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    Prologue


    Summer 2145


     


    Rosalind Martin trembled, pain flooding through her in pulses of agony. She was huddled with fourteen other women inside the truck where the Headhunters MC had shoved them a few hours ago. She gripped Laci’s hand tightly, feeling her heart wrench because the younger woman was in this truck with her. Laci didn’t deserve to be here with Rosalind, or Roz as she preferred to be called; she was much too young at only eighteen. Roz swayed against the side of the truck as another wave of dizziness hit her.


    Damn, that last hit from Jumper must have given her a concussion.


    Six weeks ago Jumper had kidnapped her from the parking lot of the doctor’s office where she worked. He’d hit her in the head from behind knocking her out and when she woke, Laci’s pale face was hovering over hers. While she was out Jumper had shoved her inside the little room she’d labeled ‘the hovel’ with Laci and four other girls the night he’d taken her. Jumper had then promptly forgotten about them. Thank goodness there was a small sink inside the bathroom or they would have all died. Jumper only remembered to feed them three times the whole six weeks she’d been inside that little room.


    Tonight when Jumper and his friends dragged them out of the hovel she discovered that he was part of the Headhunters MC. In the dying rays of the sun several hours earlier, she and the other five women were loaded into a van and transported to a clearing where they’d been moved into this semi. Roz hadn’t wanted to permit herself to be stuffed inside but she’d allowed it, not because she wanted to, but because she felt responsible for the younger women with her. She was the oldest so she needed to protect Laci and the others. Which was why she was currently in agonizing pain from the blows she’d received from Jumper and his buddies.


    When he was shoving her into the truck earlier he was kind enough to laugh wickedly before telling her and the other girls that they were going to love being whores for the Cutthroats MC. Roz was pretty sure that it wasn’t something they were going to enjoy if the Cutthroats were anything like Jumper and his crew. Since the Cutthroats were obviously buying women from the Headhunters, she wasn’t putting much faith in the fact that they would be good men.


    Good men didn’t buy women like property.


    Roz touched her head, feeling the stickiness of the blood coating her fingers and throbbing pain that made her moan. She needed to get it together and find a way out of this truck. Roz knew that she needed to get away from these men but she didn’t want to leave any of the others behind. She was thirty-two and most of the others were barely over the age of sixteen and that meant that she needed to help them get away. It left her with few options because escaping with fourteen young women in tow wasn’t going to be easy.


    Roz had tried to keep them all hopeful in the little hovel they’d been stuffed inside, but to be honest she wasn’t very hopeful herself. Her life hadn’t been an easy one and she was sure that this was just another chapter of crappiness in the story that was her life. Once when she was younger, much younger, she’d thought that her life would be different, only that hadn’t happened.


    Nope.


    She’d lost everything when she was only twenty. Having lost so much in her lifetime, she wasn’t holding out much hope that she would get out of this newest situation with her sanity intact. Looking around at the other young women in the barely discernable darkness, she wondered how many of them would recover from this ordeal. Several of them were beaten, or raped, or both. Thankfully, none of her group had to worry about that because Jumper had an issue with limp dick so none of the five girls with her had been raped but the others inside this truck weren’t so lucky.


    Thea, a young woman of about twenty-two, was raped only hours ago outside the trucks they’d been loaded into while they all watched. Roz had tried to stop them and received a hard kick to the head after Jumper had knocked her down, laughing and telling her she was next. He hadn’t stopped hitting her once she was down either. That beating was what caused her throbbing head and the dizziness that currently had her swaying against the side of the truck despite its lack of momentum.


    The only thing that had saved her from the horror of being next was the arrival of a scary looking man with a beard and a thick scar that covered the left side of his face. He’d roughly knocked a man on his ass before telling the others to get the women into the trucks because they were rolling out. The men had jumped to do his bidding minutes after he spoke, which let Roz know that they feared him. Not that she blamed them; despite his short stature, he was frightening. She hadn’t liked the look of him; he had cold eyes.


    Roz shivered again, remembering those eyes landing on her as she lay bleeding on the ground where Jumper had left her. She wasn’t sure why the man’s eyes had sent a cold spike of fear down her spine. She just knew they had.


    She’d watched the man who’d moments before been raping Thea jerk his pants up, putting away his little pecker. He’d stumbled to his feet and uttered a quick apology to the man, who’d shaken his head and muttered, “Just get them in the trucks. We don’t have time for this shit.” He looked frustrated and that made his face even more intimidating. Roz was glad when he’d moved away.


    She’d known then that the cold-eyed man was in charge and that realization made the already fading hope she tried to hold onto slip away further. That man had no mercy inside him and if she was correct, he was one cold son of a bitch.


    After his arrival, she and Thea were shoved into the truck and the door was slammed shut. After a short time, Roz felt the vibrations of the truck and knew they were moving until about thirty minutes ago when they’d stopped. Roz knew she needed to work on a plan to get them out of here but her head was pounding so hard that she couldn’t seem to think straight. Placing her hand to her head, she groaned a bit when she touched the cut over her eye. She felt the wet stickiness and cringed; the damned wound was still bleeding. Roz knew it should have stopped by now but she didn’t have anything to press against it to make it stop.


    Laci leaned into her side and Roz winced, letting out a hiss as pain hit her hard. When Jumper had kicked her in the ribs he must have bruised them or even broken one because damn, that hurt. Laci looked at her with wide eyes Roz could barely make out in the darkened trailer.


    “Are you okay?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.


    “Yeah, I’m fine, you just brushed against the spot he kicked me,” Roz told her just as quietly. Laci pulled away.


    “Sorry, I didn’t think about it.” Roz felt bad for saying anything because the girl sounded heartbroken that she’d hurt her. Hugging the younger girl, she breathed out of her mouth trying not to moan out loud from the pain the movement caused her.


    “It’s okay,” she finally said, then paused because something was happening outside the truck. Roz could hear loud bangs like gunfire and yelling. The girls around her huddled together, all of them hoping that they weren’t about to die because whoever was out there fighting with the Headhunters would open the truck next and then who knew what their fate would be.


    Roz tried to move away from the back of the truck where she was towards the entrance, wanting to be closer to the door when it opened so that she might be able to assess their options when they were faced with either the Headhunters or the people who were shooting at the Headhunters. Roz grabbed her side, moaning as she stumbled to her feet, leaning into the side of the truck instead of falling to her knees as another heavy wave of agony hit her.


    “What are you doing?” Laci hissed, looking up at her in surprise.


    “I need to be closer to the door so I can see what’s going on when they open it.”


    “No, stay here. You’re already hurt. Please.” Laci’s face was barely discernable in the darkness but Roz was sure she could just make out a haunted look on the girl’s face.


    “I’ll be fine. I’m not going to do anything except look around when they open the door, don’t worry. It’s going to be okay but we have to get out of here and in order to do that, we have to see what our options are.”


    “I’ll help,” Karen, another of the young women who’d been with her inside the little hovel said, moving out of the huddled mass of women.


    “Okay. We just need to get about a foot from the opening so that we can look at everything and assess what’s going on. If they are going to kill us, then maybe we can figure out a way to get away by knowing the lay of the land so to speak,” Roz told the twenty-year-old waitress. Roz pushed hard against the truck wall and stood swaying slightly as she moved towards the door holding the wall for support.


    Every step hurt and her head pounded. The throbbing was almost unbearable by the time they reached the spot she wanted to be. She sat down hard, moaning as a wave of fiery pain moved through her side. Her eyes closed as she fought to stay aware. She couldn’t pass out now, she had to save these women, they were depending on her.


    Karen held her arm in a tight grip, hissing into her ear, “Are you going to pass out? Shit, I know you’re in a lot of pain but if you go down they are going to panic and you know that’s going to get someone else hurt. Just try to stay awake.”


    Roz knew that Karen was right but she didn’t know if she would be able to stay conscious much longer; she was already feeling a bit disoriented and she was so dizzy that she almost couldn’t sit up anymore. Pressing the right side of her head into the side of the truck, feeling the coolness of the metal against her skin, she tried to steady herself. She was grateful when the world seemed to slow to a crawl and she wasn’t feeling like she would lose consciousness anymore.


    Roz listened to the shouting outside the truck, hearing a few more bangs and then silence for a long while. She was thinking that maybe they weren’t going to open the trucks here when someone banged hard on the truck’s roll-up door, causing fearful cries to rise up from the other women. Suddenly the door was opening and Roz peered out into the night hoping that what they found when the door was fully open wasn’t worse than what they had already seen. Her heart was pounding hard and her head still felt fuzzy like cotton was stuffed inside filling it up. The cut over her eye throbbed and she felt blood trickle down her eyebrow.


    Pushing herself up to an almost standing position against the wall, she moaned again. Resting against the wall for a few seconds until her eyes cleared, she could make out several men standing near the entrance of the truck. She looked them over, her eyes exploring them. The first man she saw was large, likely six two and wide in the shoulders. The next one was shorter but he had a mean look about him and she felt a sinking pit forming in her stomach when she saw they were all wearing leather biker vests.


    Damn.


    She hoped they weren’t the Cutthroats because what she’d heard of them was freaking scary. She assessed each man and realized with dismay that she wouldn’t be able to get past these men easily. They held an air of competence that the Headhunters hadn’t and that meant this had just gone from bad to worse.


    Just freaking great.


    She was about to move back towards the others when one of the men stepped forward holding his hands out and looking grim. “It’s all right, no one’s going to hurt you,” he said, his voice familiar, but different at the same time.


    She gasped and stopped moving away, instead staring in shock, her ears ringing, blinking hard trying to clear her vision because surely she wasn’t seeing what she thought she was. She stumbled forward, her heart now in her throat and the dizziness almost overwhelming her but she had to get closer to see if it was him.


    To be sure.


    When she was inches from the entrance she realized she wasn’t hallucinating, it really was him. He’d gotten bigger and his face was more rugged but it was him, it was Toby. She stumbled to a stop and gazed at him, her eyes glued to the face that had haunted her for so long.


    “Toby?” Roz asked, her fear gone because she knew that no matter who he was now he would keep her safe. It didn’t matter that years had gone by or that he wasn’t the same boy who’d left her so many years ago, none of that mattered because it was him. He was here.


    “My God, it is you,” she said, feeling the pain spike when she went to move closer to his position. She could see his eyes widen as he took her in and then pain flashed across his face before it was quickly concealed. Roz felt the dizziness tugging at her and she swayed. Knowing that she wasn’t going to be able to fight it off this time, she tried to fall inside the truck but she felt herself pitching forward out of the trailer, her body going limp as it refused to work.


    Roz felt his arms reach out, catching her as she fell, landing safely inside his arms instead of on the hard ground like she’d expected. She tried to pry her eyes open to gaze at him but they refused to respond. She heard him speak and the husky almost hoarse sound that escaped him thrust her back to another time, one where everything was right in her world and she was safe.


     


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 1


    Summer 2121


     


    Rosalind sat next to the tree with her book resting on her drawn up knees, trying to read but finding herself listening to the sound of her parents inside the house instead.


    They were arguing again, likely about her father going out to work in the garden today. He was sick and her mother thought he shouldn’t be trying to work in the yard. She only wanted to protect him from himself but it made her father mad. Rosalind hated that he was sick at all.


    It was frustrating for eight-year-old Rosalind to understand why he was sick when no one else around them was. It made it hard for Rosalind to make friends and she got angry with him. When she’d yelled at him a week ago her mother angrily told her it wasn’t her father’s fault that the neurological disease he had was one of the few they hadn’t found a cure for before the floods. Although they had eradicated almost all disease, her father’s was one of the ones they hadn’t.


    People didn’t like anyone who was different and that was why Rosalind was teased at school and had trouble making friends. No, it was Maryann’s fault that she was teased really, not her father’s. Rosalind tried so hard to ignore the other girl’s meanness but Maryann was just too evil to ignore.


    A light breeze ruffled her wheat-colored hair and she brushed it from her face. Rosalind reached over into the bag of chips she had brought out with her, taking one. She crunched on it hoping the sound of it would drown out the yelling floating outside from the open kitchen window. Of course it wasn’t loud enough. Sighing, she looked up at the sky seeing the fluffy clouds that drifted by like cotton balls all round and puffy.


    The voices finally moved away from the window and she was grateful. Rosalind knew that her parents’ arguing wasn’t because they didn’t love each other. No, it was because her mother worried too much about her father and his health. Margarita Martin loved her husband and her daughter more than anything in the world and that was why she yelled. And because of that love Margarita did almost nothing except yell for the past four years since her father was told he had Parkinson’s disease.


    Rosalind wished they could go back to a time before her family had known her father was sick because things were better then. Her mother didn’t yell as much and she was always smiling. Now, she was constantly worrying and always trying to take care of her father, which frustrated him. Thomas Martin didn’t want to be sick and he tried to pretend he wasn’t, only her mother wouldn’t let him.


    Still watching the clouds and pondering her predicament, she didn’t hear the boy approach so when he spoke, she jumped and scrambled to her feet, dropping her book.


    “Whatcha lookin’ at?” a boy a few years older than her with dirty pants and a white tank top on asked. He was standing a few feet from her looking up in the direction she’d been looking a moment ago. His hair was dark like a bit of coal with a shiny look that had some purplish highlights in it. Rosalind wondered why boys always got good hair while girls had wheat colored masses of unruly waves that frizzed when it rained.


    It just wasn’t fair.


    She wanted raven wing colored hair like the boy had. It made her reply snarky when she answered him. “Why do you care?”


    The boy looked at her, tilting his head to the side, his gaze considering her for a long moment before he reached down and picked up her book. He held it out to her, smiling a strangely friendly grin that made her nervous.


    Was he part of Maryann’s group of friends sent to mess with her, she wondered? Maryann was her archenemy and she had sent others to come make fun of Rosalind before.


    “I just thought it might be something interesting.” The boy still held out the book but Rosalind didn’t know if she should take it from him.


    After a long hesitation she decided that if she wanted to finish reading it she’d have to. Besides it was a gift from her Dad and since they didn’t have much in the way of credits and this book had cost him a fortune, she would have to take it back. Snatching it and holding it against her chest, she watched the boy give it up without a fight and shrug as he moved to lean on the tree she’d been sitting under. Rosalind stepped back, moving farther away from him warily.


    “You’re a prickly little thing, aren’t you,” he snickered, propping a foot on the tree.


    “No, I just don’t like nosy boys!” Rosalind said, still clutching the book and glaring at the raven-haired boy.


    “Ah, guess that puts me in my place, huh,” he said, laughing outright at that, and Rosalind found that she liked the sound. It was loud and a little deep.


    “So, do you have a name? Or should I just call you Prickly?” he asked after a long pause, still watching her with an oddly indulgent expression on his face.


    “Rosalind––if you must know but I don’t like to be bothered with stupid boys who are just trying to be nosy.” Rosalind huffed because she didn’t need another nickname. She already had one that Maryann had given her and she hated it.


    “I’m Toby. Nice to meet you, Rozzy.” Her eyes narrowed on him in anger at his tone, which was teasing. Great, just great, Maryann had sent him but at least he had made up a new name instead of the one Maryann called her. She hated being called ‘Round Rosy’ in the snide and condescending tone that Maryann used when she called her the ugly nickname. She couldn’t help it if she was a little chunky. Besides her mother assured her that it was just baby fat.


    “Tell Maryann to leave me alone. I don’t want to deal with her meanness. Now, I’m going inside.” She turned to storm away but the boy shot around her like a cheetah until he standing in front of her blocking her path with his arms outstretched. Glaring at Toby, she tightened her grip on the book. Her lips pursed and she wanted to scream at him to just go away and leave her alone.


    “Wait, who’s Maryann?” he asked, staring at her intently and she could almost believe him if it wasn’t for the fact that Maryann had sent others to tease her before him. They always offered to be her friend and then when she told them things, they ran and told Maryann. Maryann then found a way to make Rosalind into another joke. It hurt that Maryann tried to make things harder for Rosalind. Things were hard enough already with her father being sick all the time and her mother working two jobs to keep them fed.


    “You know who she is so stop pretending.”


    “I really don’t know her. I just moved here and I don’t know anyone except you, Rozzy. I just want to be friends,” Toby insisted. Rosalind wanted to believe him but she’d been burned in the past. Steeling her spine she shook her head at the dirty, raven-haired boy who looked at her with a lopsided grin.


    “No, I don’t want to be your friend. Maryann always sends people to be my friend and then she finds out stuff about me and tells everyone so they can make fun of me. So no thank you!” Rosalind made to walk around him again but he moved into her path again.


    “What if I promise not to ever talk to Maryann? Would you be my friend then?”


    Rosalind sighed. It looked like he wasn’t the type to give up easily so she’d have to accept that he was just going to be a pain if she didn’t agree to be his friend. She would just tell him that they were friends and not tell him things because she knew this was a trick. It was always a trick.


    “Fine, we’re friends, but I’m not telling you stuff.”


    “Deal,” Toby said, holding out his dirty hand to shake.


    Ewww…boys were so gross sometimes. But she still took his hand and shook it before she carried her book inside and wondered what the heck she’d gotten herself into.
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    Fall 2129


     


    Rosalind burst into Toby’s apartment, using her key to open the locked door without thought as she had done dozens of times before. This time it was different, she realized, coming to an abrupt halt at the view that greeted her. Her heart, which was already broken from the day she’d had, tore in two at the sight before her. Toby was on the couch with Casey Tompkins and they were kissing.


    Toby was lying across her with his hand under her shirt and his lips pressed to Casey’s. Rosalind wanted to cry even harder than she had on the way over here because she needed him to hold her today, only she had never expected to find him like this. Toby jerked up, looking at her before tugging his hand from beneath Casey’s shirt, sitting up looking slightly guilty.


    “I––I, umm. I’ll just leave you to this then,” Rosalind muttered, unsure what to do with her heart shattered and her brain still screaming a denial over what had happened only hours ago.


    “Rozzy, what’s wrong?” Toby stood and moved towards her but she held up her hand to ward him off because she couldn’t handle dealing with this right now. At least not today, not when only an hour ago her father had died and she was already coming apart at the seams. Toby shouldn’t be feeling guilty over this; they were just best friends and he was two years older than her.


    “Toby, just let her leave. We were busy and she shouldn’t just barge into your apartment like that,” Casey said, sitting up on the couch before she began glaring daggers at Roz. Her lips were swollen slightly and her red hair was mussed, sticking out oddly from her head, which was very unlike her normally immaculate appearance.


    Toby didn’t look at her as he moved into Rosalind’s space, his hands cupping her elbows as he tried to pull her into his arms. Rosalind pulled back trying to leave because she wasn’t able to handle this tonight.


    “Casey, just leave. Rozzy, tell me why you’re so upset now,” Toby said, refusing to release her despite her struggles. His eyes held hers, his look serious as he tried to figure out what was wrong with her. Rosalind glanced down staring at the small indention in his throat, trying not to burst into tears, her heart pounding in her ears.


    “Unbelievable! You’re telling me to leave because of her?” Casey demanded, drawing Rosalind’s eyes to her and she watched Casey jerk up from the couch and begin straightening her clothing.


    “Yes, now get the hell out.” Toby didn’t even look at her as he stared down at Rosalind. Rosalind glanced from Toby’s face, which was set with determination, to Casey who stood with her hands on her hips and fire pouring from her eyes. She wasn’t happy that Toby didn’t seem to care that she was upset with him, Rosalind realized. Rosalind felt a slight thrill slip through her because he didn’t care that Casey was mad, only to discard it moments later. Toby was her friend and no matter how much she may want him to think of her as more, he didn’t.


    “How dare you speak to me that way over her!” Casey screeched, her hands gesturing towards Rosalind and her lips compressed into a tight line.


    “Rozzy, go into my bedroom while I handle this.” Toby pushed her in the direction of his room with a grim expression on his face. Rosalind grimaced at his use of the nickname he’d given her when she was eight. She wanted to refuse but she saw the unyielding expression Toby wore and knew that he would just come after her if she left, so she nodded silently.


    “Fine.” She sighed, turning to walk into his room.


    “Roz,” Toby called after her as she neared the door to his room, making her glance over her shoulder at him. “Do not try to leave through the window because if I have to chase you I won’t be happy.”


    “I said fine,” Rosalind snapped before entering his room, leaning back against the door when she shut it, wondering why she had come here. She should have just gone home and called him, then she wouldn’t have seen him with Casey and this wouldn’t hurt so much. She felt like her world was crashing into a pit from which there would be no escape, ever.


    Rosalind could hear their voices floating from the living room because Casey was screaming at Toby and Rosalind winced. She hadn’t meant to cause trouble for Toby by coming here. She really should have called him.


    “I cannot believe that you’re kicking me out because she showed up here. You know that after this I won’t be back!” Casey’s voice was shrill and Rosalind had no issues understanding her despite the door between them.


    “Look, we both know this isn’t a relationship, Casey. I don’t know what the hell has you so riled up. I never promised you anything and quite frankly I don’t give a shit if you don’t come here anymore. I do care however that you insulted Roz. I won’t stand for that bullshit nonsense that Maryann started with my Rozzy. Now get the fuck out of my house,” Toby told her.


    Rosalind heard what sounded like something crashing to the floor and wanted to peek out of the bedroom to see what had happened but she resisted the temptation.


    “You son of a bitch! That little brat has always been––” Casey began but was cut off by Toby.


    “Casey, don’t make me toss you out of my fucking apartment. I’m not dealing with this bullshit vendetta that Maryann has with Rozzy. You don’t seem to get the difference between you and her so let me make it very clear to you. She walked right into my apartment. Don’t you find that strange since I locked the damned door when you got here, Casey?” Toby’s deep baritone asked snidely.


    “What––wait, she has a key?” Casey’s voice had lowered but Rosalind could still make it out through the door she still leaned on.


    “Yes, Casey, she has a key. Do you have a key Casey?” he asked her and she didn’t hear Casey’s reply, it was too low, but she knew that Casey didn’t have a key.


    Toby liked his privacy but when he’d moved from his dad’s place a year ago, she’d been upset because she used to sneak into his room at night when she was upset or scared. Toby had given her a key and told her any time she needed him that she could sneak into his apartment and he would do what he always did for her.


    Hold her.


    It was why she was standing here leaning against the door listening to them fight in the other room. Toby had always been there for her from the moment she met him. She hadn’t wanted to like him, had even thought that Maryann had sent him, except the next time Maryann called her names, he’d gotten even for her. He’d poured juice on her favorite white dress, and tripped her when she was teasing Rosalind, and once he’d even pushed her because she had hit Rosalind.


    Toby had always been her savior, which was why she was on autopilot today when she’d come here. She’d been upset and she had gone to the one person she knew would always be there for her, just like she always did. She just hadn’t expected to find him with anyone else. She sighed, her heart aching a bit in her chest.


    Rosalind heard something else thump against the wall and she wondered again what was happening in the other room but she didn’t look. It was bad enough that she had barged in on him tonight; she didn’t need to be nosy on top of that mistake.


    “You’re an utter bastard, Toby Hansen. I won’t be screwing you again!”


    “Fine, I don’t really give a shit. After the way you spoke to Roz I can’t imagine this going any further anyway. I don’t know why you’re even still here.” Toby sounded cruel but she couldn’t help the little smile that touched her lips because she knew that despite his cruelty with Casey, he would never treat her that way.


    There was more yelling that was muffled and then the door slammed hard and she heard him locking up. Rosalind moved to the bed, sitting down on the edge and looking up at Toby when he entered.


    “I’m sorry,” Rosalind said through numb lips, her heart still aching in her chest, feeling like she should say more but unsure of what to say.


    “Rozzy, you have nothing to be sorry about. You needed me and you came to me. That’s how it should be. Now what happened, why are you so upset?” he asked, kneeling down with his hands cupping her face as he watched her carefully, his touch gentle.


    “Toby, don’t call me Rozzy, it makes me sound like I’m five.” Rosalind sighed, trying to get her thoughts in order because she knew that she would have to tell him about her dad. She felt tears stinging her eyes and she felt one slipping over her cheek.


    Toby’s thumb rubbed the tear away and his eyes where heavy and dark as he watched her. He leaned forward, kissing the tears from her cheeks. “Fine, I’ll start calling you Roz. Now, talk,” he said gently, pulling back.


    “It’s––dad, he––he’s de––” She couldn’t say it, she just couldn’t. It was as if saying that he was dead would make it real and she didn’t want it to be real. Her heart felt like it was going to shatter all over again as she let out a little hiccupping sigh of despair before she burst into tears, unable to hold back the pain anymore.


    “Damn. Baby, I’m so sorry,” Toby said, realizing what she was trying to tell him. His arms wrapped around her tightly holding her against his chest as she sobbed her heart out, broken over the loss of her father. Toby lifted her into his arms and lay down beside her on the bed holding her while she wept.
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    Rosalind stirred the next morning to the bright sunlight streaming into the room from the window. She felt a hard male arm over her and for a minute she was confused, then the memories from the night before came back to her. She was at Toby’s and he had taken care of her after she’d come here. Shit, her mother was going to kill her because she hadn’t made it home last night.


    “Roz, lay back down. You need to rest, you’ve only been asleep for a little over two hours,” Toby muttered, tugging her back down on the bed.


    “I have to get home. Mom will be crazy because I didn’t come home,” Rosalind told him, still trying to get up.


    “Rozzy, lay back down. I called her an hour ago. She knows where you’re at and she’s fine with it. She knows I’ll take care of you. She had your aunt and Marta with her so she’s fine too,” Toby whispered.


    “I should still go home, she might need me,” she muttered, hoping to avoid talking about last night with him. He pulled her back when she tried to get up and she ended up lying on her back with his pant-covered leg thrown over hers. She stared up at him with apprehension.


    “She’s fine and you need to get some more sleep and we need to talk about last night,” Toby said, his hand gently running over her face, his eyes soft in the early morning light as he gazed at her.


    “I don’t want to talk about it. It’s fine, we’re just friends. Who you date is your business,” Rosalind forced herself to say, trying to hide the hurt she felt that he’d been with another woman when she’d arrived last night. He was eighteen to her sixteen and they had always been friends so it wasn’t like they were dating and he’d betrayed her or anything. Even if her heart said he had.


    “Rozzy,” he began but she interrupted.


    “Stop calling me Rozzy,” she commanded, wanting to hit him for making her feel like a child at that moment. She hated that he always made her feel childish when she was almost an adult herself.


    “Fine, I don’t get why it’s an issue. I’ve always called you Rozzy and it never bothered you before.” He looked angry and confused by her insistence that he stop calling her that dumb nickname he’d given her when they were kids.


    “I just don’t like feeling like a kid, okay. You can still call me Roz. I like it when you call me that, it sounds older and not so childish.”


    He frowned staring down at her and he leaned forward kissing her nose. “Fine, but I’m not losing the my in front of that Roz. You are mine, that hasn’t changed. Which is why we need to talk about last night. I know finding Casey here hurt you so don’t try to deny it,” he said when he pulled back, staring down at her beneath him, a knowing look on his face.


    Rosalind closed her eyes. She wasn’t ready yet to have this conversation with him because it was going to break her already battered heart and she didn’t want to do this today. She was already too upset over her dad’s death. Even though they’d known it was coming for over a year, it still broke her heart that her father was really gone. Her chest squeezed and her eyes stung as tears threatened to overflow them despite the tightly closed lids.


    “Not today, please,” Rosalind whispered.


    “Yes, Rozzy––sorry, Roz. We’ll talk about it now.” She opened her eyes, looking up at him as he hovered over her, a serious expression on his face. “Babe, you won’t ever have to worry about that again, okay. I promise. I never meant to hurt you.”


    “It’s fine. I just didn’t expect you to have anyone here is all. It’s not a big deal. I realize that you’ll eventually find someone to date and that we’re just good friends.”


    He smiled gently, his hand running over her face, his thumbs brushing across her brows. “Roz, you know as well as I do that we’re more than friends. Hell, for over two years you’ve been sneaking into my room to sleep in my bed and I didn’t argue even once despite the fact that I’m not one to allow anyone to sleep beside me. But you belong there, Rozzy, and yes you hate that nickname, I know, but I love it because to me it’s who you are. My little Rozzy.” Toby smiled and kissed her forehead, then her eyelids and lastly her mouth. It was a light caress that surprised her. Toby had never kissed her lips, not even when they were younger.


    “Are we more than friends?” she asked, unsure what was happening. Her heart began to pound in her ears as his lips brushed against hers again lightly caressing her.


    “Yes, we are, babe. We’re much more than just that. We have been for a long time. I was just waiting for you to grow up and realize it. It’s been making me nuts waiting. Until last night I thought it wouldn’t happen anytime soon, but your reaction to finding me with Casey made me realize that you’ve been feeling it too. What you walked in on last night didn’t mean anything by the way. I was just killing time waiting on you. Casey doesn’t even have a shot at my heart.” He smiled at her indulgently, his hand still running over her cheek.


    He looked deeply into her eyes and Rosalind felt like something clicked into place inside her because Toby was telling her that he wanted their relationship to be more than just friendship. It was something she’d been dreaming about since she’d realized she was crushing on him over two years ago when she’d finally discovered boys. All the other girls were dating and talking about boys and she’d realized that she felt that way about Toby, only she had thought he would never see her as more than a child.


    “Toby––I don’t know what to say. Are you saying that you want to date?” she asked, trying to make sure that she wasn’t misunderstanding what he was telling her because once she let her heart believe that he wanted to be her boyfriend, she would be crushed if she was wrong.


    “No,” he said and she felt the softly uttered word like a blow. She shut her eyes again feeling the sting of tears, aching so hard that she didn’t know what to do because when she hurt like this Toby was the one she went to. Now that he was the reason for the pain, what was she supposed to do?


    “I’m saying that I want to marry you, Rozzy,” Toby whispered as his lips slid across her forehead gently. Those words made her eyes pop open in surprise but his next words astonished her. “I love you, Roz. It’s why I nearly went insane last year when you showed interest in Tommy Harris. I beat the crap out of him, you know. Told him to leave you alone or I’d kill him. I’d had a bit too much to drink and well, he was talking about asking you out and I lost it. I couldn’t allow him to take you from me.” Rosalind stared up at him wondering how she hadn’t known that was the reason he’d always hated Tommy. She had always suspected their rivalry was about a girl but she had never in a million years thought it was because of her.


    “Toby, I wasn’t really interested in him like that,” Rosalind said.


    “I didn’t know that. I was crazy because I wanted you for myself and he was talking about dating you. I knew that I wouldn’t be able to handle it, so I made sure he never asked.” Toby looked sheepish as he leaned forward to kiss her lips again. This time his tongue teased her lips.


    She couldn’t believe what was happening. She’d wanted him to feel this way about her but she’d never thought it would actually happen. She gazed up at him, her eyes wide, watching him grin lopsidedly at her when he pulled back.


    “Um––what does this mean?”


    “Rozzy, it means we’re going steady. You’re my girl and I’m your man. Well, that’s what it means if that’s what you want it to mean,” he told her while looking into her eyes intently, his face twisted into a worried expression.


    “I do! I love you too. I just never thought it would happen. I thought we were just friends.” Rosalind still couldn’t seem to grasp that this was really happening and she wondered for a moment if she was still asleep. She pinched her arm hard, letting out a yelp when it hurt her, earning a loud chuckle from Toby who grinned wildly before leaning in closer, his lips brushing hers again before pulling back to smile down at her.


    “No, babe, you’re not dreaming and you’ve been more than just a friend to me for a long time. I’ve just been waiting for you to be ready for our relationship to change.” His lips moved towards hers until there was barely a breath between their lips before saying in a husky, rueful voice, “I was beginning to think it wouldn’t ever happen and that I was going to have to make a move if I wanted to be more than just your friend because you were taking too damned long.”


    Toby’s lips took hers in a gentle kiss that stole her breath and Rosalind knew that after this she would always belong to him.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 2


    Present Day


     


    Roz could feel someone’s hand holding hers and she could hear voices speaking but she couldn’t force her eyes open no matter how hard she tried. Pain throbbed in her head for a long time and then something cold and soothing was injected into her veins and suddenly the pain was gone. It didn’t help her escape the almost dream-like state she was in where she was floating as she listened to them talking, their voices fading in and out as she seemed to fall in and out of a deep sleep.


    The memories that were swirling around inside her wouldn’t let her go. She could hear Toby speaking to someone he called Lance as she faded from one memory to the next, listening when she could for his voice because she was desperate to hear it.


    She wanted to tell him that she’d looked for him for over three years and that she hadn’t meant to leave him but she couldn’t seem to find a way out of the maze of memories that assaulted her. She would rise above the tide thinking she was going to wake only to feel her mind slipping back in time once again.
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    Spring 2131


     


    Roz moaned. Toby’s hand covered her breast making her heart pound. Her lips tingled from where his teeth tugged at her bottom lip as he moved down kissing her neck. Her body was liquid with desire. Her blood fired with a need so strong that she almost couldn’t bear it. Toby pulled back, sitting up in the seat next to her, his hand caressing her face and his breathing heavy.


    Roz sighed in frustration.


    Toby hadn’t allowed their relationship to get past the heavy petting stage despite having been together for over two years. She was ready for their relationship to move to the next level only it hadn’t.


    She knew that he’d had sex before with other girls. Not since they’d started dating, but before they’d become a couple she knew that he’d been with other women. She was beginning to think he didn’t want to take this further with her. Had his feelings for her changed since he’d told her that he wanted to marry her two years ago when they became more than just friends? Was he now regretting it? Was that really why he was planning to leave Cartersville instead of wanting to find a better life for the two of them? Sitting up, she leaned towards him trying to get him to kiss her again and perhaps take this further because they were running out of time.


    He kissed her back when she took his lips with hers. His hand slid around her side under her shirt, his thumb rubbing across her nipple. Toby let out a loud groan freeing his mouth from hers. “Roz, babe, we need to stop. I only have so much control and tonight I’m at my limit.”


    “So don’t stop, Toby,” Roz told him, trying to kiss him again.


    He pulled his hand from beneath her shirt and held her off grinning. “Sweetheart, you’re not ready for that yet.”


    Sitting back on the other side of the truck with a huffy sigh, she crossed her arms over her chest frowning at him. “I think I can decide that for myself, Toby. I’m eighteen and the ‘you’re not ready’ bullshit you’ve been spilling for the last two years is getting old.”


    Toby sighed, looking slightly grim as he watched her carefully as if he were waiting for her to explode. Roz thought it was likely his grim look was because she was starting a fight he wasn’t ready to have. Maybe she was wrong about how he felt about her. He didn’t seem to have an issue making love with other girls so maybe it was that he just didn’t want her? That thought made a sharp ache spear her chest as she felt tears threaten.


    “I know how old you are, Rozzy. I just don’t want to rush into this. We have our whole lives to take this step and rushing it isn’t a good idea,” Toby told her, still watching her with his green eyes slightly illuminated by the light inside the cab of the truck, his face shadowed in the dim interior.


    “Do we have our whole lives, Toby? Or are you just not interested in making love to me? You didn’t seem to have an issue screwing Maribel or Casey,” Roz snapped, her eyes flashing at him in the darkness. She watched his face become a scowl and Roz wanted to take back what she’d said. She had so little time left before he left her for who knew how long and she didn’t want to spend that time fighting.


    “Damn it, Roz,” Toby growled, leaning his head back into the head rest looking tired, frustrated, and maybe a little hurt by her accusation. “It’s different between me and you and you know that since we got together two years ago I haven’t touch anyone but you.”


    “Yeah, it’s different because you don’t want me,” Roz petulantly responded.


    “That’s not true and you should know that. I love you. It’s just that sex is a big step and you aren’t ready. You’re only eighteen,” Toby cried sitting up, his brow furrowed.


    “Well I just don’t understand what the issue is. You were having sex at eighteen. I’m ready! Besides, you’re about to leave in three weeks to go out and make a better life for us. What if you get out there and find someone else?” Roz voiced her true fear because the thought of never seeing him again was breaking her heart. She loved him more than anything. He had been her rock for more years than he knew and she didn’t want to lose him.


    Actually she couldn’t bear to lose him.


    Reaching out, he cupped her cheek, his eyes softening as he leaned forward brushing her lips with his in a tender caress. “Rozzy, that’s never going to happen. I love you more than you will ever know. You’re it for me, baby. I know me leaving is hard on you and if I thought I could avoid it I would, but working in the metal plant for the rest of my life isn’t going to allow us to live comfortably. I want you to have the things you need and want without having to worry. If I can get into one of the better MC gangs then I will be able to provide a better life for us. And you’ll be safer.” Toby rubbed across her cheek, his eyes holding hers as he spoke.


    Roz felt her heart twist inside her because she knew he loved her and yet she always questioned it. She didn’t know how he could love her. She was nothing special. She had ordinary wheat-colored hair, medium-sized breasts, and skinny coltish legs that weren’t really sexy.


    “I don’t need a better life, Toby. I just need you,” she desperately told him, her heart squeezing because it was the truth. She didn’t want him to leave her.


    “Awe, babe, you have to understand that I can’t allow you to settle for that. You deserve better than having to slave over at the drycleaners every week. When we have children I don’t want you to be like your mom. She’s worked so hard to take care of the two of you for the past five years. I helped as much as I could, but you know it wasn’t enough with the medical bills that piled up.” Toby kissed her forehead, pulling her in to rest on his shoulder and holding her close.


    She knew that he was right but she didn’t want to think of him leaving, even if it was for only a year. He was sure that he could get into one of the clubs and come back for her by then. Roz was afraid that he would get out there and discover that she wasn’t what he wanted after all and never come back.


    “Rozzy, I’m not going to forget you. You’re mine and I intend to keep you. By now you should know that.” Toby sounded weary. His arms tightened around her. “If I’m not back in a year, you’d damn well better wait on me. I won’t be happy if I come back and you aren’t here waiting on me.”


    “Huh, maybe I won’t. I might hook up with some other man while you’re gone, have you thought of that?” Roz told him, a slight smile curling her lips because the very idea was laughable. She loved him and the idea that she wouldn’t wait on him was ridiculous.


    Toby sat up, twisting so that she was being crowded back into the seat, his mouth mere millimeters from hers. His hands gripped her arms hard and she felt his fingers digging into her skin. Not painfully but in a grip that was unbreakable.


    “I don’t think so, babe. You’d better wait on me or I will not be nice. You’ve never seen me really pissed but if I come back here and you’re with another man, I just might kill him.”


    “You wouldn’t kill him, Toby, don’t be overly dramatic. You’d just beat the hell out of him.” Roz rolled her eyes as she was pressed back into the seat. She knew Toby and he wasn’t a killer. Toby pressed his nose against hers, his eyes dark with an emotion she had never seen before, his expression serious.


    “Rozzy, I come back here to find you with another man and I will kill him. I couldn’t handle it. I just couldn’t. I love you too much.” Toby’s lips took hers then in a punishing kiss that stung her lips and made her desire burn hotter than it ever had before. She let out a little moan that was crushed against his lips as his mouth devoured hers for another long moment before he pulled back from her with a light nip of her lower lip that left it a little swollen.


    “Toby, make love to me, please. Don’t leave me with nothing to hold onto,” Roz begged after a long moment of staring into his darkly seductive eyes.


    “Rozzy,” Toby whispered, again taking her lips. This kiss was gentle, almost reverent and seemed to go on forever. When he finally pulled back from her he whispered softly, “Call your mother and tell her you’re staying at my place tonight.”


    “Really?” Roz asked. She knew that him allowing her to stay with him tonight meant that he was finally going to make her his because he hadn’t allowed it since last year when things had gotten a little too heated in his apartment.


    “Yeah, I can’t have you deciding to run off with some other man while I’m away because I didn’t show you that you belong to me, now can I?” he asked, a slight smile on his face.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 3


    Present Day


     


    Iron sat beside the bed, his gaze steady on the woman lying there.


    His mind raced with unanswered questions, the least of which was how was she still alive. Since the moment when she had literally fallen into his arms from the truck, he’d been asking himself that over and over again.


    Why had she faked her death? Was it to get away from him? Was that why she’d done it? How long had she been with the Headhunters? Had she been with them for the last fourteen years, he wondered, his head pounding with rage at the thought.


    The notions running around in his head were dark and he couldn’t seem to forget the pain he’d felt the day he’d gone to get her and found out she was dead. It had ripped a part of his soul out and now to find that the pain he felt ripping him to shreds that day had been unnecessary made him want to fly into a rage. He should just get up and walk out of this room and forget that she was even here.


    Shifting in the plastic chair that sat next to the bed that held the woman who had his mind swirling in such a slithering mass of confused thoughts, Iron wondered why he didn’t leave. Only he couldn’t seem to force himself to stand and walk away. He had never been able to walk away from her, his Rozzy. Iron watched her chest rise and fall slowly, her hand clutched in his own because he couldn’t seem to believe that she was really here.


    He stared at the planes of her face seeing the small yellowing bruise above her eye where the nasty gash had been only hours before. Lance had repaired the cut leaving only that slight discoloration behind. He’d also knitted her broken ribs, checked for other injuries, and started an IV because she was slightly dehydrated.


    Even though Lance told him Rosalind was going to be okay, he wouldn’t believe it until she woke. How she had this much power over him after so many years apart, he didn’t know. He just knew that until she opened her eyes he wasn’t going to be able to leave and it had little to do with the answers he wanted from her.


