunting as our bodies slap together.  My balls spank against her and the muscles in my back are in spasm, trying to hold back my orgasm.

      I shift my hands down and grab her hips, holding her as I drive deep and her body releases more slick lubrication, and I’m so close.

      “Fuck, baby.  Your pussy is going to be the death of me.”

      With that, her nails score my shoulders and her body twists as her climax takes over.  Her grip on my cock locks down and I drive as deep as she can take and let myself go with her.

      I think of my seed finding her womb like I do every time I cum inside her, but this time feels different.  I’m giving her my cum, but I’m giving her my love.  All of me. And I hope she understands that’s what this is to me.

      Everything.
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      Robin

      

      I watch Hammer’s chest rise and fall in slow, deep breaths as he sleeps.  I trace the ink and fight back the ever-present doubt that somehow he and I could make this more than just a love story that could never really work.

      After all, I haven’t given up my dream of moving back east and finding my place at ProPublic or the First Amendment Coalition, or Anti-Defamation League.

      The ache in my chest reminds me that I’ve fallen hard for this leather-wearing biker who repairs heating and cooling equipment and runs what are more than likely some sketchy deals for the club.  I respect everyone for what they do to make a living, as long as they aren’t hurting someone else, but I can’t see that this is a match that would fit with the future I see for myself.

      Or saw for myself.

      I squint my eyes closed, I don’t want to ruin what we have right now and living in the moment is the choice I make.  As irresponsible as that may be.

      Maybe Hammer, Rob…would come with me.  I haven’t shared my dream with him and that’s not totally fair.  Maybe, just maybe, he would be open to a change.  It’s hard to imagine. These people here in Seneca are his family, but miracles happen and maybe not tonight, but soon, I’ll need to have a talk with him and see if there is any way our worlds could merge in a way that fits us both.

      My body is still humming from the pleasure he brings me, and hearing him say I love you for the first time.  The sounds of the bar are getting louder as the afternoon turns to evening, and I lean over and kiss his shoulder.

      “Mmmm.”  He turns, eyes still closed, and kisses the top of my head.  “Sorry, Angel, you wore me out.”

      “It’s okay.”

      His lips stay planted on my head and it feels so perfect.  Protective and possessive at the same time.

      I’m nestled in the crook of his arm, my cheek on his chest, when he runs a hand down under the blanket and over my hip, then resting it on my belly and the simple touch sends a shiver through me.  My thoughts of how we do and don’t fit together are one thing, the fact that I could be pregnant with his baby right now is completely different, and I wonder how I could have been so irrational.

      It’s time.  Waiting to have an important conversation is stupid.  I’ve already let this go too far and it’s not fair to either of us, and possibly the life we’ve already created, to stall at the practicalities any longer.

      “Rob?”  I ease up onto my elbow.

      “Yeah, babe?”

      I take a second to choose the words.  I want this to be productive, but when I think I have my head wrapped around the perfect approach we are both jolted from the moment.

      The sound of a gun shot, screams from the women in the bar and the sound of something hard hitting the door end the conversation before it can start.

      Rob is up and in his jeans before I can get my next breath.  He leans down, pulling on one boot while hopping on the other foot, then he switches, shooting a look my way.

      “Stay in here,”  he barks.  “You understand me?”

      “I…”

      “Stay here!”  He repeats as he pulls on his t-shirt, then his vest, and stomps to the door.  “Do not come out until I come for you, or one of ours.  Lock the door behind me.”

      He opens the door, the sound of men and women yelling and things being knocked over, glasses breaking and mayhem filling the small room.

      “Okay,”  I finally answer, slipping out of the bed to find my way to my clothes.

      “I love you,”  he says as he slips out the door and slams it behind him.
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        Hammer

      

      

      By the time I emerge from the hallway into the bar, there’s hardly a table or chair not overturned.  There are bloody knuckles, broken noses, and the floor is slick with beer and broken glass.

      I’m in it in a second, I don’t ask questions. This is our house and you defend it without hesitation, and figure out what the fuck is going on later.

      I dive forward, coming behind a black leather jacket that has Bulldog in a choke hold.  He can hold his own, but he’s closest and I’m ready to crush whoever thinks that can come in here and disrespect our place.

      As I maneuver behind the attacker, his colors come into view and ice floods my veins.

      Satan’s Seminoles.

      Fuck.  How’d they find me?

      I don’t dwell, it’s time to fight and fight I will.