    “Iron, she’s likely to be out for hours. You should go get something to eat,” Lance said from behind him. Iron turned, glancing at him where he hovered in the doorway, taking in the concerned look on Lance’s face. Iron knew that they were all worried about him since he’d said little since she’d fallen into his arms hours ago but he wasn’t ready to discuss Rozzy with them. He knew that they would be there when he did need to talk about it but for now he was worrying his family with his inability to share with them. They didn’t understand because they’d never seen him acting in such a way over a woman, hell, over anyone.


    “I’m good, Lance.” He turned back to look at Rozzy, unable to look away from her for long. It was as if he thought she would disappear if he did turn his eyes away for longer than a second or two. He couldn’t seem to help the need despite what she had done. Maybe when he had the answers he needed from her he would feel differently about her but for the moment she was his sole focus.


    “I can call you the minute she wakes. Go eat, doctor’s orders,” Lance said firmly making Iron glance back at him.


    “Lance, unless you plan on bodily removing me, I’m not going anywhere until she wakes. I won’t go easy and you would need at least two others to budge me and you would likely have to sedate me.” Iron laid out the conditions of his removal from Rozzy’s bedside. He wasn’t going anywhere, at least not before he got some answers.


    “Iron, damn it, that girl isn’t going anywhere and she will likely be in no shape to handle whatever it is you have in mind when she wakes. She’s been through an ordeal and she is going to need time to recover.” Lance sounded exasperated and a bit out of sorts with him but Iron just snorted.


    “Trust me, Lance, she wakes up and I’m not here and you’re going to have more than you can handle getting her to calm down. She won’t react well to being here. She hates hospitals.”


    Iron glanced at Lance, seeing the surprise that crossed his face as something seemed to click for the man and he blurted out, “You know her.”


    “Yeah, I know her,” Iron said, turning back to stare down at her. “At least I used to know her, likely better than I know any of you bastards.” He let out a rueful chuckle because he didn’t know her anymore and that was a painful realization. Rubbing the ache in his chest, he wondered who she was now.


    “I see. Still the girl’s been through an ordeal and you being here might upset her. You should go and get something to eat. Maybe some sleep too. You’ve been here since last night and I know those chairs aren’t conducive to sleep so you didn’t get any last night. I’ll call you when she wakes.” Lance laid a hand on his shoulder, squeezing.


    Running a hand down his face, Iron looked at Lance with a grim expression. “Lance, I’m not going anywhere. You don’t understand the panic you will be dealing with if I’m not here when she wakes up. She’s deathly afraid of hospitals since she was twelve and I am the only chance you’ve got if you’re going to keep her calm, so I’m not going anywhere.” Iron heard Lance sigh deeply before he dropped his hand from his shoulder and stepped back.


    “Fine, I’ll have Mandy bring you something from the diner. Any requests?” Lance asked.


    “Nah, anything’s good, just not a damned salad. That shit’s for birds and Animal’s old lady.” Iron laughed at his own joke, hearing Lance’s snicker over his jab at Animal’s old lady Sammy. She’d been through a lot but her idea of a meal left something to be desired.


    Lance left and Iron resumed his silent observation of the figure on the bed remembering another time he had sat in a hospital waiting for her to wake up. She was twelve and her rivalry with Maryann had gotten out of hand. Roz was pushed off the top of a jungle gym and she’d broken her arm in three places. It had punctured through in one place and she had lost a lot of blood, which was why they’d had her hooked up to an IV when she awoke. Rozzy hated hospitals because the only time she’d ever seen them was when her father was at death’s door. Why the two twelve-year-old girls were on the jungle gym he would never know because she had refused to tell him.


    He could still remember walking into the hospital to hear her screaming like a banshee. A nurse was forcing her back onto the bed and she was fighting for all she was worth. He walked in having been called by her mother to go check on her because she had to leave to go to work before Roz woke up or lose her job. Iron remembered being shocked that she was throwing such a fit. Walking over to the bed, he had leaned over the woman holding her down and spoken. He couldn’t even remember what he’d said, just the way her eyes were wild and tears clung to the corners.


    Roz had calmed almost immediately, her eyes focusing on him as she seemed to settle. Iron remembered sitting with her all day because every time he tried to leave she had freaked. It was a good thing that she hadn’t needed to stay the night and they had let her come home with him that night because otherwise he would have been sleeping in the chair next to her bed just as he had last night.


    Iron leaned forward putting his head into his hands, still unsure what held him here beside her bed today. His mind slipped into the past and he remembered the day he went to get her so long ago.
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    Iron climbed off the bike, staring up at the little two-story house with a nostalgic feeling. Damn, it was good to finally be back here. He’d waited for two years to be able to come and get Roz. He wasn’t sure if she would be angry that he had taken so long to come back. She hadn’t been too happy with him the last time they talked. He felt his heart squeeze a bit at that thought.


    Rozzy would likely be angry with him. It was going to be a hard sell to get her to forgive him but he felt a grin spreading across his face. He would make her forgive him. It wasn’t that he hadn’t wanted to talk to her. It had been hell being away from her for so long and he was damned glad that his wait was finally over. He began walking up the drive, not waiting on Pansy who was climbing off the bike behind him. He needed to see his Roz and nothing was going to stop him now that he was this close to achieving that goal.


    Taking the stairs on the porch two at a time, he was at the door and knocking, waiting impatiently for her to answer it. He knew it would likely be a shock for her that he was here. Last time he had talked to her was over eight months ago. She had told him that she wasn’t going to wait much longer on him to come back. Not that he could blame her but he had wanted to be a patched member before he came for her and that hadn’t happened until last week.


    Now that he was a fully patched Blue Bandit enforcer, he could make a good life for the two of them and things wouldn’t be so hard. She wouldn’t have to slave away at the cleaners because he made more than enough to take care of them and if something happened to him, she would have the Blue Bandits to take care of her. He knocked again, a little impatient to see her, hold her, kiss her. Damn, he’d missed his Rozzy.


    There was grumbling from the other side of the door before it was pulled open and a man stepped out. Iron didn’t recognize him but he was way too old to be anyone Roz was dating so it must be someone her mother was seeing. He stared at the man for a long moment.


    “What the hell do you want?” the man, who wore a white t-shirt with what looked like beer stains on it, demanded.


    “I’m looking for Rosalind and Margarita Martin. Are they here?” Iron asked, confused that this man was here in their house. Had they sold it? Were things that bad? Rozzy hadn’t said it was that bad for them the last time they spoke but perhaps she didn’t want him to worry. Fuck, that made him feel like a total ass.


    “Yeah, they’re gone,” the man grunted, looking put out. “Now leave. I’m not in the mood for any bullshit today.”


    “Gone where? Are they living in town somewhere or are they just out for the day?” Iron questioned the man, not caring much for his attitude.


    “No, boy, they’re gone. Gone as in dead.”


    Iron felt a ringing start in his ears and his chest felt like it had just been slammed with a two-ton anvil. Surely he had heard him wrong. No way had the man just said Roz was dead. That wasn’t possible, it just wasn’t.


    “I’m sorry, you must be mistaken. I’m looking for Rosalind. She would be twenty, she’s five foot three, a little on the thin side and she used to live here.”


    “Are you stupid, boy? I told you she and her momma are dead. They both died six months ago. Now get the fuck off my front porch.”


    Iron couldn’t breathe because it just wasn’t possible that his Rozzy was dead. She was too young and he needed her. She couldn’t be dead. The twinge in his chest began to splinter, spreading over him in a cold wash of dread that seemed to make his whole body throbbing with such agony that he almost couldn’t bear it.


    “How?” he demanded, still not believing that it was true, that this was really happening.


    “Boy, get off my porch,” the man growled, looking angry, but Iron didn’t care. He was going to tell Iron how his Rozzy was dead because surely the man was wrong.


    Rozzy couldn’t be dead.


    “Look, we’re not leaving till you tell him so you might as well speak,” Pansy said from behind him, likely holding that knife he was so deadly with. He’d watched him cut up more than one man with that knife.


    Pansy was one of the only prospects that Iron seemed to actually connect with. Most of the others were complete morons. Iron, having earned his patch, was the youngest member of the Blue Bandits and getting permission to come here had taken a while. He hadn’t wanted another delay by waiting on another brother to be able to come so he had asked Pansy, who he suspected would be getting his own patch soon. Grateful for Pansy’s help since the ringing in his ears seemed to be making it hard for him to think, Iron waited for the man to speak.


    “Stupid girl tried to stop her mother from taking a header down the stairs. Margarita was drunk and she tripped and the foolish girl tried to stop her fall with her body. It broke Margarita’s neck and the girl’s internal injuries were too severe to fix so she died before they could get her into surgery. They buried her on the hill by her mama because I wasn’t paying for either of those bitches to be cremated. Now you’ve heard the story, get the fuck off my porch. ” The man turned and slammed the door with a finality that almost broke him.


    He stared at the door, unable to process the words that the man had spoken. Anger flooded him at the man’s disrespectful tone and the way he’d slammed the door in Iron’s face. Iron didn’t want to accept that there was a world in which he couldn’t be with Roz. It wasn’t a world he wanted anything to do with because it tore him apart. Iron felt numb like everything was in a haze. Pansy laid a hand on his shoulder and Iron felt it but it was like he was in a dream. Roz couldn’t be gone, she just couldn’t.


    “Come on, Iron. Let’s go.” Pansy led him to the bikes and Iron climbed onto his, still hazy and almost unable to think because Roz was gone. He should have come months ago, right after talking to her, and then this wouldn’t have happened and his Rozzy would still be alive.


    “Can you follow me?” Pansy asked and Iron felt his head nodding in affirmation but he didn’t know why he was even bothering. He cranked the bike, following Pansy. He didn’t know where the other man was taking him and he really didn’t care.


    When they stopped twenty minutes later at the cemetery, Iron was grateful for the other man’s foresight because this was where he needed to be. He climbed off the bike looking at the wooden crosses and wanted to roar but he held it in.


    “What was her name again?” Pansy asked, grabbing his arm and looking at him with sympathy clear in his eyes.


    “Rosalind,” Iron’s voice cracked and his throat felt dryer than a desert. Why? Why had this happened?


    “Okay, we’ll find her. All right?” Pansy asked and Iron nodded, unable to speak again, his mind too lost in the roaring mass of pain and a sense of defeat. It took them about ten minutes to find the cross marking her grave. Iron fell to his knees beside the little wooden cross and felt his mind shatter into a million pieces.


    Tears filled his eyes as he stared at the cross bearing her name and he almost couldn’t think because his mind was too chaotic. It was filled with refusals and the need to rage at something. Unable to bear the hurt inside him, he pounded his fists on the ground roaring out a painful denial. Iron didn’t know how long he sat there beside her grave punching the ground and roaring but when he stood, his hands were swollen and his voice was hoarse.


    He moved to where Pansy was standing next to the bikes having left him to his grief. He realized that there was one last thing he had to do. Lifting the soft leather from the saddlebags, he felt another hard ache pound through him. His chest hurt as he lifted it to his face inhaling the scent of leather that clung to it before he walked back to Roz’s grave.


    He knelt there beside her and whispered softly, “I love you, baby. I know you would have loved riding with me and wearing my patch. I’ll––I won’t forget you.” His voice was broken as he trailed off, still unable to let the soft leather go. “I’m sorry I was late. I didn’t know, baby, I didn’t know we were running out of time.”


    He then used his knife to cut a slit in the leather vest so that he could slide it over the wooden cross leaving it with her where it belonged. His patch would never be worn but it would always be right where it was supposed to be.


    Here, with his Rozzy.


    Iron got to his feet looking down at the grave one last time, a coldness settling inside him, one that he knew would never go away because she wasn’t there to warm it.


    His heart was now as cold as the ground in which she lay and he wasn’t concerned as he walked away that he had just left a part of his soul lying on the ground beside her because it was hers anyway. When he reached the bikes, he took another long look at the wooden cross with the leather vest that should have been given in a joyful celebration but was now only a reminder of what he had lost.


    “You ready?” Pansy asked, making Iron turn to look at him.


    “Yeah, let’s ride,” he said, climbing on his bike and cranking it. They were roaring away minutes later. Iron never looked back to see the wind blowing the leather vest or the leaves that fell all around the little grave. He never worried about the part of himself that he had left with Roz because she was all he had ever wanted and now that she was gone it didn’t matter anymore.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 4


    Present Day


     


    Roz stirred, her mind a hazy mess of thoughts as she slowly awoke. At first she wasn’t sure where she was as she blinked her eyes looking at a white tiled ceiling. She felt achy and bruised but most of the pain was gone. A slight panic overtook her for a moment until she remembered she wasn’t with the Headhunters anymore. Toby’s image came flooding into her brain and she remembered seeing him moments before she passed out. She twisted her head looking around the room searching for him.


    She had looked for him for four years before she had given up and settled in Grandyville, a little town that bordered the Blue Bandits territory. It was a quiet town and they didn’t have much trouble until just recently when the kidnappings had started. Her eyes landed on Toby sitting beside her with his head resting on the edge of her bed.


    Reaching out, she lay her hand on his head, surprised when he jerked awake, sitting up to look at her. His eyes were the same bright green they had always been except they held a hardness she hadn’t seen in him before. He had changed, she realized, taking in his face, which was no longer slender and boyish. Instead it was rough and hardened with a slight scar over his lip that looked like it must have been a nasty cut at one time.


    He was clean-shaven and his hair was cut short, it was only about an inch long. It made her a little sad that he wore his hair that way because she had always loved his raven-colored locks. She watched him silently as he watched her. She didn’t know how long they sat there staring at each other but he eventually spoke.


    “How do you feel? Are you in pain?” His voice was huskier and deeper than she remembered.


    “No,” Roz managed to get out, her voice slightly hoarse from the dryness of her throat. “Toby––” she began, but he interrupted her.


    “Iron,” he said, making her brow furrow. What did he mean, iron?


    “I––I don’t understand.” She watched him, confused.


    “My name, it’s Iron now, Rosalind,” Toby––no, Iron said and she felt her heart squeeze a bit inside her because he hadn’t called her Rozzy or Roz. When they were younger he had always called her by her full name only when he was mad at her. It hurt that he was calling her that now.


    “Right, I see, so it’s Iron then?” she asked, testing the name out on her tongue and trying to think of him as Iron instead of Toby. It helped that his gaze which rested on her was hard and unyielding, almost cold even.


    “Yes. Now why aren’t you dead, Rosalind?” Iron asked, his jaw hardening as if he were clenching his teeth. Roz winced; that was a long story and she wasn’t sure from the way he was staring at her that she wanted to tell him about it.


    “I––well I––” she began to speak but was saved by a man walking in, followed by Laci who rushed into the room moving up beside the bed. Laci took her hand, holding it tightly in her own. Roz sat up, swinging her legs off the bed and standing to hug the other woman.


    “Oh, thank God! I thought they were lying to me when they told me that you were okay. I was so scared when I saw you fall out of the truck and then that biker took off with you. I was so worried.” Laci barely took a breath between words and Roz grimaced.


    She met Toby’s green eyes with hers, silently apologizing for the interruption.


    He just stared at her with a blank look she couldn’t read and Roz realized that she didn’t know him anymore. The man sitting in that chair wasn’t her Toby, the young man who’d held her the night her father died; he was Iron, a biker who she had no way of predicting.


    “Sorry, Iron. She wouldn’t calm down until we let her in to see your girl,” the man who’d entered before Laci told him, looking a little annoyed. She looked from Iron to the man and back again trying to assess their moods.


    Were they still in trouble?


    She was certain when she saw Toby that he would never hurt her but now she wasn’t so sure. This man wasn’t her Toby and that meant she would have to figure out if she needed to be concerned with getting the girls away from these men or if they were finally safe.


    “Damn it, Bull, I told you to keep the girl away until I had a chance to talk to Rosalind,” Iron growled, anger evident in his tone as he glared at the other man.


    “I know, but the girl was threatening to continue screaming her head off and frankly I wasn’t in the mood.” Bull looked sheepish as he spoke and Roz watched him for a moment wondering if Laci was safe with him or not.


    “Are you okay? Where are the others?” Roz asked Laci, looking at the younger woman.


    “They’re all fine. They’ve given us all exams––even Thea,” Laci said, looking pale as she said the other woman’s name. Seeing Thea being raped had frightened the girl and Roz wished she could have protected her from the sight of that horror. It hadn’t been a pretty sight even for her and she knew better than anyone that there were monstrous people in the world.


    Roz felt her mind going over the past again and for a moment she was lost in thoughts of her mother’s death and the need to flee from the only home she had ever known. Shaking her head to dislodge the thoughts swirling around inside her head, she looked over Laci’s shoulder seeing Iron was watching her with a hard unblinking stare.


    “That’s good. Everyone’s safe?”


    “Yes, they even told us they would take us home if we want. They haven’t hurt any of us yet,” Laci whispered, but not low enough that the two men didn’t hear it.


    “I already told you, we don’t hurt women!” Bull exclaimed, looking angry. Laci shivered and leaned into Roz’s side.


    “She’s a kid and she has been through enough without you yelling at her,” Roz snapped at him, unable to be silent.


    “I know she’s a damned kid but we’ve been nothing but nice to her in the past few hours and she was screaming like a fucking banshee. If we were going to abuse her we would have done it by now,” Bull retorted, anger still evident in his voice and posture.


    Roz gritted her teeth glaring at him. “Maybe if you moderated your tone and acted like a decent person for a little while, she might not have been screaming her head off!”


    “You think that’s my fault? That I’m the reason she was yelling?” he asked, looking appalled before he pointed at Roz. “Oh no, sister, that’s your fault. You’re the one who fell out of the damned truck into one of my brothers making him refuse to allow anyone near you. So her freakin’ out is on you, not me.”


    “This is ridiculous. The girl’s seen that Rosalind is fine. Take her and get out, Bull, and if she starts screaming again have her sedated,” Iron growled, having hit the end of his patience with the situation it seemed.


    “Tob––” Roz started to say but a glare from Iron made her correct herself. “Iron––it’s okay if she stays. She’s just a kid and she has been through a lot in the past month.”


    “I didn’t ask what you thought, Rosalind. I’m losing what little bit of patience I have and this isn’t helping. You owe me some answers and I don’t think either of us wants an audience for this conversation.” Iron stood, his shadow falling over her and Laci where they stood. His face was hardened into a mask of darkness and she wasn’t sure if she should push it. He was not the same man he had been when she knew him better than she knew herself. This man was scary and he didn’t seem to have any softness inside him anymore, which meant she was going to have to talk Laci into going with the other man and hope like hell he didn’t hurt her.


    “Laci, hon, go with, ummm––” Roz paused, having forgotten the man’s name. Her eyes landed on the man who’d entered with Laci trying to jog her memory.


    “Bull,” he grunted, his eyes narrowing on her.


    “Right, Bull. Laci, go with him, it’s going to be okay. I think he’s telling the truth and they would have hurt you by now if they were going to.” Roz wasn’t sure that was true but she said it with a confidence she didn’t feel, hoping she didn’t regret it.


    “But what about you? Are you safe?” Laci asked, glancing fearfully at Iron, who looked even grimmer than he had a moment ago if that was even possible. Roz swallowed hard. Yeah, she wasn’t sure about that either anymore but she managed a slightly weary smile.


    “Of course, To––Iron and I have known each other a long time,” Roz told her, correcting herself this time without a glare from Iron. Laci watched her carefully, her look contemplative as if she were calculating Roz’s truthfulness.


    “Are you sure?” she finally whispered to her, making Roz glance over her shoulder at Iron who was still standing menacingly behind Laci, his arms crossed and a dark scowl on his face.


    Meeting his eyes with hers, she calmly replied, “I’m sure, Iron won’t hurt me.” She hoped to see some glimmer of the man he used to be but all she saw was the dark depths of his eyes as he stared at her.


    “Okay,” Laci finally agreed, turning to move towards the door, hesitating when she saw Iron blocking her path looking grim. He stepped back and with one last glance at Roz, Laci began walking towards the door.


    “Laci,” Roz called after her when she had almost reached the door, waiting until the girl turned back to her before she said, “Don’t cause trouble. I don’t think they were kidding about sedating you.” Laci nodded, her face going even paler than it was only moments before. She hugged herself as if she was trying to reassure herself that she was okay as she followed Bull out the door headed back to wherever they were keeping the other women.


    “Was frightening her really necessary, Iron?” Roz demanded, looking at him with a dark glare after the door shut behind Bull.


    “Apparently it was, Rosalind. Don’t push me. You no longer know what I am capable of,” Iron growled, his arms still crossed and his gaze steady and hard. He even took a threatening step towards her. “I want an answer. Why was I told you were dead?”


    Roz sat down on the edge of the bed. She stared at the floor for a long moment, unsure where to begin with this story and unsure with his current attitude if she even wanted to tell him about what had happened to make her fake her own death. Only she knew that the man he used to be deserved an answer even if the scowling one who stood threateningly nearby was the one who would hear it.


    “It’s not an easy story for me to tell, Iron,” Roz finally said after a long pause in which she stared at the floor, feeling his eyes boring into her from where he stood menacingly nearby.


    “At the moment I don’t really care if it’s easy for you, Rosalind. I fucking mourned you and you’re not even dead.” Iron’s voice was glacial and he was speaking through his teeth if the tightness of his words was any indication. Roz winced, finally looking at him, seeing the tight lines around his mouth and the way his fists clenched at his sides. Every line of his body was tense almost as if it was taking everything inside him not to hit her. Roz felt a slight shiver of apprehension slide down her spine.


    “Mother remarried about eight months after you left. As you are well aware, after my father died she never really recovered and she just didn’t care anymore. She married Hank because we needed help with money and he was another income in the house––” Roz began, only to hear a growl from Iron before he grunted.


    “Look, I didn’t ask for a history on your life, Rosalind. I just want to know why I was told you were dead, damn it.” His face was reddened and his jaw was clamped so tight she could actually hear his teeth grinding.


    “I am telling you, it’s just a long story,” Roz said, feeling anger stir inside her. She understood he must have been hurt by her death but she couldn’t understand why he was acting like he had never cared for her at all when she knew that wasn’t true.


    “Isn’t there a short version?”


    “No, Iron, there isn’t and if you would stop being a dick for a single minute, I will explain what drove me to fake my own death,” Roz growled, her nails digging into her palms where she pressed them hard against the bed to stop herself from slapping him across his arrogant face. He wasn’t completely innocent either, he’d played a part in this tragedy too.


    “Fine,” he grunted, dropping back into the chair he was sitting in when she had first awoken, a look of complete disdain on his hardened face.


    “Now as I was saying, mother remarried and as we both know, she wasn’t the same woman she was when my father was alive––” Roz began a second time, only to growl in frustration when he again interrupted.


    “You’ve already told me that, Rosalind, get to the point.” Iron leaned forward, his body tense and his anger evident. Roz didn’t really care in that moment. She wanted to tell him to fuck off and walk out but she didn’t know what his reaction would be. She didn’t think he had changed so much that he would hurt her but she wasn’t sure, and that meant she wasn’t going to push her luck.


    “I’m trying, please stop interrupting me,” Roz complained through her clenched teeth, her hands curling into fists which she pressed into the bed to keep from hitting him. “She married him because she didn’t really care about anything anymore except me and we were struggling with you gone. Neither of us realized he had a drinking problem and that he became violent when he drank.”


    “Violent?” Iron asked sharply, leaning forward aggressively, his eyes boring into her.


    “Yes, not at first but about three months after they first got together he began to hit her. At first she tried to cover for him but I knew he was hitting her. He didn’t hit me, only her. He broke her arm in three places one time, and she was becoming increasingly withdrawn. It was about a year after you left that he hit me for the first time. I fought back and got away. After my mother refused to come with me, I got a hotel room and stayed there a few nights. But I had to go back because she needed me, so after three days I did. He said he was getting help and for a while things weren’t so bad but then he started up again. It didn’t take long before he was at it again, beating her almost daily––”


    “Why the hell didn’t you tell me, Rosalind?” Iron burst out, his outrage evident in his tone and the way he was on his feet pacing back and forth suddenly.


    “You were off trying to start a better life for us and I didn’t have a way to contact you as you well know. When you called, you were so hyped about the club you were with that you barely asked anything about how we were doing and I didn’t want you to feel obligated to come back. I never wanted to be a burden for you, Iron,” Roz said, her face twisted into a cross between regret and pain.


    “Roz, you were never a burden,” Iron said, and for the first time she could see that her Toby wasn’t completely gone in the slight softening of his green eyes. Only they quickly turned back to the cold hard orbs that had been resting on her since she awoke.


    “When you called the second time, I was already planning to leave with mother. I was going to just pack us both up and force her to come with me just to get away from him, but when you called you told me it would be soon so I didn’t leave. I wanted so badly to be with you that I decided to wait a little longer.”


    Roz’s voice broke on those last words as pain and guilt filled her heart. Pain because her mother had died and guilt because Margarita’s death was a result of the choice she had made to remain in Cartersville to wait on him. If she had packed them up and left, then her mother might still be alive and she wouldn’t have faked her own death and Toby would never have stopped looking for her.


    Her life might have turned out differently if she hadn’t made that choice to remain and she might not have spent the last fourteen years searching for a love that appeared to be lost to her now anyway. Her chest burned as the thought passed through her mind because she had loved him so deeply that even now the echoes of that love pained her.


    “Rosalind, you should have told me! You knew I would have come to get you and your mother if you had and I can’t believe you didn’t trust me.” Iron’s voice was hard and gruff and she could hear an undertone of hurt in the words.


    It hurt him that she hadn’t told him about her new stepfather but at the time she had been so young and so convinced that if he was going to come back to her it had to be because he loved her, not because she was in trouble. That conviction had lasted right up until she was sitting in a cold morgue with her mother’s lifeless body beside her wearing the ripped shirt and bruises her stepfather had given her. He had nearly beaten her to death that night; it was the only reason she had the chance to fake her death and run.


    Roz winced as she turned away from his anger to look out the window on the other side of the room, watching the branches swaying in the breeze for a moment before she spoke again.


    “It doesn’t matter now. I didn’t think I had a choice the night Doctor Cutler offered to say I had died and give me a sedative that would make it appear true when he showed the body to Hank.” Roz would have continued but he interrupted her.


    “Fuck, Rosalind. Just fuck, that’s insane.”


    “It was insane, Iron. I had ten minutes to decide what to do with my whole life. Ten minutes was all the time I was given and I didn’t know what to do. My mother was thrown down the stairs breaking her neck. She died right in front of me and I had nearly been beaten to death. My face was so swollen I could only see out of my right eye. Three of my ribs were broken, my jaw was out of place, and my nose was bleeding profusely. I was twenty years old and I had never been on my own but I didn’t have to think too long about the offer. I wanted to wait, Iron, but if I had, he likely would have actually killed me.” Roz glanced back at him to see that his face had paled and his hands were holding the arms of the chair so tightly that she was surprised it wasn’t breaking.


    “He beat you?” Iron asked, his voice filled with a fury so evident that she could only nod in response.


    “He did. I looked for you for four years but no one knew who you were or if they did they wouldn’t tell me. I guess because I was looking for Toby and you were Iron by then.”


    Roz wrapped her arms around her waist trying to hold her anger over the loss of a connection that had once been so bright it glowed. She wanted that back but looking at Iron she wasn’t sure it would ever happen for them. They weren’t the same people anymore. She wasn’t an idealistic young girl who loved him and he wasn’t a vibrant young man who’d promised to return for her. Their lives had taken them on paths that led them away from each other and she didn’t know if they would ever be able to reconnect.


    Squeezing herself tighter, she turned to face the window again, wishing for a different future for them but knowing too much time had passed. She heard the scrape of the chair behind her and turned to see Iron walking out the door without even a goodbye. She felt tears sting her eyes as she faced the window again. Letting the flood of emotions overtake her, she cried.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 5


    Iron had never felt fury the way he felt it when she confessed that Hank, her stepfather, had beat her. Unable to handle it, he felt the plastic arm of the chair break when he squeezed it. He tried hard to unclench his hands but couldn’t seem to manage it. His blood pounded through him making him see nothing except a red haze and a ringing started in his ears.


    He still heard her softly confess that she had searched for him after she faked her death and he knew that she was right about why she couldn’t find him. If anyone from the club she questioned had realized who she was talking about, they wouldn’t have told her where he was because she used the wrong name. If he had told her his handle, she likely would have found him, he realized grimly. This knowledge didn’t quiet the rage that built up inside him over what had happened to her.


    After he calmed enough to let the chair go, he stood and walked out of Roz’s hospital room. He knew he should say something to her but he wasn’t able to find the words. His rage wasn’t only directed at the man who’d hurt her.


    He walked down the hall barely looking at anyone who might be loitering there because he was on a mission. His jaw clenched and he ground his teeth together, his blood boiling. He was going to kill that son of a bitch who’d hit Roz and fuck if it would change the fact that he wasn’t sure if he could forgive her but nobody who hurt her would live.


    Iron climbed on his bike heading over to the clubhouse. He took the stairs two at a time and headed to his room on the far end of the landing. He didn’t speak to anyone as he stomped towards his room.


    “Hey, Iron, what’s up, man? You look like you’re about to blow a gasket,” Rebel said when Iron walked past him, but Iron wasn’t in the mood for idle conversation. He was on a mission and right now nothing was going to stop him from killing Hank for hurting Roz.


    “Not now,” he grunted, walking to the door of his room and shoving it open. He slammed it shut behind him with a finality that spoke volumes, he was sure, but at the moment his only thoughts were to kill the bastard who’d killed Roz’s mother and in a way Roz herself.


    He knew that what happened to her had happened fourteen years ago but he wasn’t going to let it stand. He had promised years ago to protect her and that protection didn’t end because he was angry with her for not trusting him.


    Fuck, that burned him. He felt it like a scalding knife in his gut.


    She should have trusted him to protect her; that was his job. She was his woman, almost his old lady, and finding out that she had faked her death rather than tell him she was in trouble felt like a betrayal. Jerking open the cabinet that he kept his gear in, he pulled out two Glocks before opening the drawer that held his knives, lifting one out. He tested the blade’s sharpness while staring into the drawer at the serrated-edge military knife. After sheathing the one he was holding, he pulled out the serrated one too placing it on his belt with the first one.


    Iron shut the drawer before stepping over to the closet and grabbing the small bag just inside on the floor. He heard a knock on the door and he sighed. Rebel must have finally decided to ask him about his attitude. He jerked it open expecting Rebel but it was Pansy and Animal standing in the doorway.


    “I hear something is up with you. Lance called and said you stormed out of the clinic with a grim look on your face and Rebel tells us you were furious when you walked in and barely even stopped to speak to him. So what’s up? Is it the woman?” Animal asked, looking at him questioningly.


    “I got shit to do. Going on a little ride,” Iron told them, his nostrils flaring, unwilling to give more of an explanation than that. Although they were his brothers, he didn’t know if he could talk about this to anyone yet; it was too raw. Iron bared his teeth in a silent growl of anger before he turned grabbing the bag off the bed.


    “Huh, well I’m in the mood for a ride,” Pansy said, speaking for the first time.


    “Yep, ‘bout time we had something to do. Things were getting a little boring,” Animal added, a grim look on his face.


    Iron realized then that they were already fully loaded and had come here with the intention of helping him with whatever he needed to do. Iron felt his chest squeeze a little. Damn, it was good to have family willing to always have his back no matter the situation. Only he couldn’t let them take any heat for his need to get revenge on the man who’d in essence taken Roz from him.


    “This isn’t something I need help with. You two should stay here,” Iron told them as he moved away from the bed, his hand clenched on the bag he carried as he walked towards the two men intending to brush them aside and head out the door to load up his bike.


    “Yeah, that isn’t happening. Besides, we’re under orders from the boss man,” Animal muttered, grinning at him.


    “Reaper sent you?” Iron asked, a little surprised to learn that Reaper had any idea something was up.


    “Yeah that’s who Lance called. We just happened to be with him when he got the call. You know how this works, we’re family, you need us, we’re here for you,” Pansy grunted.


    Iron felt gratitude fill him because he should have known that he wouldn’t have to explain this to them in order for them to help him. They were as Pansy had just pointed out, his family. His chest tight and anger still coursing through him, he nodded once, hoping they knew that he was grateful that they were here for him when he needed them.


    “Let’s ride,” Iron said and they followed him out to the bikes and within minutes they were headed to Cartersville.


    [image: ]


     


    Roz hated being in this hospital. The doctor, Lance, had come in yesterday after Iron left to check on her. Thankfully she had stopped crying by then but the evidence was still on her face. He’d asked if she was all right and she’d told him she was fine, but she wasn’t sure that was true. Iron leaving without saying goodbye after she had told him the reason she faked her death had hurt her more than she would have thought possible. It felt wrong that Toby, her Toby, could treat her that coldly.


    It felt like he had ripped open a wound she had thought long healed. Her chest throbbed with the pain of loss and so much fury that she wanted to just get up and walk out of this hospital and not look back. She didn’t think she could take seeing him walking away from her again like she didn’t matter without shattering.


    Roz had awoken this morning just as affected by his disregard for her as she’d been when she’d gone to sleep last night. She almost wished that she’d never seen him again because then at least she could hold onto the memories. Now all she could think of when she thought of him was the fact that he had walked away from her as if she were nothing more than trash.


    Standing at the window again with her arms wrapped around her waist trying to ward off the anguish that ate at her soul, she jumped when the door opened. She turned to see a woman about her height with hair that made her ache in remembered pain because it was the same color Iron’s used to be and just as beautiful. It flowed over the woman’s shoulders and Roz was momentarily jealous of her lustrous locks just as she had been so long ago as a child.


    “Hello,” the woman said, smiling brightly at her. “I’m Sarah.”


    Roz watched her carefully, noting that she wore a leather vest like the men did only it didn’t have anything on the front other than a patch that read Blue Bandits MC that rested over her left breast. The vest was a feminine version of the vests the men wore and it was laced up the sides with black cord in a crisscross pattern. Roz briefly wondered if she was Iron’s new woman but immediately pushed that thought away, unable to think about him with another woman; it hurt too much.


    “Hi, I’m Roz,” she replied, waiting to see what the woman wanted because she had come here for a reason Roz could tell.


    “I know. Laci and the others talk about you a lot.” Sarah grinned at her and Roz found herself returning the smile tentatively. She could tell that Sarah was sizing her up trying to get a read on her and she almost allowed a large knowing smile to spread across her face because she knew that Sarah would find things about Roz’s personality confusing.


    “So, the other girls are still not accepting that we really are willing to allow them to head home whenever they’re ready and I thought maybe you might be able to help me with that. If you are willing to help calm them down, I would be willing to spring you from the doc’s tender care.” Sarah grinned widely and laughed a little.


    Roz decided she liked her even if she was Iron’s new woman. Of course that thought made a sharp pain shoot through her chest almost taking her breath away. Ignoring it, Roz tried to get her thoughts back to the situation at hand instead of the hurt she was feeling over Iron.


    “Sure, anything to get the heck out here. I hate hospitals and he said I needed to stay for another day because of the head injury and me being out for so many hours,” Roz told her grimacing. “Are you sure he’ll let you spring me?”


    Sarah chuckled. “I’m Reaper’s old lady, I usually get whatever I want from his boys.”


    Roz felt relief that she wasn’t Iron’s girlfriend rush through her, making her a little dizzy for a moment it was so strong. She only knew what the term ‘old lady’ meant because they’d had a biker in the clinic where she once worked who’d talked about his ‘old lady’. When she’d asked, he had explained that ‘wife’ was basically what the term meant to a biker.


    “Are you okay?” Sarah asked, suddenly looking sharp.


    “Yes, I just got a bit dizzy for a second. Must have turned around too quick when you came in. I was daydreaming and you startled me,” Roz told her, not wanting to lose the chance to get out of this place that Sarah had offered because she was glad that Sarah wasn’t with Iron.


    “Hmm, maybe we should let you res––” Sarah began, but Roz cut her off with a desperate plea.


    “Oh, please don’t leave me in here. I can’t take it and I might try to escape and I am quite sure that Iron would get all bent out of shape over that,” Roz begged, because she really wanted out of this damned room.


    “Wow, yeah, I heard about him running off with you and then not allowing anyone except Lance near you. But what I don’t understand is why. He’s not really the emotional type. As a matter of fact, had you asked me yesterday I would have said he didn’t have a heart when it came to women. His brothers, sure, but a woman? Not a chance,” Sarah told her as she leaned against the door. Her look was questioning as she watched Roz carefully.


    “We’ve known each other a long time and he thought I had died so I guess his reaction was normal under the circumstances,” Roz said, unwilling to offer more to the obviously snooping woman.


    Sarah tilted her head looking at Roz with an assessing gaze before she seemed to come to a decision and nodded.


    Smiling brightly again, she said, “I guess you’re right. Let’s get out of here then.”


    Roz didn’t have to be asked twice. She grabbed her shoes from beneath the bed, putting them on. She was still wearing the clothes Lance had brought her earlier, just a baggy t-shirt and the jeans she’d been wearing when she was brought here. Someone had washed them before returning them to her thankfully, so she didn’t feel like she was still wearing the thin layer of grime she had worn when she arrived. Roz winced thinking of how she must have smelled after six weeks in the hovel. They had used the sink to wash as best they could but it hadn’t really been easy and the dirt floor hadn’t helped.


    They had bathed her while she was out and she wondered who had done that with heated cheeks, hoping it hadn’t been Lance despite him being a doctor. Shaking her head to dislodge the thoughts swirling inside it, she followed Sarah down the hall. Roz really expected Lance to stop them but he only shook his head and muttered, “If she has any dizzy spells she needs to be brought back here, Sarah.”


    “Yeah, yeah, you already told me all that medical mumbo jumbo. Roz is fine and you’re like every other doctor on the planet, worried about nothing. You checked her for any brain bleeds and she didn’t have any. She’s fine,” Sarah told him, waving her hand in the air in a dismissive gesture, and Roz found herself chuckling at the way she easily got her way.


    “Come on, hon. Sammy’s out in the car and she is likely getting impatient. I thought it best if we didn’t both bombard you at once,” Sarah told her, motioning for her to get a move on it. Roz didn’t have any objections to that because she was more than ready to get out of this clinic.


    “Thanks for your help,” Roz said as she walked past Lance.


    “Yeah, but just remember if you have dizzy spells or headaches you come back here, all right? I would feel better keeping you here for another night but I was overruled.” Lance looked put out by that fact, Roz thought as she nodded and walked out into the bright sunlight, feeling relief at finally being able to walk out of the clinic. Although, she had faced her fear of hospitals and medical centers like this one years ago, she still wasn’t fond of being a patient in one. Funnily enough, she worked at the local clinic in Grandyville, the town she’d settled in, as a receptionist and she actually enjoyed it.


    “Sorry, Lance wasn’t too happy I sprung you,” Sarah said, laughing as she walked ahead of Roz towards a little blue sedan. Roz saw another woman was sitting in the front seat with a little boy in her lap and the car was running. The little boy was blonde and cute as could be as he bounced up and down on the woman, who had strawberry blonde hair and grinned when the little boy got excited about seeing Sarah coming toward the car.


    Must be the other woman Sarah had mentioned. She was sure that the little boy must belong to the blonde woman but when they climbed into the car, the little boy cried momma and dove at Sarah.


    “Hi, baby, did you miss me?” Sarah asked, laughing as she hugged him before climbing out to put him into the car seat beside Roz. When she had him settled she pointed to Roz and the little boy watched Roz for a second before looking up at his mother.


    “This is Roz and this little guy is Josh,” she said, kissing the boy on the nose as he giggled and babbled about someone named ‘Eper and a new car.


    “And I’m Sammy,” the blonde said, waving from the front seat with a smile. Roz smiled and waved back while Sarah got in the driver’s seat and started the car up.


    “So you and Iron know each other?” Sammy asked, turning around to stare at Roz in the back seat. Roz wanted to tell her to mind her own business but she didn’t want to be rude to the woman.


    “We do,” she settled for and didn’t elaborate.


    Sammy’s brow furrowed and she stared at her hard, asking rudely, “And how well do you know each other?”


    “Oh, would you stop. She doesn’t have to talk about it if she doesn’t want to. It’s none of your business. How would you like it if she stared asking you awkward questions about you and Animal and how well you two know each other?” Sarah grunted, coming to her rescue. Roz was grateful for her intervention but Sammy just laughed.


    “Well you know me, I would likely tell her way more than she wanted to know about it and then she would blush like you do,” she replied, her smile wicked and her brows moving up and down making Roz laugh at the other woman’s antics despite her discomfort with this line of questioning.


    “I only blush because the shit you do is just wrong. I mean who has sex in a freaking sex club while tied to a table?” Sarah said and Roz felt her cheeks heat. It wasn’t that she was a prude, she knew about such things, but she had only ever been with Toby and that was when she was eighteen years old so to her, talk about sex clubs was shocking.


    It wasn’t that she didn’t have a healthy sex drive and a vibrator, she’d just never felt that connection with another man like she had with Toby. No, Iron. She had to get used to calling him that now because Toby wasn’t who he was anymore. He was Iron now. These thoughts had her running a hand over her chest where the ache and loss had settled.


    “See, you’re the one making her blush and don’t act like you haven’t done some kinky shit with your man too, Sarah.” Sammy chuckled and punched Sarah in the arm.


    “Ha, my kinky isn’t your kinky, let me tell you!” Sarah said laughing.


    It was obvious that these two women knew each other well and had been friends for a while. They kind of reminded Roz of Tara and herself. Tara was the other receptionist at the clinic and she and Roz had been friends for years. That thought led to another and she knew that by now Tara was likely worried about her. Roz knew she should find a way to call Tara soon to let her know she was okay and would be returning home soon. The achy feeling in her chest intensified when she thought of leaving Iron behind, but she couldn’t stay here and watch him with other women while she burned for him.


    Iron leaving without a word yesterday proved that he had moved on because he thought she was dead. Now to him she was just a reminder of his childhood love. That hurt and she wanted to cry again but she managed to hold it inside even when she wanted to scream and rage at the world over the loss of the one man she knew she could have a future with. Only that connection that had bound them together was gone and she needed to accept that.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 6


    Roz pressed back into the seat hoping that Sarah and Sammy continued their argument about who was or wasn’t kinky as she looked out the window at the passing scenery trying to get her emotions under control.


    “ ’Eaper, momma, want dada,” Josh suddenly piped up from next to her, having grown bored with staring out the window and driving his toy truck over the arm of his booster seat.


    “Sweetheart, I told you earlier that Reaper is busy today. He had to go take care of some stuff and we will see him tonight.”


    “Want ‘Eaper.” Josh’s lip quivered and he looked on the verge of tears when Roz looked over at him. He threw his toy to the floor and crossed his arms, looking even cuter than he had a moment ago with the little scowl that covered his face.


    “Sorry, baby, I know you like going to work with Reaper and seeing everyone but you had to come with me today,” Sarah said from the front, looking into the review mirror and smiling at the scowl on the little boy’s face. “Sammy, grab his truck, please. Josh, you know not to throw toys. Now you will have to wait to get that one back till later.”


    Sammy’s arm reached between the seats lifting the truck from the floor where the boy had tossed it before setting it in a bag that was between her and Sarah. Josh scowled at the disappearing toy and kicked his legs before his face cleared and he peered intently at Sammy.


    “An’mal? Ant Sam, see An’mal,” Josh asked, his face looking hopeful suddenly.


    “Sorry, buddy, but Uncle Animal is busy too. He had to go with Uncle Iron and Uncle Pansy somewhere,” Sammy told him, looking back over the seat at him with a grimace on her face.


    Roz wanted to ask where Iron had gone but she held her tongue. It wasn’t any of her business where he was anymore. She stared out the window again as Josh pouted and started crying. Thankfully they were pulling into a parking lot because she wasn’t sure how much of the crying she could take. She liked kids but in small doses and not when they were screaming their heads off like Josh was.


    “Sorry, Roz, he’s not normally so fussy but he’s cutting his last few teeth and it’s making him cranky,” Sarah said over the screaming child, who Sammy was trying to calm with a little bear she was making dance on the console between the seats.


    “It’s okay,” Roz said even though she really wasn’t okay with the piercing screams the child next to her was making. She was glad that they came to a stop in front of what looked like a large warehouse about two minutes later.


    Getting out of the car, Roz looked at the warehouse while waiting on Sammy and Sarah to get out. Sarah grabbed Josh from his car seat and tried to distract him by pointing out trees, which was odd although it seemed to be working. The little boy had popped his thumb in his mouth and laid his head on his mother’s shoulder while looking at the trees she pointed out.


    Roz followed them inside, surprised to see that it wasn’t just an empty warehouse. The inside looked like a rec room. There were two pool tables, a small kitchenette, a large holo TV, and several couches. A hallway was off to the right and what looked like several smaller rooms lined the hall. Roz figured they were bedrooms, which explained why they’d brought the women here to stay.


    Bull stood nearby along the wall just inside with two other men. The women were sitting or standing around the room, most of them watching a holo vid that was playing on the TV but a few were in the kitchen cooking.


    Josh wiggled in his mother’s arms trying to get down and yelled “Burn, mama, Burn.”


    Sarah sighed and let the little boy go. He took off running towards one of the three men as fast as his little legs could carry him. He was scooped up by one of the three men and he began to babble animatedly.


    The man was grinning and asking the boy questions, obviously just as excited to see Josh as he was to see the man. Roz was reassured that these men weren’t going to hurt them by the sight. Any man who had time to talk to a child in such an animated and patient way was not likely to be cruel to women. Sarah shook her head, muttering under her breath about difficult children, smiling while she watched Josh being tickled.


    Roz turned back to look around again, noticing Laci was sitting on a bar stool beside the small kitchen. Laci turned to see who had arrived, a large smile spreading over her face as she got up to rush over to hug Roz.


    “Thank goodness! I was so worried that grim-faced biker who didn’t want me around was going to hurt you,” Laci told her, clinging to her and nearly choking her with her hug. Roz laughed, a little uncomfortable.


    “I told you she’d be fine, damn it!” Bull growled, a scowl on his face as he neared them.


    “You’re a man, why would I believe you?” Laci snapped back at him, surprising Roz because Laci was usually such a sweet girl. She’d been with her for six weeks and never heard her talk to someone in such a snide tone even when she was stressed and nearly starved.


    “What? That’s crazy! Just because I’m a man you think I’m a liar?” Bull demanded, obviously upset that the girl was calling him a liar. Roz wondered at the way Laci seemed to like making the large man angry.


    Laci smiled sweetly and replied, “Well it’s been my experience that all men are liars so yeah, because you are a man you must be a liar.”


    “Ok, well let’s just stop right there before this gets out of hand, shall we?” Sarah said, obviously trying to hold back the laughter Roz could hear quivering in her voice. “Let’s go talk to the women and see if we can’t get some of them home. I know that many of them want to go but are afraid it’s a trick to separate them from the group. Bull, go back to lurking near the wall please.”


    Bull glared at first Laci and then at Sarah, who just stared at him with a raised brow until he let out a gruff grunt and turned, walking back to where he’d been standing with the other two men, his body tense and his look grim as he leaned on the wall propping his foot behind him. His glare was directed towards Laci who ignored him completely and linked her arm with Roz’s as she led her across the room.


    Karen and Thea both hugged her and several of the others came over to greet her. She’d tried to keep her group calm while they were in the hovel scared and unable to escape despite their repeated attempts. Roz had been the mastermind in most of those attempts so she could understand why those five women looked up to her. The others must trust her because she’d tried to save Thea from the men raping her despite it being a hopeless attempt.


    “I’m so glad you’re okay,” Thea said, smiling at her wanly and Roz returned her smile. Several of the other women voiced similar sentiments and Nancy gave her a one armed hug when she finally joined the group having appeared from somewhere down the hall a moment ago.


    “I know I’ve said this to you before but none of you trusted me so I brought Roz here so that she could tell you that we are just here to help you. So any of you who want to go home, can. The boys will take you,” Sarah told them, bringing the women’s attention to her. She was standing next to Roz, her elbows resting on the counter as she leaned her chin into her hands.


    “Yeah, nobody is going to hurt you as we said and all our guys want to do is get you back where you belong,” Sammy said, speaking for the first time since they’d entered the building. She was standing near Sarah watching the women who were now gathered around the counter.


    “I get how hard it must be for you to trust that offer but it’s true, I promise.” Roz noticed darkness in the woman’s eyes when she said those last words and she knew something bad had happened to Sammy in the past. Sammy really did understand these women and their fears. Roz wondered briefly about what could have caused that darkness she’d seen before she banished the thoughts and did what they had brought her here for. She reassured the women who were counting on her.


    “If you want to go home, you can trust them, they will get you there,” Roz said even though she didn’t know if she was fully convinced that it was true that they could trust the Blue Bandits, but she wanted to believe that Iron hadn’t hooked up with a bad element. Their treatment of Sarah and Josh seemed to indicate that her trust wasn’t unfounded.


    “I want to go home,” a quivering voice said from a few feet away and Roz turned to see it was Mary, the sixteen-year-old girl who she and the older women in her group had given most of their food to over the past six weeks.


    “Me too,” another of the women said, becoming brave after Mary voiced her need. Several others also piped up and Roz was glad. When she was in the hovel, the only thing she had wanted for the women with her was that they got to go home safely. Now it looked like that goal might be attainable and she was glad.


    “It’s settled then, we’ll start getting information from you all so that we can get you home,” Sarah said, looking relieved by the positive response to Roz’s presence and her reassurance.


    “What if we don’t have a home to go back too?” Thea asked quietly, her eyes darkened with so much pain as the words left her that Roz wanted to hug her.


    “Then we will find you somewhere to stay here and help you find a job. Until then you can stay here in the rec center. The rooms are already set up and you’ll have the others for company,” Sammy said, looking at the woman with sympathy.


    “We don’t have to be––hookers, do we?” Thea asked, looking pale.


    “Hell no! You can work at the restaurant or the drycleaners or something like that, not as a damned hooker,” Sammy said, looking shocked that the woman had even asked such a question.


    Thea nodded, her color returning to normal as she hugged herself. Roz felt for her; she had really been through a lot and discovering that she didn’t have anywhere to go home to saddened her. Several of the other women said they would like to stay because they didn’t have anywhere else to go. Roz felt bad for them and wanted to tell them all that it would be okay but not knowing what the Blue Bandits were really like, she didn’t know that for sure. But anything had to be better than being sold as a slave as they would have been days ago by the Headhunters.


    “I want to stay with Roz,” Laci said from beside her, surprising Roz.


    “You don’t want to go home?” Roz asked, looking at the young girl.


    Laci shook her head vigorously back and forth, “No.” She didn’t elaborate but Roz could tell that there was a story behind the cloudy look in her eyes.


    “Then you can come back to Grandyville with me I guess,” Roz told her


    “You’re not staying here with Iron?” Sammy asked curiously.


    “No,” Roz said, not willing to say what she knew was true, that he didn’t want her here. That thought made her chest hurt again and she wrung her hands in agitation. “I should head home.”


    “I see,” Sarah said, looking a little worried before she wiped the look off her face.


    Roz wasn’t sure she did see because everything inside Roz told her not to leave Iron now that she had found him again but she knew for Iron their conversation yesterday had ended what was left of their relationship. Roz felt almost worn down and more than a little depressed when she thought of going back to Grandyville.


    Shaking those thoughts away, she began asking the others who was heading home and who would be staying behind with the Blue Bandits. Sarah and Sammy both watched her for a moment before they too began figuring out the others’ plans.
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    Iron wasn’t in a better mood when he returned from Cartersville. Pansy and Animal followed him to the tattoo parlor where he was going to have to explain this somehow to Reaper. He climbed off his bike and ran a hand over his head feeling the hair that was getting a little long, realizing that he would have to cut it again soon. He wanted to head over to Lance’s clinic and see Roz but he didn’t want to push his luck with Reaper. He had already pushed Reaper’s patience enough by going after Hank without asking first.


    Iron didn’t really want to discuss his and Roz’s relationship. Hell, he didn’t even know what their relationship was anymore so how could he explain it to Reaper?


    Moving into the parlor headed back to Reaper’s office, he nodded at Flame and Lock, who was filling in for Animal since he had been with Iron instead of here to work his shift. He knocked on the door, waiting until Reaper called out ‘enter’ before opening the door. Pansy and Animal had stayed out in the main area and he was glad. He wasn’t really ready to talk about this with an audience. It would be hard enough to tell Reaper, much less the other two men. Iron walked inside the room, shutting the door and pausing, standing there looking at Reaper for a moment.


    “Want to tell me what the hell’s up with you, Iron?” Reaper demanded, leaning back in his chair and staring at him with a cold look on his face.


    “Hell, I don’t know, Reaper. It’s a damned long story.” Iron plopped down on the couch that sat along the wall near the door.


    Reaper watched him carefully for a long moment, his hands steepled in front of his chin. “We have time. Now, explain.”


    “Fine, shit.” Iron shifted on the couch, leaning forward and grabbing his knees before resting his head in his hands. Fuck, this was just so screwed up he didn’t even know where to begin.


    “Start with the man you went after, Iron. Why?” Reaper told him, seeming to read his mind.


    “Yeah, all right,” Iron said, lifting his head out of his hands, looking at Reaper. “He was Rosalind’s stepfather and he killed her mother. I needed to make sure that he paid for that.” Iron let out a frustrated sigh and leaned back into the couch, his body tense because he knew that Reaper was going to start asking other questions and he really wasn’t ready to answer them.


    “And the girl, Rosalind?” Reaper asked, standing to move around to sit on the edge of the desk with his legs stretched out in front of him and his arms crossed.


    “That’s the long story.” It was also the story he didn’t want to tell anyone yet but he knew that he was going to have to tell Reaper. He owed his friend an explanation of his odd behavior over the last few days. “You remember me getting approval when I first got patched to bring my old lady here?”


    Reaper frowned and seemed to think about that for a long moment before his face cleared and he said, “Yeah, but you came back alone and said she wasn’t coming.”


    “Well that was Roz and the reason she wasn’t coming was because I thought she had died. Only two days ago she fell out of a truck of kidnapped women into my arms still breathing.” Iron couldn’t keep the anger out of his voice as he spat the words at Reaper.


    “Fuck. I see and how does the stepfather play into this other than the mother’s death?” Reaper asked, looking weary.


    “He was the reason she faked her death. The night her mother died he beat Roz nearly to death,” Iron told him.


    “Right, so not a big loss to humanity then. Okay, well now I get the reason you’ve been acting so out of character since the raid.” Reaper rubbed his jaw, looking uncomfortable for some reason and it was making Iron nervous. Had something happened to Roz while he was gone? The thought made his fists clench and he leaned forward again standing up, intending to go to Lance’s to check on Roz.


    “I’m going to head over to Lance’s,” Iron told Reaper, seeing the other man grimace slightly.


    “What?” he demanded, now sure something was wrong and a sense of panic settled in his guts making him feel slightly rabid. If something had happened to Roz, he was going to lose his shit in a big way.


    “She’s not at Lance’s, Iron,” Reaper finally revealed.


    Iron felt a little relieved. She’d just been moved, she wasn’t hurt or––dead. “So where is she?” he asked.


    “She’s with the other women and they are planning to take them home today. They might have left already,” Reaper told him flatly.


    Iron felt anger explode inside his head making him blind for a moment. Roz was leaving him again? How dare she pull that shit when she had already done that to him once?


    “The fuck you say! She’s not going anywhere,” he burst out.


    “Iron, you can’t force her to stay if she doesn’t want to,” Reaper told him, looking grim and a little disturbed.


    “The hell I can’t. She isn’t going anywhere, Reaper. She’s mine,” Iron growled, his hands clenched into tight fists and his eyes burning with anger so hot he was surprised Reaper didn’t catch fire when he looked at him. Roz was his and she had better realize that he wasn’t going to let her walk away a second time. It didn’t matter that he was all mixed up over her sudden return to the land of the living or that he wasn’t even able to give her a relationship anymore, she wasn’t leaving, he wouldn’t allow it.


    “Iron, you can’t just command that she stay here. She has a right to decide––”


    “No, she stays and anyone who tries to stop me from keeping her here is going to find out that I am not fucking around about this, Reaper,” Iron told him, moving towards the door.


    “Iron, you’re not being reasonable.”


    “If this was Sarah what would you do, Reaper?” Iron growled, whipping around to meet Reaper’s eyes with his own, his anger clear in every line of his stiffened body. His eyes were a dark emerald filled with the fire of his fury at the thought of Roz leaving him again.


    “Damn, I don’t know, but Iron, it’s not the same.”


    “How’s it not the same, Reaper?” Iron demanded, wanting to know the other man’s reasoning. Sarah belonged to Reaper just as Roz belonged to Iron. There wasn’t a difference.


    “You don’t love her, Iron. You’re just angry that once when you did she was taken from you,” Reaper told him, watching him carefully.


    “You’re damned right I’m angry, Reaper, but that isn’t the only reason she’s not leaving me again. What’s going on between her and me is none of your business. Just leave this alone, trust me. It’s not going to end well if you don’t,” Iron told him, unable to express how he felt but he knew that this was something he needed to work out with Roz before he could allow her to leave. If he didn’t, he would never get the fuck over this burning pit of fury that seemed to consume him every time he thought about her.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 7


    Roz sat in the passenger seat of the large van next to Bull, who was taking them home. Laci and five other women were also in the back and they were all either from Grandyville or somewhere nearby. They were waiting on Gina who had run back inside because she had forgotten her rings on the sink when she’d washed the dishes this morning.


    Roz was staring out the window watching the road, contemplating how life changed and that only a few weeks ago she’d had Toby’s love to hold on to and as long as that was true, she felt like she had a moral compass and a place where she was safe. Now she didn’t know what she was feeling. Too many emotions were swirling around in her head bombarding her with their need to be heard.


    Roz heard the roar of a bike and wondered who it was, looking around trying to find the bike to no avail. The back door was thrust open and Gina climbed back inside, “Sorry, guys, one of them fell down behind the sink and I couldn’t get to it. Luckily Burner was able to get it for me.” Gina slammed the door, taking her seat.


    “Great. Everyone finally ready?” Bull asked, sounding frustrated and more than a little put out by the delay.


    “Yes, your royal rudeness, we’re ready to leave now,” Laci snapped at him from her place behind him. Bull didn’t respond, just let out a rumbling growl and started to pull away from the building, but a bike swerved around the van parking in front of it. Bull let out a loud curse and slammed on the brakes, barely missing plowing over Iron on his bike. He was glaring at her through the window, not even bothering to try to move as the van skid towards him, coming to a stop inches from the bike.


    Roz felt like her heart was going to pound out of her chest and her hands shook from the fear seeing him almost plowed over by the van caused. She wanted to scream at him that he shouldn’t take such chances with his life.


    Had he lost his mind?


    He jumped off the bike and headed around the van. Jerking her door open, he rudely commanded, “Get out of the cage, Rosalind.”


    “No,” Roz said, scowling at him and wondering what the hell he was thinking and what the hell was he calling the van a cage for? “I’m going home, Iron.”


    “Fuck,” Bull said from the driver’s seat.


    “Get the fuck out now.”


    “No! ” Roz growled back through her clenched teeth, feeling disbelief at his behavior take over. How dare he waltz back after two days and command her to do anything. What the hell did he think gave him the right to treat her this way?


    Iron grabbed her arm jerking her out of the van despite her attempts to stop him. She stumbled, falling into him as he dragged her from the vehicle.


    Laci cried out behind her, “Hey, what the hell do you think you’re doing!”


    Roz turned to see Laci try to dive out after her but Bull’s arm slamming down on the seat next to him prevented her from accomplishing her goal. She ran into it and stopped. Laci didn’t stop fighting though and began slapping Bull in the head and shoulders. Bull grunted and used his other hand on her forehead to gently shove her back into the seat behind her.


    “Sit your ass down, girl. Trust me, this isn’t a fight you want to get involved in,” Bull growled at her. Roz turned back to Iron trying to jerk her arm from his tight grip.


    “Let me go,” she demanded.


    “No, you are not going anywhere, Rosalind.” Iron wouldn’t release her and he now held both her arms in his almost painful grip, his glare hot and his nostrils flaring as he sucked air in and out of his lungs.


    “Who do you think you are to tell me what I can and can’t do? I’m not staying here because you’re still pissed at me,” Roz told him, still trying to get him to release her, which he refused to allow.


    “Fine, you can stay because I told you to then,” Iron told her, getting right in her face, his nose pressed against hers as his dark glower bored into her. “Bull, take them and go, now.”


    “No, I’m staying with Roz. She said I could,” Laci protested, jumping up again but Bull grabbed her, not allowing her to jump from the van as she was attempting.


    “Sit down. You can ride with me to take the others home and then I’ll bring you back but right now you’re not staying here with them,” Bull told her, his arms now wrapped around her waist to prevent her from jumping out of the van. She struggled, trying to get away to no avail.


    “You aren’t the boss of me!” Laci screamed at him.


    “Sit down and shut up!” Iron barked and Laci stopped struggling against Bull, seeming to freeze at the deadly command. Bull stiffened, his face contorting into a grimace, and he glared at Iron.


    “How do I know I can ride back here alone with him safely? He could dump me alongside the road somewhere,” Laci finally asked softly and Bull let out a sound that was somewhere between a growl and a grunt, his arm tightening on Laci.


    “I won’t hurt you for the last damned time and I am not in the habit of dropping defenseless girls alone in the middle of nowhere.” Bull looked so put out that Roz felt a laugh bubble up from inside her despite being held tightly in Iron’s steely grip.


    “Well how do I know that? You could do other––things to hurt me. I don’t know,” Laci said and Roz knew she meant rape. Bull grunted, allowing her to sit in the seat next to him but his body was tense as if he were prepared to grab her should she try to jump out of the van again.


    “You’re safe from that too, little girl. I like my women to be a hell of a lot older than you are. Girls barely out of the school room aren’t really my style,” Bull told her before reaching over her to slam the door shut. Roz had opened the window earlier and she could still hear Laci’s response.


    “Fine, but if you hurt me I will make sure you pay for it.” Laci sat with her arms crossed over her chest looking straight ahead. Roz knew she was on her own.


    The other women in the van hadn’t even protested because they were too frightened by the display of both men’s anger to object. Damn it, why did she have to be in the group that was so damned fearful they didn’t even try to help her. Laci was the only one with a little backbone but both she and Roz were out of their league with these men.


    “Just go,” Iron told him and Bull nodded, backing up enough to swing around them and Iron’s bike without another word. Iron let her go once the van was pulling out onto the roadway. Roz jerked away from him taking a few steps back while rubbing her arms and glaring at him.


    “What makes you think you can just come over here and insist that I stay here, Iron?” Roz demanded, feeling a giddiness fill her when she thought for a moment it might mean that he wasn’t as indifferent to her as she had once thought.


    “You’re staying until I have decided that you’ve explained why you didn’t tell me what was going on fourteen years ago to my satisfaction,” Iron told her through gritted teeth.


    Roz felt her heart sink. It wasn’t that he cared, it was that he was still mad at her and wanted to punish her for deciding to die rather than wait on him to come back for her. She shook her head, wanting to believe that her Toby was still inside this obviously cruel man but she couldn’t see how he could be.


    Who was Iron now?


    He most certainly wasn’t the loving man who’d left her to seek out a better life for them. He was a cold and almost heartless man. She heard the echo of Sarah’s words in her head suddenly. Roz remembered the surprise in Sarah’s voice as she’d said ‘if you’d asked me yesterday I would have said he didn’t have a heart’ and now she knew that was likely very true. What had changed him so drastically? How could a good man become so hard?


    “You aren’t serious?”


    “Oh, but I am, Rosalind. You’re staying and trying to leave without a word isn’t going to happen again. Believe me, if I have to chain you up you will be staying here,” Iron growled, stepping towards her menacingly.


    “Really? Are you freaking kidding me, Iron? Chain me up? You would do that, seriously?” she asked, shocked that he had actually said those words to her and she watched him warily.


    “If you try to leave without this being settled, then hell yeah I will. You’re acting like a damned child and not a grown woman. I’m not that boy you walked all over when we were younger, Rosalind, don’t push me,” Iron growled at her, hovering over her threateningly, his hands clenching and unclenching in anger as he watched her.


    Roz stared at Iron in disbelief. Did he really think that she was the same as she’d been fourteen years ago? She wasn’t the same girl he had left waiting on him in Cartersville when she was eighteen either. She was a thirty-two year old woman, not a child, and his attitude wasn’t going to fly.


    “Iron, I know you’re not the same. Nothing proved that more than you walking out without a word the other day when I told you what happened to make me do something so drastic just to get away from Hank. You need to realize that I am not that girl you remember either. I’ve been on my own for fourteen years now, Iron. I’m not helplessly following behind you anymore so you can just get over yourself.” Roz turned, intending to walk away. She’d had enough of his insults for one day. He treated her like she was a child and she wasn’t and hadn’t been one for a long damned time. It infuriated her that he thought that he had a right to be angry with her for not trusting him. She couldn’t believe that he thought her having heard from him twice in a two year period was enough to make her trust he would help her when she got into trouble.


    Iron stood staring at Roz’s back as she stormed away because she was right and he was acting like a prick but he couldn’t seem to help himself at the moment. His head was all mixed up over Roz and her reappearance. He moved before he thought about it, grabbing her shoulders to spin her around and crowding her back against a tree behind them.


    “I don’t think you do know or you wouldn’t be acting like such a little witch. You wouldn’t have been on your own if you’d told me about what was going on when he was hitting you and your mother, Rosalind.” Iron was pressing his nose against hers, his nostrils flaring in anger.


    “Stop manhandling me, damn it! You don’t get to be angry at me because you don’t like the way I handled it. You left me there alone and I had to deal with it!” Roz jerked her arms trying to dislodge his hands from her shoulders but he wouldn’t allow it. He couldn’t argue that she was wrong, he had left her, but he couldn’t seem to accept the fact that she’d had so little trust in him. He pressed her back into the tree hard, his body crowding hers.


    “You should have told me, Roz. You chose not to and I am pissed because you know that if you had, I would have been there to take care of you!” Iron growled in her face, his glare dark, almost deadly.


    “When, Iron? When was I supposed to tell you? Let me see, the first time you called it wasn’t an issue and by the second time it had been so long I didn’t know if you even cared anymore! I got two five-minute calls in two years, Toby! You’re just angry because you thought I would be waiting on you and I wasn’t. You never considered even for a moment that I wouldn’t be right where you left me when you were ready to pick up where you left off and that’s the real reason you’re so damned mad at me.” Roz’s nostrils flared and she jerked again trying to get away from him. Unable to handle the emotional upheaval this conversation was causing, she knew that she just needed to get away from him before she started crying.


    “No, I’m mad because I could have prevented the whole damned thing from happening to you, Rosalind! I would have come the minute you said you were in trouble and nothing on this earth would have stopped me, and the fact that you don’t know that is what makes me so mad I can’t see straight.” Iron was yelling in her face and she felt a shiver of fear slip down her spine because she didn’t know him anymore and this situation could get out of hand very quickly if he chose not to show some restraint on his strength.


    “Well I didn’t and I can’t change that, Tob––Iron. I can’t change it. It’s done and there isn’t anything either of us can do to make it different no matter how much we might want to,” Roz finally said after a long deep breath, calming her voice and trying not to allow her fear of him show. She found that she was still more than a little angry with him herself, which shocked her because she thought she’d let that anger go a long time ago.


    “Damn it, Roz,” Iron growled his forehead pressing into hers as he closed his eyes leaning into her. She was pressed back against the tree and his hands were hard on her arms but his grip had loosened. “Just promise you won’t try to leave yet. I need some time to deal with this. I can’t even process this fully yet and it’s increasing my anger because I hate feeling like I’m out of control.”


    “Iron, we both need time to process this. Do you think this is any easier for me? Let me tell you, it’s not,” Roz snorted, laughing as she closed her own eyes, leaning back into the tree. She didn’t know how to handle this any better than he did. She wasn’t throwing her anger at him at every turn but she knew that she wasn’t dealing with this with any more grace than he was. She should have tried to talk to him before just walking away like everything they’d had before didn’t matter.


    “I don’t know what to think at this point. All I know is I need to think about this and what it means. You’ve been dead for a long time and now you suddenly aren’t. It’s not settling well,” Iron whispered and she opened her eyes, meeting his green ones.


    “Yeah, I get that,” Roz finally said, feeling a squeezing in her heart at the thoughts running around in her own head.


    Iron leaned in, kissing her on the nose in a gesture so familiar that she wanted to cry because it wasn’t the loving caress it had once been, it was just an automatic response to her being in this position again. Roz angrily wondered how many women had received that kiss on their nose from him in the last fourteen years with an ache so fierce her knees almost gave out on her.


    “I’m going to go home but I will be back tomorrow and we can talk about this––whatever this is. I’m too keyed up to have this discussion right now. Okay?”


    Iron was still pressing his forehead to hers, his eyes looking intently into hers, and she felt his words pulling at her. She wanted to believe that this was a tiny bump in the road they could work out but at the moment it seemed more like a giant sink hole.


    “Okay,” Roz responded and Iron pulled back, looking at her for another long moment before he stepped back and walked to his bike. Climbing on, he glanced back at her one last time.


    “I’ll be back tomorrow,” Iron told her, then cranked the bike and within moments he was gone. Roz stood staring after him with a feeling of loss settling into her very bones because she didn’t think they would ever find the love they once shared again. It was too late for them and that made tears fill her eyes again as she walked back inside the rec center.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 8


    Roz sat in Sammy’s front living room five days later sipping some tea. Roz was enjoying spending time with her and Sarah. They were fun and neither of them took any shit from their men. Roz could respect that she wasn’t the type to bow down to a man either. That was why she was avoiding Iron because even though he had said he’d be back the next morning, he hadn’t bothered to show up to talk.


    Roz felt anger shoot through her veins. It burned her up that he hadn’t come by that day. She should just leave but she kind of liked it here. Besides, she wouldn’t put it past him to try chaining her up like he’d said he would. She was quite sure that she wouldn’t find that pleasing; she really wasn’t a bondage kind of girl.


    Yesterday he had shown up at the rec center and tried to break down the door to her room because she wouldn’t let him in and he’d yelled through the door that he was losing patience with her.


    Ha, she was already out of patience with him; he was a prick and she wasn’t going to be at his beck and call. She was not that girl anymore and he couldn’t yank her around expecting her to wait on him to come to her when he was good and ready.


    Hell no, that wasn’t who she was anymore.


    “So what’s going on with you and Iron? Animal says you’ve got the man all tied up in knots,” Sammy said, looking hopeful that Roz would share some juicy gossip with her. She smiled into her cup, taking another sip before setting it on the table. Sammy was damned nosy, that was for sure. She couldn’t remember the number of times in the last few days Sammy had pumped her for information about her and Iron.


    “He is just being a jerk and I am not dealing with that. I’m no longer a child that he can boss around and it’s pissing him off,” Roz told Sammy, not willing to tell her more about her and Iron’s problems.


    “Huh, you know I don’t think I’ve ever known him to be out of control like he is lately. He’s been talking to Animal a lot and I think he might be planning to cuff you to his bed.” Sammy wiggled her eyebrows up and down causing a snort of laughter to escape Roz at her obvious enjoyment of the bondage she and her ‘old man’ were into. It really seemed wrong calling Animal, who was a sickeningly hot piece of man candy, ‘old.’ Not that he was hotter than Iron was, Roz thought, feeling a shiver of desire run down her spine as she thought of Iron’s sexy abs and his tight ass.


    “Yeah, so not my cup of tea,” Roz informed her, shaking her head.


    “You don’t know what you’re missing, sister, unless you’ve tried it. Have you?”


    Roz felt a blush staining her cheeks because she hadn’t had sex with anyone except Iron and they’d been too young to explore that kind of kinky stuff. She wondered if he had done that with another woman. The thought sent a spike of jealousy through her that made her rub her chest because she didn’t really want to know the answer to that question.


    Laci entering the room followed by Sarah saved her from answering that prying question. Roz let out a loud whistle at the outfit Sarah had put her in. She was wearing a light blue skirt that reached to just above her knees and a low cut top that made her look about four years older than her eighteen years.


    “Wow, Laci, you look great in that outfit,” Roz told her, smiling at her.


    “You really think so?” she asked, a shy smile on her face.


    “Oh, yeah. Those boys at the club aren’t going to know what hit them, my dear,” Sammy told her, grinning widely. “Are we ready?”


    “Yes, I think so,” Sarah said, grabbing her purse off the end table.


    Gathering their things, they all went outside and piled into Sarah’s car to head over to Tricky Bitches, a local bar that was owned by three sisters. It was the only bar in the area besides Spangles, the bondage club, and the Blue Bird which was a strip club owned by the Blue Bandits.


    Getting out of the car, Roz felt excited. It had been a while since she’d gone to a place like this. The last time had been with her friend Tara and she’d had a really good time because she loved to dance. She had always loved dancing had but rarely got out to do it anymore so tonight was going to be a rare treat.


    Entering the club, Sarah turned to look at them after she paid the cover and their hands were stamped.


    “Okay, we likely have about thirty minutes before Reaper and the boys show up so try not to get into trouble before then. Reaper will not be happy if he has to rescue me again.”


    Sammy seemed to think this was hilarious and she laughed so hard she doubled over with it. She earned a glare from Sarah and a confused look from Laci.


    “What’s so funny?” Roz asked her, looking from Sarah to Sammy and back again.


    Having recovered somewhat, Sammy finally panted out, “The idea that Sarah needs anyone to save her, ever.”


    “Shut up, bitch. Just because I don’t need him to rescue me doesn’t mean I don’t want him to,” Sarah complained, glowering at Sammy.


    “Yes, and Reaper pretends you need him but it’s fucking funny and you know it,” Sammy told her, still chuckling. Roz wasn’t sure what the heck they were talking about but she didn’t doubt that Sarah could handle herself in any situation. She had an air of capability about her.


    Roz saw a slight twitch of Sarah’s lips as she turned back to enter the club with a clipped “Let’s just go dance” thrown over her shoulder. Roz was all for that and seconds later the four of them hit the dance floor.
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    “Where are you headed?” Iron asked Animal when he stormed past him in the clubhouse. He had read a text someone sent him a moment ago and dropped the cue stick he’d been using to stomp out the door. Rebel was still yelling at Animal that he was a fucking ass because he’d been winning until Animal quit to storm out.


    “I have to go get my woman from Tricky Bitches before she allows some idiot to sign his own death warrant. That woman has no respect for others’ safety,” Animal growled. his scowl dark and his eyes gleaming with a sexual vibe that made Iron snort out a little laugh at the other man’s predicament.


    At least Roz just locked herself in her room and tried to ignore him. He hadn’t meant to get involved with a raid the day he was supposed to be talking to her about their relationship but it couldn’t be helped. He had gone over there that night but she’d been asleep on the couch and he had sat there watching her sleep for over an hour. The spinning emotions in his head had seemed to settle inside him as he watched the way she slowly breathed in and out while she lay there.


    He’d left close to dawn, not wanting to wake her because he would bet she hadn’t had a good night’s sleep in a long time. That was a mistake; he should have woken her up because the next day when he had tried to explain what happened, she’d given him the cold shoulder and locked him out of her room after dashing into it before he could stop her. He had decided to let her cool down, which had been his second mistake because five days later he still hadn’t caught her alone so they could talk.


    Yesterday he’d tried to break into the room she was staying in at the rec center but it had a steel door and it wasn’t going anywhere anytime soon despite his banging on it. He’d also scared the other women who were still staying there and he’d felt like an ass. Iron sighed, wondering how long she would make him wait before she agreed to talk to him.


    “Huh, you’d think after months of training she wouldn’t pull this crap with you,” Iron teased, earning a glare and then a wicked smile that made him pause. The smile on Animal’s face made him nervous because it meant that he had something up his sleeve.


    “Yeah, except my woman isn’t the only one there, you know.”


    “Ah well, she and Sarah are always trying to get into trouble together so that is nothing new,” Iron told him smiling, relieved that he didn’t have anything to say that he was truly concerned over. That was until Animal’s next words wiped the smile right off his face.


    “I didn’t mean Sarah. Roz and Laci are there with them,” Animal said, his smile spreading. “Guess since Roz is single she wants to check out the options and that must be why my woman took her there.”


    Iron felt fury spreading through him in a scalding hot mix of possessiveness and anger.


    “She isn’t fucking single, asshole,” he gritted out between clenched teeth. She had better not be trying to pick up another man. It was bad enough thinking of her having sex over the years when they were apart but if she let another man touch her now that he knew she was alive, he would fucking kill the son of a bitch. Hell, he might even go back and kill anyone who’d ever touched her if she would tell him who they were. He was that fucked up over Roz. He felt a clawing pit of rage in his stomach every time he thought about it.


    “Huh, maybe you ought to tell her that because she seems to think she is,” Animal told him, laughing a little while continuing down the stairs.


    “Let’s just fucking get there before I have to kill someone,” Iron told him, ignoring Animal’s knowing smile. He stormed down the stairs with the intent to let Roz know exactly whom she belonged to. He wasn’t ready to say he wanted a relationship but there was no way in hell he was letting another man anywhere near her. That just wasn’t fucking happening. He didn’t bother to respond to Animal’s parting taunt as they climbed on their bikes.


    “Maybe you should train her better, Iron.” Animal’s snide laughter faded away as he roared off headed towards Tricky Bitches.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 9


    Pulling up, Iron parked his bike in front of Tricky Bitches, seeing that Reaper had also just pulled up with Bull and Burner getting off their bikes next to him. Iron moved over to them and they walked towards the door. Animal pulled in beside his hog, climbing off his own bike and following them into the building. They paid the cover and headed inside, each of them looking for the small group of women they were here to get.


    Iron looked around seeing that the place was packed with both Blue Bandits and several other men from around the area. This being the only local bar besides the strip club and Animal’s bondage club, this place was almost always busy. Reaper had allowed the sisters to open it here and offered protection to their business for ten percent of the profits. It worked for both the club and the three women who ran the place. The club made a tidy profit for very little effort and the women got to run their business.


    He searched the crowded room looking for Roz’s wild wheat-colored locks among the many women that were crowded into the bar. Knowing Roz the way he did, she would be on the dance floor. She’d always loved to dance and even when she was only sixteen she had moved so sensually that he didn’t know how to handle the hard-on she inspired.


    He could remember the first time he’d seen her dance. It had been all he could do to keep his hands to himself and he had been jealous of every other man in the room as she moved to the beat. He hadn’t want their eyes on her and the idea that anyone might touch her had made him beat the crap out of Tommy that night.


    Shaking the memory away so that he could search for her in the present, he finally spotted her with Sammy, Laci and Sarah in the middle of the dance floor. They were dancing in a little group and thankfully there weren’t any men near Roz. Feeling his teeth ache from the strength of his clenched jaw, he watched her.


    Damn, she was moving so sensually that he almost couldn’t bear it. Her hips moved to a rhythm that made him remember the nights he’d spent with her so long ago.


    The night she had given herself to him burst into life inside his mind with such sparkling clarity, he could remember every touch, every kiss, and every moment he’d spent inside her sweetness and he wanted to feel that again. He wanted to be touched that deeply, to understand that he wasn’t alone anymore, that she was here with him. He didn’t even realize that he was moving towards her until he was right in front of her and she gasped when his hand landed on her waist.


    Her eyes met his and she looked lost for a moment. She stopped moving to the beat, making him want to protest. Iron couldn’t hold back the desire he knew was flooding his gaze, which devoured her. She looked shocked and her face turned up to his in a pleading inspection that he knew showed her nothing except the desire that filled his eyes. Over the years since losing her he had perfected his poker face and now he could don a blank expression that not many knew how to read.


    Iron didn’t know how to explain the feelings he was experiencing. He was bombarded with lust, fear, anger, and something that felt suspiciously like love as he looked down into her eyes, his hands loosely holding her waist.


    “I’m not leaving here so don’t even try to make me, Iron,” Roz finally said, her brow raised as she looked at him.


    Iron didn’t want to fight with her, not tonight. He just wanted to hold her any way she would let him and that scared the hell out of him. She had always seemed to push past his surface layers to grab a hold of his heart and tonight was no different, only he thought he had buried that useless organ long ago. Somehow she was waking it up and he didn’t know if he wanted to let her.


    Iron pulled her closer speaking into her ear, “Fine, but you’re going to dance with me then. No other man will be touching you, Rozzy.”


    “Iron,” she almost moaned as she began to move with him on the dance floor, her eyes closed as she gave herself up to him and the music.
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    Roz couldn’t seem to find the energy to resist him and she fell into a rhythm with him. She wanted to tell him to get lost, that she didn’t want him here, but that would have been a lie. She did want him, so much she almost couldn’t take the weight of it. Her mind replayed the way he used to touch her and she could almost feel that same care in his hands which rested on her waist guiding her around the dance floor to the hot sensual Latin beat.


    It was a long time of them moving in tandem before he finally spoke.


    “I did come by the night we were supposed to talk. Who do you think turned off the holo vid you were watching?” Iron asked against her ear, the proximity of his lips adding to the burning desire that had settled inside her stomach, making her panties wet from the need she felt from his simplest touch.


    “I assumed it had an auto shut off,” Roz told him, her own lips brushing against his ear.


    “No, I came by but you looked so peaceful sleeping there on the couch that I didn’t want to wake you.” Iron kissed along the shell of her ear making her quiver as need assaulted her. Her breath caught and she took a moment to answer him. She wanted to believe he cared but she wasn’t sure she could because if he really had wanted to have the conversation with her, why wait till almost midnight to do it?


    “Why didn’t you come earlier, Iron? It’s not like I wasn’t there all day waiting on you,” Roz hissed near his ear, trying to stop her treacherous body from melting into a puddle of wanton goo from the light caresses his lips kept giving to her ear and the teasing nips he was applying to the side of her neck. She shouldn’t let his touch distract her from the anger she had every right to feel. He was always making her wait for him. Fourteen years ago she hadn’t known any better, but she was thirty-two now and she knew that if he truly cared for her he would have been at the rec center for their talk that morning.