      I grab just about the only intact beer bottle from the floor and swing it over my head, bringing it down in a crack on the back of the skull of the asshole that is locked in battle with Bulldog.

      He’s fucking tough, he doesn’t go down, but blood streams from the cut on the back of his head and he releases Bulldog, spinning around and I recognize Fury from my time with the Seminoles.

      “Fuck, yeah!”  He nods, with hate in his eyes.  “Here you are.  Long time.”

      “Fuck off.”  I’m not here to reminisce, so I bring a fist into his chin from below, then another one into his gut, and Bulldog is right there with a double shot to the center of his back, dropping him into the glass and mess on the floor.

      “What the fuck?”  I say as we both turn to head to the next battle.

      “They’re looking for you, man.  What the fuck is right!”

      We don’t keep talking. Bulldog takes on one guy who’s got Jackal in the corner.  He’s holding his own, but Bulldog double teams him and a second later, there’s another heap of Seminole ass on the floor.

      Troy’s got another by the throat and drops him in a bleeding heap under the dartboard.

      He turns to me shakes his head and we both grab two more and the battle continues.

      The place is trashed, only two of theirs are standing when they put their hands up in surrender.

      “Okay,”  one says, blood streaming down his face.  “We have a legit beef with one of our own.  You.” He points my way and I recognize him as Skate.  He was up and coming when I left, but dirty as fuck and would do anything Lukas told him to do.

      “Well, your beef doesn’t belong here. He’s a Heartlands member now.  So take your shit on down the road.”

      Skate shakes his head.  “We need to settle up.  It’s only fair.”

      Jackal and Wrath are next to me, eyes on mine.  “Dude, what’s the fucking story here?”

      “I wouldn’t do their shady shit.  Took off.  Just left.”

      “Yeah, he left.  Defied a direct order from the President.”

      “Then the beef is between them.  Any one of these jokers the president?”  Troy looks around at the moaning, shifting bodies on the floor.

      “Can’t. He’s dead. But we got wind where that motherfucker was and were here to settle the debt. Saw that little video of him taking the guys down in the grocery store.  Social media’s a wonderful thing sometimes.”

      “Fuck.”  I grunt. “What do you want to settle up?  You gonna kill me?  Because I don’t see that happening.”

      “Nah.  Just face us.  You in the center, you take all you can take, you fight your way out of the circle, we’re settled, otherwise, you take your beating until we feel things are level again.”

      A few of the guys from the floor are on their feet again, moving to stand behind Skate and his partner.

      “Nope.”  Troy steps up.  “Things don’t go that way here.  You take us all, or none.  And, from the looks of things, we already gave you a taste of how this will turn out.”

      “There’s a lot more of us back east. We can end this today, or you can start a war.  One you ain’t gonna win, I guarantee you.”

      One thing I know that Troy and my brothers don’t, is the Seminoles are not just dirty, they’re a big fucking group.  Ten men to every one of ours, and if they want a war, it will be all out and it’s guaranteed there will be Heartlands blood spilled.

      And I can’t have that.  Not on my account.

      “I’ll do it.”  I step forward and Troy shakes his head, but I push ahead.  “This is my beef. I need to settle it or this won’t end. Let’s go.”

      I nod toward the door and there’s a few voices from the Heartlands telling me it ain’t gonna happen, but I wave them off.

      “Let’s go then.”  Skate pushes the door open.

      “In the back.  We don’t need anyone calling the cops.”  Troy acquiesces and we file out the front door, around the corner and into the sandy area next to the parking lot, and six of their guys stand around me in a circle.

      “He gets no help.”  Skate barks to the rest of the Heartlands crew and they shake their heads, grumbling, but stand firm.

      “Who’s first?” I ask, starting to grin. This is going to be painful, but not just for me.

      One of them launches himself at me without checking with his buddies. Big mistake. I catch him with a right hook, grab him around the head and slam him down into my waiting knee. There’s a crunch of bone and a spurt of blood, and no amount of Luann’s detergent is going to get that stain out of these jeans.

      Unfortunately for me, the rest aren’t quite as stupid as their buddy, and I feel the dead weight slam into my upper back before he crumples to the floor, knocking the wind out of me as Skate throws a punch into my face. Taken by surprise, I don’t manage to get my guard up in time and he catches me with a glancing blow that has me seeing stars.

      “Fuck,” I grunt as I start to wobble, and I see Troy’s expression drop. He’s allowing this, because I said I could handle it, but it’s clear he’s not happy. I shake my head, because I can see he’s thinking about stopping the fight, but it’s good to know he has my back if I need it.

      Regaining my composure, I drop into a crouch and sweep Skate’s legs out from under him, turning and coming up with a punch to the gut of the guy behind me. He goes down and I turn to face the next, but it’s then that we all hear the shot.

      “What the fuck, Skate?” I growl when I see what’s happening.

      The gun was just to get our attention, but it fucking worked. Coming around the corner of the bar, I barely recognize Grit, Lukas’ son. And gripped in his arms, with the clear threat of a bullet if she doesn’t behave, is Robin.

      “Lukas, put that woman down. We’ve come to an arrangement, man.” Skate turns to me. “This wasn’t part of the plan, you have my word.”

      I didn’t recognize Grit inside the bar, but then I wouldn’t. He was barely more than a kid when I left the Seminoles. He must have been one of the unconscious bodies on the floor, but they all looked pretty much the same in the heat of the moment.

      Robin looks terrified, but that brave streak is shining through because she’s stomping her feet and trying everything to wriggle out of his grip.

      Grit shakes his head. “I’m Lukas’ son, Skate. I should be the new president of our chapter, and this right here is how we get payback. Don’t you recognize this chick? She’s the girl from the video. The one that motherfucker beat down those guys for. She’s his woman. We take her, we use her however we fucking want, and then everything is settled.”

      There are mutters of discontent from the other Seminoles. They might be assholes, but they’re not fucking monsters. Kidnapping an innocent girl seems like a step too far, even for them. Skate takes a step towards Grit, but comes to a stop with his hands up when the gun is pointed at him.

      “That motherfucker defied my dad, Skate. You don’t get to take payback away from me. She’s coming with us, and if you guys know what’s good for you you’ll get on your bikes right now and ride with me.”

      “Okay, dude, whatever you say.” Skate shoots a look my way, like don’t hate me, man, I’ve got no choice, but I growl in response because he does have a choice.

      As they all start to move toward their bikes, with Grit grinning wide in triumph, I prepare to move forward. I won’t do anything to put Robin’s life in danger, but if they think I’m going to let them take her away from me they’re wrong.

      I’ll hunt down every last one of them if I have to.

      But as I meet Robin’s eyes, she shakes her head, does that lip pull, nose crinkle thing and her dimple comes out, and it’s clear that she’s about to do something. I grit my teeth, ready to launch forward.

      But I don’t have any time to step.

      Before anyone can react, Robin takes the opportunity with Grit’s guard down and shoves her elbow into his gut. It’s not hard, but it’s enough to take him by surprise and make him lower the gun, and that’s when she really moves into action.

      That girl must have been taking fucking ninja lessons or something, because I can barely believe my eyes at how fast she moves. She stomps on the top of his left foot. She ducks out of his grasp, spins on the spot and lands a jab right into his throat, his eyes going wide as she crushes his windpipe. A second later, she grabs the gun out of his hand and sweeps it over the guys standing around before turning it on Grit.

      “Guys, I’m an attorney. You all know what that means. This ends right this fudging moment.”

      The Seminoles raise their hands, a few of them chuckling at Grit, who’s still struggling to breathe. He’ll be fine, but I don’t think his pride will ever recover.

      “You’ve had your moment, I’d say everything is settled, wouldn’t you?” She casts her eyes over the gathered crowd, settling on Skate. “Wouldn’t you?”

      He grumbles under his breath. “He still hasn’t paid for what he…”

      “Excuse me?”

      “Yes, ma’am.” He turns his eyes down.

      “Good, because I don’t think you want a whole courtroom to hear how your pussy asses were taken down by a girl, right?”

      Troy starts to chuckle, along with the other members of the Heartlands. My little firecracker.

      “Looks like it’s time you were on your way, guys,” Troy says, crossing his arms over his chest. “I ever see any of your faces around here again, I’ll set the lawyer on you.”

      There are a few grumbles, but I hear the words fair is fair among them as Skate grabs Grit by the scruff of his neck and they head for their bikes.

      And then Robin runs my way, throwing her arms around me, and I know that all is right with the world.
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        * * *

      

      As soon as we’re back inside, Robin grabs my hand and pulls me towards the back. The other guys start to laugh knowingly, but I shoot them a look and they fall silent. I know they want to celebrate the win with us, but we were in the middle of something before the Seminoles interrupted, after all.

      “We’ll save you a beer,” Troy says with a chuckle as he heads behind the bar.

      “Tequila,” me and Robin say at the same time, and I meet her eyes.

      “There’s something I need to talk about with you. In private,” she says.