    “I had to take care of something for the club. I didn’t want to but it was necessary and I had no choice.” Iron thought that made it better but it only showed her where she fell in his priorities. Roz had once been his first priority and to know that she ranked behind his MC now hurt in a way she hadn’t thought she could feel after the past few days of trying to get over him without success.


    “I can’t keep waiting on you, Iron. I have a life and constantly waiting on you to come back isn’t going to work for me anymore,” she finally whispered into his ear.


    “I’m not asking you to wait right now, Roz. I’m asking you to listen. I didn’t expect to ever see you again, hold you again.” His arms tightened and he pulled her closer. She felt the firm length of his hardened cock pressing to her lower belly and her knees weakened. Her breath caught and she wanted to feel him naked against her.


    “I know. Believe me, I know that finding out that I’m alive was a shock to you but I can’t change the past. We need to just move on. You should let me leave,” Roz managed after a long pause in which they moved around the dance floor, both soaking in the moment.


    “I can’t. I want you too much. So much I burn with it, Roz,” Iron told her, his voice hoarse and his teeth nipping her ear. She moaned again, trying not to give in to her libido. “Let me make love to you, Rozzy.” His voice was darkly sensual and his hands caressed her hips, cupping them and tilting them towards him.


    Roz knew she should just tell him no and pull away but she didn’t want to. She wanted him to touch her. Even if she couldn’t have his love again, she wanted to have some part of him.


    She needed it.


    She looked up meeting his eyes with her own and nodded because she couldn’t bear to walk away from this chance to be with him again, even when she knew she should for her sanity’s sake.


    He leaned in, his lips taking hers, his tongue lazy in its exploration of her mouth and she couldn’t stop the moan that burst out of her. She felt his hand move to bury in her hair and his body pressed closer. She felt her heart pounding in her ears and her mind shut down and all she knew was that Toby was kissing her again and it was divine.


    She responded to his caresses with a lazy exploration of her own, her tongue meeting his as he became more aggressive, his desire for her taking over. His hands tightened on her hip and in her hair. Then he was suddenly devouring her lips, nipping at them and growling in satisfied pleasure as he thrust his tongue in and out in a mimic of the way his body would later move in and out of hers.


    Roz’s passions where burning so brightly she almost couldn’t stand it. She was liquid with desire. She was melting into his arms like warm chocolate when they heard a throat clearing nearby. Iron growled angrily and jerked away from her to glower at Reaper who’d just made the sound.


    Roz watched him, dazed, her desire so hot she couldn’t seem to find her balance, making her lean into Iron’s side. She suddenly felt her cheeks heat when she remembered where they were. Shit, she had completely forgotten that they had an audience. Obviously Iron had too because he looked a little sheepish when Reaper spoke.


    “You might want to take that back to the clubhouse or her room cause I think you might want some privacy for that.” Reaper smirked at Iron, his arm around Sarah’s waist. She was standing beside him with a wide grin on her face and she gave Roz a knowing look. Roz buried her face in Iron’s shoulder trying to forget that she had just embarrassed herself in front of the whole bar.


    “Right, let’s go, Roz,” Iron grunted after briefly looking around as if he suddenly remembered where they were. Animal was standing behind Reaper and he was grinning widely with Sammy giving Roz a thumbs up beside him, making her embarrassment ratchet up a notch. Laci was standing between Burner and Bull and her face was a mixture of surprise and awe as she watched her and Iron. Roz had just put on quite the show with Iron it seemed.


    Roz allowed herself to be guided out the door towards Iron’s bike. When they were standing beside it, Iron leaned in, his hands cupping her cheeks as his lips moved over hers again in a hot claiming that left her breathing heavy and her heart pounding in her ears. She moaned when he pulled away, his teeth lightly tugging at her bottom lip.


    “My place or yours?” Iron asked.


    She was curious about where he lived so she managed in a breathless whisper, “Yours.”


    Iron nodded and after climbing on the bike he gestured for her to join him. Roz gingerly climb on, a little nervous about this having never been on one before.


    “Careful of the pipes,” Iron said, showing her where not to put her legs and feet before cranking the bike and pulling her arms around his waist. After calling over his shoulder, “Hold on,” there was a jerk and suddenly they were moving away from the bar at a breakneck speed that Roz wasn’t sure she liked.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 10


    Iron pulled up to the clubhouse feeling almost desperate to get her upstairs to his room. His balls were tight and his cock felt hard enough to pound nails. Tasting Roz’s sweetness on his lips was like tasting manna from heaven and he had almost stripped her naked right there in that bar because he was that ready to have her again.


    Iron’s head was still whirling with thoughts of her not trusting him and he knew he should just think of her as just another fuck. Only he couldn’t seem to think of having sex with Roz as fucking like he did with other women. Roz wasn’t like other women and she never had been and that was just a fact he’d learned to live with years ago. It hadn’t bothered him when she was his but now with everything between them, he wasn’t sure how to handle it.


    Roz used his shoulders to climb off the bike and Iron noticed with a slight grin that her legs were a little wobbly because she wasn’t used to the vibrations of his bike. The thought amused him for some reason. Roz straightened her legs and locked her knees, waiting on him to set the stand and climb off. She was beautiful in the moonlight which highlighted her hair, giving it an almost halo effect. Her silvery blue eyes met his in the darkness and his already swollen cock hardened painfully, urging him to get her upstairs.


    Iron felt his breath catch when she smiled shyly at him because his heart suddenly seemed to stop beating for a single moment. He shook off the odd feeling, grabbing her hand to begin leading her into the clubhouse. He had a good grip on her hand and he knew he was practically dragging her but he wanted to get her naked and that need was eating him alive. He needed to relearn every inch of her body. Having had her only for a few weeks wasn’t nearly enough to satisfy the cravings that ripped through his bloodstream with the rush of a thousand amps.


    He needed to take her hard and fast or he was going to lose his mind. Entering, he was pulling her towards the stairs when Lock spoke, his voice amused.


    “I see you two are in a hurry. What are you going to do?” Iron stopped for a moment, glaring at the other man. Roz blushed a little and tried to tug her hand away from his but he refused to allow it. He wasn’t letting her go tonight. She’d agreed to let him take her to bed and she wasn’t getting out of it. He burned too hotly to allow it.


    “Shut the fuck up, it’s none of your business,” Iron spat at him, again tugging her towards the stairs. Roz followed him without protest as he practically dragged her up the stairs and down the landing to his room.


    Opening the door, he let her go in ahead of him before slamming the door shut and locking it behind them. Roz stood staring at him, nervousness seeming to overtake her as she glanced around the room, her eyes lighting on the bed.


    Iron pushed off the door he was leaning against, stepping towards her. She took a hesitant step back away from him looking nervous. Iron stalked her, his intent apparent in the way he moved. He watched her raise a hand to brush her hair off her shoulders. The low-cut red tank top that sent all the blood rushing into his groin was slipping off one shoulder after their mad dash up the stairs and she pushed it back up.


    “Iron, maybe––” Roz began, but he wasn’t in the mood to talk tonight and giving her time to finish that sentence would likely lead to them fighting and he wasn’t going to allow the night to end that way.


    He cut her off with his lips slamming down on hers, his tongue thrusting into her mouth, tasting her sweetness and feeling it explode through him. Every nerve in his body tingled and he couldn’t seem to think of anything except reaffirming his ownership of every inch of her. She let out a moan and her hands landed on his shoulders as she accepted his kiss, her body flowing into his in a liquid display of pleasure at being touched by him.


    Iron gripped her hips hard, his hands clutching the jeans she wore tightly in his hands, holding her still while his mouth devoured hers. Iron groaned, pulling back slightly to nip her lips before he placed small teasing kisses along the side of her neck, hearing her let out a breathy gasp when he sucked and then nipped a spot he remembered being an erogenous zone for her.


    He smiled against her. Something about that spot always turned her on and he was glad he hadn’t forgotten how to please her despite the years it had been since they had been together. Iron tugged at the hem of her top wanting it off. She didn’t protest as he pulled it over her head, his eyes landing on the red lace bra she wore beneath it. Iron’s hands lifted, cupping the globes encased in lace, brushing his fingers over her nipples and feeling the hardened tips.


    Roz arched into him moaning, her eyes heavy-lidded, her mouth slightly parted on a gasp, and Iron felt the sight blaze inside his memory blistering him with the need he felt for this one woman. He was shocked by the strength of his need for her even after all these years. It wasn’t her beauty, even though she had that in spades, because he had been with beautiful women; it was something about her. Something he couldn’t put his finger on that had always made him burn whenever he was with her.


    Iron was unable to wait any longer and he leaned forward taking one of the hard tips into his mouth and sucking on it through the lace, growling in pleasure when she let out a strangled cry of need. He tugged hard on the little bud rolling his tongue over it, feeling it bead. Fuck, he needed her bare skin on his.


    His hands fell to her jeans jerking at them, trying to unsnap them without releasing her breast from his mouth as he sucked and rolled the tight tip. Roz’s hands jerked off his cut, obviously just as eager to get him naked as he was to get her that way.


    He pulled back whispering, “Undress, hurry.”


    He grabbed the hem of his shirt, jerking it off over his head before reaching for the zipper on his pants, jerking them off but leaving his boxers on. Roz followed suit, jerking her own pants off and kicking them away from her, revealing matching red lace panties that blew what was left of his mind.


    “Wow,” Roz said, suddenly stepping towards him, her eyes glued to his chest. Her hands rubbed along his pecs. He glanced down at what she was looking at, realizing it was his tattoo. A sudden spike of anger reared up inside him but he shoved it away. He wasn’t going to ruin this night by thinking of the past. “This is beautiful, Iron.”


    Her fingers caressed the butterfly that was made of jagged edges and fire and flew from the mouth of a skull. His hand caught hers pressing it against the butterfly she was tracing, making her look up at him. It was made from blue flame fading into yellow and the very edges were a flame as if it was morphing into the flame. Iron had had it since three days after he’d been told she was dead. It was instinct for him to stop the caress because he never allowed any woman to trace that part of his tattoo.


    They might have clung to his shoulders or run their hands over it but any time a woman began to trace that flame, he removed their hand and left them alone in the bed because it wasn’t simply a tattoo to him, it was a tribute to the woman he had lost and that was why he released Roz’s hand allowing her to continue exploring it.


    “It’s like it’s becoming a flame. Whoever did this was a brilliant artist. It’s like a living masterpiece,” Roz told him, still tracing the flames, her touch light, gentle.


    Iron wanted to tell her that it was what he had done to honor her, that he had told Pansy what he wanted and the man had created this piece for him, but the words wouldn’t come. They stuck inside him and he didn’t know how to let them out. He didn’t know how to explain why he was still so mad at her that he could barely stand it.


    Iron decided it was a problem for another day because right now he just wanted to touch her, not fight with her, and if he told her how angry he still was, that’s what they would spend tonight doing. He leaned towards her taking her lips with his own, kissing her hard, his tongue thrusting into her mouth, owning it, commanding her response and Roz moaned, almost melting into his arms.


    His hands ran up from her hips to her breasts caressing the bare skin, feeling its silky smoothness with awe. He couldn’t seem to get enough, his hands finally settling on her hips as he guided her back onto the bed, his body following hers down onto the soft mattress, his mouth never leaving hers. She arched off the bed towards him and he growled in pleasure as her silky skin slid along his.


    Iron pulled back, nipping her lips as he kissed along her jaw and down over her neck, seeking the hard peaks his hands were already busy freeing from the prison of her bra. The front clasp snapped open spilling the heavy weight into his hands and he realized they were larger than he remembered. It made sense, she wasn’t as thin as she’d been when she was eighteen. She was no longer a girl but a woman and that was evident in the way her body curved. Iron found that he liked it, even as it made him angrier with her because he hadn’t been there to see it happen like he should have been.


    His mouth covered her breast sucking it hard as he rolled his tongue over the tip, hearing her breathless gasp and feeling her fingers digging into his shoulders where she held him to her. His body wasn’t the same now either and he knew she would have to relearn him as well. His shoulders had broadened and he worked out so his muscles were bigger and even though he’d been twenty when he left, he had somehow grown an inch or two.


    Roz was falling into heaven and she didn’t know how to stop the mad spiral of lust that held her tightly in its grip. She felt her heart picking up and her body was liquid. Iron’s hands on her body after so long were like giving an addict a fix. It rushed through her with the power of a freight train, taking her over and filling her head with passions she had never felt with another man.


    Roz was trying to stop her headlong rush into this sexual relationship with Iron, a man she barely knew despite their connection. She shouldn’t have said yes but she couldn’t seem to separate herself from the desire that still burned inside her for him. It had never faded no matter how many years passed and was the reason she had never been able to give herself to another man.


    Feeling his mouth sucking on the hard tips of her breast, she couldn’t help the passionate gasp that left her or the way her body sought contact with his by arching off the bed. She needed him and she couldn’t deny that she was burning up inside to feel him inside her again.


    She needed this.


    Even if it was only for one night and he never wanted her again, she needed to feel his caresses again.


    Roz gave herself up to the moment, the tattoo that had so fascinated her when he took off his shirt taking up space in her mind even as her desire poured through her like a fine wine. The ink was a masterpiece and she wondered what it meant to him because the way he’d stopped her hand from touching it at first told her more than he had likely intended. He didn’t like for anyone to touch that tattoo, which meant it was important to him and she wondered if it was for another woman. That thought sent a spike of painful anger through her because she didn’t want it to be about anyone else but the butterfly, despite its jagged edges, held a feminine edge.


    His mouth moved to her other breast, kissing between them till he took the other tip into his mouth, and fire burned through her flinging her thoughts of the tattoo and the woman it might represent away from her mind as she moaned and clung to him. Iron pressed down into her, his hard member separated from her by only her lacy underwear and his boxers.


    She trembled when he scraped his teeth against her wanting more, so very much more. She pressed her head back into the pillows moaning, her hand slipping to the back of his head and holding him to her, feeling the slight roughness of his hair against her palm.


    Iron pulled back looking down at her, growling, “ I need to be inside you, baby.”


    Putting his words into action, he rolled to the side and stripped off his boxers. A glimpse of silver drew her eyes to his cock where they stayed as she stared at the thick hardness in shock.


    What the hell was that?


    Iron was moving to roll back over her but she stopped him with a hard shove. He looked confused as he stared at her panting slightly, his thick cock red and swollen, a bit of pre-come sliding from the tip as she watched. Only that wasn’t what was holding her attention fixed to the hardness he displayed. No, the silver piercing was what made her pause. That wasn’t going to work. He would have to remove whatever that was because she didn’t imagine it would feel good.


    “Umm, what is that?” she asked, still staring at his cock.


    Iron looked down in confusion until he seemed to realize what she was talking about and chuckled a little. His hand moved down to cup himself as he pointed to it.


    “You mean my apadravya?” he asked, grinning at her as he showed her the way it went from just beneath the tip through his cock and out the other side, tipped with a metal ball on each side.


    “Yeah, I mean that,” Roz said, a little shell-shocked.


    Why would he do that? It must have hurt like a bitch. She couldn’t imagine getting her pussy pierced like he had his cock. It was a delicate area and she wouldn’t allow anyone with a needle near it.


    “Don’t worry, it increases a woman’s pleasure. You’ll like it,” Iron told her, then attempted to roll back over her again but she shoved him back a second time.


    “Uh, no, I won’t. You need to take that thing out or this isn’t happening,” Roz insisted, not sure what the hell he was thinking because she wasn’t about to let him put that thing inside her.


    “Babe, have I ever done anything that might make you think I would ever do anything that would hurt you?” Iron demanded, looking a little put out by her refusal.


    “No, but that doesn’t mean that is going anywhere near my pussy!”


    Iron’s lids lowered over his eyes and fierce desire lit his face. “Naughty girl, I see you learned some things while you were growing up without me.”


    “What are you talking about?” Roz asked, confused.


    “Such naughty language coming from those sweet lips,” Iron growled. He was now on his side facing her with his head propped on his arm grinning at her, his face contorted with his desire.


    He leaned towards her kissing her on the lips, gently nipping her lower one with his teeth before pulling back. She blushed because she had said that to him. She wasn’t an innocent, she knew about sex and pleasure, but he was still the only man she’d ever been with. She had learned to find pleasure alone while fantasizing about him, but never, ever in any of those hundreds of fantasies had she ever imagined he would have a metal bar in his penis.


    “You will like it, I promise. It will bring you pleasure like nothing else ever could. It’s going to hit just the right spot every single time, I can promise you,” Iron told her, his hand caressing her breast, his other hand sliding over her stomach and moving towards her pussy. His words were heated and he uttered them against her lips as he took them with his own again and she moaned as she allowed his tongue to thrust against hers. Roz’s hands clutched his shoulders, her nails digging into his skin likely leaving marks but he didn’t seem to mind as his mouth devoured hers.


    “I don’t think––” Roz began to say, but he cut her off by nipping her lower lip again.


    “Trust me,” Iron said in a heated whisper and she allowed him to push her back. Coming over her again, he pulled her panties off, his hand moving to cup her sex with a finger dipping into her soaked body.


    The kicker of the whole thing was despite all the years that seemed to separate them, she did trust him she realized as he caressed her gently, his breaths heavy and his eyes glued to where his fingers played just inside her. She trusted that he would never hurt her physically although the jury was still out on what he would do to her emotionally. Roz gave in with a breathless sigh as she opened her legs and his green eyes met hers. Iron looked suddenly possessive and a little animalistic when he rose, settling himself between her legs, his hands on her hips holding her steady as he aligned their bodies.


    Roz knew that he was about to enter her and she braced herself for the cold hard metal that was embedded in his cock to push inside her. She wondered nervously what it would feel like. Her heart was in her throat and he grinned down at her wickedly, his words heated when he asked her, “Are you ready, baby?”


    Roz couldn’t speak so she just nodded, feeling the hard head of his cock enter her with deliberate slowness as he glided into her. She gasped because the metal wasn’t cold and it felt good sliding into her wet opening. She was sensitive and it was a tight fit because it had been so long since she’d had anything other than her small slim-line dildo inside her. His cock was thicker and the metal balls added a new sensation.


    She gasped feeling her body quake.


    Iron felt Roz’s body closing around his with a satisfaction he couldn’t seem to shake. She was tight, almost as tight as she’d been when they first made love when they were both young and in love. He could tell that she hadn’t had many men in her bed and he was glad because the idea that any man had been inside her infuriated him. He pushed harder, feeling his cock slide deeper into the warm wetness that was his Roz. He growled, animal pleasure making him close his eyes tightly, and he uttered the only thought in his head in a heated whisper of possession.


    “Mine.” His words were barely audible but so possessive they made his head spin. “This pussy is mine. Just fucking mine!”


    Iron was consumed by feral possessiveness that seemed to make his hold on her hips even tighter. He had never felt like this with any other woman and he didn’t know what to do with all the feelings that were bombarding him. Iron pushed harder, finally sliding fully into her. His cock felt like it was in a silken vise and he grunted his pleasure, pausing for a moment to give her body time to adjust to his invasion. Roz moved beneath him and he felt the movement echo down his cock in blissful agony, his breath hissing from between his clenched teeth as he tried to hold still.


    “I need to move, babe. Are you good?” Iron asked, his head almost ready to explode as his cock throbbed so badly that his hips moved slightly against his will, because he needed to thrust in and out of her so badly he ached with it.


    “Yes,” she whispered and he almost sighed with relief.


    “Good,” he growled and pulled out, thrusting back into her roughly and hearing her gasp. He hoped it was in pleasure because he couldn’t stop. He was caught in the feel of her wetness gripping him and he couldn’t stop the movement of his hips as he thrust back and forth, taking her in hard long strokes that left them both gasping for air. His hand buried in her hair while his other guided her hips and he set a hard rhythm. Her lips parted and he slid his tongue inside, mimicking the thrusting of his hips.


    She moaned and her body met his hard thrusts as she gripped him, her nails likely shredding his back but he didn’t give a fuck, it felt like he was dying. He was so close to coming and it had only been moments. Normally he took forever to get this close but with Roz every moment of touching her was pleasure. With other women it was just fucking, but with her it was more, so much more.


    “Baby, you feel so damned good gripping my cock. Do you like the apadravya? It feels good, doesn’t it, baby?” Iron asked her as his hips pumped back and forth, needing to hear her say it was good for her too.


    “Y–yes, it’s so good,” she panted out, her eyes closed shutting him out and he didn’t like it at all. He wanted to look into her eyes as she came apart.


    “No, look at me, now,” Iron commanded, his voice hard and his body nearing orgasm.


    “Iron, please,” Roz said opening her eyes and in them he could see the pleasure she was trying to hide from him but he wouldn’t allow it. He increased his thrusts, feeling her tight pussy grip him harder as she began to spasm around his thickened cock.


    “Oh, that’s it, baby, come all over my cock, do it, come for me, now,” Iron growled, his eyes holding hers prisoner. His hand tightening in her hair as he thrust savagely into her, she let out a keening cry that ripped out of her chest when she bit her lower lip and clamped down around him as she exploded into orgasm, gasping for breath as she gripped his cock hard. Iron felt his own explosion coming and he thrust harder into her, moaning when he felt his balls tighten and his back tingle, his eyes rolling back in his head. It felt like he came forever as he thrust in and out, his body twitching and pouring out into her.


    When it was finally over he felt drained, almost sated. Iron couldn’t remember the last time he had felt sated after only taking a woman once. He hovered over her staring down at her, his hips still, his cock buried inside her. She was watching him as he slowly pulled himself from her. She looked at his shoulders, her cheeks blushing red.


    “I think I may have scratched you up a bit,” she whispered.


    Iron grinned. He didn’t care, it was worth every single wound to have her again. “It’s okay. You’ll likely have bruises on your hips and I think I may have pulled some of your hair out when I came.”


    “You did.” Roz smiled shyly and he grinned back.


    Suddenly it hit him that he hadn’t even asked if she was protected. Normally that would have sent panic racing through him at the thought that he might have gotten a woman pregnant. Only it didn’t with her, but he still needed to know the answer.


    “Roz, baby, I didn’t think but are you on something? Something for birth control?” Iron asked and she paled.


    “No, damn. I’m not.” Roz looked so panicked about it that he chuckled lightly, brushing her hair from her face as he rested on his side beside her.


    “Don’t worry, it’s okay,” Iron told her, and funnily enough it was because it was her and even with him still angry, he knew that if she was pregnant they would work it out. It would be okay because Iron would take care of her and the baby. It didn’t send panic racing through him or make him feel hemmed in. It was just something they would handle if it happened. Iron kissed her forehead and whispered against her ear as he settled her into the bed, pulling the covers from beneath them to cover her nakedness. “Let’s get some sleep.”


    Roz seemed to think about this for a moment but when he pulled her onto his chest as he rolled to his back, she came willingly, her head resting over his heart where the butterfly tattoo covered his left pec. Her body relaxed into sleep and Iron’s arms held her to him with a feeling of gratification settling inside his chest.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 11


    Iron woke to the sound of yelling out in the hall and wondered what the hell those buffoons were up to this morning. Slowly pulling away from Roz he slid from the bed, glancing back at her sleeping form with a slight apprehension taking up residence inside his chest. He grabbed his jeans, pulling them on, and stormed to the door. He opened it and quietly shut it behind himself, moving into the game room, which was right next to his room.


    There were six prospects in the room, three at the table playing poker and two more lounging on the nearby couches. The last, Colt, was standing against the wall smoking a cigar.


    Iron glared at them, barking out, “Keep your damned voices down, we’re trying to sleep.”


    Colt raised a brow as he dropped his foot from the wall and looked at him with surprise. Iron ignored him and turned to leave, having said what he had come in here to say before they woke Roz with their stupidity.


    “You let one stay?” Colt asked from behind him, his voice filled with disbelief.


    “Yeah,” Iron replied, not in the mood for his bullshit. He kept walking and was almost out the door in the hall when he heard Colt’s next words.


    “Well that’s new. You always kick them out right after. Before they’re even finished dressing sometimes. She must be something special.” Colt laughed at his own joke.


    “Mind your own damned business, Colt,” he growled, casting a dark glare over his shoulder at the man before stomping back to his door. He barely resisted the urge to slam his door behind him. The fact that Roz was in his bed was the only reason he bothered to refrain.


    Iron gazed at her on the bed, a smile touching his lips at the position she was in. Memories of the past came flooding back to him, Roz lying in his bed when he was a young teenager and again after he’d made love to her for the first time. She lay with her knees drawn up beneath her with her head resting on the pillow. He always thought the position was cute and today was no different, he thought with amusement.


    For some reason, she always ended up in that position when he wasn’t in the bed with her and seeing that it hadn’t changed in the years since she’d left him was somehow reassuring. Slipping his jeans off, he climbed back into the bed, pulling her onto his chest. She made a snuffling noise and shifted against him, settling after a moment. Iron sighed before closing his own eyes, falling easily back into sleep.
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    It was four hours later that he awoke. Checking the clock to see it was eleven, he rubbed his hand down Roz’s back. She stirred, lifting her head to look at him after a moment. She smiled shyly at him, propping her face on her arm which rested on his chest. Iron ran his hand through her wheat-colored mane with an absentminded fascination. He felt his heart squeeze because he cared so deeply for her and yet he couldn’t seem to push the pieces into the right places anymore.


    Iron was no longer able to find that peaceful place where he had been when he was twenty and in love with her. It wasn’t possible anymore.


    He was different now.


    That day when he knelt at her grave and gave her his cut he left a part of himself behind and he wasn’t sure her being alive had brought it back to him. Iron’s head was messed up even after last night. He wished that he could just let it all go and enjoy the fact that she was here with him now but the years without her burned inside him building the fury he felt at their loss to a boiling point.


    His hand tightened in her hair and he sighed, feeling his cock harden when he glimpsed her breasts as she lifted farther up. Roz’s eyes were filled with a worry that he wanted to erase but knew she had every right to feel. He wanted this to be about them now and not about what had happened in the past but he knew that he was still angry. Iron still felt betrayed by her lack of trust in him. Yeah, it was stupid and he should just let it go but for some reason he couldn’t seem to find it inside himself to do that.


    “Good morning,” Roz said quietly, watching him carefully.


    “Morning,” Iron responded, even though he wanted to say so much more to her in that moment, but he couldn’t.


    Iron felt her shift against him and his cock hardened even more than it already was. Roz shifted above him and seemed to realize that he was hard. A blush stole over her face. Iron watched it spread down over her chest wondering how far it went. His need for her hadn’t diminished after taking her last night. He knew that it would likely take years to get her out of his system and even then it might not be enough.


    Iron wanted to tell her that but he couldn’t get it out past the rage that seemed to consume his mind when he thought of her not telling him about Hank. She was his to care for and he had failed because she hadn’t told him she was in trouble. His angry frown must have made Roz nervous because she pulled back from him.


    She moved slightly trying to get off him but he held her in place with his hands on her hips. He leaned forward capturing her mouth and kissing her hard, his tongue aggressive in its possession. She relaxed into him, moaning as she allowed him to ravage her mouth, his hands flexing on her hips pulling her against his hardness.


    Roz pushed up against him. Her legs were spread, making his hardened cock rub over her wet junction. He growled, rolling her beneath him and lining up to thrust inside her, his grip on her hard. She moaned when he released her lips to kiss along her neck and nip the spot he knew turned her on. Her body arched off the bed pressing against his in wild abandonment. Her hand ran over his back and his head exploded with the sensations of her touch, making his next nip harder.


    Iron knew it left a bruise on her delicate skin but he couldn’t seem to stop his aggressive assault on her person as he shoved inside her hot wetness, grunting in satisfaction as he bottomed out inside her. Roz was letting out little gasping sounds as she ran her hands over his back. He felt her nails scratch him again but it only added to his need to possess her in every way possible. He needed to own her.


    He thrust hard, pulling back and doing it again and again, hearing her cries as he took her in a hard, rough glide of his thickened cock inside her. She suddenly wrapped her legs around his hips screaming out in pleasure as her body burst into what must have been an intense orgasm because her eyes rolled back in her head. Iron felt grim satisfaction spreading through him when he felt her body go limp beneath his. He continued to thrust, needing to feel her come around him again.


    Iron felt his orgasm hovering and reached between them to brush his finger over her already sensitive clitoris. He rubbed it gently and it was like touching a live wire. She cried out, her breath leaving her body in a hard bellow while she wiggled, trying to move away.


    “No––n-no, I can–can’t take it,” Roz panted trying to catch her breath but Iron wasn’t about to allow that. He needed this, needed it like he needed to breathe.


    “You can,” he grunted rubbing over her again, feeling the ripples around his cock like fingers caressing him while he was still inside her. Growling his own pleasure, he thrust harder, knowing that the apadravya was rubbing along her passage and bringing her closer to the orgasm he needed so desperately to feel gripping his cock as he came.


    “Iro––n,” Roz screamed, drawing his name out as her body trembled around his, and he knew she was coming again from the increased wetness pouring over him.


    Satisfaction ripped through his chest making him feel smug. He felt his own release burst through him and he almost passed out he came so hard, roaring out her name, unable to hold it back. He slowly came to a stop inside her, looking down into her silvery blue eyes, taking in large huffs of air as he attempted to catch his breath. He felt ravaged, almost broken apart inside, as he slowly pulled his cock free of her. He moved away from her trying to put distance between himself and his mixed emotions.


    “We should get up and start the day. It’s already eleven thirty,” Iron finally said, climbing out of the bed. He headed into the bathroom trying not to look like he was running but he was. The feelings she brought churning up inside him were intense, almost too intense for him to handle.


    Iron glanced back at her, realizing that was a mistake when his cock twitched again. Damn, he had just taken her and he was already hardening again because he was so starved for her. He really needed some space.


    Roz sat up in the bed holding the covers to her chest and she looked adorably satisfied with a hint of shyness. Her hair was wild just the way he liked it, and she wore more than one mark of his possession on her body. He felt fiercely possessive of her and his brain was a savage mix of ownership and fury.


    Iron moved to the sink staring into the mirror for a long moment before he washed his face with cool water. Lifting his toothbrush, he began brushing his teeth but every few seconds his gaze was drawn to the woman on the bed who watched him.


    Pulling his eyes away from Roz, he stared at his hair, absently deciding he needed to shave his head again. That thought in his mind, he wet his head, then lathered it with shaving cream and was picking up the razor he used to shave when her quiet voice stopped him.


    “Don’t,” Roz said, now hovering behind him in the mirror having left the bed.


    “What?” he asked looking at her, his hand still hovering over his head with the razor poised to begin.


    “Don’t shave it, please,” Roz asked.


    Iron watched her for several moments before looking back at his reflection. The reason he had shaved his head was suddenly clearly defined inside him as he watched her in the mirror. He supposed it wasn’t necessary anymore.


    He remembered the feel of her hands running through his hair and the pleasure it brought him when she had done it. He set the razor down on the counter.


    “Okay,” he said, using a towel to wipe the shaving cream off his head. Roz smiled sweetly with a gleam he recognized as satisfaction at the easily given agreement he’d given her and anger burned through him.


    Needing to put some distance between them, he turned around, grabbing hold of the door. “I’m going to shower. Be out in a minute.” His voice was cold, he knew, but at that moment he didn’t give a fuck. He needed to put some space between them so he could deal with the anger. He shut the door, not caring when he saw the hurt look flash across her face because he meant to hurt her. At that moment, it was the only way he knew to protect himself.


    He climbed into the shower, turning on the water. Replaying that flash of hurt he’d seen on Roz’s face, he felt like a dick. He was treating her like he would any other woman and that was wrong because she was Roz.


    Iron couldn’t seem to decide what the fuck to do with all the mixed emotions he was feeling but when he got out of the shower he was going to have to apologize for being a dick to her. That thought made him feel like a pansy-assed idiot because he shouldn’t worry about her feelings. After what she’d done, not trusting him and faking her own death, he really shouldn’t care. He should wash his hands of this whole damned mess, only he couldn’t.


    Washing quickly, he climbed out, grabbing a towel to dry off with while preparing to apologize to Roz for being an ass. He wrapped the towel around his waist when he was done, opening the door and watching as steam billowed out into his bedroom. He looked around, feeling fury explode inside his guts because the room was empty and Roz’s stuff was gone.


    Tossing the towel off, he grabbed his jeans off the floor from the night before, pulling them on quickly because Roz shouldn’t be running through this place without an escort. The men here weren’t the type who always understood protests from a woman they thought was a sweetbutt. They weren’t likely to rape her but that didn’t mean they wouldn’t manhandle her and he wasn’t in the mood to kill anyone today. Messing with a woman was frowned upon but some of them weren’t saints and many of them weren’t safe men to be around.


    Reaper didn’t allow any of the men who were in the club to get away with raping a woman, but as long as they weren’t roughed up or being raped he left the men alone. Most women who came here were looking for a good hard fuck or even several and some liked the chase, which meant Roz alone in this clubhouse could get ugly really quick. Grabbing his Glock, he shoved it into his pants. He ripped the door open, anger over her leaving him again burning his throat like acid.


    Iron stormed out the door, a grim look on his face. He stormed down the stairs looking for Roz, hoping like hell he found her before anyone touched her because if they did, they were going to end up dead and fuck the consequences. He was at the foot of the stairs when Rebel called out to him.


    “Looking for your girl?” he asked, a slick grin on his face.


    “Yeah, where is she?” Iron asked, steeling himself for the answer because if she was with another man, he wasn’t sure he would be able to contain his rage whether it was consensual or not.


    “She left about twenty minutes ago. She looked a little pissed too.” Rebel leaned back into the couch taking a long swig of the Jim Beam he was drinking. He grinned widely. “Guess you already ticked her off, huh?”


    “Shut the fuck up and where was she headed?”


    “Home, I guess, or maybe to Sarah’s? I don’t know. Just made sure nobody bothered her and let her leave.” Rebel shrugged.


    Iron wanted to hit the man but it wasn’t his fault that Roz had left and Iron needed to get a grip on his irritation before he went after her. He already needed to apologize for being a dick once, he wasn’t going to add another one to it. Only now she owed him one too because her leaving was childish and he would be damned sure she knew it too. He growled and stormed back up the stairs to his room, frustration eating at him. He slammed his door harder than necessary and put the gun away before heading into the bathroom to take a piss.


    He was standing there watching himself in the mirror feeling resentment slicing through him because she’d left him again when his eyes lit on his hair. He smiled grimly at himself. Grabbing the shaving cream, he spread it over his head. He lifted the razor and proceeded to scrap it over his head.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 12


    Roz stood in the hallway of the Blue Bird four days after their night together wondering what the hell she was still doing here. She wasn’t really enjoying her time here anymore. She was in fact being tortured by the idea that Iron was with other women while she was hanging about like a little lost puppy who needed a home instead of heading back to the place where she actually had a life.


    Roz felt a twinge in her chest when she remembered the first time she’d seen Iron after leaving his room that morning. His head had been shaved and he’d looked grim when he’d seen her. She had listened to his clipped apology for being rude but she hadn’t really cared because his shaved head had told her more than his words ever could.


    Roz supposed that she shouldn’t put so much significance on the fact that he had shaved his head, but the fact that she’d asked him not to do it and he had anyway said he didn’t care about her thoughts or feelings.


    At least to her it did.


    It had ripped into her like claws the whole time he was standing there talking to her. When he’d finished his politely worded apology, she’d told him in a light tone, trying to sound nonchalant while her heart bled, that it didn’t matter.


    Iron was fuming when she said that to him. His hands were balled into fists and his nostrils had flared with ire. He then turned away, saying only a clipped ‘good to know’ before he disappeared for two days. Yesterday he had shown back up and she had seen him once since then but she was not feeling very happy about this situation and she was seriously considering leaving here soon to head back to her real life. She felt drained when she thought of returning to Grandyville, almost as if she didn’t have the energy it took to care about anything because she couldn’t be with him.


    Roz knew that the only reason she was still here was that somehow her heart thought he might still care for her. She snorted as that thought slipped through her mind.


    Yeah, that would be a special feat.


    He was as likely to care for her as she was to stop caring about him. Lock, who was supposed to be watching her for Sarah, glanced over at her where she leaned on the wall near one of the private rooms waiting on Sarah to finish talking to Reaper in the office. Reaper was working from here today because some men he didn’t want around Sarah were coming in to have a meeting. Sarah showing up here had earned a dark scowl and a command to leave, which Sarah had brushed off with little concern.


    Roz shifted on the wall noticing that Lock’s brow lifted before he turned away to watch the stage. It should have warned her something was wrong, but she didn’t think anything of the gesture.


    That was until she felt hard hands land on her shoulders making her stiffen, only relaxing slightly when the familiar voice said near her ear, “What the hell are you doing here, Roz?”


    “Waiting on Sarah if it’s any of your business,” Roz snapped back, jerking away from Iron’s hold to turn and look at him with a dark glower.


    “It’s my business all right. Everything you do is my business, Roz.” Iron stepped closer, his hands moving to grab her arms, but she stepped back.


    “Look, I am not in the mood for any of this bullshit today. So kindly take yourself somewhere else so that I don’t have to listen to it,” Roz told him, her heart too sore to stand the constant bombardment of emotions his repeated rejections caused her.


    At first he just stared at her with a dark glare. He stepped forward, crowding her with his body before grabbing her arm, jerking her back into one of the private rooms and pressing her into the wall. “You will listen to me.”


    “Ha, no, I won’t,” she said defiantly.


    “Please,” Iron said, looking at her pleadingly.


    The look tugged at her heartstrings and she couldn’t resist him. Roz stared at him for a long moment before she glanced at his head.


    “Why did you do it?” she asked, her hand slowly running over the smoothness of his bald head. He grimaced and leaned his forehead into hers.


    “I don’t know. I was angry when you left me that morning––I guess that’s why I did it the other day, but originally––well, that was because of you too, I guess,” Iron told her, looking perplexed.


    “What do you mean it was because of me?” Roz asked, wondering how him shaving his head could have had anything to do with her when she hadn’t been around when he had done it.


    “After––” He closed his eyes tightly, trying to tell her what was inside him. To tell her about the part of him that had never given up on them, but failing miserably. “Fuck, after you were gone,” he spat the word gone out because it still hurt him to think about those years when he had thought she was lost to him forever. “I couldn’t stand when other women ran their hands through my hair. It would feel like a betrayal every fucking time a woman touched my hair. It was like they were taking you from me a small piece at a time, and I wasn’t able to stand it. I couldn’t lose what I had left of you, Rozzy. I just couldn’t,” Iron whispered passionately, his green eyes haunted as he tried to express what he was feeling.


    Roz’s breath caught because she couldn’t believe that she had that kind of power over him even after he thought she had died. He hadn’t wanted to lose her and had held on to every little memory with a grip so tight he had shaved his head so that he could remember her. It made tears spring up in her eyes and she felt one slip down her cheek. It didn’t erase the hurt him shaving it a few days ago had caused, but it helped.


    “Don’t do that, babe, you know it tears me apart.” Iron kissed her nose and it didn’t feel like a mockery anymore, it felt like it had always felt before, like a lover’s tender caress. Roz knew in that moment that no matter who he had become, she was still in love with him. He was just Toby with a new name because she loved him just as fiercely as she had when she was eighteen.


    “Iron, I don’t know what to say,” Roz finally said, her voice cracking on the words as a little hiccupping sob left her.


    “Rozzy, you don’t have to say anything. I just need you to know that I may be screwing us up royally since you came back to me, but I never got over you.” Iron cupped her face, holding her steady as his mouth gently brushed over hers. He pulled back, still watching her with a slightly pained look on his face.


    “Iron,” she whispered, her hands reaching up to hold his cheeks as he was holding hers. “I never let you go either. I looked for you for four years and I have never been with another man because I couldn’t imagine any man holding me except you.”


    Iron eyes lit with a fierce possessiveness and he grinned. “I’m the only man who’s touched you?” he asked.


    “Yes,” she told him, her heart throbbing with the knowledge of what that revealed about her need for him, but she needed Iron to know that he wasn’t alone in this insane need to reconnect with her.


    Iron kissed her then, hard and demanding, his hands burying in her hair as he tilted her head slightly to get a better angle. His touch was heated and his tongue thrust inside her mouth with aggressive need. Roz moaned and was leaning into him when he suddenly pulled back, jerking on her arm.


    “Let’s go back to the clubhouse. I need you, now,” Iron growled.


    “Okay,” Roz said, not caring anymore about the problems that kept them apart. She just needed to be with him and to feel happy again even if it was only for a little while.
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    Iron pulled Roz inside the clubhouse a half hour after trapping her in one of the private rooms at the Blue Bird. Even though he knew things weren’t settled between them they were definitely better. He ached, his cock throbbing and heavy in his pants. Only four days had passed since he’d thrust into her honeyed depths, but it felt like it had been years. He was seriously addicted to her sweetness and that was surely asking for trouble.


    Telling her about how he felt after she left him had helped him let go of some of the fury that had scalded him over the past few days. Joy had almost taken him to his knees when Roz told him he was the only man who’d ever touched her. It released something that had been coiled so tight inside him that he could barely stand it.


    Now, he wanted to touch her, take her––over and over again to reaffirm his ownership of her because he was already half in love with her again––even if he couldn’t admit it to her yet. He was dragging her up the stairs with her laughing slightly at his hurry when Rebel came down them looking a little green.


    “Umm, Iron, you might want to take her back to the rec center,” Rebel said, a grimace on his face. Iron didn’t know what the fuck the man’s problem was and he didn’t give two shits at the moment. He only cared about his need to be inside Roz, now, right now.


    Going to the rec center would take too damned long.


    “Just get the fuck out of the way, Rebel,” he grunted, not in the mood for any bullshit. Also not understanding why the man was insisting he take another twenty minutes to get Roz naked by going to the rec center in the first place. Deciding it didn’t matter because it wasn’t fucking happening, he tightened his hold on Roz before he attempted to just walk around Rebel. Rebel shifted trying to stop him and Iron let out a frustrated growl.


    “I really think you should take her back there instead, Iron,” Rebel iterated, looking at him with a tilted head and an expression that he was sure Rebel thought would tell him something, but with his dick throbbing and his patience gone he didn’t have a freaking clue what the hell it was.


    “Get out of the way! ” Iron gritted out, feeling Roz tugging her hand, trying to get away from him, but his hold tightened refusing again to release her.


    “Fine,” Rebel grumbled tossing his hands into the air, looking pissed off as he moved aside. Iron was just glad that the man had stopped trying to prevent him from reaching his goal of sinking balls deep into a naked Roz.


    He began dragging her along with him, slowing only so she didn’t trip on the stairs. Pulling her to the door, he pushed it open and realized exactly what Rebel had been trying to tell him. A woman lay naked on his bed pushing her tits out towards him and when he stopped short in the open doorway, she grinned.


    “Fuck,” Iron grunted out the loud expletive and tried to shield Roz from the sight of Grace on his bed by moving in front of her.


    “Get dressed and get the fuck out,” he curtly commanded


    Grace sat up on the bed looking at him, a hurt expression on her face, which he ignored because he had already told her on more than one occasion that he wasn’t interested anymore, but she was persistent. He should have just been even more blunt with her than he already had been and this might not have happened.


    Fuck, what was Roz going to think when she saw this bitch leaving his room?


    Grace smiled widely, her voice husky when she spoke, “Oh now sugar, you know you don’t mean that. We’re so good together, Iron.”


    Iron hadn’t ever wanted to hit a woman before but in that moment, hearing Roz’s pained cry when she realized what was going on, he wanted to. He wanted to slap Grace across her pretty little mouth, which she poised into a pout when she noticed he wasn’t alone.


    “Oh, I see. You really shouldn’t keep bringing these women home with you, Iron. You know I’ll satisfy any needs you may have,” Grace said, standing to stretch like a cat, not bothering to cover her nakedness.


    Iron knew it was a power play on her part, one that was supposed to put Roz in her place. It sent fury bleeding through him and his words were harsher than usual when he spoke. “Grace, I’ve told you three times I wasn’t interested in fucking you a second time. Once was more than enough.”


    Iron still stood in front of Roz trying to shield her from the sight of Grace naked on his bed as much as he could. He knew that the fragile peace they had just found was being threatened by this display and he was not happy about it. Not to mention his poor cock that wasn’t likely to get action until they’d discussed this new development.


    “But Iron, we’re so very good together,” Grace said, still naked in the middle of the room with no signs she was going to get dressed anytime soon and Iron wanted to just jerk her out the damned door and slam it behind her. Then he could work this out with Roz because this was going to cause another problem for them, he knew.
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    Roz let out a pained cry when she peeked around Iron after he harshly told someone to get the fuck out of his room.


    Wait, no, he’d said get dressed and get out.


    That was when she saw the woman with large tits and blonde hair standing up from the bed to stretch. Roz felt old insecurities raise their ugly heads at the sight of the woman standing beside the bed in Iron’s room. They sent shards of pain through her because it was obvious that this woman had been his lover, otherwise she wouldn’t have been here naked.


    Roz thought about leaving, but something inside her that felt like Iron was hers reared its ugly head and she shoved against his back moving him out of the way. It was obvious that he didn’t want this woman here and she needed to be put in her place. Roz found that she was perfectly willing to handle it because she didn’t want the woman near him.


    “Grace, isn’t it?” Roz questioned, her gaze resting on the woman disdainfully.


    “Yes,” Grace said, looking smugly at Roz.


    “Have you no self-respect?” Roz asked coldly, her eyes looking the woman first up then back down, her nose wrinkling to let the other woman know she wasn’t impressed with what she saw.


    “How dare you talk to me that way? You’re nothing but another piece of ass to him so mind your mouth,” Grace shouted, losing the smug look.


    “Don’t talk to Rozzy that way––” Iron growled angrily, but Roz cut him off with a wave of her hand. Because he was a smart man who knew he was in trouble, he shut his mouth and stood quietly watching her with his arms crossed.


    “Oh sweetie, you wish that was all I am but you see, it’s really the other way around.” Roz stepped forward grabbing Grace’s clothes off the foot of the bed and holding them out to her. “You should really get dressed, Hon. It’s becoming embarrassing at this point. He has flat out told you he isn’t interested.”


    “He’s just playing hard to get and if you understood men better you would know that, but it’s very obvious that you aren’t very––experienced,” Grace said after a short pause, a smug smile returning to her face, but she grabbed the clothes Roz held out to her.


    “I am not playing hard to get. I DON’T fucking want you. How much clearer can I make that?” Grace stared at Iron over Roz’s head, watching as he stepped closer to Roz, taking her waist in his hard hands before pulling her back into him, almost like a shield.


    Roz shook her head sadly at Grace, her sympathy stirred a little despite the sting of her presence in Iron’s room and the resentment she set free inside her. This woman really thought that Iron wanted her and it was sad when a woman deluded herself that way. Iron was making it clear that she wasn’t anyone he was interested in but Grace wasn’t hearing it because she didn’t want to.


    “I think maybe you should leave, Grace. Iron’s not going to change his mind. He isn’t the type to jerk a woman around. If he says he doesn’t want you, then he doesn’t,” Roz told the woman, who seemed to realize she wasn’t going to win this fight for Iron’s affections. Not that there was any competition, Roz realized. She knew this, but it didn’t lessen the anguish she felt unleashed inside her knowing he had shared a bed with Grace.


    Grace pulled on her jeans and t-shirt before she hurriedly stepped towards the door. Iron and Roz had already moved out of the way, Roz having pulled casually away from Iron so as not to let the woman in on the secret that this had hurt her. If Grace thought there was any lack of confidence inside Roz she would pounce; it was what women like her did. They undermined another woman’s confidence and used it against them, but Roz wasn’t about to allow that to happen here.


    “I’m not going to wait forever, Iron,” Grace said, her voice shaky.


    “I don’t give a fuck what you think happened with us, Grace. I can’t make this any clearer. I’ve tried to be nice and let you down easy but you are just not taking the hint so let me explain this one last time. Do not come back here and get naked in my room or try to cause problems between Roz and me. I won’t put up with it. I don’t want to be harsh but what we had the one night we were together didn’t mean anything to me as I told you the night it happened. Do you really think I would have kicked you out the door right after we fucked if it did?” Iron’s words were insensitive but Grace was not taking a hint and Roz knew she needed to hear them.


    Grace paled while listening to his speech, finally realizing that she was making a fool of herself. Sympathy stirred inside Roz a second time when Grace’s expression twisted, revealing her embarrassment. Grace looked from Iron to Roz for a moment before she turned and raced out the door without another word. Iron shut the door behind her and moved to take Roz into his arms, but she waved him off, stepping back.


    Roz turned around, her back facing Iron, arms tight around her waist as she stood on the other side of the room trying to process what had just happened. She’d been so happy for a little while before they had come up here. She watched Iron pace in front of the door, feeling a lump form in the back of her throat. She wanted to say something about what had happened but she didn’t know what to say, or how she felt.


    “Damn it, Roz. I didn’t ask her to come here,” Iron said, rubbing his bald head hard, his movements jerky, almost angry.


    “I know that, Iron, but it still doesn’t change the fact that it happened,” Roz voiced, trying to explain the agony she felt knowing that he had been with other women. Swallowing hard, she tightened her arms around herself trying to ward off the thoughts she felt lurking inside her.


    “I know. Fuck, believe me I know. Roz, what I did with her––it isn’t like what we do together. It never meant anything to me, not with any of them.” He paused and stopped talking briefly while he looked earnestly at her. “I thought you were dead, Roz, or it never would have happened.”


    Iron’s eyes were passionate and his hands moved in the air as he spoke. Roz believed him, she really did, but it still pained her. She felt nausea curl in her stomach making her feel sick. She couldn’t blame him for moving on when she was the one who’d technically died.


    “I know that too, Iron, but it hurts me to think of you with other women. I can’t handle it and the thought rips me up inside.” Roz felt tears stinging her eyes as she stared at him.


    Iron let out a loud expletive, sitting down on the bed with his head in his hands. “Fuck, just fuck. I understand. I was going crazy thinking that someone else might had touched you.”


    He looked up at her, his eyes filled with so much distress she almost couldn’t stand seeing it there. It wasn’t his fault that things had turned out the way they had any more than it was hers but they were both trying to make sense of the aftermath.


    “Baby, I don’t know what to say because I know that nothing is going to fix it. It’s always going to hurt you and there isn’t a damned thing I can do about it and that fucking kills me. I would have waited if I had thought for even a minute you were alive, Rozzy. Forever, if I had to. I would never willingly betray you, you have to know that.”


    His words were passionate and his eyes were focused on her with such honesty that she knew he was trying to make it easier for her. Roz wished what he said to her could make this hurt she felt eating her up inside go away, but it didn’t. It was still an open wound after seeing Grace naked and in his bed.


    “I do believe you, Iron. I do. It’s just––” She closed her eyes briefly before opening them to peer at him again. “I can’t––do this now.”


    She motioned towards the bed to indicate that she wasn’t ready to have sex after seeing Grace here. Her thoughts spun around inside her, torturing her with scenes of him tangled up, with other women, making her fingers clench tighter, digging into her sides. She looked up, seeing Iron nod his head, his expression pained. He sighed, his hands fisting at his sides as he watched her.


    Steeling her spine, she uttered determinedly, “I will manage to deal with it, but just not right now. I need time. And I know I don’t really have a right to ask for it with the years we’ve been apart, but I need it, Iron.”


    He stood and walked towards her, his face grim as he took her shoulders in his hands holding her steady for a moment.


    “Roz, if you need time, I will give it to you. I know how this would make me feel in reverse. I would be insane.” He let out a low derisive chuckle. “Hell, I would likely be homicidal. Neither of us can change what’s already happened as you’ve said before but that doesn’t mean we can’t work it out, Roz. We can get past this if we’re both willing to try. I want us back, baby. I need that.”


    Roz felt relief flood her, making her almost giddy. She realized she had been worried that he didn’t want to fix this between them and it had terrified her because she needed him. Gazing up at him, she knew that they would work this out somehow. Their love story wouldn’t end up being a tragedy


    “I want this to work too,” Roz whispered, allowing him to pull her closer, his arms enclosing her in a tight hug. She felt his heart pounding against hers and she wanted to just stay like that forever. To just be safe in his embrace, to let her body soak up the knowledge that he still cared for her. He might not love her anymore, but she was damned sure that she could make him fall in love with her again.


    “Good,” he whispered and kissed her forehead, squeezing her tighter. “I don’t know what I would have done if you said you didn’t want us to work on this because I can’t stand this distance between us. It’s making me insane and I can’t think straight.”


    Roz laughed a little at that. “Yeah, I think being apart is making me a little crazy too.”


    “It’s all right. We’re going to get there, babe. I know we are.” Iron held her against his chest, just holding her for a long time before he pulled back, kissing her on the nose before taking a step away from her. “Come on, baby, I’ll take you back over to the rec center.”


    Roz allowed him to lead her down the stairs and out to his bike. She knew that things were going to be okay between them because they were both willing to do whatever it took to get back to the effortless love they had once shared.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 13


    Iron pushed the clip into his gun hearing it snap into place. He turned around looking at Pansy, who’d just asked him how he and Roz were doing. Iron was courting her after the debacle in his room at the clubhouse. He knew that Roz was worth it and as much as he hated to admit it, he’d screwed up when she had fallen out of that truck a few weeks ago.


    Despite his anger at her lack of trust in him, Iron had to admit to himself that he’d not given her much cause to trust him. He should have gone back when he first made prospect six months after arriving in Death Valley and made sure she knew how to get a hold of him if she was in trouble. Iron could have gotten her a sat phone so that she could call him but at the time he’d thought they were both invincible and that nothing bad was ever going to happen to them.


    They had both been so damned young and neither of them had seen much of the world back then. Feeling conflicted about his role in the past, he turned his mind to the task at hand, looking over at the two Headhunters they were watching before he glanced back at Pansy and answered.


    “It’s getting better. I think that we’ve worked most of it out now, but I don’t know how she feels about it. Rozzy was always easy to read but for some reason that’s changed and I can’t tell if she’s really happy with the way things are right now. I think it’s all good though, she seems to like the courting.” Iron let out a low chuckle because it was true. She had beamed at him yesterday when he had surprised her and Laci with a picnic. They’d made love twice since the day she had seen Grace in his room but he was taking things slowly with her because he didn’t want to mess up again. He’d done enough of that for one lifetime.


    “Sometimes you have to rediscover someone who you thought you knew when you’ve been apart a long time. I think your Roz is happy. She’s always smiling when I see her. I know that it started off rocky between you but it’ll get better. You’ve both let go of your anger and that’s a start,” Pansy said, reaffirming Iron’s view on the man’s wisdom. Pansy always seemed to know what to say to people to make them see things in a way they hadn’t seen before. Somehow the quiet man always said the one thing a person needed to hear in order to bring home the point they needed to see.


    “It wasn’t hard to let it go because I realized I was acting like an idiot. I really should have taken better care of her back then but I was too damned young and cocky. Fuck, I can’t believe I was ever that cocky. I thought nothing bad could happen to me or to her.” Iron let out a snort, his lip curling in disgust at his lack of foresight. Turning back to watch the two men who were now sneaking around the building, he nodded in their direction bringing the fact that they were on the move to Pansy’s attention.


    “What the hell are those two up to?” Pansy asked, looking grim because they’d been watching these two men at the dry cleaners near the Blue Bird for over an hour. The two Headhunters seemed to be watching the people who went in and out of the club, which was odd. They were moving towards their bikes, Iron realized. After an hour of watching, they were just leaving and Iron wondered for the umpteenth time what they were up to.


    “I don’t know but I don’t like it. It’s too fucking close,” Iron muttered and Pansy nodded.


    “Agreed. They’re headed out. Think we should follow them or should we report back to Reaper?” Pansy asked, watching them pull their bikes out of the bushes behind the dry cleaners.


    “I think we should talk to Reaper. This is just fucking weird. It’s a little concerning that they are coming into town to watch the club. It’s not something I think we should ignore. There is a reason they’re risking it and I don’t know what it is but we need to figure it out,” Iron said, watching the two men push their bikes to the road and take off.


    “Yeah, whatever it is can’t be good.”


    Iron grunted his agreement as they headed back over to the parlor to talk to Reaper.


    [image: ]


     


    Iron walked into Ink Bandits and grinned at Roz who was sitting in a chair talking to Laci and Sarah. Walking over, he leaned down and kissed her long and deep, unable to fight the need he had to touch her every chance he got, even with the urgency of the report he needed to relay to Reaper. Roz lifted a hand cupping his face, her hand soft and caressing.


    Flame, who was sitting on the counter nearby playing cards with Animal, let out a loud whistle. “Damn, boy, get a room.”


    Iron ignored him, slowly finishing his kiss before pulling away and whispering, “Hey, baby.”


    When he pulled back he felt satisfaction fill him at the hazy heavy-lidded look on her face. Roz seemed to come back to reality with a slight shake of her head and she blushed but her smile was bright when she muttered in a squeaky voice, “Hi.”


    “I missed you,” he told her, reaching up to twirl a section of her wheat-colored hair around his finger. Feelings of possessiveness and lust flooded through his veins in a heady rush of desire that left him needy and a little ticked that he couldn’t drag her home to make love to her.


    “You just saw me two hours ago, Iron,” Roz said, her eyes narrowed on him for a moment. Iron grinned. Yeah, it had only been a few hours but lately that seemed like forever. Roz was back in his life and he wished he could spend every minute with her but he had a responsibility to the club that kept pulling him away from her.


    “I still missed you,” Iron told her, still playing with her hair.


    “Wow, uh, are you okay?” Sarah demanded from next to Roz, bringing his attention to her for a moment. He frowned, unsure what the hell she was asking him that for.


    “Of course, why?” Iron asked, his confusion evident in the way he raised his brow and watched her, waiting for an answer to his inquiry.


    “Because you’re like all sappy and well––quite frankly that’s really out of character for you.” Sarah was staring at him with a slight frown on her face. Iron glared at her, pissed off that she had actually said that to him.


    “I am not being sappy. I can miss my girl if I want to, damn it,” he growled hearing Roz and Laci giggle.


    He turned to frown at Roz, feeling his breath catch because her smile was so joyful that it was blinding. It almost made his knees give way because his need for her was so strong. He was struck by her beauty, knowing she was as beautiful now as she had been when they were barely teens and still finding out who they were.


    “Dude, now it’s just embarrassing,” Flame piped up from the other side of the room distracting him from Roz with his snickering. Deciding that he’d spent enough time letting Roz know that he worshiped her for the moment, Iron kissed her on the nose. Then he stood up, walking over to the counter. Reaching out, he shoved Flame hard.


    Flame went ass over kettle backwards off the counter landing hard on the rubber mat behind it. Iron heard the loud grunt he let out with a satisfied smile spreading over his face. The damned idiot had deserved that for opening his mouth when he shouldn’t have.


    “Fuck, dude, what the hell?” the little wussy cried out over the laughter coming from Pansy and Animal and the gasps from the three females.


    “Let’s go,” Iron said to Pansy, ignoring the idiot who was getting up off the floor glaring at him while he brushed something powdery off his pants. Iron walked towards Reaper’s office, glancing back at Roz to see her mouth was still hanging open over him shoving Flame. He winked at her before entering Reaper’s office.


    Reaper was sitting at his desk going over what looked like the club receipts. He raised a brow at the two of them as they entered before sitting back, his hands setting aside the paperwork he was doing. “Thought you two were watching the Headhunters?”


    “We were,” Iron said as they entered, shutting the door behind them. He sat down in the chair in front of Reaper’s desk. Pansy just leaned on the doorframe. “They left about thirty minutes ago. Don’t know what they were doing, it’s just flipping odd. I can’t figure out why they’re watching the club and the parlor.”


    “Yeah, I don’t like it, that’s why I wanted them watched. We need to keep an eye on these buffoons. Who the hell knows what they might be up to,” Reaper said, sighing as he rubbed his face with one hand, rocking back and forth in the chair. “I don’t know if they’re bold enough to try stealing women from the Blue Bird or if they’re looking for the women from that last shipment for some reason. Whatever it is, I know it’s something I’m not going to like one damned bit.”


    “That’s a given, boss,” Pansy grunted, making Iron glance at him.


    “I’ll talk to Lock. I want them followed when they leave next time. This shit is too close to home and I want to know what the fuck they’re up to. I am not in the mood to have them pull some stupid shit here,” Reaper told them, standing up to pace behind the desk, a frown marring his brow. Iron couldn’t blame him because the thought that they may try to grab Roz again made him furious.


    “I don’t think any of us want that. Church is in four days. I’ve been wondering what’s gonna happen when the majority of the club is there with us and the women are here with only the prospects. Could be an issue,” Pansy said from his spot, earning two narrow-eyed glares from Iron and Reaper. Iron hadn’t thought of that but as usual the quiet man, who always seemed to process a situation from every angle simultaneously, was right. That could be what the Headhunters were waiting on, Iron thought, a pit opening up in his stomach.


    Church was usually held at a warehouse halfway between Death Rider’s half of the territory and Reaper’s. This time it was going to include a meet with the Red Devils, which meant that they were going to be even farther away if shit went haywire because that meet wouldn’t be at Church. They trusted the Red Devils MC only so far and taking them to their meeting place wasn’t something any of them were willing to do.


    “Fuck, that’s something I didn’t think about. I’ll have to call Death. We need to leave someone behind because I am not leaving my old lady without protection despite her being damned good at taking care of herself,” Reaper growled, his fist hitting the desk, just as angry at the thought of something happening to Sarah as Iron was about the possibility that Roz might be taken from him again.


    “I’m not leaving Rozzy here alone either,” Iron growled, leaning forward in the chair, his scowl dark. Roz was too important to him for him to even think about allowing something to happen to her while he was at a meet.


    Wasn’t fucking happening.


    He would die first.


    “I see. Am I to assume that a patching will need to be on the agenda at church?” Reaper asked. He’d stopped pacing, his agitation settling some with Iron’s words, and he grinned widely at Iron.


    “Yeah,” Iron told him, his sigh heavy. It was a bitch when your brothers knew you were obsessed with your woman. Iron shook his head because he didn’t care that he’d likely get teased about his need for Roz. “But I’m not taking no for an answer, just a warning. I got approval to bring her into the family a long damned time ago and that didn’t expire because she wasn’t around to receive the protection,” Iron said firmly, his face impassive because he wasn’t about to let Roz go a second time.


    “Hmm, I guess that’s true but it will still have to be talked about. No need to put it to another vote, you already won that right years ago,” Reaper said after a long moment of silence in which Iron sweated, worried that Reaper might argue with him about his right to patch Roz.


    Iron felt a rush of gratification slip through him at Reaper’s agreement, his body relaxing back into the chair. He was glad he didn’t have to worry that some idiot would decide to argue with him over whether or not she could be his old lady. Most of the men wouldn’t but a few were a pain in the ass because they didn’t trust women, some because they were just assholes, but others had legitimate reasons to hate women because they were used or hurt in the past by a woman they were close to.


    Iron didn’t want to wait till next vote if they voted against him to see if they would allow him to take Roz as his old lady, he wanted his patch on her now. He needed his mark of ownership on her in order to stay sane. Iron nodded his thanks to Reaper, seeing the man’s quickly hidden smile with no small amount of annoyance.


    Fuck, they were going to give him shit over this, he just knew it. Assholes.


    “We’ll pick this up again later. Right now we need to figure out what the hell these damned Headhunters are up to. Iron, I want you and Burner to start looking into the reasons they might be watching us. They have to be looking for something. See if the two of you can’t figure it out.” Reaper ran a hand over his face looking grim, the tiny smile nowhere in sight.


    Iron nodded. “Sure thing, boss. I’ll have him meet me at the rec center. We can start looking into this tonight. I want to know as soon as possible what the hell they’re up to.”


    Reaper nodded signaling the meeting was over. Iron got up moving towards the door and a grim faced Pansy, who followed him out.
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    It was six days later when shit hit the fan in a big way. Iron and Roz were just finishing up dinner when they heard shots outside. Iron looked towards the window, a cold sense of dread filling him. Roz wore a worried frown as she set the dishes in the sink in the rec center kitchen. They’d eaten some stir-fry that Laci had made earlier that evening when they’d gotten back from a short trip to Titusville. Laci had left it on the stove for them before she’d headed to bed knowing that they’d be home in time to eat.


    Iron moved to the window trying to see what was going on but couldn’t see anything through the window. Iron and the rest of the men were armed 24/7 per Reaper’s orders starting three days ago when they had talked about the Headhunters lurking around at church. The meet with the Red Devils had been moved to this week and they had discussed the issues with the Headhunters instead. Iron moved towards the door, his face covered in a grim scowl.


    Burner was supposed to come over tonight to discuss theories on what the Headhunters might be up to. They were going over some satellite feeds they’d hacked into that showed movements in the area. Iron was not happy to discover that the Headhunters’ base camp was closer than they realized. Burner thought they might be planning a coup. Iron didn’t know if they were stupid enough to try and take some of the territory.


    Iron snorted. Yeah, like they were going to allow that.


    “Stay here,” he barked at Roz, wanting her to be safe. Roz had been standing by the sink looking out that little window and she’d just moved towards the door when she saw him headed there. Roz turned a narrowed-eyed look on him from across the counter. He ignored it, still headed to the door. Iron’s momentum was stopped by her quietly asked question.


    “Do you really think I am going to let you go out there with no backup?”


    Iron turned back to her, hearing another volley of gunfire outside. He had armed her the night he returned from church. He felt confident she could handle a weapon after taking her to the gun range. Roz was a decent shot even on a moving target but he wasn’t about to allow her to be in danger if he could help it. He wanted her armed in case she was forced to defend herself, but he wasn’t about to allow her to walk into a dangerous situation.


    “Yes, I do,” Iron clipped, his voice hard, his fist clenching around the weapon he’d pulled out getting ready to head outside to see what was going on out there. Roz’s steely blue eyes watched him, fear evident in her tense body.


    “Well that’s not going to happen,” Roz growled.


    Iron cupped her face, kissing her forehead before stepping back with a serious expression.


    “Look, I don’t have time for this. I am only going to say this once, okay. I can’t keep my head in the game if I know you’re in the line of fire, so keep your pretty little ass in here and lock the damned door behind me. Only open the door for me or one of my brothers and use your gun if someone wearing a Headhunter cut breaks in here.” Iron didn’t wait for her response, just headed out the door.


    “Lock it behind me,” Iron said when he was standing outside looking back at her. Her legs were planted apart and her arms were crossed where she stood a few inches from the door. She didn’t look too happy with him either but Iron didn’t care as long as she was safe.


    “Fine,” Roz agreed looking unhappy but she moved forward and locked the door. Hearing the light click that indicated she had locked it, he headed towards the sound of the gunfire, believing it was around the side of the rec center where they normally parked their bikes.


    It was pitch black outside because the sun had gone down about forty minutes ago. It took a moment for his eyes to adjust as he neared the area where the gunfire was coming from. Staying low and close to the building, he moved around so that he could see what was happening.


    As he peered around the building, he saw Burner was pinned down by his bike, shooting back at three Headhunters. Two other Headhunters were down on the ground. Burner must have taken them out, but Iron could tell he must be almost out of bullets because he wasn’t returning fire very often. He didn’t know what had made them so bold because Headhunters were usually cowards and attacking on Blue Bandits home turf was just fucking stupid.


    Iron moved into a position to give Burner cover fire so that he could move to safety, letting out a whistle to let him know he was in place behind the AC unit. Burner nodded, his face relieved, confirming Iron’s suspicions that Burner was almost out of bullets. He must have only had the one clip with him.


    He fired at the three Headhunters, watching them duck behind the trees as Burner made his way to his side. He fired again when one of them poked his head out intending to shoot Burner in the back. He dove back behind the tree line and Burner slid behind the AC unit safely.


    “Fuck. Damn, am I glad you heard this shit. I’m almost out. You have a second clip on you?” Burner asked, kneeling beside him.


    Iron handed him another clip before shooting the Headhunter who poked his head from around the tree he was taking cover behind. The man fell and didn’t move, Iron’s bullet having landed between his eyes.


    “What made them start shooting at you? And what the hell are they doing out this way? Doesn’t make a damned bit of sense because this isn’t a high profile area,” Iron told Burner as they returned fire on the two men who were popping out to shoot at them.


    “Fuck, I don’t know unless they’re here for me. Maybe that’s what this has been about. I fucked their club up royally then defected. All I know is I got off my bike and those bastards starting shooting at me.” Burner landed a shot on the arm of one of the Headhunters, making him drop the gun and cry out, falling down.


    “Maybe, or it could be they’re after Roz and the other women who live here,” Iron replied grimly, feeling anger roar through him at the thought. Iron took a shot at the man who’d popped out, missing him but when he jumped to the side, Burner shot him in the chest and he went down, falling to his knees. The man he’d shot in the arm had recovered and he sent another volley their way but he went down moments later when Iron and Burner both shot him again.


    Iron and Burner waited to see if anyone else was shooting before they both stood, looking over at the men’s bodies. Satisfied that they were dead or at least out for the moment, Burner walked over to his bike crouching to check it, letting out a curse.


    “Fuck, they shot the damned frame all to hell. Damned fucking Headhunters.”


    Iron didn’t blame Burner for being pissed. If it were his bike he’d be ticked too. He would have to have Mike over at the body shop work on it and it was never cheap to get it fixed because Mike was the best body man in their territory. Iron knew that despite his expensiveness he was worth every penny.


    “That’s a shame. The flame work was nice,” Iron said, looking at the red flames that now had four holes in them.


    “Yeah, had a guy do it when I was undercover. He was a Headhunter so doubt he’d be willing to fix it. Mike might be damned good at body work, but he isn’t good with custom paint.” Burner slapped the seat, his face contorted into a dark frown. Light was suddenly shone into their faces and they both raised their guns aiming at the person holding the flashlight.


    “Iron, it’s me,” Roz said, jumping to the side.


    “Fuck,” Iron said, lowering his gun “What the hell are you doing out here? I told you to stay inside, damn it!” He moved towards her quickly, his heart pounding. If the Headhunters had won this shootout then she would have been walking right into danger and that scared the shit out of him, making his tone harsh.


    “Relax, I waited until I didn’t hear any more shooting,” Roz hissed back at him, allowing him to jerk her to his chest, his chin resting on her head. He clutched her tightly, his head swirling with thoughts of what could have happened if they hadn’t won. He knew he was holding her too tightly when she tried to wiggle away from him a little but he couldn’t seem to let her go.


    “What if I was shot and that was why they stopped shooting? Or if one of us shot you instead of waiting to see who was coming up on us?” Iron demanded, his heart still pounding in his ears, fear a cold tingle running up his spine.


    “That’s not what happened so just let it go. I had to see if you were okay,” Roz muttered, shoving at his chest until he finally allowed a bit of space between them. Burner was standing by his bike still inspecting the damage.


    “It wasn’t a good idea coming out here, sugar. He’s right,” Burner told her, running his hand over one of the holes. Roz stepped closer to him, pulling away from Iron completely.


    “Wow, they really shot your bike up, didn’t they?” she said, likely trying to change the subject, and Burner looked up at her grimly nodding.


    “Yeah they did,” Burner grumbled. His face contorted in rage before he growled, “Stupid fucking Headhunters!”


    Iron was staring at Roz. She was biting her lip as she stared at the bike. Iron saw her glance up, her eyes moving past Burner. He watched as if in slow motion as her arm raised, a gun in her hand. At first he thought she was going to shoot Burner and his heart almost stopped until he realized she was aiming behind him.


    Roz screamed, “Burner, get down!” But it was too late. The Headhunter who they’d shot in the chest had already taken his shot. Burner was in the process of turning to see what she was aiming at and he was hit in the chest by the bullet flying towards him.


    Roz took a shot at the man, almost missing him completely but managed to hit him in the neck. Blood sprayed out and he staggered, letting out another shot that went wide before he fell to the ground dead. Iron moved then, his heart racing because if Burner had gotten down like she told him to, she’d be the one lying on the ground with a bullet in her chest. He knew he should have checked that those men were really dead. Fuck, that should have been the first thing he’d done. After all he wasn’t a fucking rookie.


    Roz was moving to Burner, who had fallen to his knees clutching the wound in his chest. Iron moved then, but he was over in the tree line checking the other men and grabbing their guns. He kicked the one Roz had shot because it made him feel better. That son of a bitch might have just killed his brother or his woman. He then texted Lance to get over here with his equipment because Burner was shot. He also sent it out as a general alert to the club knowing they would all want to know before returning to Roz’s side.


    Iron could hear Roz talking to Burner telling him to stay with her. Iron knelt beside her seeing that she held pressure on the wound. She’d cut Burner’s shirt off with his knife and was holding part of it against the wound.


    “Iron, go inside and get the plastic wrap for me,” she told him, glancing at him.


    Iron frowned, unsure why the hell she wanted him to go inside for plastic wrap at this moment. His brother was lying in the dirt dying and she wanted him to go inside for fucking plastic wrap?


    Had she lost her ever loving mind?


    “Don’t argue with me, just do it. Now, damn it!” Roz screamed hysterically. “And be fast, really fast!”


    Unsure why the hell her tone was so urgent but unwilling to tell her she had lost her mind with everything she’d been through tonight, he jerked to his feet and rushed inside for the plastic wrap. He slammed into the kitchen hearing Laci behind him asking what was wrong. He ignored her, flinging open drawers and cabinets. Unable to find what he needed, he commanded, “Where the hell is the plastic wrap?”


    Laci walk into the kitchen pulling it out of the one cabinet he hadn’t opened and handed it to him. He grimly nodded and headed towards the door with her following behind him.


    He turned to glare at her. “Stay inside, damn it.”


    He stormed towards the door, slamming it in her face before running back out to Roz and Burner. He handed her the wrap and watched as she efficiently ripped it off the roll, lifting the pressure off the wound.


    Iron reached out shoving her hand back down. “What the hell are you doing? Keep the pressure on the wound!”


    “Iron, I don’t have time to explain, just let me do this!” Roz demanded, shoving his hands off Burner and resuming her work. She placed the wrap over the wound, holding the sides tightly. Blood poured out of the wound for a minute before the wrap stopped it. Iron was watching Burner’s chest rise and fall slowly and damned if after she put that wrap over him if he didn’t take in more air.


    What the hell?


    “It’s to keep air out of the wound. It can collapse his lung and end up killing him. He’s in bad shape, Iron.” Roz’s eyes met his, tears falling down her cheeks. She had blood on her face where she must have brushed her hair out of her face at some point and he couldn’t stop staring at her. She was beautiful even with dirt and blood streaking her face and tears in her eyes.


    He suddenly had a moment of blinding clarity. As he knelt in the dirt across from her he knew that he loved her, that he had always loved her, and that he always would. Roz was it for him, his one true love, and that was just the way it was for him. That was why he was so angry with her when she had fallen out of that truck into his arms. Iron reached out cupping her cheek in his hand and wiping away the tears with his thumb, feeling the rioting emotions that had bombarded him all week settle inside him.


    “It’s okay, baby. He’s strong. He will make it,” Iron whispered to reassure her, seeing in her eyes that she thought this was her fault.


    Roz thought that she’d distracted them from checking that the men were dead but Iron knew that he was too worried about why those men were here and he’d slipped up. It was something he would have to live with, but he hoped to hell that Burner didn’t pay for his mistake with his life. Iron heard the cage come to a squealing halt a few feet away and the opening of the doors.


    “Over here!” Iron called out and moments later Lance and Lock moved over Burner’s body trying to save him.


    A few minutes later Reaper, Sarah and Animal arrived. Reaper fell to his knees beside Burner, his face pale and his eyes haunted as he grabbed Burner’s hand, gripping it tightly. Iron held Roz against his chest where they stood watching Lance work. Animal and Lock were holding flashlights so Lance could see what he was doing as he used the surgical unit to repair the damage. Sarah stood near them hugging herself with tears running down her face as she watched them all silently. It seemed to take hours before Lance finally spoke.


    “Okay, let’s move him. Iron, good work with that wrap. If it hadn’t been for that, I don’t know if we could have saved him. His lung was already half collapsed,” Lance said, standing back while Animal, Reaper and Lock lifted Burner to carry him to the truck.


    Iron glanced down at Roz who had her face buried in his chest. “It was Roz.”


    “Really? What made you decide to do that?” Lance was staring at her with a raised brow and a quizzical look.


    Roz stirred looking at Lance, her face still covered in dirt and blood that was now streaked with tears. Her hair was wild and she still seemed a little shaken.


    “Dr. Rogers always told us that emergency field medicine was important and made all his employees learn what to do for any given situation. He said that it might be frowned on by most doctors as an obsolete form of treatment but that it had saved many a life when the technology we have now wasn’t available,” Roz said and Iron realized she must have worked for a doctor in Grandyville. That surprised him because she had hated medical facilities after her father’s illness had kept him there so often. Although the fact that she wanted to help people didn’t surprise him at all. His Roz had a soft heart.


    “I see. Well, he’s a smart man because you likely saved Burner’s life tonight. You should come by the clinic. I could use some help over there and someone with your skills would be a godsend,” Lance said before he followed the men who were carrying Burner to the cage he’d driven over, supervising them loading him into the bed of the truck.


    Sarah moved forward and jerked Roz into her arms hugging her tightly, her body shaking. “Thank you. Reaper and I would be devastated if we lost Burner and I know he isn’t out of the woods yet, but at least there is a chance now. So thank you.”


    She then rushed after the others, reaching up to grab Reaper’s hand as he pulled her up into the bed of the truck before sitting down with her on his lap. Iron and Roz watched as they drove out of the parking lot headed to the medical center at Lance’s place. Iron held Roz against his side with an arm around her waist. She still looked a little shocked at the events of the night, not that Iron could blame her.


    Iron glanced at the bodies and knew someone would have to take care of them but right now he needed to get Roz inside and cleaned up. He texted Colt to get some prospects to come with him to deal with the bodies before he began leading Roz inside.


    “Let’s get you cleaned up,” he told her kissing her forehead gently.


    “Okay,” Roz said, a dazed look still on her face.


    He waved Laci off, who demanded to know what had happened, before he led Roz into their room and headed to the shower.


    

  


  


  
    

    Chapter 14


    Iron leaned on the wall beside Pansy watching the Red Devils getting off their bikes. It had been ten days since the night Burner got shot at the rec center. He was feeling better if a little cranky because Lance was making him stay at the medical center for another three days because he was worried that he would start bleeding internally if he tried to do too much too soon. Burner wasn’t too happy about it but he was staying because Reaper had insisted. Iron knew that he was livid that he couldn’t be here tonight, but Iron was with Lance on this one as were Reaper and Sarah.


    Burner had almost died from the gunshot wound to his chest and although the surgical laser sealed it all back up, it still took time for the body to strengthen those repairs so that they weren’t easily ripped back open. Burner had been insistent that he needed to be here tonight and Reaper, having already left to head to the meet, hadn’t been there to tell him he was staying with Lance.


    Roz, who had started working with Lance, was the one who’d finally convinced Burner to chill. She’d basically told him that he was being an idiot and that if he didn’t appreciate his life, she wouldn’t bother to save his sorry ass the next time he went and got himself shot.


    Burner had stared at her for a long moment before a small smile had cracked across his face and he’d given in on staying at the medical center. Iron was grateful she’d convinced him because Burner was still pale and he still moved slowly due to the healing his body was still doing. Beyond that Reaper would have had his head because he wasn’t rational where Burner was concerned. Reaper was closer to Burner than he was to any other man in the club and that meant Reaper’s protective side kicked in making him irrational.


    Dog walked over holding out his hand and Iron shook it. “Animal rip anyone else’s nuts off lately?” Dog asked with a slight chuckle.


    “Nah, his old lady makes him a little more stable, I guess,” Iron told him grinning. “But if you weren’t such a pussy it wouldn’t bother you.”


    “Asshole,” Dog muttered, glaring at him with a slight smile on his face.


    Reaper was sitting with Bone, Tank, Mack and Death Rider at the table across the room. They were discussing the Jackals’ and the Headhunters’ movements and what was going on with them. It seemed that the two groups were becoming one club and that was not good news for any of them. If those two clubs hooked up, then both the Blue Bandits and the Red Devils were going to end up with their hands full trying to prevent them from taking over.


    Iron knew that they needed to prevent that but it wasn’t looking good. The Headhunters were already moving into Red Devil territory and they were seeing drug stores in theirs which was likely from the damned Jackals. The fact that only twelve men from the upper ranks of both clubs were here tonight said a lot about how worried both clubs were about this issue. Reaper had left behind Lock, Bull, Animal, Rebel and about forty prospects to protect the women.


    They’d brought ten prospects with them here tonight but after two hours they weren’t any closer to figuring out what the two clubs were up to than they had been when they arrived.


    “Think they’ve figured out what those assholes are up to?” Dog asked, looking at him quizzically.


    “No, problem is their behavior is random. It’s not making a damned bit of sense. Just seems like they’re disorganized or that they aren’t all in agreement, I don’t know which,” Iron told him, his face grim.


    “Yeah, that’s my thought too. They seem to be making it up as they go along which is stupid as fuck, but likely the reason they’re so easy to kill. We’ve taken out half of the Jackals club in the last three years and they still seem to keep popping out of the woodwork and now they’re shoring up the holes we’ve made in their club with the damned Headhunters,” Dog muttered, pulling out a cigar and lighting it.


    “It’s not much better on our end with these damned kidnappings. If we could only find the damned leader we might be able to get ahead of the game. Only he’s like a slimy eel that keeps slipping right out of our grasp every time we get close.” Iron grunted, glancing over at Reaper who seemed to be wearing an even grimmer expression than the one he’d walked in with from whatever Bone was showing them on a map they had laid out on the table.


    “Yeah, shit’s getting real crazy over our way too,” Mock said from his position beside him and Iron glanced at him. He was one of Death’s enforcers and they had worked together on several occasions.


    “What’s been going on over your way? I thought we had your side settled?” Pansy asked, looking worried.


    “Fuck, we thought so too but last week some chick said she was seeing Headhunters moving in on the outskirts of our territory. We checked it out and a new group was movin’ into the old Harold’s warehouse out there by the train depot. They haven’t caused trouble yet but it’s likely only a matter of time before it starts,” Mock told him, a scowl on his face.


    “Damn, that’s halfway between us and really fucking close to––” Iron stopped talking because he’d almost said church but didn’t want to give away the location to Dog despite their two clubs being friendly. Things change and you never knew where you’d end up with another club if shit hit the fan unless they were a patched over club. Information like that was kept on a need to know basis. “We’re going to have a time keeping them in check if they’re that far away from our territories and they start opening up shop there,” Iron finished.