      I nod. “Me too.”

      When we’re safely behind the closed door in the back room, she turns to me, still breathing heavy. “That was quite invigorating.”

      I laugh. “You’re telling me. Where did you learn to move like that?”

      Robin shrugs. “I meet people in my line of business.”

      “Well, let’s get one thing straight. I don’t ever want you risking yourself like that again. Got it? In future, you let me handle things. I don’t want any risk of you getting hurt. I’m there to protect you, okay?”

      She nods. “That’s kind of what I need to talk to you about. I do love you, Rob, but I have to come clean. My career is important too. I know you’ll never leave your family here, and I get that, but there are things I have to do with my life. I have to help people, I have to protect people. I’m doing that here, but it’s not enough, I want my life to mean something. As soon as I can, I want to head out east.”

      I draw a deep breath, nodding. “And I’ll follow you.”

      “What? No, I can’t ask you to do that.”

      “You’re not asking, I’m telling you. This isn’t even a discussion. My Mom and Dad are back east anyway, and with the Satan’s Seminoles dealt with, there’s nothing to stop us.”

      “You’re from out east?”

      I nod. “Sure am. The Burg. There are things I haven’t told you, and I will, but know this, baby: you’re stuck with me. From now until the end of time.”

      She grins. “Are you sure? I mean, won’t you miss the Heartlands MC?”

      “I will, but just because we’re not living here doesn’t mean we can’t visit. They’re family, and they always will be, but you’re my family first. Or, whatever, you know, maybe you could start something closer by. The club is always looking for good investments. Either way, we’ll work it out.” I pull open the drawer beside the bed and reach inside. “Baby, you’re my family, I mean that. Wherever you go, I’ll follow. I want us to always be together.”

      Grabbing the little box inside the drawer, I turn to her with a grin, and drop down onto one knee.

      “Hamm—Rob, what are you doing?”

      “I love you, Robin.”

      “I love you, too. What are you? Is that…? Oh my god…”

      I slip the ring onto her finger. “Marry me. Please. I know I don’t deserve you, but your mine anyway.”

      There are tears as she nods. “Yes. Oh, god, yes please. I want to be yours.”

      “You already are, baby,” I say as I rise, taking her into my arms. “We’re a team, and we’re going to have a wonderful life. Let’s live this ride together. Wherever it takes us.”
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      Six Months Later

      

      “A little to the left.”  My wife is directing me as I do my best to hang her diplomas in a perfect row on the back wall of her new office.

      “That good?”  I ask.  “Or, maybe a tenth of a tenth of an eighth of an inch more?”

      She squints at me and pokes her tongue out.

      “I’m just saying.”  I shrug. “I want it perfect too.”

      “It’s fine.  It is perfect, I just can’t believe this is really happening.”

      I work my way around her desk where she’s standing there in one of my white t-shirts and a pair of her jeans with paint smudges all over them both.  She’s still the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, even running on almost no sleep and paint splattered across her cheek.

      Especially, because her tummy is starting to turn round.  She’s three months pregnant and every day she fucking glows more and more.

      “It’s happening.”  I lean down and kiss her and that jolt of desire shoots directly to my cock.  It’s like the first time every time, and I wonder sometimes if it’s all a dream.

      “Okay.  So, we have an hour before we should head back to the house.”

      “Well, hanging your diplomas was the last thing on your list.”  I rest my forearms on her shoulders and intertwine my fingers behind her head.  “You should probably take a nap before we head out.”

      “I’m not tired,” she grouches, but her tone tells me otherwise.

      She’s had a rough first trimester.  Barfing, and tired, but the last week it’s been easing up, thank God.  I’ve done what I can.  Ice cream was about the only thing she was craving and could keep down, so every day I’d bring home new flavors and even bought a separate freezer just so she could have a selection at her fingertips anytime she needed it.

      The girls at the club and my mom and hers are throwing her a baby shower today. It’s an all girl’s affair which is fine with me.  The guys and I are going to head out for a ride in our own sort of celebration.

      I lean down and kiss the top of her head, and she sighs and leans into my chest.  “I guess I could use a couple minutes of shut eye.”

      “I know it’s true,” I whisper, drawing in her sweet-smelling hair and thinking of everything that’s happened in the six months since the tequila shots at Luann’s.

      We made the trip back east.  Introduced each other to both our sets of parents. Mine, of course, adored Robin. Hers had a bit of a harder time warming to me and I get it.