    “Yeah, it’s not flipping great, that’s for sure,” Mock said, his eyes on the table and the map they were looking at. Iron was feeling restless suddenly and he wanted to head back to Roz because the odd behavior of the Headhunters was making him nervous.


    “No,” he muttered, shifting uncomfortably against the wall. “It’s not.”
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    Roz leaned over picking up the gauze that had fallen off the counter while she was putting away the IV bags. Laci was sitting near the window playing cards with Burner who was trying to teach her how to play poker. It wasn’t going well. She didn’t seem to be picking it up very fast and kept asking him questions. Roz had a feeling it was an act though. She wasn’t sure why but she knew that Laci was smarter than she was acting at the moment.


    Burner was looking interested in fleecing her and Roz hid a small smile because she had a sneaky suspicion that it wouldn’t go like he thought it would. Roz stuck the gauze into the cleanser unit and hit the button that would sterilize it while she listened to them chatter. Laci was working her way up to suggesting they play with real credits, she’d bet her life on it. Bull walked into the room, his eyes taking in the way Laci was flirting with Burner, and shook his head as he neared her.


    “Doesn’t that idiot know she’s playing him?” he asked her in a low voice.


    “Apparently not,” Roz whispered back, seeing Bull’s small grin. He liked Laci despite the fact that she did nothing but argue with him. Roz didn’t know what was going on with the two of them but he always seemed to be close by and his presence somehow reassured Laci because whenever Bull was around she relaxed. Laci was almost never relaxed and a few days ago she and Sammy had finally found out why the girl didn’t want to go home.


    Apparently her father was a loser who’d gambled her away to Jumper and that was how she’d ended up in that little hovel to begin with. It wasn’t the first time he’d tried to sell her either. Laci told them she’d been sold to a woman as slave labor for almost a month until the woman he’d sold her to had died from a overdose of Juice. When she was sixteen, he’d tried to sell her to a man to pay his debts, but thankfully the man had refused and taken their car instead.


    Roz couldn’t see how someone could do that to their own child, it was barbaric. That was also why she thought that Laci was faking her lack of knowledge because growing up as she did, she knew about gambling. Roz knew that she had won her freedom once with a game of blackjack. She watched as Burner dealt the cards and laid his credits on the table and shook her head. Yep, he’d win for a while and then when he really started betting Laci was going to take him to the cleaners. She almost felt sorry for him but it served him right for underestimating the girl.


    Bull pulled a chair up near the table to watch the show, his grin wide. Burner looked at him asking, “Wanna play?”


    Laci was waiting to see what he would say because she seemed to know he knew she could play. She was waiting with a slight frown for his answer.


    “Nope, just going to watch,” Bull said, leaning back in the chair as another bright smile spread over Laci’s face. Roz let out a snort and walked into the hall, almost walking into Grace. Shit, she so didn’t want to deal with her today. Grace’s face turned red and she glowered at her.


    “What are you doing here?” Grace demanded.


    “I work here so the better question is what are you doing here?” Roz said, raising a brow as she watched the woman.


    “I––well I,” Grace stuttered, then to Roz’s shock she burst into tears. Roz wrapped her arm around her and led her out of the hall into one of the rooms nearby.


    “Hon, what’s wrong?” Roz asked her, feeling her heart go out to the other woman who was sobbing her heart out. Roz really hoped this wasn’t about Iron.


    “I–I just don’t know what to do. I can’t–– he won’t even acknowledge it’s his and I––I don’t know what to do. I can’t raise a baby alone,” the woman wailed and Roz felt a sinking sensation in her stomach for a moment. “He-he called me a wh-whore when I told him and he threw me out but it’s his, I know it is.”


    “Whose baby is it?” Roz asked, praying that she didn’t say Iron because she didn’t think she could handle it if she did. It wasn’t that she thought he would betray her because she knew he wouldn’t; it was that she didn’t know how long before she arrived Grace and Iron’s one night together was. Could the baby be his?


    Dear God, if it was would she be able to handle that?


    “It’s Robby’s. I was seeing him for three months and we were pretty exclusive until––until he kicked me out a few weeks ago,” Grace wailed, her eyes pouring out tears and Roz breathed a sigh of relief.


    “Why would Robby deny it’s his baby if you two were living together?” Roz asked, wondering if she just had shitty taste in men or if the man had reason to believe she’d been with other men. Roz didn’t know the woman well and if she’d been kicked out of Robby’s bed only a few weeks ago, then the day when she’d gotten naked and laid in wait for Iron hadn’t been long afterwards.


    “He thinks it’s not his because I told him–– I told him I was sleeping with Iron to make him jealous,” Grace finally confessed and it brought what had happened with Iron into focus for Roz. She shook her head. When would women like Grace learn that using men against each other only led to heartbreak?


    “Well that wasn’t very smart,” Roz couldn’t help muttering under her breath but to Grace she said, “Did you explain to him that it wasn’t true?”


    “I tried.” Grace began to sob again and Roz rubbed her back wondering how the hell she always got involved in these kinds of messes. For goodness sakes, the woman was in her man’s bed naked and here she was trying to help her.


    Damn her soft heart.


    “Maybe try again if you really care for him and see if you can’t explain,” Roz told her.


    “He won’t believe me. But,” Grace raised a teary-eyed face to her and a speculative look appeared on her face. Roz knew that she was going to regret being nice the minute the woman smiled.


    “Maybe you could explain it. He would believe you and I could do a paternity thingy and then he’d have to believe me that it’s his baby.” Grace was excited now and she looked so hopeful with her tearstains and the pleading lost puppy look on her face.


    Roz sighed wearily, her shoulders tensing. She knew she should tell the woman to get a fucking life, that she wasn’t going to help her after what she’d tried to do to separate her and Iron, but she just couldn’t kick a woman when she was down.


    “Well a paternity test can’t be done until the pregnancy’s in the fourteenth week. How far along are you?” she asked. Seeing Grace’s face fall, she knew she wasn’t that far along.


    “Only seven weeks.” Grace looked so heartbroken that Roz rushed to reassure her because she was such a sucker, internally shaking her head at her need to fix everyone.


    “I’m sure if I talk to Robby he will wait to get the results of the test at least before he refuses to believe you again,” Roz said still rubbing Grace’s back.


    “You really think so?” Grace asked, again with that hopeful puppy look in her eyes.


    “Well there’s only one way to find out. Why don’t we go together to talk to him,” Roz said, knowing that this was a ridiculous plan but she couldn’t really bring herself to refuse to try and help the other woman if for no other reason than that her baby deserved two parents.


    “You’re really nice. I feel bad about what I did the other day, but I just wanted to make Robby so jealous he’d take me back. I’d gotten mad and told him Iron was better in bed than he was. I figured that sleeping with Iron was the best way to do it. I mean he’d kicked me out over Iron because I did tell him that,” Grace said, staring at Roz with a remorseful expression.


    It was all she could do not to roll her eyes at the woman because it was the height of stupidity to think that sleeping with another man would make her relationship with the man she did want better. Women like Grace were idiots when it came to men. All sleeping with Iron would have done was driven Robby further away.


    “Well I guess I am. Now should we get you cleaned up so that we can go talk to Robby?” Roz asked, trying to hide her disgust with the woman’s idiocy when it came to relationships.


    “Oh yes, thank you, Roz. I really am sorry about the other day,” Grace said earnestly, grabbing her hand to squeeze it. Roz figured she was actually sincere when she apologized and she supposed it wasn’t Grace’s fault that she was stupid. Some women were just idiots and Roz bet Grace wasn’t always hateful like she had been that day in Iron’s room.


    Twenty minutes later she climbed into Grace’s car and they headed over to Robby’s house. He lived near the rec center so she would be able to walk home after she had tried to sort this out with Robby and Grace. She waited while Grace knocked on the door, her face pale as she waited on the man to answer. It didn’t take long and a short man with brown hair and a mustache opened the door glaring at Grace.


    “What do you want? I told you not to come back here,” Robby said harshly to Grace, whose face paled even further and her lower lip trembled. Roz sighed because she wasn’t in the mood for further water works today.


    “Look, can we just come inside to talk for a moment? I think you need to know a few things before you dismiss her,” Roz said, trying to avert the crying jag she could see coming.


    “Who are you?” Robby asked snidely, his glare now on her.


    “I’m Roz. Iron’s girlfriend,” she told him, not knowing what to call herself because she wasn’t really his girlfriend but she was something to him and she was pretty sure that he loved her as much as she loved him.


    “And you’re here with this whore because––?” Robby asked making Roz a little angry. She knew that Grace likely deserved his snide tone and his disdain with what she had tried to do but she couldn’t let him treat her that way in front of her, it wasn’t right.


    “Stop calling her a whore. She might have lied to you but that’s no reason for you to bad mouth her. Now, can we go inside and sit down to talk for a little while, please.”


    Robby looked from her to Grace and back again for a long moment before finally relenting with a nod and holding the door for them to enter. Grace sat down at the table in one of the four chairs that were around it. She was pale and her face was sweaty. It worried Roz because the stress Grace was under wasn’t good for the baby.


    She was surprised when Robby walked over to the refrigerator, grabbing a grape juice bottle and pouring a glass. He then set it down in front of Grace commanding her gruffly, “Drink.”


    Roz realized then that despite his rudeness and the things he had said to her he cared about Grace. Roz was glad because that meant this would likely be an easier sell than she had originally thought. Grace lifted the juice and drank while Roz took a seat beside her while Robby stood leaning on the kitchen counter watching Grace.


    “So, I’m here because Grace came to the clinic today to get a paternity test,” Roz finally said when the silence in the room got the better of her.


    “And the results said?” Robby asked, looking at her intently.


    “The test can’t be done until she’s further along.”


    Robby’s face lost the intensity and he frowned. “So why did you come here?”


    “Because one, she lied about sleeping with Iron and two, you would have to come with her to get the test anyway in order to affirm that the baby is yours,” Roz informed him.


    “It’s true, Robby. I lied about that, but I’m not lying about the baby being yours. I haven’t been with anyone since a month before we got together, I swear!” Grace cried.


    Robby snorted. “And how can I take your word for it when you lied to me once already?”


    “I only told you that because I was mad that you were flirting with Penny at the diner,” Grace moaned, looking petulant.


    “What? Not this again! I told you that nothing is going on with Penny and me. She’s just a friend and all I did was smile at her anyway. It’s crazy that you’re still on about that,” Robby said, looking a little petulant himself.


    “But you’re always talking about how Penny does the best waffles and how she loves to play cards on the weekends with you and Harris.” Grace leaned forward, her eyes bright with unshed tears and she looked so sad that Roz wanted to hug her again.


    “I––well those things are true, but it wasn’t because I like her better than you, Grace. It was just me talking about a friend and I hate to say it, sweetheart, but you’re a terrible cook. You burnt boiled eggs.”


    “I forgot about them!” Grace wailed, bursting into tears. Robby sighed before he knelt down in front of her, pulling her into his shoulder and rubbing her back.


    “Fine, you can move back in but we will take that paternity test to see if the baby’s mine though. And I will try not to talk about Penny as much, just stop wailing, okay,” Robby said, holding her to him. He nodded at Roz who indicated she was going to leave. She’d had enough of this dog and pony show and it seemed that the couple might be able to work this out on their own.


    She walked to the door pushing it open, sighing in relief as she headed back to the rec center across the street and down a block. Looking up at the sky as she headed home, she realized it really was a nice day out to enjoy a walk.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 15


    Roz was about halfway to the rec center from Robby’s house when she felt as if she were being watched. Turning to peer down the alley next to the building she was walking beside, she saw nothing except shadowed areas and the trash burners. She stood staring for a long moment because she couldn’t seem to shake the sensation that she was being followed but nothing moved in the alley.


    Roz shook her head figuring she must be imagining things. It was the middle of the day and the likelihood that someone was watching her, much less following her, was slim to none. She heard the roaring of a bike pull up nearby and turned towards the sound, finding a glaring Iron stomping towards her. Roz was unsure why he looked so angry. Iron grabbed her, jerking her into his arms when he was close enough to do so, and she went willingly despite the rough manhandling. Iron was holding her so tightly that she almost couldn’t breathe.


    “Geez, let up a little. You’re holding me too tight,” Roz moaned, trying to wiggle away from him. Iron let his hold on her loosen a little before looking down at her with a dark scowl on his face.


    “What the hell are you doing walking down the street by yourself?” Iron demanded.


    “Well first of all, I’m thirty-two, not five, and I was just walking to the rec center. I was only a block away since I was at Robby’s house. I’m pretty sure that I can walk that far without assistance.”


    Iron’s scowl darkened and his hold tightened again making her push against his chest, trying to get him to let her go.


    “What the hell were you doing out here alone, Roz? And wait, why were you at Robby’s?” Iron asked, his voice arctic and his green eyes narrowed to slits as he watched her face. His hands tightened and he looked like he was ready to kill someone, making her realize he was thinking up terrible scenarios in his head about her and Robby.


    Roz wanted to snap at him that she’d been there screwing the man because that was how he was acting but that would make her no better than Grace and she wasn’t going to slip down that slippery slope. With a sigh of annoyance, she replied, “I was helping Grace.”


    “What the fuck for after that scene the other night?” Iron asked, looking at her like she’d lost her mind. She wasn’t sure he was too far off the mark on this one because really, the woman hadn’t deserved her help. Roz’s only excuse was that she had a soft heart and when someone was hurting she wanted to fix it.


    “Granted, she likely didn’t deserve my help but I’ve always been a sucker for babies,” Roz told him with an exasperated roll of her eyes.


    Iron paled and he spat out coldly, “Grace is pregnant?”


    “Yes, Iron, she is,” Roz told him, raising a brow at his reaction.


    “Well it’s not mine!” he burst out,looking green around the gills and Roz almost laughed at how quickly he rushed to assure her that the kid wasn’t his. “Our one night together was over six months ago and I used a medi-condom because I never trust the women I sleep with. I swear, baby, it’s not mine,” Iron growled, shaking her a little.


    “I know it’s not yours, Iron. Relax for goodness sakes before your head explodes. It’s Robby’s,” Roz said, trying to calm him down before he had a stroke. Geez, that vein in his forehead looked like it was going to blow at any second.


    After a moment he seemed to process that and he let out a sigh of relief before he kissed her forehead gently, only to scowl at her again moments later.


    “You still shouldn’t be out alone with the Headhunters lurking around here. Why didn’t someone come with you?” Iron asked, looking pissed.


    “I guess because I didn’t ask them too?” Roz said.


    “That shouldn’t have mattered. One of them should have come with you,” Iron insisted, scowling down at her again, his arms tight bands around her.


    “Well, it might also have something to do with the fact that I didn’t tell anyone I was leaving,” Roz finally told him, her hands resting on his shoulders.


    “Damn it, Roz! You have to be careful. You know what happened to Burner the other day and we aren’t sure what the hell the Headhunters are up to.” Iron’s voice was harsh and he was scowling again.


    “I am able to take care of myself, Iron. In case you didn’t hear me a moment ago, I’ll say it again. I’m not a five year old.” Roz sighed, shaking her head.


    He was overreacting to her deciding to walk home when it was only a block away. Even with the Headhunters lurking around, they weren’t going to grab her in broad daylight because someone would see them. He was being ridiculous.


    “I know that, Roz, but I couldn’t bear it if something happened to you.” Iron was staring down at her with intense sincerity.


    Roz felt her heart pound in her ears as she looked up at him. His gaze was filled with deep emotional turmoil and she knew that his fears had more to do with her faked death and the sense of loss that still brought him than anything she’d done today. Sighing because she knew that they were both still dealing with issues their long separation had created, she reached up cupping his cheek.


    “I’m fine, Iron, and if it makes you worry less, next time I’ll bring along a babysitter.”


    “Rozzy, it’s not that they’re there to keep you in line. Having them with you would be only for your protection,” Iron whispered against her temple, his lips gently caressing her.


    “I know but it still feels like they’d be my babysitters,” Roz said against his chest, her face buried into his warmth. “And I’ve been on my own for a long time. It’s hard to think I need to consult others before doing something I’ve set my mind to.”


    His masculine scent was teasing her senses, making her body relax into his. Roz felt desire spark, flooding through her veins like fire, making her cling to him.


    Iron groaned. “I know but try, for me, okay baby?” he asked and she nodded, feeling the hard press of his thickened cock against her. Desire filled his eyes and he pulled her from the street towards his bike, leading her there with a suddenly wicked smile.


    Iron climbed on and motioned for her to follow suit and Roz sighed, getting on the bike to ride the short distance to the rec center. Even after weeks of riding with him she still wasn’t sure if she liked it. Roz knew that Iron found it funny that she wasn’t too comfortable on his bike but since her body was burning up with desire she didn’t argue with him.


    Climbing on behind him, her arms around his waist, she leaned into his back feeling the hard throb of the motor against her crotch, a shiver passing over her. The bike lurched and she held on while the bike ate up the short distance between them and the rec center. When he pulled up, Iron waited until she was off the bike before he climbed off, letting out a wicked laugh and scooping her up, throwing her over his shoulder, and carrying her towards the rec center.


    “Iron! Put me down,” Roz cried, giggling as she began hitting his ass with her hands trying to get him to put her down but only succeeding in making him laugh harder.


    “Not a chance,” he growled.


    He held her legs and caressed her ass with a hard hand making her remember the last time he’d carried her like this. She’d gotten into a catfight with Maryann again when she was seventeen. She’d been dating him for six months by then. She remembered the way Maryann had thrown her beer at her and Roz had responded by grabbing her by the hair and slamming her head into the wall repeatedly.


    Iron, wanting to stop her, grabbed her around the waist, threw her over his shoulder and carried her screeching form from the party they’d been at. He shoved her into his truck and took her back to his place. That was the night things had gotten out of hand and he’d almost made love to her. Roz smiled at the memory before glancing behind them to see two men wearing Headhunters cuts coming up quickly behind them.


    She was going to warn Iron when she was quickly set on her feet. Iron steadied her beside him and she saw that there were two more Headhunters in front of them. Iron tried to get to his gun but it was too late and the men who’d been in front of them grabbed him, jerking his arms behind his back and shoving him hard on the ground.


    “Run, Roz,” Iron commanded but she wasn’t about to leave him here it just wasn’t happening. She didn’t have a chance anyway because one of the men behind them grabbed her arm. He squeezed roughly, making her cry out in pain, unable to hold it in.


    “Oh no, stay, sugar. Umm––aren’t you sweet,” the man who held her wrist said, pulling her towards him, his eyes trained on her as he forced her closer to him. His breath was stale and his teeth were rotted and when he was close enough he licked over her cheek. Roz felt bile rise in her throat and she whimpered, her stomach revolting.


    “Leave her alone, you sick fuck!” Iron growled from his position on the ground. The man who had his arm twisted behind him held him there and began laughing.


    “Aw, look boys, he’s upset we’re messing with his bitch. Maybe we should make him watch while we fuck her. Think he’d like that?” Snide laughter came from the men who held them.


    The four men standing around them were very sure that they’d won but Roz knew they didn’t realize that they weren’t alone here. She knew that since they’d found the Headhunters in their territory they’d been leaving several men here during the day. All she had to do was get their attention. Roz opened her mouth and screamed as loud as she could.


    “Fuck, shut her up! Shut her up!” the man holding Iron growled, and Stinky Breath, as she was now going to refer to the asshole holding her, slapped her hard across the face. Roz stumbled and fell down, banging hard into the wall of the rec center. Her lips stung and her ears rang from the hard hit. Iron growled and fought harder to get away from the man holding him because Stinky had hit her.


    Footfalls were suddenly running their way and there were shouts from inside. The men surrounding them suddenly looked panicked. The one holding Iron slung sand from the ground up into Iron’s face before jumping up.


    He cried out, “Fuck, let’s get the hell out of here, we’ll come back.” He kicked Iron hard in the back before they took off in the direction of a nearby truck that she hadn’t noticed when they pulled up.


    Roz saw Iron stumble to his feet rubbing his eyes even while he drew his gun to shoot at the men’s retreating forms. He hit one in the leg but the others managed to get him into the truck that they’d brought with them. They were already tearing out of the rec center parking lot when the prospects came rushing out of the door with guns drawn to see what was happening.


    “Damn it!” Iron growled, still rubbing his tearing eyes with his hand trying to clear the debris that the man had gotten in his eyes. Roz watched all of this a little dazed. It had all happened so fast that she hadn’t processed it yet. Iron walked over, his hand resting on her cheek, his thumb rubbing over the area that stung. “Those motherfuckers better hope I never see them again.


    “Are you two okay?” Rebel asked, having joined them outside. Six prospects had jumped on their bikes and headed after the men who’d grabbed them.


    “Yeah, fuck, that asshole almost blinded me,” Iron growled, again rubbing at his eyes.


    “Let’s go inside and I’ll flush them. I think there’s some eyewash in the first aid kit. I saw it the other night when Thea cut her hand,” Roz said, tugging on his arm, needing to do something because her insides where jumpy.


    “Go, I’ll see what I can find out about this,” Rebel told them.


    She managed to get him inside and sitting down at the counter despite his protests that he was fine. She grabbed the kit and moved over to where he sat on the stool rubbing at his still tearing eyes.


    “Stop rubbing them, it will make it worse,” Roz told him. Moving to stand between his legs, her hands rested briefly on his thighs before she reached into the kit removing the eyewash. “Tilt your head back so I can do this.”


    “Rozzy, this isn’t really necessary. I’ve told you they’re fine,” Iron said in typical male fashion, making her shake her head because he wasn’t fine or he wouldn’t still be rubbing his eyes like he was.


    “You’re not fine, Iron. You were just rubbing your eyes a second ago which tells me that there’s still something in there. That means this is necessary so stop being a turd and let me wash your eyes out.” Roz glared at him and grabbed his chin to tilt his head back. She placed the bottle over each eye for three seconds like the directions said to before she pulled it away asking, “Better?”


    Iron blinked a few times before he nodded.


    “Much, thanks,” he replied, then reached out when she would have stepped away grabbing her hips and pulling her closer. “So I’m acting like a turd, am I?” he asked her, a dark smile spreading over his lips.


    “Yes, you were,” Roz said, realizing that his mind had jumped from his anger with the men who’d tried to kidnap them to sex.


    Men, they really did have one-track minds.


    “Hmm, I think that you’ve become a little mouthy since the last time we were together, Rozzy,” Iron said leaning in, his lips sliding over hers, and she couldn’t hold back the snort of laughter that brought because he had no idea how mouthy she could be.


    “Huh, guess you will have to get used to that then because it’s not going to change,” Roz informed him, pushing on his shoulders.


    He refused to let her go and instead reeled her in with both arms wrapped around her waist holding her close. His lips gently kissed along her jaw up to the place where the man had hit her, which still stung a bit.


    “Good thing I like mouthy girls then, huh,” he whispered as his mouth crashed down over hers with a rough passion that stole her breath.


    Her hands on his shoulders stopped pushing and she held on instead. A moan rose up, escaping her without her permission as her tongue met his in a heated duel. Her hand slipped up to cup the back of his bald head holding his mouth to hers. Her heart pounded in her ears and she felt her body’s liquid response to his kiss wetting her panties. Feeling almost desperate to feel him inside her again, she pulled away trying to get him to stand, wanting to take him to their room.


    He growled and tried to stop her from getting away until he realized that they weren’t alone when Laci said, “Uh––I guess you two are okay then, huh?”


    Giggles came from the couch next to her and Roz saw to her utter embarrassment that Laci wasn’t the only one who’d been watching the show. Thea, Alyssa and Robin had also been privy to their display of passion. Roz wanted to sink into the floor and never be seen again but Iron grabbed her arm.


    With a handsome grin that made her flood her panties again Iron said, “Yep, we’re fine. But the ordeal has made us really tired and we’re heading to bed early.” Then he scooped her back over his shoulder and headed to the room they’d been sharing for the past week and a half. Roz didn’t protest even when she heard the girls giggling and Laci’s voice call out.


    “You do know that we all know what you’re really doing, right?” she asked Iron, who didn’t respond but let out a wickedly sexy chuckle as his hand slid over the backs of her thighs before rubbing over her pussy. Roz moaned, unable to stop the sound from escaping her as he shoved open the bedroom door.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 16


    Iron slammed the door behind them and tossed her down on the bed. His grin was wide and he began jerking off his cut, tossing it on the dresser before he ripped off the white t-shirt he’d had on underneath it. Roz watched him, her breath coming in pants as his golden abs were revealed.


    Damn, Iron was seriously sexy. He should come with a warning label. One that read ‘prone to making women come just looking at him.’ That way women would know what they were in store for when he stripped like he was now. Roz’s eyes devoured the hot man candy before her wanting to lick him from head to toe.


    “Well? Aren’t you going to get naked?” Iron asked, still grinning while he slid the button on his jeans open, watching her where she had pushed up on her elbows to watch the show.


    “Um,” was all Roz could manage as she stared at the opening on his jeans and his revealed abs.


    Letting out a snicker at her obvious distraction, Iron slowly unbuttoned the next one, his movements sensual and teasing. Roz watched, her heart pounding and her body on fire as the fact that he wasn’t wearing anything under those jeans became very apparent.


    Holy Mother of God.


    Roz licked her lips watching the slow teasing slide of his fingers as they removed the last button from its fastening. Then he pulled the fly apart revealing his thick cock with the apadravya glinting in the light and Roz let out a little gasp of desire as his hand slowly surrounded the hard flesh at the base cupping his balls briefly before sliding from base to tip. She watched in fascination when he slid his jeans off his hips and kicked them away. Getting up onto her knees, she moved towards him with the intent of exploring him. When she was kneeling on the end of the bed Iron stepped forward.


    “Hmm, what are you up to, baby?” he asked, his eyes filled with wicked desires as he watched her reach out for his cock. Her hand closed over the heated flesh feeling the hard steel of his member covered by the silky smoothness of his skin. She ran her fingers over the tip feeling the slight moisture caused by his pre-come as she caressed him, her hand curling around the thickened mass, giving it a light squeeze.


    Iron let out a loud groan as she slowly began to slid her hand down his cock to the base, her eyes glued to her hand that caressed his cock, her lips slightly parted with her breath coming in labored gasps. He let her explore but his hands moved up burying in her hair, tilting her head slightly, meeting her silvery blue eyes with his heavy-lidded green ones.


    “You are so damned sexy,” he whispered heatedly and she smiled at him even though she didn’t agree. Iron had always thought of her as beautiful and sexy even when she was a lanky teen with no breasts and frizzy hair. Now she had too much padding on her hips and her hair was still a frizzy mass of almost curls that was a pain in the ass to style so not much had changed.


    “Am I?” Roz asked, her hand giving his cock another squeeze, making his eyes darken further with desire. “Or are you just saying that so you can get a blow job?”


    Iron didn’t like that question at all, she knew, because his hand tightened painfully in her hair for a moment and his lips tightened into a thin line before he leaned forward and kissed her hard and deep. His tongue slid into her mouth with possessive ownership and more than a little anger at her disparaging of his motives.


    Roz’s hand slipped off his hard cock as he pushed her back onto the bed following her down. Iron pushed his hand beneath her shirt cupping her breast encased in silk, his fingers seeking her flesh by pushing the cups aside. His thumb rubbed across her nipple and she felt chills pimple on her flesh and her gasp escaped their fused lips. Her hands caressed his shoulders feeling the firm flesh of his biceps.


    Iron pulled back, kissing his way down to that spot on her neck just beneath her ear that always made her mindless. She moaned, her body lifting off the bed to press into his above her. Iron let out a growl after sucking on the mark he’d made days ago before he began tugging at the hem of her shirt, lifting up enough to pull it over her head. Roz didn’t protest, her need for his touch was too visceral.


    He removed her bra just as quickly before falling on her, his mouth covering her nipple to suck it, his tongue curling around it making her lightheaded. Her heart beat so wildly it was a roaring in her ears. Iron had always stirred her passions strongly and today was no different.


    “You know it makes me mad when you don’t see how utterly beautiful you are, Rozzy,” Iron told her when he lifted his head from her breast, his hands running from her breasts to her hips, gripping them hard. She smiled up at him, lifting her hand to cup his cheek as his hands began to pull her jeans off taking her panties with them. Iron stopped, his eyes meeting hers.


    “Iron, I love you,” Roz told him, unable to hold her feelings for him inside anymore. She loved him and she couldn’t imagine her life without him. She never really had been able to accept that she’d never see him again, even when it was hopeless because she had no idea where he was.


    “Rozzy,” Iron groaned, his eyes a deep green that speared into her with such passion and desire that she was almost breathless because of it.


    Roz didn’t know if he loved her anymore but she was willing to accept the affection he had offered her over the past few weeks. When she’d first seen him again she’d allowed her anger over his lack of concern for her when they were younger to shape the way she thought of him now, but today she saw him for who he was. Iron wasn’t much different than her Toby; he was the same man only he’d shut off his emotions because it hurt him when he’d thought he’d lost her.


    Iron almost couldn’t bear the feelings hearing her say she loved him brought to life inside him. It was as if everything over the past fourteen years, all the pain and the emotional turmoil, just disappeared. Iron watched her for a long moment, his chest filled with a warm burning sensation as he allowed the words to settle inside him. He pulled her pants off the rest of the way, needing to be inside her with a desperation that bordered on madness.


    Iron was shocked when she shoved him off her after he removed her pants. He pulled back, looking at her as she pushed him again, rolling him onto his back before rising above him. He wanted to roll her back over but seeing her wicked smile as she slowly straddled his hips made him pause.


    “It’s my turn tonight, mister,” Roz said as she licked her lips.


    Then she leaned forward kissing his chin, then his neck, working her way down with tiny kisses that made his body twitch with desire so fierce he gripped the bed sheets instead of her to stop himself from bruising her. He felt the hot wetness of her pussy brush against his cock and he was almost mindless from the need to be inside her, but he wanted to give her what she wanted so he tightened his grip on the sheets allowing her to explore his body as he had hers.


    Roz was kissing around his nipples, licking over the beaded tips before scraping her teeth over them. Iron let out a groan of pleasure, feeling his hips lift off the bed seeking her hot wetness. She continued her exploration, her tongue circling his nipples, and he moved his hands up to cup her breasts, running his fingers over the hard peaks.


    “Baby, put me in you. I need to be inside, please,” Iron begged, unable to stand the thought that there was anything separating them. He needed to feel her surrounding him or he was going to go mad. Roz hesitated but when his hands gripped her hips she rose up, her hand going to his cock, and he felt his tip hover at her opening.


    Roz was slow as she let him slide inside her inch by tortuous inch. It was heaven and hell all at once as her body ever so slowly took his thick cock inside her. Iron was now gripping her hips hard, his brain almost shutting down because all he could think, all he could feel, was Roz’s wet heat encasing him in that slow gentle slide that seemed to take hours yet was only minutes.


    When she had him in her to the balls she paused, looking down at him, and Iron thought she was the most beautiful creature in the world. Hovering above him with her breasts cherry tipped and heavy and her hair in wild waves surrounding her face, with her bee stung lips letting out breathless pants of desire, Iron felt his heart beating hard inside his chest as he watched her. Looking down to where their bodies were connected, he felt whole for the first time in years and he knew that having her back in his life had reawakened his heart.


    Iron felt her move then and his eyes were captured in hers and his heart beat just for her as he held her hips while she rose up and pushed back down letting out a moan. Roz began to move then and Iron was the one who groaned because the sensations bombarding him were incredible.


    Roz let out a moan as she increased her rhythm moving up and down on Iron’s thick cock. Her hands rested on his shoulders as she rode him, her body trembling as sensation after sensation bombarded her, and when his hands rose to rub over her nipples, twisting one as he leaned forward to take it into his mouth, she let out a little cry of blissful pleasure. She couldn’t hold in the cries of passion that escaped her when he nipped her nipple before moving over to the other one.


    Her body was nearing orgasm and she moaned with pleasure when she felt her body grip his cock. She felt her hands slip from his shoulders as she came hard, moaning as she fell forward onto his chest. He grunted and rolled them, coming up over her quickly. Without pulling out, he pushed his knees under her ass, lifting her slightly so that she was laid out on the bed while he moved in and out of her with little jerks of his hips that made her groan.


    He reached down running his hands over her from her hips to her breasts and back again before placing his thumb over her clit, rubbing as he continued to move inside her. Roz could feel her body shaking, the pleasure was almost too much for her to handle. It didn’t take long before she was thrown into another hard explosion of orgasmic bliss. She was still caught in the mind-numbing pleasure when she heard Iron cry out her name as he too exploded in his own orgasm.


    Roz became aware of her surroundings minutes later to find herself resting on Iron’s shoulder with his hands running over her back. Iron seemed to be content to just touch her as they lay there with their heated skin cooling.


    “Roz, you know that I love you too, right?” Iron asked and she felt her heart almost stop as those words poured through her with as much pleasure as her recent orgasms had. Lifting her head, she rested her chin on her folded arms and met his eyes with her own.


    “You do?”


    “Of course I do. I never stopped loving you, baby. That’s why I was so angry with you. I wasn’t lying when I said I mourned you,” Iron said, his eyes that deep green which indicated his was serious.


    “I know you did. I’m sorry that you had to but I didn’t choose to escape Hank that way to hurt you, Iron,” Roz told him, pain over the hurt she’d caused him pulling at her heartstrings.


    “I know that, Roz, but I was hurting. It hurt so much that I almost couldn’t bear it. I never imagined a life without you in it, not even for a second, and when I went to get you and he told me you were dead I shut down. I didn’t want a life without you in it. I likely would have imploded if it hadn’t been for the club. They watched me like a hawk that first year because I didn’t value my life anymore. It was Pansy and Animal who kept me here. If not for them I would likely be dead,” Iron whispered, his hand running through her messy hair.


    Roz felt her heart almost stop at the thought of him dead and she realized that even with everything they’d been through, something worse could have happened. She could have died in that hovel or he could have died before she found him again. It made her grateful that she was here with him now.


    “Iron,” she began but he interrupted her then.


    “Wait, just let me get this out.” She nodded, her hand running over the tattoo that covered his shoulder, tracing the butterfly absently. “That’s about you too, you know,” he whispered and she glanced back up, meeting his eyes in surprise.


    “It is?” Roz asked, her shock evident in her tone.


    “Yes, when I went to get you and you were––gone.” Iron’s voice cracked on the last word and she could hear the pain he had felt that day in his words and it made her feel a little guilty. “I couldn’t bear it. I wanted something to keep you close to me and I told Pansy about what I was feeling and that I wanted him to create something for me. He drew this and I knew it was perfect.” His hand rubbed over the tattoo briefly and his eyes were filled with emotions she couldn’t name.


    “It’s beautiful.”


    “Not as beautiful as you are, Rozzy,” Iron whispered and he placed a kiss on her forehead. Roz felt joy overtake her and she wanted to show him how much his telling her this meant to her.


    “I didn’t escape Hank that way without thinking of you, Iron. I only had ten minutes to decide that night but I was sure I could find you. I never thought for even a second that I wouldn’t be able to or I might have stayed despite the danger I was in. I loved you so fiercely back then. I still love you that way,” Roz added, smiling as she rested her chin on her arm looking at him.


    “I wouldn’t have wanted you to put yourself in that kind of peril, Roz. He had already proven that he was unaffected by killing when he killed your mother. I was the fool. I should have kept in touch and not expected you to just wait without any word or way to contact me. I mean, hell, I didn’t even give you my damned road name so you could find me.” Iron’s voice was filled with regret and more than a little anger at his choices.


    “It was just the way it was, Iron. We can’t change the past, it’s over and we’re together, that’s what matters now. We can let the regret we both feel for those choices consume us or we can let it go and be happy that we’re together now,” Roz said, leaning forward to kiss his chin.


    “Huh, when did you become so wise, baby? I can’t get over the changes I see in you. You’ve really grown into an incredible woman, you know that, right?” Iron asked, his smile deepening the color of his eyes, his hands running over her back gently caressing her.


    “I grew up while we were apart. I had too,” Roz said ruefully, remembering those first few months of being on her own.


    “I feel there is a story behind that and I want to hear it,” Iron commanded, his brows drawing down over his eyes. Roz snorted a little because that look wouldn’t work on her if she didn’t want it to.


    “I’ll tell you but only because I want to, not because you are commanding me to. That doesn’t work with me anymore,” she informed him, raising up to glare at him.


    Iron chuckled a little, his hands running down to cup her ass, pressing her against his slowly hardening cock.


    “Good, I like my women feisty,” he growled.


    “Pervert,” Roz said, laughing when his hands ran up her sides tickling her.


    “Only with you, baby. Only with you.”


    “Charmer,” Roz whispered kissing him, her tongue dueling with his for a long moment before she pulled back to speak. “Those first few weeks were hard. I only had the credits Hank had given Doc to bury me and it wasn’t much. I was on the run and I couldn’t even take my car because he would have known I was alive then.”


    Iron’s hands tightened on her hips and his frown was grim. “I bought that car for you, Roz. Why the hell didn’t you take it? He would have thought it was stolen or something, not that you were still alive.”


    “I didn’t want to chance it, Iron. He’d just killed my mother.” Iron’s frown didn’t lessen but he nodded in understanding.


    “Anyway, I ran like hell, but I was also searching for you. Every time I saw a biker, I would ask him if he knew you but they always said no. I got as far as Grandyville on the credits I had from odd jobs and the burial. Doc had given me some clothes. They didn’t fit well but they worked. When I arrived there, I’d been looking for you for over a year and hadn’t had any luck. I was also tired of running and I just wanted to stay somewhere for a while.”


    Iron felt his heart stop in his chest because he knew the type of men she’d likely been approaching and it scared him to death that something could have happened to her, especially if she’d met up with Headhunters or Cutthroats. Thank God they hadn’t been in the flesh trade back then.


    “When I found a job at the medical center in Grandyville as a checkin clerk, I stayed. I didn’t stop searching for you though. I would ask the bikers who stopped in town about you until about four years had passed. That’s when I finally realized either you were dead or somewhere too far away. I never gave up completely but I didn’t ask every biker I saw about you either.” Roz looked guilty but Iron was glad she had stopped because she could have gotten hurt trying to find him and he couldn’t bear the thought of that.


    It also made him realize his part in their miscommunication hadn’t been as insignificant as he’d first thought. The realization hadn’t become clear to him until she told him this story because it brought home the danger he’d put her in by not giving her a sat phone or telling her his new name. He shivered as he thought of the ways those men she’d been asking him about could have hurt her and he was damned glad that she’d quit looking for him after four years.


    Fuck, he’d been an idiot.


    “Roz, I’m glad you stopped. Those men––they aren’t all good men––hell, the men in this club aren’t all good men. It tears me up that you put yourself at risk like that,” he finally said, his hand tightening in her hair.


    “I wasn’t taking a risk. Most of them were nice,” Roz said looking surprised.


    Iron wanted to shake her because bikers weren’t cuddly bunnies that she should have no fear of, they were hardened and sometimes mean as fuck. She’d been lucky and she had no fucking clue that she had been. Fuck.


    “I’m just going to say this once because I don’t want you to be frightened but bikers aren’t nice. Ever. You were damned lucky that the men you approached didn’t try to rape or hurt you. Promise me you won’t do that again if we’re ever separated. I couldn’t bear it if something were to happen to you.”


    Roz tilted her head, looking at him before a smile split her face. “I won’t, but this time I’d know where you were and I would come looking for your sorry ass and let me tell you, when I found you I wouldn’t be nice.”


    Iron laughed because he didn’t doubt her for a second and it made him happy that his woman would fight for him. His hands cupped her ass and pulled her against his hardened cock.


    “Like I said before, I do like a feisty woman,” he whispered.


    “That’s good because at this point I don’t think I could change that about myself,” Roz told him as her lips met his and she was lost to the passion they shared again. It was a long while before either of them were able to fall into a deep sleep, holding on to each other tightly, both grateful they were together.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 17


    Roz was sitting in Ink Bandits with Sammy, Laci and Sarah three days after Iron had told her he loved her. They were talking about the bonfire party scheduled for tonight. Laci was unhappy because she wanted to go but Reaper had said no because they where hosting two of their patched over clubs and he didn’t want her there because of that. Roz was glad that Reaper was trying to protect the girl. She knew that Laci could probably take care of herself better than the men realized but Roz didn’t want her in a situation where she had to.


    Laci had become like a little sister to Roz and she wanted the girl safe. It was odd to think being part of a biker club made her safe with the reputation most of the clubs, including the Blue Bandits, had but Roz knew that Laci was safer here than she ever could have been with her father the gambler.


    It still cracked her up when Laci told the story about the day she’d played poker with Burner while he was recovering. She’d taken the poor fool for a thousand credits and he had not been happy about it until he’d thought of a way for her to pay him back for tricking him. Roz shook her head thinking of that story. He’d set up a game with him and four other men in the club and brought Laci along. He told the men he was watching her for the night and hadn’t had a choice. Rebel, Colt, Stick, and Rogue had agreed to play even with Bull’s snort at Burner’s fake reluctance to have Laci there.


    Burner had taken his friends for a little over six thousand credits and he’d split them with Laci. Roz smiled at the memory. Laci enjoyed tricking them and she’d made a tidy profit so she was happy but the rumors about that night had spread and now everyone knew not to underestimate the girl.


    Roz also noticed that Bull seemed to tag along with Laci everywhere, like today he was leaning on the counter chatting with Flame. He kept glancing over at Laci every so often as if he wanted reassurance that she was there. Roz had a feeling he felt the same as she did about Laci, either that or he was interested in her despite his protests to the contrary. Only time would tell.


    Roz leaned back in the chair staring at the ceiling with a slight curling of her lips. Iron made her happy and she’d never thought to be as happy as she’d been when they were just kids but she was. She found herself randomly smiling like she was right now at least once a day when she thought of Iron.


    “I don’t know why I can’t go, it’s not fair. You all get to go!” Laci whined, bringing Roz’s attention back to her. Laci sat with her arms crossed and her lip curled in an unhappy pout.


    “It’s for your safety, Laci. Reaper says that the patched over clubs are dangerous,” Sarah said, her exasperation with the younger woman clear in her tone. Since they’d arrived twenty minutes ago, Laci had been complaining about not being able to attend.


    “It’s safe enough for you three, why not me?”


    Roz glanced at Laci seeing her expression was mutinous and smiled slightly. “I think that’s because we’ll be with our men, hon,” Roz explained.


    “I could hang out with you and Iron. It would be fine.”


    “No,” Bull growled, having moved over to hover over Laci. “You’re too young and nobody wants you around the bullshit that goes on at these parties after the first hour or so. Now just deal with the fact that you were told no and stop hassling everyone.”


    Laci jumped to her feet glaring at him with her hands on her hips. “No one asked you to speak, you big jerk! I’m not a child and preventing me from going to this party is stupid.”


    Bull leaned forward, his look grim, his lips compressed into a tight line and his arms crossed over his chest in a tense stance. “Too bad. Stop acting like a spoiled brat and maybe we wouldn’t treat you like a child. It’s not a party for girls like you and no amount of whining is going to change that.”


    Laci stamped her foot before she growled angrily, “You’re an asshole!” Then she stormed out of the tattoo parlor without a goodbye to anyone else. Two prospects looked at Bull, who nodded, and they followed her out the door. Roz was sure that Laci would not like them following her any more than she liked being told that she couldn’t go to this party tonight.


    “That went well,” Sammy said, sarcasm dripping from her tone.


    “She can’t go to that party. You know the kind of shit that goes on there and her whining was getting on my nerves,” Bull grumbled, watching the retreating form of Laci out the front window until she was out of sight.


    “I do but maybe it could have been handled a little less––forcefully,” Sammy finally settled for.


    “Maybe,” Bull replied.


    “I was going to handle it, Bull. You didn’t need to step in. I know that she doesn’t have any idea what she’d be getting herself into but you handled that wrong,” Sarah said making Roz snort and everyone looked at her.


    “Sorry, but all of you are in the dark about that little girl.”


    “She’s a kid. What’s there to be in the dark about?” Bull asked, glaring at her.


    “Laci may be only eighteen but I would bet she’s seen a lot more of the darker side of life than any of you could imagine.” Roz knew that she was right because she’d been gambled away by her father at the tender age of eight the first time. She’d been horrified when Laci had confided in her about some of her childhood.


    “Just because she’s seen it doesn’t mean she shouldn’t be protected from it now.” Bull looked like his head was going to explode from whatever it was he was feeling. Roz shook her head because she knew that’s what he wanted to do for Laci and that was noble of him. It just wasn’t going to go over well with Laci, who was used to taking care of herself.


    “I didn’t say don’t protect her, but there is a difference between protecting her and smothering her,” Roz informed him.


    “I just told her she couldn’t go because it wasn’t for her,” he insisted, making Roz laugh because that was so not what she’d just witnessed.


    “I think maybe your idea of a gentle nudge is skewed, Bull,” Sammy said with a snort of laughter.


    “Whatever. I set her straight and that’s all that matters.” Bull stormed towards the door after that parting shot and Roz would bet he’d be hot on Laci’s heels because the man couldn’t seem to stay away from her for very long. Shaking her head, she looked at Sarah.


    “You know that after that little scene you’re going to need to watch her like a hawk tonight to keep her from that party, right?” Roz asked. Sarah rubbed her face and nodded.


    “Yeah, I was young once too. Damn, I wish he’d stayed out of it and let her complain. It was annoying but better than her being mad and now determined to go to the party anyway.” Sarah glanced at the door when it opened, seeing three giggling young women walk in looking tipsy.


    Flame grinned and walked over talking to the three women. One of the three told him she wanted a tattoo and they were taken back to his station. Sammy reached over to grab the soda she was drinking, rolling her eyes at the three giggling women who were still fawning all over Flame.


    “It’s really disgusting how some women act around our men. Not that I care who Flame sleeps with but I can’t stand when they act like that around my man, it’s really fucking irritating,” Sammy grumbled, running a hand through her strawberry blonde hair.


    “Yeah, one actually put her hands on Reaper the other day. I was with him at the strip club and she just walked up, put her hands on his chest and told him she’d fuck his brains out. I was right there next to him and she offered that like I wasn’t even there. I almost clawed her eyes out. Reaper just laughed and told her no before grabbing me and carrying me to the office before I could murder her,” Sarah growled, her eyes glowing with anger as she told the story.


    Roz knew Iron worked at the strip club and she wondered how many of the women offered him a quick fuck with dismay. Not that she thought he would betray her but she didn’t like thinking of women throwing themselves at him.


    “I know they think any of them are fair game because none of them had a women until recently and they took a lot of those women up on that offer if they were horny, so now the women throw themselves at our men. I know that Animal loves me and wouldn’t cheat on me, but it’s not something I want to see them offering him,” Sammy said, glancing back to watch one of the giggling women run her clawed hand down Flame’s chest. Roz didn’t think Flame minded if the wide grin on his face was anything to go by.


    Roz had to agree with Sammy, she didn’t like the idea that Iron was being offered sex all the time either and she wondered grimly how many times she’d have to deal with women like Grace showing up in his room.


    Reaper walked out of the back at that moment, walking by the three giggling women without really paying attention, his gaze trained on Sarah. One of the women called out to him but he only glanced at her briefly, curtly saying no without stopping.


    He walked up to Sarah. Leaning down, he kissed her long and deep before lifting his head to glance at Roz and Sammy.


    “Hey, are you three having a good chat? And I thought that Laci was here, did she leave?” he asked smiling.


    “Bull pissed her off and she left. You’re going to need more than two prospects watching her tonight thanks to Bull. She’s pissed that she can’t go to the bonfire,” Sarah told him.


    Reaper shook his head. “I don’t know why he keeps doggin’ her heels but since he started the mess, he can watch her tonight. I came out here because Derik called and said that Josh is fussy and wants his mommy. I figured you would want to go check on him.”


    Sarah raised a brow at him and he looked sheepish before saying, “Fine, I want you to go check on him. I would go with you but I have to get shit into play for tonight and it’s taking longer than I fucking planned.” Reaper didn’t look happy about that either.


    “Okay, I’ll go check on him but it’s just his teeth. He has that last one coming in and it’s taking forever. It’s already been two months and you know as well as I do that he’s fine, you’re being paranoid again.” Sarah held his cheeks while she spoke. He grinned at her.


    “I can’t help it if I want to be sure my son’s safe.” Roz saw Sarah’s eyes go all gooey at those words. She knew that Josh was not actually Reaper’s kid and it was obvious the fact that he treated him as if he was melted Sarah’s heart.


    “You’re such a pussy,” Sarah teased, laughing when he mock growled and leaned down, his lips hovering over Sarah’s.


    “Hey, watch it, woman. I have a reputation to maintain.” He rubbed his forehead against hers with a rueful laugh.


    Sarah shook her head before replying softly, “I think it’s a safe bet to say your reputation is in no danger considering you cut out three men’s tongues two days ago.”


    Reaper grinned. “You better believe it, babe,” He said before he kissed her a second time. Then pulling back, he commanded, “Now, go check on my boy so I can get shit done without worrying about him.”


    “Fine,” Sarah replied rolling her eyes. “You two want to come with?” she asked.


    “Nope, I need to get back to the house. I just got off twenty minutes ago and Animal will be meeting me at the house in three hours so I want to clean up before we head to the party tonight,” Sammy said.


    “Me either. I want to check on Laci and then I need to see if I can’t call Tara again. She wanted me to call her this week to be sure I was doing all right,” Roz informed her.


    “Huh, yeah, I still want to meet her. The way you talk about her, she seems like she’d be a blast to hang out with.” Sarah stood with Reaper’s help, his arm curling around her waist and his mouth dipping to kiss her neck.


    “She is,” Roz said, smiling because Tara was awesome. She’d never had a better friend and likely wouldn’t. Tara took a bit of getting used to at first but once you got past her surface layers she was more loyal than anyone Roz had ever met.


    “All right then, see you two later. Reaper, stop that,” Sarah said, smacking his back, making him growl and pull away.


    “Damn, you’re right. I need to get to work but I’d rather take you to bed.”


    “Geez, I didn’t need to know that,” Sammy cried, looking disgusted and shaking her head as she rose to her feet and began walking to the door. “I’m leaving before you two decide to tell me any more.”


    “Hey, at least we have normal sex and not that kinky shit you and Animal do!” Sarah called after her retreating form.


    Sammy waved over her shoulder and exited the door and a prospect who’d been chatting with the three others outside moved to go after her. Roz chuckled at their antics and waved goodbye to them headed back to the rec center. She climbed into the car and waited on Colt and Rogue to get on their bikes before heading out.
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    Three hours later Roz was sitting near the clubhouse with Reaper waiting on Iron to show. She had expected Iron over half an hour ago and he still wasn’t here. She was starting to worry despite Reaper’s assurance that he would be here.


    “I wanted to thank you for protecting Laci,” Roz said, looking over at him and smiling slightly.


    “It’s what I do for family,” Reaper replied after a long assessing look.


    “Yes, but Laci isn’t really family, so thank you.”


    “How’s that?” Reaper asked, his brow raised and a frown on his face.


    “How’s what” Roz asked, confused for a moment what he was asking her about. She watched him tilt his head to the right giving her a quizzical stare.


    “How is she not family?”


    “Oh, well, I realize she isn’t part of your MC so I just wanted to thank you for treating her like she is,” Roz said, finally understanding what he was asking her.


    “She is family, Roz. The minute she decided to stay here with you she became family just as you and the other women did and we protect family. It’s the way it works,” Reaper said matter-of-factly as if it was something she should have known.


    Roz was surprised that was how he viewed it. She hadn’t realized that the club would just pull in the women as if they belonged and accept the responsibility of them without much thought or fanfare. Roz was touched by his words because when she’d been down on her luck and running for her life things had been hard.


    Roz almost wished she had run into a man like Reaper back then. When she was on her own she’d almost starved on more than one occasion because no one had helped her and yet here he was willing to clothe, feed and care for six women that he barely even knew. It was funny how life turned out. What had happened to her when she was eighteen had shaped the woman she became. It had made her stronger but she wouldn’t wish it on anyone because it hadn’t been easy.


    His kindness was something she couldn’t wrap her head around with his ruthless reputation. What Sarah had said this morning about his reputation wasn’t a lie and she was shocked that in person he wasn’t the man they said he was.


    He wasn’t cruel or heartless. Reaper just didn’t put up with any bullshit and if you betrayed the club that was it. He dispensed justice with a violent hand to protect the people who belonged to him. It made her glad things had turned out the way they did.


    Roz snorted at that thought because she never thought she’d be grateful that Jumper and his cronies had kidnapped her and shoved her into a semi truck. But somehow she was. If it hadn’t happened she never would have met these people, she never would have found Iron again and that thought alone was heartbreaking. She loved him just as fiercely now as she had when she was eighteen.


    “Thank you, all the same,” Roz finally said, tears stinging her eyes as emotions hit her all at once.


    “Roz, there isn’t a reason to thank me. Family is just that, family, and any man here will die to protect you or any of the others. Individually they’re an unruly group and that’s why I didn’t want the kid here but for the most part they’re good men. I don’t condone violence to women or children but as long as the woman isn’t saying no, pretty much whatever the men want they get and as long as they don’t betray us it’s their business.” Reaper looked at her for a long moment.


    Roz squirmed a little under the scrutiny. She turned away from his assessing look staring out at the rowdy crew of men and women around the fire who were dancing or relaxing. Most of the ones around the fire weren’t doing too much but the ones in the shadows were actually doing some things she didn’t want to know about so she avoided looking, having seen one man’s bare ass earlier as he screwed the woman he was with.


    “You changed him, you know,” Reaper said, drawing her attention back to him. Roz turned to gaze at him wondering if that was an issue for Reaper.


    “Did I?”


    “Yes, we were losing him again.” Reaper looked haunted for a second and Roz wondered what that look was all about.


    “He seemed fine when I arrived,” Roz replied, wondering what Reaper meant by they were losing him again.


    “He wasn’t. He has been drifting since he was twenty. I never understood why that year changed things for him but when he lost you, he didn’t want to go on. I wouldn’t have understood that then but because of Sarah and Josh I get it now. So I’m just saying that he needs you even if he never tells you that.” Reaper seemed to think that should make perfect sense to her despite it being such a cryptic reply and in a way it did, but in another she was more confused than she had been when he first spoke.


    Roz did understand that he was telling her that Iron loved her but she’d already known that because he had told her. But the part about losing Iron didn’t make sense to her. Roz gazed back at the fire watching the tower of flames as she mulled over those words.


    “Ah, here he is,” Reaper said, making her look away from the fire to see Iron walking up to them where they sat on the clubhouse steps. Iron smiled at her as he neared and reached out, lifting her into his arms for a hard hug and kissing her lightly on the lips.


    “Hey, babe,” Iron whispered.


    “Hey yourself,” Roz said, hugging him back.


    “Sorry I’m late, got tied up with business.”


    “Reaper informed me you were taking care of something for the club and he kept me company so it’s okay,” Roz told him, allowing him to hold her tightly against his chest, his hand running over her back while he held her around the waist.


    “Good, I was worried. Where’s Sarah?” he asked, looking at Reaper.


    “With Josh. He’s still teething and was being a bear. We thought it best that she stay with him because it wasn’t fair to ask someone to babysit with his fussiness. Besides he wanted Sarah. If this wasn’t for both patched over clubs being here, I likely wouldn’t have made more than a quick appearance. I also didn’t want to leave your girl alone. Besides I needed to keep an eye out for trouble.” Reaper was leaning back against the stairs behind him casually grinning at Iron.


    “Wuss, you’re becoming a whiney bitch since you met Sarah,” Iron teased.


    “Shut the fuck up or next time I’ll leave your woman out here by herself.”


    “Like hell,” Iron grunted, glaring at Reaper who now wore a smug look.


    Roz shook her head at their ribbing. It was one thing she had noticed about the club, the men liked to mess with each other’s heads way too much. Iron leaned forward kissing her forehead before saying, “Rozzy, baby, can you go hang with Animal and Sammy for a few minutes? I need to update Reaper on some stuff that went down today.” He released her, stepping back a little, still looking down at her.


    “Sure, but there’s no need to bug them. I’ll just wait over by the fire,” Roz said, glancing at Animal and Sammy who were sitting a few feet away.


    Animal was seated in a large chair with Sammy crossways on his lap and he was kissing her neck. Roz didn’t want to bother them by hanging out with them when they seemed busy.


    “No,” Iron growled, his voice harsh, making her glance at him in surprise. “I don’t want you anywhere near that fire without my patch. Now, go wait with Animal and Sammy, please.”


    Roz narrowed her eyes at him because that please had been tacked onto the command he had placed before it just to avoid her anger. She would have argued with him if she hadn’t already seen for herself the reasons he wanted her to wait with Animal and Sammy in the rowdy and somewhat raunchy behavior of the crowd.


    “Fine, but next time don’t take that tone with me, mister, or you might get more than you bargained for,” Roz snapped, then stormed over to where Sammy and Animal were, plopping down next to them without a backward glance.


    “Um, what’s crawled up your butt?” Sammy asked when she finally managed to notice that Roz was sitting next to them in a huff.


    “Iron,” she growled and Sammy nodded laughing.


    “Yeah, men will do that to you,” Sammy said


    “Hey, I’m still sitting here, you know,” Animal grumbled, looking annoyed by her assessment.


    “Oh, of course you are, darling, but it’s still true. You and every other man were put on this planet to annoy us.” Sammy patted his cheek and laughed. Roz smiled because it was true, men were a pain in the ass sometimes.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 18


    Iron watched Roz’s retreating form with a frown. He hadn’t meant to piss her off tonight but he couldn’t have her over by the fire without a patch. Any man who put his hands on her would have ended up eating a bullet and that wouldn’t have gone over well because she wasn’t wearing his patch yet.


    “The faster you tell me what happened today, the faster you get to make it up to her,” Reaper joked, making him tear his eyes off Roz, who was now chatting with Sammy, to look at him. Iron nodded, his arms crossed over his chest, leaning back on the railing of the stairs.


    “I waited out in the open for more than two hours and nothing. We must have been wrong. It’s not about them wanting one of the club’s upper members. I know they saw me and I’m damned sure they didn’t catch that Animal and Pansy were waiting in the brush watching for them to try to nab me. I just don’t know what the fuck they’re up to,” Iron growled, his frustration with both Roz being pissed at him and not knowing what the hell the Headhunters were up to was evident in his voice.


    “Damn, I was really hoping that we’d figured it out. I figured when Animal showed up with Sammy that things hadn’t happened like we’d hoped.” Reaper sat up, his hands running through his hair and down his face in exasperation.


    They were all getting frustrated trying to figure out what the hell the damned Headhunters were up to. After discussing the attempt to grab Iron the other night, they’d figured that they wanted to grab one of the top members of the club to try and get information from them. Today he waited for three hours on the outskirts of the territory alone in the open and nothing had happened, so they were back to square one trying to figure out what the hell was going on.


    “Yeah, it was a bust. I know that three of them were lurking around the area this morning so they saw me but didn’t seem to care. There must be something we’re missing. Some piece of the puzzle we don’t have yet,” Iron grumbled.


    “Damn, I really hate that those bastards are up to something.”


    “Me too. You let Roz keep her gun?” Iron asked, seeing the holster on her hip.


    “Yeah, never know with the patched over clubs. She might need it. Sammy has hers too and if Sarah were here she would as well. I want them all to have their guns till the Headhunters aren’t lurking around anymore,” Reaper replied.


    Iron nodded when his eyes met Reaper’s, grateful that Reaper had broken his own rule because it reassured him that she was carrying. He turned back to watch Roz, who sat on the ground next to Animal with her back to him laughing as she talked to Sammy. His heart rate picked up as she turned, tilting her head up to look at Sammy sitting in Animal’s lap. Her smile was bright and the firelight hit her face, highlighting her hair.


    She was so damned beautiful.


    “She’s changed you, you know that, right?” Reaper asked, suddenly changing the subject. Iron pulled his gaze back to his friend.


    “She always did. It’s something I knew when I was twelve years old and it hasn’t changed. She’s my heart.” Iron didn’t bother to deny the fact that Roz meant the world to him. She deserved that acknowledgement from him after all she’d been through and he refused to give her less than she deserved.


    “Don’t take this the wrong way but do I need to worry about those changes?” Reaper asked, his face harboring a deep frown.


    Iron felt anger slip through him and his hands clenched into fists. He didn’t answer right away and instead assessed what Reaper had just asked him despite the anger it instilled in him. Did the man think he would betray the family because he was in love with Roz? What the fuck did he mean, did he have to worry about those changes? When Iron didn’t speak right away, Reaper sighed.


    “I only ask because I know what losing her the first time did to you, Iron. You almost died twice that year because you didn’t care anymore about living. I know how it would destroy me to lose Sarah or Josh and I can’t imagine what losing her again would do to you. Once almost got you killed and quite frankly you were never the same until she fell out of that truck into your arms again. Don’t get me wrong, Iron. You’ve been an invaluable part of this club since you made prospect and I appreciate all you do for the club and me but we both know it will be much worse the second time because you got her back and you never thought you would.” Reaper’s words were quiet and Iron listened to them, even though fury was eating him up because he couldn’t tell Reaper he was wrong.


    Iron chewed those words up, churning them around in his mind and trying to figure out a way to express what he felt. Reaper wasn’t wrong about how he reacted to Roz’s supposed death. He could remember some of the crazy shit he had pulled because he didn’t care if he lived or died. He was shot three times that year and twice he had nearly died from those wounds. If it hadn’t been for Lance’s excellent skills as a doctor, he likely would have. Pansy and Animal had saved his ass on more than one occasion back then.


    “I can’t say I won’t be worse this time around, Reaper. As long as she’s safe it won’t be a problem but if something happens to her––” he let his voice trail off. He didn’t need to say more, Reaper knew what he was saying to him. If Roz died this time for real, then there would be no stopping him from following her. He had lived without her once and he wasn’t going to do it again, it was just that simple.


    “That’s what I was afraid of. Iron, we need you here with us, man. You’re an important link in the chain and if you go it will weaken us,” Reaper’s voice was low and held a note of sorrow at the thought of him dying.


    “You can’t ask me to do it again, Reaper. I can’t. The best way to assure that it’s not an issue is to be sure nothing happens to her and that’s what I intend to do. I want her to have a long and happy life with me and that’s the best I can promise you.” Iron watched Roz run a hand through her hair and turn to look at him.


    She stuck her tongue out at him before turning back, making him smile at the childish behavior which reminded him of the time when she was ten and pissed that he had been talking to Maryann in the hallway at school. He was only telling her to leave Roz alone but Roz hadn’t wanted to talk to him to let him explain why he was talking to her. He had arrived at her house and her mother had let him in as she always did because they’d been friends for so long. Roz had screamed at him to get out and then stuck her tongue out at him, he remembered with a slight smile curling his lips.


    Damn, he really did love her so much it made his heart ache.


    “We both know none of our women are safe. Hell, even our brothers aren’t safe and they won’t be until we end this war with the Headhunters once and for all. We can do our best and make sure that they have the best protection we can offer them but nobody is safe as long as we’re at war, my friend.” Reaper sounded tired and more worried than he had ever heard him.


    Iron knew that until they cut the head off the snake so to speak none of them were going to be able to find peace. They weren’t having any luck with shutting down the Headhunters so far and it wasn’t likely to be fixed any time soon. Iron nodded, his eyes still trained on Roz’s back.


    “Why were you late tonight? Animal got here over an hour ago,” Reaper asked, drawing his attention back to him.


    Iron smiled. “I had to take care of something for Rozzy.”


    Reaper raised a questioning brow and Iron felt uncomfortable for a minute because it was embarrassing in a way. Iron shifted against the stair railing straightening up.


    “I had to go get Roz’s cut from over in Cartersville,” he finally said, looking away to watch Roz again.


    “Why did you have it made over there? Weaver does them here for the whole club.” Reaper looked confused when Iron glanced at him.


    Iron felt his face heat because the reason he had gone to Cartersville to get the cut was because it was still at her grave there. Every few years since Roz’s fake death he’d had the cut re-made and put it on the cross that marked what he thought was her resting place. He could have just had another made for her but it meant something to him to be able to put that patch on her instead. He didn’t want to sound like a pussy anymore than he already did so he just began walking away.


    “I just did,” Iron replied as he went to get his woman. He wanted to dance around the fire with her before it got too rowdy and that wasn’t going to happen unless he got back in her good graces.
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    Roz allowed Iron to spin her around and draw her back with a light laugh. After he finished his talk with Reaper, he apologized to her before dragging her out here to dance with him. She loved dancing so she didn’t argue, content to just be with him. Iron was acting strange tonight, like he was waiting for something to happen, and she didn’t know what it was but he seemed nervous about whatever it was.


    She wasn’t too worried because it must not be anything bad or he wouldn’t be dancing her around the fire like he didn’t have a care in the world. Roz felt a little dizzy when he spun her out a second time before capturing her in his arms and placing a kiss on her nose. Iron then held her close for a long moment, looking down at her with a look of deep contentment on his face and a wide grin splitting his mouth.


    Roz couldn’t believe how handsome he still was even without the raven locks she so adored. He had promised the other night never to shave his head again and she was going to be sure he kept that promise. He was starting to get a bit of length back to his hair, only about a quarter inch, and she couldn’t wait until she was able to run her fingers through it again.


    “I want to take you somewhere tonight. Will you go with me?” Iron asked, his green eyes dark in the firelight.


    “Always,” Roz whispered.


    She meant it too, she would go anywhere with him because as long as they were together nothing else mattered to her.


    Iron didn’t speak. He just grabbed her and pulled her along with him towards his bike that he had parked in front of the clubhouse. He climbed on and waited for her to get on. Roz used his shoulders to settle then wrapped her arms around his waist leaning into his back. Roz felt the bike lurch into motion and wondered if she would ever get used to riding with him. Roz was sure that she would never refuse to go with him on a ride if he asked her to even though she disliked it.


    It took longer than Roz expected to get where they were going. It was a little farm style house with a white picket fence and a small garden. As she climbed off the bike using Iron’s shoulders to steady herself, Roz wondered who lived here. She stood beside the bike waiting on Iron to set the stand, admiring the little blue shutters attached to the cream-colored siding and the small bay window that graced one side. She immediately loved the almost homey feel to the house and decided that one day she would convince him to buy her a house like this one.


    Iron took her hand.


    “Come on, babe,” he said, tugging her along behind him.


    Roz noticed the almost worried look on his face and wondered what they were going to see. No one seemed to be home because there were no lights on in the house and it was silent. Only the crickets and the noise from a few nearby houses could be heard.


    Roz watched Iron pull out a set of keys and open the door. He let go of her hand and took out his gun, surprising her. He shut the door and flipped on the light, looking at her for a long moment.


    “Wait here with your gun drawn, just don’t shoot me when I come back, okay,” Iron said, running a hand over her face briefly. Roz glared at him because she knew how to handle her weapon for goodness sakes. It wasn’t like she would shoot him by accident.


    “I think I can manage not to shoot you unless you piss me off by saying something that stupid again,” Roz growled, her body stiff as she removed her gun and took the safety off.


    Iron grinned, giving her a quick peck on the lips before he turned and walked into the other rooms checking that the house was secure. While he did that, Roz looked around at the bare living room wondering why there was no furniture. There was however a nice fireplace with a huge bearskin rug in front of it.


    She would bet that in the winter it would be the perfect place to curl up in front of a roaring fire. She smiled thinking of one day sitting in Iron’s lap naked while a fire burned in a fireplace like that one. Roz noticed that the kitchen, which was off to the left, was also devoid of furniture but the marble countertops were a pretty tan and the appliances gleamed brightly in the light from the entryway where she stood.


    It didn’t take him long before he was standing in front of her with his gun holstered. Roz put hers away too while Iron locked the door, having checked all the windows in the room to assure himself that they were locked as well. She put her arms around his neck smiling at him.


    “Come on, let me show you around,” Iron said and took her on a tour. There were three bedrooms, two with large bathrooms and walk-in closets. The only other room besides the living room, half bath and the kitchen was a small room with bookshelves and a small writing desk. Roz was charmed by the place and loved every room more than the last. She was a little jealous of whoever was getting this house from their man. She was sure it was Reaper or Animal who were buying this place for their woman.


    After the tour Iron led her back into the living room. Standing near the fireplace, he asked, “Well, what do you think?”


    “It’s lovely. I would love a place like this. So whose house is this anyway?” Roz asked, expecting him to say it was soon to be Sammy’s or Sarah’s home.


    “Ours,” Iron replied.


    Roz felt tears spring to her eyes because she hadn’t expected that to be his response. She couldn’t believe that he had bought her a house when nothing was settled between them. She knew he loved her and that she was going to move here to Death Valley to be with him but she had never once expected things to move so fast because of all they’d been through. She was overwhelmed by the emotions that bombarded her at his faith in them and their love.


    Iron had always been sure of what he wanted and he never backed away once he decided on something, it was one of the things she loved about him.


    “Ours?” Roz echoed, staring around the living room in awe.


    “If you want it to be. I don’t want you to settle so if you’re not happy with it, we can look around for another one or hell, have one made exactly as you want it done, I don’t care. I just want you to be happy. We can’t move in until the security’s been upgraded of course because I want lockdown shutters and a much better alarm system put in but I wanted to be sure it was the house you wanted,” Iron rushed to tell her, his eyes running over her face as if searching for any hint of disappointment.


    Roz smiled despite the tears that were pouring over her cheeks. The silly man, he thought she would want to turn down the house he had chosen for them but she loved it. She shook her head.


    “This is perfect, Iron. I can’t believe you bought me a house.”


    “Um, well––I actually bought this place before––before I went to get you when I was twenty,” he confessed and she felt terrible. Her face fell and she whimpered out a sob.


    “Damn––I––” Roz began but Iron placed a kiss on her lips, stopping her.


    “Don’t feel bad about it, baby. I don’t want to live in the past anymore. What happened then doesn’t matter now. I love you and I have you back and that’s what matters.” Iron kissed tears from her cheeks.


    “Oh, Iron. I don’t want to live in the past either. I love you too. More than you could ever know,” she whispered, her arms wrapping around his neck.


    “Aw, baby, it’s not possible that you love me more than I do you. I can’t live without you, I never could. But I have one more surprise for you,” Iron whispered. Roz wanted to argue about how much she loved him but she was too curious about another surprise.


    He moved over to the kitchen, lifting something off the counter that she hadn’t noticed earlier when she was looking around. It was black and looked like leather. When he neared her heart began to pound in her chest because she knew what that was and she couldn’t believe that he was about to give her one. Roz was barely breathing as she waited on him to take those final steps back to her. He stood with the soft leather in his hands and her eyes were trained on the patch he held.


    “It’s a little worse for the wear and I can have it re-made if the stitching in the top here bothers you but I–– well, this was the one I had made for you and then I went back and well––” Iron’s voice trailed off. He was showing her a small section of the leather near the neckline of the vest that was stitched together. She frowned, wondering how the cut had gotten there.


    “I left it with you––okay, not with you but at the time I thought it was with you,” Iron was saying. Roz was confused as she frowned up at him, unsure what the heck he was talking about, he had never left this with her because he hadn’t. If he had, she would have remembered.


    “It was on that cross on your––your grave,” Iron managed and Roz felt her heart wrench and she closed her eyes tightly as guilt assaulted her.


    She couldn’t imagine what he had gone through thinking she was dead. It made her wish that she had stayed despite Hank’s violence. She could have found a way to just stay away from him after all. Only he had threatened her when she was lying on the floor. He’d told her that she would be his new bitch because she was good enough and her mother was dead.


    She hadn’t wanted that and she knew that she wouldn’t have been able to handle him if he came after her so she chose to run. At the time it seemed like the only option. Roz pushed those thoughts back because it was done and they were not looking back anymore. Their future was all that mattered now. Opening her eyes, she reached out taking the soft leather vest with ‘Property of Iron Blue Bandits MC’ written on the back.


    “Like I say, if you want I can have another one made, but I wanted you to know that you are the only woman I ever wanted to wear––” Roz placed her lips over his, stopping the nervous flow of words coming from her normally self-assured man.


    A slight trill that she could make him rattle on like a school boy ran through her as she whispered against his lips, “It’s perfect and I will wear it proudly.”


    Iron took over then, his hands moving to her clothes, pulling and tugging them off, throwing them aside as she did the same to his, both needing to feel the other close. Her soul sang with joy as he lay her back on the rug, his hands possessive on her hips, his lips running over her skin, and his cock rubbing along the inside of her thigh.


    She moaned as he pushed one of her legs up to her chest, his cock slipping into her pussy with a slick slide that had her almost mindless with desire. Her body gave way to his heavy thrusts that brought her to the brink quickly, his body moving over hers in a needy taking that left them both crying out in blissful orgasm within minutes before they both curled up in each other’s arms. Roz fell asleep on his chest with his hands moving slowly through her hair and the sound of his heartbeat under her ear.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 19


    Iron woke to the sound of birds chirping outside. Opening his eyes, he could feel the slight weight of Roz resting on his chest and he let out a contented sigh of pleasure. Last night she’d agreed to wear his patch and she had loved the house he had bought for her so long ago.


    Iron hadn’t wanted to admit to himself that her liking this house had been important to him but it was. He wanted her to love this place as much as he had when he bought it a week before he went to get her. He had imagined presenting her with this place and seeing the joy in her eyes when she realized that it was the place they would put down roots. Iron hadn’t realized how much that need still pulled at him until he had walked her through the house feeling nervous because although he could tell she liked it, he hadn’t been able to tell if she would love it.


    Iron’s hand rubbed possessively over her bare skin. They were sleeping on the bearskin rug in front of the fireplace where they’d made love last night. After making love to her again sometime during the night, Iron had pulled a blanket out of the closet down the hall to cover them. Sun streamed in through the bay window casting a halo over Roz’s head, which rested on his shoulder. With the warmth of the rays warming his skin and his woman in his arms, Iron felt a deep contentment with the way things had turned out.


    Things had been rocky for them at first but now that they had both agreed to let that all go he knew that they would be happy together. He was already happy just having her with him here in what would soon be their home. He was turning into a fucking pussy, he thought ruefully. Iron hadn’t thought about such bullshit in years. He was a bastard when it came to women. When he first came here the reason they’d named him Iron was because women who threw themselves at him didn’t tempt him.


    He’d known then that sex with them wouldn’t touch the perfection of sex with Roz so there had been no point in touching them. Then when he thought she had died he’d been so destroyed by it that he had needed something, anything to just feel something. Sex had been a way to try and recapture what he’d lost. It hadn’t worked of course but he knew that he couldn’t live forever without sex. Only it was meaningless to him with any woman but her. He’d fucked many women trying to catch that elusive joy he felt in her arms, but it was a cold physical exchange for him every time.


    Then his new name had been about his heart because more than one member of the club had told him he was cold as fuck when it came to women and they hadn’t been wrong. Iron didn’t feel anything with the many women he’d fucked and now looking back he wished he hadn’t fucked around so much. Roz was bound to come into contact with quite a few of those women and knowing her the way he did, he knew it would hurt her, like seeing Grace in his room a few weeks ago had hurt her, and he wondered if it would put a strain on their relationship.


    His jaw set in a hard line, he tightened his arms around her. No, it wouldn’t strain their relationship because he wouldn’t let it. He was determined to have the happily ever after they both deserved. Circumstances had pulled them apart for more years than they should have had to endure. They weren’t the same people anymore but now that they were together again nothing was going to come between them. He wouldn’t allow that to happen because she was too important to him.


    Roz stirred, letting out a little breathy sigh that puffed air across his chest tickling the few hairs that it disturbed. She opened her eyes and propped her chin on her folded hands, a light smile gracing her lips.


    “Morning,” she whispered, happiness glowing in her gaze as she watched him.


    “Morning babe.” He buried a hand in her hair looking at her, unable to pull his eyes away from her. He felt his pulse pick up and his cock throbbed with the need to take her again because fuck, she was gorgeous.


    “Umm, someone’s happy to see me.” Roz giggled as her hips rubbed against his hardened cock.


    “Yeah, that particular appendage is always happy to see you, baby,” Iron snorted, kissing her forehead.


    “I think that we should get up and go take a shower together and maybe me and little Iron can get better acquainted.” Roz wiggled her hips so that he knew what she meant, not that he’d had any doubts.


    “No,” he said firmly, his eyes narrowed on her.


    “No what?” she asked, looking down at him beneath her.


    “No, we are not calling my cock little Iron. It’s not happening.”


    “But it is hard like Iron and it’s little–––” Roz began only to giggle when he slapped his hand over her mouth glaring at her.


    “My damned cock is not little, damn it. It’s ten inches.” Iron’s brows were drawn together in a dark frown as he glared at her for suggesting such a thing. Roz wiggled until he released her mouth, laughing as she pushed to her knees before getting to her feet. Iron sat up quickly intending to grab her around the waist and pull her back down to the rug with him but she moved away too fast.


    “I can’t believe you measured it! I still don’t know, maybe you are right. There was that one time when he got a little wilted when we were younger, maybe that happens a lot, which means we shouldn’t call him little Iron. Maybe limp Iro––” Roz teased, making him roar as he jumped up. She stopped talking, letting out a scream as he came after her giggling form as she raced to the master bedroom naked. Iron felt his heart lighten, thoughts of the days they would share together like this rolling out before him as he followed her into the bedroom.


    “It was one time and it was because your mother walked in on us fooling around and you damned well know it!” Iron growled as he stomped into the bedroom after her. Roz turned looking at him, a smile so bright it was almost blinding splitting her face as she teased him again.


    “Sure, sure, that’s what you say but maybe little Iron isn’t so iron-like after all,” she said, trying to dodge his arms as he made a grab for her but he caught her easily.


    “I don’t think so. I’ll show you how iron-like my cock can be, you little brat.” He was pressing her back into the wall, his lips moving to take hers when he heard it. He paused for a moment listening. Iron wasn’t sure but that had sounded like glass breaking.


    “Hey, I thought you were going to show me?” Roz asked looking at him but he shushed her by placing a finger to her lips, still listening.


    Fuck, he’d left his gun in the living room with his clothes.


    “What is it?” she whispered, suddenly alert.


    He shook his head and waited, listening. He couldn’t hear anyone moving around in the house but he would have sworn he heard something a moment ago. Maybe it had been at one of the houses next door. They were close, only about ten feet apart, because it was safer that way. Less places for people to hide and more likelihood of hearing if someone was in trouble. Of course most of his brothers and their old ladies hadn’t been home last night when they got here because they were at the bonfire but they would likely be home this morning.


    Iron frowned, looking down at her where he pressed her against the doorway of the bathroom. Roz was now watching the door to the bedroom with her head tilted to the side listening as hard as he was.


    Leaning forward, he put his lips to her ear. “You hear anything?” Iron asked.


    Roz shook her head no and Iron turned, still straining to hear anything in the quiet house but all he could hear were the birds outside and the sounds of a car going by on the street. Frowning, he leaned his forehead into hers.


    “I’m going to go get my gun and you wait here. When I get back I’ll show you just how not little or limp my cock is,” Iron told her before releasing her and taking a step towards the door.


    A canister rolled into the room and Iron dove for it to throw it into the hall before it went off, recognizing it as a gas release bomb. Before he could toss it out into the hallway, it let out a loud popping sound and exploded in his face. Iron tried to hold his breath but it was already too late. He felt lightheaded as he turned to Roz intending to tell her to get the hell out of here but he saw as he slammed into the floor that she was moving towards him. He blinked as he began to lose consciousness and he prayed that they didn’t hurt Roz.
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    Roz felt fear pour through her when Iron suddenly stopped her from talking with a finger to her lips. She was pressed against the door jamb, her back supported by the thick mahogany trim. She felt her heart pick up as she waited, listening for any sound in the house. Iron was doing the same and both of them strained to hear any sound that could alert them to an intruder. She didn’t hear anything inside the house, just a car going by outside, and she hadn’t heard whatever Iron had heard to make him concerned.


    Roz felt his breath against her ear as he asked her if she heard anything and she shook her head to indicate that she hadn’t. He frowned and his head tilted in the direction of the bedroom door, his eyes trained on it for another long silent moment. Roz wondered if he was just hyper-aware because of them almost getting hurt the other night at the rec center and the night Burner was shot. He told her he was going to get his gun and had stepped a few feet towards the door when she saw the bottle thrown into the room.


    All she saw was a brief glimpse of an arm tossing the canister and Iron diving for it but it exploded and for a minute her heart stopped because she wasn’t sure what was pouring out of the top of it into his face.


    Was that poison?


    Dear God, would she lose him so soon after finding him? That thought in her mind, she moved to his side. Whatever that gas was, Iron was passing out and she knew she had to do something to help him because she wasn’t willing to live without him anymore. Roz held her breath as she moved to his side, trying to drag him away from the gas pouring into the room. She tugged on his arms trying to drag him towards the bathroom but he was too heavy and she fell on her ass, startling her into taking a deep breath.


    Roz knew that was a mistake almost immediately because she felt lightheaded. She held her breath again but it was already too late, she knew she’d inhaled too much of the gas. Her limbs felt weighted and her head was spinning. She looked up to see three figures walking into the room, two male and one female. They all wore breathing masks over the lower half of their faces. Roz blinked a few times trying to bring the figures into focus.


    The figures came closer and the female stepped up to stand over her and she felt her shock scream through her. That was Patricia. What the hell was she doing here? Roz felt the haziness of her thoughts and the heavy feeling that let her know she was going to pass out soon. She just didn’t know how to process Patricia being here in Death Valley. She shouldn’t be here and she surely shouldn’t be with those two Headhunters who were lifting Iron off the floor. Roz blinked hard and she heard Patricia’s muffled laugh.


    “Oh, don’t strain your little brain, Roz. You’ll know why I’m here to get you soon enough. And don’t worry, you and your boyfriend will wake up in a little while but you are not going to like what you find when you do.” Patricia’s laugh was chilling and her voice was understandable despite being muffled by the mask she wore.


    Roz knew she was going to pass out any second by the dimming lights around her that were slowly fading to black. She couldn’t seem to wrap her head around the fact that Patricia, a woman she’d known for over five years, was here and she was apparently drugging her and Iron.