      Their little girl, law degree and all, ends up with a biker with a GED and calloused hands. We worked it out.  I took her dad out one night and laid it all out for him.  What she meant to me, what I would do to keep her safe and secure.  I may not look the part, but I am her missing piece and she’s mine and it confused the hell out of us for a hot minute as well.

      She interviewed with a few of the groups doing the work she thought she wanted.  None of them panned out. They offered her a couple internships, but when we talked about her options, she was pretty down in the dumps.

      But, life has a way of surprising you sometimes.

      While we were at my folks place playing poker one afternoon, a package was delivered from an attorney to my mom.

      It was bittersweet.  Both her parents passed away.  There was a gas leak in the home where she grew up.  It was an older home, more a mansion, and an old gas pipe started leaking while they were taking their afternoon naps.

      By the time the gas detector sounded, it was too late.  The attorney sent a letter they had written to her a year before, telling her they loved her and they were sorry. They left her their entire estate and also a hefty trust fund in my name.

      Fast forward, my parents retired and, sick of the cold winters in Pittsburg, bought a ranch about twenty miles outside of Seneca.

      When her folks found out, they decided to take the plunge themselves.  They retired and bought their own place in Reesville, a nice suburb about twenty minutes from us.

      I went from lone wolf, to husband, soon to be father, and surrounded by both my Heartlands brothers and sisters, and all our family.

      It’s bliss.  We got married at the Ride or Die, her family and mine there, and it was a hell of a party. She wore a white, full on deal wedding dress and I wore a white dress shirt, black bow tie and my leathers.  It was a come as you wish affair and everyone had fun and came to have a greater understanding of one another.

      When I got the news about the money, Robin and I decided to set her up with her own practice here, so we’ve just finished working on her new office space.  She’s going to do some pro bono work, and work her way into some civil rights and immigration law as time permits.  She’s pretty stoked about being a mom, and has already started getting weepy wondering how she will ever be able to go to the office and leave the baby.

      With all the family we have around, I told her our child will never be without someone around that loves them, but I can see in her eyes, that might not help.

      Whatever she wants, I’ll support her.  My education and skills are limited, but with some support from the club, and my new-found financial freedom, I’m starting a construction company and we’re going to be opening a custom bike shop as well.  I like to work with my hands and doing nothing doesn’t appeal to me—even with a wife who is an attorney and a bank account that would let me sit on my ass for the rest of my life.

      Nothing else ever came of the Seminoles, and although I considered paying them a visit when we went back that way, some things are better left alone.

      Robin starts humming into my chest and we stand there for a long moment just enjoying each other and the moment.

      “Rob?”  She whispers.

      “Yeah, Angel.”

      “I think we should christen my office.  Now that’s it’s all done.”

      My cock stirs as she tilts her head back and looks up at me with that sexy smile that tells me she’s in need.

      “I think that’s a great idea.”

      I reach down and pull my t-shirt off her head, and she returns the favor.  We strip and admire her as she turns in a slow circle, tip-toeing over to the small sofa on the opposite wall from where I hung her diplomas.

      My cock is hard as steel as she lowers herself to her knees in front of the couch and does that ‘come here’ thing with her finger and her eyes.

      I don’t waste time.  I’m in front of her, and her fingers are around my cock as she slips the head between her lips.

      The slick warmth of her mouth makes me moan.  She works me until my balls are aching, but I want something else.

      “Hold on.”  I slip my cock from her mouth and guide her to sit facing me on the sofa.  “I want to see you.”

      I run my hands over her tits, which are growing every day.  She reaches down and guides me inside her.

      The tip pops inside, and she holds my face in her hands as she takes me deep.  She rocks and moves until I’m seated down to the base, and then she starts to grind down as I grab her hips and fuck her like it’s the first time.

      She’s cumming, and I know we’re going to leave a wet spot on her new sofa—she will probably chap my ass because of it later, but right now, who the fuck cares?

      I’m fucking my wife.

      And that’s something I’ll never get tired of.

      We buck and slide together as I pull her tit to my mouth and suck hard.  I bite onto her nipple and that sends her off again and I’m right behind.  The way her body clutches and pulses always sends me off.

      We finish off, laughing and sweating and breathing hard, and I look up at my red-haired angel and know how my father always felt about my mother.

      I may have married above my pay grade, but I’ll spend every minute of the rest of my life proving to her we were meant for each other.

      I had almost no idea what life had planned for me.

      Robin had her own plans.

      But fate decided to take us on a different ride, and I can’t wait to see what’s around the next turn.
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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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        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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