    What the heck was going on?


    Patricia was supposed to be in Grandyville where she worked at the clinic as a nurse when they needed one. Roz didn’t know what Patricia was doing or why she had just drugged them. It didn’t make any sense. Roz felt the shadows overtake her and she slipped into darkness with those thoughts swirling around in her head before everything went black and she knew no more.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 20


    Iron came back to the present with a bang, mostly because one of the stupid motherfuckers who’d kidnapped him threw him against the wall. He fell to the side, hitting the wall with his shoulder hard.


    Wincing as pain radiated down from what was very likely a dislocated shoulder from all the throbbing he felt, Iron could just make out the fact that chains were wrapped around his ankles and he was in a tiny room with only a single window. It surprised him that they had put shorts of some kind on him. He hadn’t expected that.


    Light coming in through the window revealed that he wasn’t alone in the room. A small figure was dumped in a corner. Iron moved closer, realizing that figure was Roz laying in a fetal position against the wall. She had also been wrapped in a robe of some kind and Iron prayed that she was okay.


    “Rozzy, baby,” Iron said, caressing her cheek as he knelt on the concrete beside her. Worried when she didn’t move, he leaned closer. He was reassured to find that she was breathing when he saw her chest rise and fall but he didn’t like that she wasn’t responding to him. He shook her lightly, his hands on her shoulders gentle as he pulled her closer to his chest.


    “Roz, please wake up,” he begged, unable to stand her being out like she was. He needed her to wake up and assure him that they hadn’t hurt her or he was going to lose his mind. Those stupid fuckers better hope they hadn’t hurt her or they were all going to be dead.


    “Ir––Iron,” Roz finally whispered, her voice filled with confusion before her arms wrapped around his neck and she clung to him. Suddenly she began to babble about a woman named Patricia and how she was the one who’d kidnapped them. Iron was confused as she rushed through the words and finally had to stop her.


    “Slow down, damn it! You’re talking too fast and jumping from one thing to another. First tell me if you’re all right? Did they hurt you?” Roz stopped, pulling back to look at him before nodding. He watched her take a deep breath.


    “I’m fine. I was out just like you were until you just woke me so I don’t know. I don’t feel like anything hurts,” Roz said, frowning as she seemed to assess herself for injuries. Then she met his eyes with her own, hers filled with confused worry. “Are you okay?” she asked.


    “Yeah, I think my shoulder’s dislocated but I’m fine otherwise.”


    Roz looked relieved before she spoke again, another frown appearing on her face. “Before I passed out from inhaling the gas, I saw a woman I worked with at the clinic in Grandyville in the room. Her name is Patricia and I thought she was a friend.”


    “Are you sure it was her? Maybe the gas made you dream?” Iron asked, wondering if she was projecting a familiar image over the person who’d taken them.


    “No, it was her, I’m sure of it, Iron. She spoke to me only I don’t know what the heck she would be doing with the Headhunters. It just doesn’t make any sense.” Roz shook her head seeming confused but Iron knew she was convinced that this woman was the one who’d taken them. Iron wasn’t sure that was true but time would tell.


    He needed to get them out of here though or at least get Roz out of here. She wasn’t chained up like he was. As a matter of fact, she wasn’t tied up at all. Iron thought that strange but maybe they just didn’t see her as a threat.


    “The first thing we need to do is get out of here, then we can figure out who took us,” Iron told her, kissing her forehead, trying to reassure her that everything would be okay. “Let me just see if I can budge these chains they have attached to my legs,” he told her, moving away from her towards the wall where his ankle was chained. He followed the chain to the wall by holding onto it where he tugged on it several times, finding that it was unfortunately sturdy.


    “Damn,” he growled, pissed that his legs were chained. Those damned idiots had to get smart this one damned time and chain him up. Fuck, why did it have to be when he was with Roz that they actually managed to find something to hold him that he couldn’t get out of.


    “Let me see. I’m actually pretty good with locks, maybe I can get them off,” Roz said surprising him. She moved to where he was sitting and grabbed his leg, lifting it towards the light coming in from the window above him.


    “How did you become good with locks, Rozzy?” Iron asked while she inspected the chain attached to his ankle. She glanced at him, her face turning red, and she was silent for a long moment before she finally spoke.


    “I was on the run alone with very little credits, Iron. I did what I had to trying to survive. I’m not proud to say I broke into more than one house to steal stuff because I didn’t have a choice. Mostly food but sometimes clothes. I went back after I found a job at the clinic and left credits for the things I took. But I got really good at picking locks.” Roz turned her head away, making a show of inspecting the lock.


    Iron’s hands clenched and his teeth clamped together at the thought of Roz hungry, breaking into houses to steal food. He didn’t want to think of her alone on the road suffering and the idea that she could have been caught and killed ripped his heart out. Damn, when he’d been filled with self-righteous anger with her he’d never thought about what she went through on her own for so long. It made him wonder what else he didn’t know about the time she had spent away for him. He made a mental note to command her to tell him about those years in detail when they got out of this mess.


    Hell, if they got out of this mess.


    “Roz, I’m damned glad you did whatever you had to do to survive and make it back to me,” Iron told her, cupping her cheeks and forcing her to look at him. Roz’s eyes glistened with tears and she nodded before she turned back to the lock.


    “I think if I had something I could open these locks. They’re not too difficult but I’d need something like a bobby pin.”


    “Fresh outta those, babe,” Iron said, letting out a chuckle.


    “Ha, ha, very funny,” Roz said, rolling her eyes at him before she glanced around the room. “I wish I could see better, there may be something here I could use but I can’t see much, it’s too dark.” She sounded frustrated and he couldn’t blame her; he was frustrated too.


    He wished he had thought to have the house watched last night because he didn’t like the fact that she was in this little room with him. Hell, if they wanted to torture him all they had to do was hurt her. Sadly he wasn’t sure he would hold out if their plan was to hurt her to get him to talk. He would likely tell them whatever they wanted to know. He loved her too much and if they’d brought her here to use against him, they’d chosen the right course of action for once in their sorry excuse for an existence.


    Roz turned, looking at him in the dim light that was flowing in through the window. Iron leaned forward kissing her lightly on the lips, his tongue caressing hers. It was a promise, one from him to her that he would get her out of this mess. He knew that the chances of them both walking out of here alive were slim unless he found a way out of these chains. Roz wasn’t chained up however and that meant getting her out would be much easier than getting himself out of here would be.


    All they had to do was wait until their captors came in here and he could distract them long enough for her to get away. It was the only option because even knowing that it wouldn’t take the club long to figure out they were missing, it would take them time to find them and if their plan was what he thought it was, then it didn’t look good.


    “I’ll get us out of this, babe. When they come back in here, I will distract them and you slip out,” Iron whispered against her lips.


    Roz pulled back, her look angry and her voice was a quiet hiss when she spoke. “I’m not leaving you here, Iron. No way in hell is that happening. We get out of this together or not at all.”


    Iron winced because he was afraid she would say something like that and he wasn’t willing to allow her to die because he was chained to a wall. Shaking his head, he tried to sound stern.


    “You can go get Reaper and the rest of the club to come––” Iron started but Roz interrupted him.


    “I said no, Iron. I know that it would take me at least three hours to get them and likely two or three more to get back here and by then you could have been killed. I won’t leave you again and you can’t make me.” Roz’s words were filled with passion and the mutinous expression on her face told him he wasn’t going to win this argument. Iron sighed, his hand brushing down her cheek.


    “You’re so damned stubborn, babe.” He kissed her nose, then her eyelids and down towards her lips. Iron heard the door opening and pulled back slightly, staring towards the door, which creaked open to reveal a woman and two men.


    “Aw, ain’t that sweet,” the woman said, looking into the room at them, her wicked laugh sending a chill of foreboding down his spine. “Look at that, boys. He’s kissing a traitor.”


    Iron looked at Roz, seeing her pale a bit when the woman said those words and he momentarily wondered what the hell she was talking about. Roz apparently thought whatever the woman knew would make him think less of her.


    “What are you talking about?” Iron growled, his arm around Roz’s shoulders despite her trying to move away from him.


    “Wouldn’t you like to know, sugar,” she said, aiming a gun at his head. “Now, if you want lover boy in one piece I suggest you walk out here with me, Roz,” the woman said, her smile cruel. Roz flinched and pulled away from him despite his attempt to hold her.


    “Roz, what the hell are you doing?” Iron asked, shocked by her easy compliance.


    “I can’t let her kill you, Iron. I love you too much,” Roz said, her eyes trying to tell him something that he wasn’t able to process. He watched her walk out the door to stand beside the woman. Iron felt anger speed through him and for a moment he wondered if Roz had betrayed him and the club, only to discard the thought as quickly as it had occurred to him. Roz wasn’t capable of betrayal, it just wasn’t who she was, and even as bad as this looked he knew there was a damned good explanation for it.


    “Very good. Now, let’s go have a nice chat while lover boy stews over what a lying bitch you are.” Roz looked back at him, her eyes pleading with him for understanding, and he would have called out to reassure her but the men slammed the door shut and she was taken away.


    Iron sat in the dark, his heart pounding with fear for her as he mulled over what had just happened, realizing that the piece of the puzzle they’d been missing was Roz. It was a cold comfort that he had found the element they needed to figure out what the Headhunters were planning. Iron waited in the darkness, periodically testing the chains to see if he could break them from the wall, all the while wondering what was happening to Roz.
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    Roz walked along the hall behind Patricia. She could tell that it was an abandoned house of some kind when they passed what used to be the living room. She should have known her hotheadedness was one day going to get her into trouble but when she’d been talking about crazy plans with what she’d thought was a friend, she hadn’t really thought about it.


    Now she was though.


    Patricia opened a door off to the left and Roz followed her inside the room. It was dusty and the curtains had holes in them, and along one wall there were a couch and a small armchair. Patricia entered and plopped down on the couch, a large cloud of dust escaping the cushion. She coughed, waving her hand in front of her face to dispel the particles.


    “Well, that was nasty,” she muttered, still coughing slightly.


    Roz watched her from the doorway, wondering what the heck was going on here. Patricia was acting like she knew what was going on but she didn’t have a clue. Roz watched Patricia warily, waiting for her to explain so she could get herself and Iron out of here.


    “There are some clothes over there you can put on in the bathroom,” Patricia told her, indicating the clothes that were on a table she hadn’t noticed before. Roz thought about refusing but she didn’t like wearing only a robe, so she walked over to the clothes and picked them up.


    “Over there,” Patricia said, waving towards a door on the other side of the room. Roz opened the door to find a small bathroom that looked like it hadn’t been cleaned in years. Roz cringed as she entered the room with the clothes. She wanted to run back out immediately because the room was that disgusting.


    The sink was covered in a brown film and the toilet seat was broken. It looked like the bowl had been left un-cleaned for so long it was permanently brown on the inside. Roz gagged, but she closed and locked the door to the bathroom. Using the robe as a blanket across the sink to protect the clothes from the grime, she began pulling them on quickly. Suddenly realizing they were hers from last night, she shivered.


    Patricia must have taken them when she grabbed her and Iron from the house. Dressed, Roz exited the bathroom leaving the robe on the sink, unwilling to touch it after it sat on the dirty surface. Roz hovered just outside the tiny room watching Patricia, who was playing with a hair bow she was spinning on the small tabletop beside her.


    “Oh do sit down, Roz. You and I have a lot to talk about. I have to explain what’s going to happen in order for lover boy to be released,” Patricia said, looking up at her before waving a hand to the armchair nearby.


    Roz watched her with a sinking pit of despair in her stomach. She had no idea what Patricia was up to but she was damned sure she wasn’t going to like it. Moving to sit gingerly in the armchair, she waited for her to explain.


    “That idiot Jumper ruined everything the night he kidnapped you, Roz,” Patricia said, shaking her head in what looked like frustrated anger. “He was supposed to grab that idiot Tara, but you borrowed her raincoat that night and that ruined my whole plan.”


    Roz felt anger burn inside her at the words leaving the other woman’s mouth. How dare she call Tara names when she was in league with the Headhunters MC. Roz wanted to smack Patricia in the face. The only thing that stopped her from doing it was Iron chained up in the other room.


    Roz still wasn’t sure what the hell was going on here but she knew Patricia might take her anger with her out on Iron and she didn’t want to be the cause of that. She waited while Patricia spun the bow around on the little end table again and watching it as if she was mesmerized by it. Roz just wanted her to get to the point because Patricia must have a reason for kidnapping her and Iron.


    “I’m not really sure what you think he ruined, Patricia,” Roz said, waiting for the woman to bring her attention back to her. Patricia glanced up at her with a faraway look in her eyes as if she’d been so caught up in the spinning of the bow that she’d forgotten where she was. Roz was disturbed by this behavior. Patricia had always been a little strange but she hadn’t seemed crazy; but right now that’s how Roz was seeing her.


    “Right, Jumper,” Patricia said, her eyes clearing as she looked at Roz. “He kidnapped you instead of Tara. If he’d grabbed her instead then you would have done what I wanted you to do.”


    Roz was quite sure she wouldn’t have but refrained from arguing with her because she was obviously out of her mind. She knew you were wasting your breath when you argued with a crazy person. She shifted on the armchair, feeling a spring that was loose press into the back of her leg hard. It was uncomfortable and she tried to find a way to sit so that it wasn’t pressing into her.


    “What would I have done?” Roz asked, curious as to what the woman thought she would have done for her. She knew they’d talked about what they would do if they got a hold of the person responsible for kidnapping the locals.


    “Oh, well, you would have killed Reaper of course,” Patricia said, laughing wickedly before adding, “But no worries, I figured out a way to get you to do that anyway.”


    Roz stared at her in disbelief because Patricia really thought she could have killed an innocent man without proof that he was the person behind the kidnappings of the local women. Roz thought back to her conversations with this woman in the past.


    When she was in Grandyville, she remembered talking about who they thought was behind the missing women. They had thought it was the Blue Bandits MC taking them when in reality it was the Headhunters MC. Now Roz began to remember the way Patricia was the only one she ever heard talking about the Blue Bandits and how terrible they were. She had Roz almost convinced that they were violent beasts that were hell bent on killing anyone who opposed them.


    She still wouldn’t have gone after Reaper without concrete proof he was the man behind the kidnappings. Tara being taken would have spurred her into action looking for her but she wouldn’t have gone after a possibly innocent man on hearsay. Patricia didn’t know Roz as well as she thought she did.


    “I think you’ve lost your mind.” Roz couldn’t prevent the words from flying out of her mouth. She expected anger or at least disbelief at her statement but what she didn’t expect was the wild laughter that Patricia let out.


    She even threw her head back like a cartoon villain and that was the moment she realized that Patricia was insane, like needed to be in a loony bin insane. Roz saw Iron and her chances of surviving this slipping away because this woman was crazy and that meant she was unpredictable.


    “Rozzy, Rozzy, you’re so funny! I had you almost convinced you should go after him before Jumper stupidly took you and not the bitch. But like I said you’ll do it now,” Patricia told her grinning.


    “I don’t think so. I’m not killing a man who’s done nothing wrong,” Roz told her, disturbed by Patricia jumping to her feet and dancing around the room singing.


    “You’re gonna do it. You’re gonna do it.” Patricia seemed to sober when they heard a knock at the door, then grabbed her arm jerking her to her feet. “Come with me.”


    She tugged at Roz’s arm and Roz stood following her out of the door. Patricia paused in the hall, allowing her to see into the room but blocking her from entering. Iron was in a chair on the other side of the room tied down and two men were with him. One of the two men held a knife to his throat and four others were standing near her and Patricia. Roz’s breath caught and she went to rush over to Iron but Patricia’s arm stopped her.


    She turned meeting Roz’s eyes with her own. “Agree to shoot Reaper and I will let him go once it’s confirmed you killed him. And I mean with a body, not someone’s say so, Roz. But don’t agree and you watch him die right here when they slit his throat.”


    Roz stared into Patricia’s eyes for a long moment wondering why the hell she’d ever thought this crazy bitch was her friend. She mulled over what was happening and she realized that she would have to choose between living, or giving Iron a chance to get away.


    She didn’t have to think long. Roz couldn’t bear the thought of him dead so it was an easy choice for her. At least if Patricia took her and most of the men away from here he would have a chance at survival, but if she said no she knew there was no chance in hell Patricia would let him live. She would have those assholes cut him open like a deer right in front of her.


    “Fine, I’ll do it,” Roz whispered, but she knew she was only playing along until she could manage to get away from this crazy bitch. Roz also had a plan. One that ended with her death most likely but if she took this insane woman with her, she’d die happy.


    “See, I told you you’re going to kill him for me,” Patricia said, smiling from ear to ear. Then she turned back to the room looking at Iron. “Let’s go give him the good news, shall we!”


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 21


    Iron glanced up when the door to his prison opened. Three men stepped inside walking over to him. One of them punched him in the face while another one grabbed his arms.


    “I can’t wait to kill you. You fuckers are really starting to cramp our style with all your raids. The boss has his favorite girl working on it though. Me, I think the bitch is crazy, but she somehow has the big man believing she can win this battle for him,” the one with a pockmarked face said near his ear as he held him.


    The tall one was unchaining his ankles and then he was being lifted to his feet while they steered him into the hallway. He tried to get away and grab one of their guns but the fat one with a beard held a gun under his chin making him freeze.


    “Try it, motherfucker, and I will kill you right here even if it makes Patricia mad,” he said, smiling a toothless grin at him.


    Iron decided not to push him because he still needed to get Roz out of this mess. They dragged him down the hall and into a larger room, pulling him across the room from the hall and shoving him into a chair where they tied him up. Iron was glad they weren’t chaining him. He would be able to get out of the rope. He was double-jointed and it made escape from that type of confinement easy. Cuffs were the same because he just popped the joint and slipped out, then popped it back.


    Iron didn’t know how long he sat there with those three assholes standing nearby but he didn’t think it was long. There were four more men on the other side of the room and when they had him tied to the chair, one of the three who’d brought him out of the little room to tie him up in here left. Walking down the hall, he knocked on a door and waited. A few minutes later Patricia came down the hall with Roz behind her.


    Iron felt the cold kiss of the knife as it was slipped up against his jugular and he froze. His eyes were trained on Roz as she tried to rush to his side but Patricia wouldn’t allow it. He saw them talking but he wasn’t able to hear what they were talking about. He could just hear muffled voices and see Roz’s face fall and her nod.


    Then the two women were coming towards him and he could tell by Roz’s face that something was very wrong. Iron felt a muscle in his cheek throb as he waited on the woman with her to speak.


    “Hello, lover boy!” Patricia crowed, seemingly excited about something. “I just had a nice chat with Roz here.”


    Iron noticed that Roz was now dressed in the clothes that she’d worn to the bonfire last night. That surprised him because they hadn’t only kidnapped them but they’d brought her clothes along with them. That did not bode well for them because it meant they wanted something from her and Iron knew it wasn’t something good.


    “You see, she’s agreed to do what I asked in order to save you. Isn’t that sweet!” Patricia said and Iron saw Roz flinch. He watched her carefully trying to get her to look at him because he knew that whatever she’d agreed to had something to do with the knife that only a moment ago had been at his throat.


    “Really, you don’t say,” Iron said dryly, trying to get Patricia to the point because no matter what she said it wasn’t something his Roz wanted to do, he knew that much at least.


    “Yes, I do say. She’s going to walk into Ink Bandits and kill Reaper for us and all to save little old you.” Patricia grinned at him.


    Fuck, well that wasn’t what he’d expected her to say.


    For a minute he thought that Roz was really going to try that before he discarded the thought. No, this was a way for her to warn the club that they’d been taken. Smart to agree to their plan then turn it on them.


    Only she didn’t realize that even agreeing to this plan was considered a betrayal of the club. He looked at Roz and saw her eyes were trained on him. She thought this was the only way to save him and she was going to go with them, then pull a crazy scheme to try and stop them from attempting to kill Reaper.


    Patricia laughed evilly at Iron who pulled hard on the bonds that bound him trying to break them. Roz stood beside her, her face pale and her eyes clouded with an apology he didn’t want to see. She couldn’t do this.


    “Rozzy, please don’t do this,” he begged because he couldn’t allow her to betray the club this way, it would mean that she would never be allowed back in and that he couldn’t bear. She had to not go along with this crazy bitch’s plan because if she did what Patricia wanted her to do, then she was lost to him forever, even if it was her plan to turn it around on the Headhunters.


    “I have to,” she whispered with tears in her eyes as she stared at him. He could see that she didn’t want to do this any more than he wanted her to. If they could just stall for a little longer then they would be out of here and this would all be over but not if she went with Patricia.


    “I love you, Iron,” Roz whispered brokenly.


    “I love you too, Rozzy, but you don’t have to do this. Please don’t.”


    “Isn’t this sweet but you see, Iron, she’s in love. And a woman in love will do anything to save the man she loves.” Patricia laughed wickedly and waved the gun at him. “This is the only way to save you and she will do anything for you to live. Such a shame too, she had such potential until she fell in love with you.”


    “What are you talking about, you crazy bitch?” Iron growled, not understanding what she was talking about. He watched Roz pale further as she moaned, sagging against the man who held her arm, crying out, “No, no, don’t, Patricia, please don’t,”


    “Aw, look, she wants me to shut up. Should I shut up, Tracker?” Patricia laughed, looking at the man next to her who was obviously Tracker.


    “Nah, man needs to know who she really is,” Tracker said laughing coldly.


    “Hmm, I agree. So you see I was training her. Until that idiot kidnapped her, I had her convinced that all these kidnappings were the Blue Bandits. She was convinced and until that moron Jumper snatched her, she was almost ready to do it for us. That’s when she found out the truth about who was behind the disappearances. He was supposed to kidnap that friend of hers, but he was too stupid and snatched the wrong girl, the idiot.” Patricia let out a disgusted snort.


    “Training her for what?” Iron asked, feeling a cold sense of dread inside him as what he suspected settled into his mind. It cried out in denial because his Rozzy couldn’t have planned to do anything like that. It just wasn’t who she was.


    “Training, my dear boy, for killing of course. Killing that son of a bitch Reaper. Had her almost ready to do it too.” Roz let out a moan of despair and Iron looked at her. She was on her knees now looking at him with eyes filled with tears as more poured down her cheeks. She turned away, hiding her face from him, her wracking sobs breaking his heart.


    She thought this would change the way he felt about her, but it didn’t. He loved her and it didn’t matter that she had been planning to kill one of his friends. Even though he doubted that was the case. Roz wasn’t a killer. She might kill if backed into a corner with no way out but no way in hell would she choose to assassinate someone.


    “Rozzy, Rozzy, look at me, baby,” he begged and when she finally looked up, her face red and swollen, he continued, “It doesn’t matter. None of this matters. I still love you. You don’t have to do this, please.”


    “Oh, I beg to differ. Either she does this or you die right here, right now. I didn’t spend months listening to her whining about bullshit and worrying about those stupid bitches I was having marked for kidnapping for nothing. She will be putting a bullet in Reaper or you die, it’s that simple and she knows it,” Patricia told him laughing, but Iron knew that as soon as they left Patricia would order them to kill him anyway.


    He also should have told her the club would be coming for them because she didn’t know that his brothers would be here soon. If Roz went with them voluntarily, the club would never let her stay. He had to convince her to stay here long enough for Reaper and the others to get here.


    “This was fun for a while but I’m getting bored now. Let’s go. Track, you and Killer stay here with lover boy while us girls go and take care of that bastard. The rest of you are with me,” Patricia said, grabbing Roz’s arm to drag her to her feet.


    “Rozzy, don’t,” Iron begged, but when she looked at him he knew without a doubt that she was going to do it because she thought she had to.


    “I’m sorry, I don’t have a choice, Iron. I have to do this.” She then jerked her arm from Patricia’s grasp and followed the men who were moving to the door.


    His heart shattered because he didn’t know if he would be able to save her now that she had chosen this path. It was a betrayal of the MC and anyone dumb enough to do that was always dealt with swiftly and painfully and Roz wouldn’t be the exception. It meant that if he did save her, they’d have to run because no way in hell was he ever allowing her to face justice at the hands of his brothers.


    It just wasn’t going to happen, ever.
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    Roz climbed into the small car when she was shoved towards it outside, glancing back with a silent goodbye to the man she loved. She just prayed that he could take out the two men without getting killed.


    No, she had to trust that he would live because she wasn’t going to die for nothing. Patricia climbed into the back seat with her and the car started lurching away from the house. Roz turned, looking out the back window watching the fading house, her heart pounding as she thought of the next step in this plan because she was going to take out Patricia if it was the last thing she ever did. She didn’t like the idea of killing her, but she wasn’t going to allow the crazy woman to go after Iron later after Roz was dead either.


    It didn’t take them long to arrive at the little house about five miles away from the first one they’d been kept at. Roz was surprised that they were so close together as the man named Tracker shoved her from the car. She felt the gun push against her spine as they followed Patricia towards the house. Patricia stopped, turning to them and telling them to take Roz to the shed before she moved towards the bigger house.


    Prompted by the gun shoved against her, Roz followed the Headhunters into the small shed that Patricia had told them to take her to. She knew that Iron thought she was going to go after Reaper, but that had never been what she had planned. Patricia was right about one thing, she had succeeded in making Roz into a weapon, she just didn’t realize yet that Roz wasn’t her weapon.


    Roz felt satisfaction fill her as that thought caused a hot spike of adrenaline to slide through her veins. Roz knew Iron and he would likely be out of his bonds and be halfway back to the clubhouse by now. She was grateful that Patricia had only left two guards on him. She’d been worried that Patricia wouldn’t take enough of them when they left and Iron wouldn’t be able to get away safely, but thankfully she had only left two with him in that house which meant that he was long gone by this point.


    One of the men grabbed her arm dragging her towards the door of the little shed. She moved into the room, jerking away from the man who held her arm. He let go allowing her to stumble and almost fall if she hadn’t caught herself on a table near the door. He laughed cruelly at her cry of pain when her hip came into contact with the metal table, then slammed the door shut leaving her alone.


    Roz looked around the room for a weapon. Unable to find one, she sat down on the single chair to wait, hoping when Patricia returned she’d bring her a weapon to use against her.
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    It was thirty minutes later when Patricia finally opened the door to Roz’s new prison. Roz was pleased to see she was carrying a gun. Roz smiled because that was how she was going to kill the woman who was the reason she’d never see Iron again. It was only fitting that she got to end the life of the woman who’d taken her chance at a life with him away from her. The woman who’d likely made him hate her by telling him lies about how she was in league with them.


    Patricia had no idea she’d lost all leverage against Roz the minute they walked out of that house with Iron tied to that chair. She entered the room walking towards Roz, handing her the weapon she was about to use to kill her.


    “Here’s your gun. It’s only got three bullets so make them count.” Then she turned away, walking to the small table Roz had been thrust against when she came into the room. Roz stared briefly at the weapon the idiot had just given her. She shouldn’t hesitate but she did. Then she raised the gun, pointing it at the back of the other woman’s head.


    “Okay, the plan is for you to walk into the parlor and shoot Reaper in the head, my dear, not anywhere else. He can’t survive or we kill your man. So make sure,” Patricia was saying as she fiddled with the box she was digging around in, not realizing that she was already dead. Roz held the gun on her aiming for the very place she wanted her to shoot Reaper because she didn’t want the bitch to survive this. Patricia was the reason Roz was going to die and she wasn’t going to live if Roz had to die.


    Patricia turned, seeing Roz with the gun pointed at her head. She laughed cruelly, so sure of her place in this little drama, only Roz wasn’t playing the same game.


    “You’re not going to shoot me, Roz. Iron dies if you do.” She smiled evilly.


    Roz smiled a deadly smile of her own and cocked the gun. “That’s where you’re wrong. You see, Iron’s likely already free by now.”


    “I promise you he’s not,” Patricia said, finally looking a little nervous.


    Laughing ruefully, knowing that shooting Patricia was her death sentence, she let her finger tighten on the trigger. “You should have investigated the people you were kidnapping better, Patricia, and maybe work with smarter goons. Iron could take out two Headhunters in his sleep even tied to a chair with no weapons. So you’ve played out your part in this life and now it’s time for you to die.”


    “Wait, if you shoot me they will kill you,” Patricia screamed, finally realizing that she didn’t have any more bargaining chips.


    Roz pulled the trigger hard even as she sadly spoke the last words the woman would ever hear. “I know.”


    Roz watched dispassionately as Patricia’s forehead bloomed with blood and she fell as if in slow motion to the floor. Roz thought she would feel something. After all she had been friends with Patricia for over five years, but knowing what she did about her now she didn’t feel anything other than relief that Patricia wouldn’t hurt anyone else ever again. She knew it wouldn’t be long before the Headhunters came bursting in here. She needed to hide. She looked around, hoping to find somewhere to take cover. With only two bullets left she knew it wasn’t likely she would be able to get out of this room alive but she had to try.


    She flipped the table over on its side. It wouldn’t provide much cover but at least it was something between her and any bullets they shot her way.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 22


    Iron dropped the body of the man he’d just strangled to the floor with a loud thump before he searched his pockets for his keys. He needed a fucking ride and despite these assholes being stupid fuckers, their rides were decent.


    Pulling out the keys, he moved towards the front door and headed out to find the bikes. Before he’d killed that last one he’d gotten the information on where those bastards had taken Roz. He was going after her and God help anyone who got in his way because if anything happened to her he was going to lose his shit.


    He was just climbing on the bike when Reaper, Burner, Lock, Animal and Pansy roared into the yard behind him. Ten others waited closer to the road. Reaper and the others pulled up beside him. Iron wasn’t happy with their arrival because if he told them what had gone down in that house they were going to want to leave Roz to the Headhunters’ tender mercies, but Iron wasn’t about to let that happen.


    No fucking way in hell.


    “I see you got out of this on your own, but where’s Roz?” Reaper questioned, his eyes warily assessing him.


    “You’re here sooner than expected. How did you find us so quick?” Iron asked, not ready to broach the subject of Roz yet.


    “My contact called, said we had trouble, that two of ours were here. We came as quick as we could,” Burner said.


    “Well, I’m headed after Rozzy now. I don’t need any help,” Iron growled, starting the bike and intending to roar away.


    “What the fuck areyou talking about? We’re coming with you. You know that, you idiot,” Animal growled, glaring at him as the bikes idled.


    “No, it’s not happening. I have to do this one alone and I won’t be coming back either. Now, get the fuck out of my way,” Iron told him, anger at the delay making his head pound.


    “Iron, explain, now,” Reaper commanded.


    Iron didn’t want to answer but Reaper had been his friend for more than fifteen years and he was used to following the other man’s commands. “She went with them under the agreement to kill you. I don’t think that she would go through with it but I know what her agreement means. She’s out. Therefore, I’m out. I won’t let you kill her,” Iron told him, looking Reaper in the eye.


    “Fuck,” Burner said at the same time Animal growled, “Damn it!”


    Reaper just silently watched Iron for a long moment. Iron felt every second because they were each one more second that Roz was in the hands of his enemy and that more than anything worried him.


    “Do you think she meant to go through with it?” Reaper asked.


    “No,” Iron replied because he knew that much about Roz. She wouldn’t kill someone she knew hadn’t hurt anyone. She didn’t want to kill anyone but she would if she felt that she was the only one who could stop the person from hurting someone else. That was what had him worried.


    He knew she hadn’t planned on living long from the sad look in her eyes when she’d told him she had to do this tonight. He couldn’t stand the minutes that seemed to be passing quickly. They were like stones weighing him down.


    “You’re sure? You’d stake your life on it?” Reaper asked, looking him in the eye.


    “Yeah, she had the chance more than once over the past two months and she didn’t take it. She only agreed to do it today to give me a chance to get free and now she’s alone with them. She intends to do something stupid, I’m sure of it, and every minute I waste here is likely to cost her life if she succeeds with whatever she has planned,” Iron told them.


    Reaper nodded.


    “Fine, it stays here. No one but us needs to know about this, but if she does something like this again it’s death for both of you, understood.” Iron gave a clipped nod.


    “Agreed,” the others echoed, sealing the pact.


    He felt relief that he would have help with taking down whoever was in his path tonight. Iron was also grateful that Reaper trusted him enough to give him this concession because it meant that he and Roz could stay with the family.


    Reaper whistled and they were on the move, following Iron to the house where they were holding Roz.
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    Roz was huddled behind the table when the door to the shed opened and a man stepped inside, shutting the door behind him. She expected him to start shooting at her the second he processed the woman lying on the floor in a puddle of her own blood. She didn’t shoot because she was trying to save her two bullets for kill shots and from across the room she wasn’t good enough to hit him.


    “Fuck, well that’s not good. Why’d you shoot her––well okay, I get why you shot her, she was crazy as fuck, but you really should have waited. I might have gotten you out of here alive if you hadn’t shot the bitch.” He was coming towards her with his hands up in front of him. “Don’t shoot me. I’m your only shot of living through the night.”


    Roz watched the man come closer, her finger resting on the trigger. She regarded him warily. He wasn’t making any sense and if he thought he could fool her into letting him get close enough to take her down, he had another thing coming.


    There was a hard knock at the door and the man turned to it. Roz aimed at him but his next words stopped her from firing. “Fuck. Okay, move into the corner farther and I will tell them you got out somehow. That should buy us some time. Maybe I can get them to look for you closer to the house and then I can get you out.”


    Roz hesitated, wondering if he was really serious about trying to get her out of this mess. She didn’t really have any other options, she realized. She only had two bullets left and she was nowhere near a crack shot. She was a decent shot but not excellent.


    The man opened the door as she huddled in the corner behind the table. “She’s killed Patricia and she escaped somehow!” he told whoever was at the door.


    “What do you mean she escaped? We would have seen her, Blade.” Whoever he was talking to sounded confused.


    “I don’t know how the hell she got out, you idiot, but she’s not in here! Fucking find her, now!” Blade growled at the man. She heard heavy footsteps running away from the shed, then she heard the door shut.


    “Okay, that bought us some time. When do you think the calvary will be arriving?” Blade asked and Roz frowned.


    “What cavalry?” she asked him, feeling confused.


    “The Blue Bandits,” he said, looking at her like she was an idiot.


    “Um, they won’t be coming for me,” Roz told him, not sure if she should tell him that because it might mean he would kill her or let her be killed without trying to help her.


    “You’re patched, right?” he asked, raising a brow as he watched her.


    “I was, but they aren’t going to come for me,” Roz informed him as he watched her.


    “Sure they will, doll. Any woman who’s patched is family. They’re coming for you, it’s just a matter of time,” Blade informed her.


    Shaking her head, she watched him peeking out the small window to see what was going on outside. Feeling like an idiot, she realized he wouldn’t see her shaking her head with his back turned to her.


    “They won’t. They think I’ve betrayed them.” Roz understood what her agreement to try and kill Reaper would mean. It was why Iron had begged her not to do this because he knew that if she walked out with Patricia she was betraying them. It didn’t matter that it had been her plan all along to kill Patricia. As far as Iron and the club were concerned, she had destroyed her chances of being part of their club with her agreement to kill Reaper, whether she intended to go through with it or not.


    “Fuck, well that complicates things,” Blade muttered, his face grim. He seemed to contemplate that for a long moment. They could both hear the shouting outside as the Headhunters looked for her. That was when the shooting started. Blade turned back to her from the window grinning. “Sounds like they came anyway.”


    “Yes, likely to get revenge,” Roz said, paling at the thought of Iron hating her. She didn’t want to think about that so she pushed it away.


    “Damn, then let’s get you out of here, shall we.” Blade let out several other choice cuss words as he peeked out the door looking around the area. “All right, follow me and stay close to the building. I’ll take you to a cage and you can run, but you might want to be sure they’re coming for you first because if you were patched, your man might not have told them what happened.”


    Roz shook her head as she moved up behind Blade. Iron thought she’d betrayed them too. He would be just as bent on making her pay as the rest of them. She would bet that he’d make it a quick death even though the MC would want to drag it out. His loyalty had shifted to the club years ago and he might love her but there was no way he’d ever leave or betray them. Roz felt tears springing to her eyes and one slipped out falling down her cheek.


    Blade glared at her. “Don’t do the waterworks thing. Geez, I hate that shit.” His disgusted look was aimed at her.


    He had his gun out and he seemed to shudder at the thought of her breaking down on him into a puddle of tears. Roz wasn’t about to break here; she wasn’t an idiot.


    “I’m fine, let’s just move, okay,” Roz snapped, wiping at the tears on her face with the sleeve of her shirt.


    “Done, but if you break down in the middle of the yard I’m leaving your ass there to get killed, got me?” Blade’s expression was stony and Roz didn’t doubt for a minute that he meant every word.


    After she nodded, he turned and moved out into the night, his gun drawn as they made their way along the edge of the shed. He held his hand in a fist over his shoulder and Roz stopped, realizing it was a signal to wait. He then stepped out of the shadows.


    “What the hell is going on, Axe?” he asked the two men who stood between them and a line of trees he had motioned that they were headed to.


    “Bandits showed up again. Those fuckers always seem to know when to strike. I thought when we got rid of Burner that we wouldn’t have this fucking problem again but we must have another mole,” he said, looking at Blade for a long assessing moment. “Hey, didn’t you make a call when we hit the safe house?” he asked suddenly.


    Blade shot him in the head and turned the gun on the second man before he could even draw his weapon. As they both fell to the ground, he shook his head. “Damned shame those two weren’t idiots like the rest of them but I can’t have them running around talking about how I made a phone call before this raid,” he muttered under his breath as he came back towards her motioning for her to follow him again. Roz realized that he wasn’t just a nice guy in the wrong club trying to help her.


    “You’re an informant,” Roz accused.


    “Yep, and they were supposed to get you two out hours ago but they must have taken their time. Fuck, this is a damned mess now. Those two weren’t the only ones who saw me talking to someone before the raid and now I will have to kill them unless your man takes care of them tonight. I hate killing my men. Not the assholes but the somewhat decent ones like those two,” Blade grumbled as he led her along the tree line headed towards the cars and bikes that were parked near the larger house.


    Roz didn’t know who this man was but she did know one thing, he wasn’t a true Headhunter because he seemed like a halfway decent guy. As they neared the cars Roz was grabbed around the waist by Blade, who shoved her in front of him with a gun pointing at her temple.


    Roz was shocked by this change and for a moment she couldn’t tell what was going on. Then she saw him standing in front of her covered in blood and looking like death, his gun trained on the man who held her.


    “You so much as move and she’s dead,” Blade growled.


    Iron watched him, his gun trained on the man who held her in a painfully tight grip. Roz stared at him wishing that this night had gone differently. So this was how her life ended, she thought morbidly as she waited for the bullet that would end this farce of a showdown, thinking it was a shame he’d never know that Blade wasn’t fully on the side of the Headhunters.


    “Rozzy, are you okay?” Iron asked and Roz was startled that he was asking.


    “Ye––yes,” she stuttered, not understanding what was happening here. Iron nodded and his gun lowered to his side.


    “Just let her go and you walk away,” Iron told Blade, shocking Roz even more because didn’t he want her dead for betraying his club?


    “Uh-huh, not buying it. I let her go and your boy over there shoots me,” Blade said, nodding at Reaper who was standing nearby with a gun trained on him. Iron turned to Reaper, who cursed and lowered his gun as well.


    “Iron, I love you,” Roz said, intending to pull the plug on this stupid showdown between them in the only way she could.


    “Rozzy, you make him shoot you and I will be pissed off. You can’t leave me again, baby. I’ll follow you into death if I have to.” Roz paled because she wouldn’t allow Iron to get killed because of this.


    “No, Iron, no.”


    “Yes, woman. I fucking love you and nothing or no one is going to stop me from being with you however that ends up being.” Iron had a hard determined look on his face that worried Roz.


    “That’s sweet and all but I don’t have time for this shit,” Blade grumbled. “Just toss your guns and I’ll let her go.”


    Reaper looked at Iron, then the two men tossed their guns to the ground nearby and Blade leaned close to Roz’s ear.


    “When this is all over, if I make it out I need you to give a message to Animal. Tell him that we’re not all lost. Good luck, doll.” Then Blade shoved her hard towards Iron and turned, running towards the bikes.


    Iron grabbed her close when she fell into him, absorbing the shock of her body against his and holding her tightly. He was suddenly kissing her forehead and Roz felt her heart pumping hard as she looked up at him. He kissed her eyes, then her nose and finally her lips, that one a little longer than the pecks he’d placed on her face. Roz didn’t know what to think because she didn’t know what had happened in the last few minutes.


    “Are you okay? Did they hurt you?” he was asking but she was turning to watch Blade, who was getting on a bike. That was when she saw Burner lining up a shot on him and she knew she couldn’t allow him to kill the man.


    Jerking away from Iron, she screamed, “Burner!”


    Burner turned his gun, moving in their direction thinking she was warning him, but she was just trying to stop him from killing the man who might be able to help them take down this crime ring. Because she was almost sure that Blade was an informant for them and if they shot him then he wouldn’t be able to help them anymore.


    Burner scanned the area realizing nothing was behind him and swung back around to shoot the man but Blade was already on his bike roaring away. The flash of white with blue flames went roaring past them.


    Blade’s parting, “Nice lookin’ out,” was heard by all of the Blue Bandits who were standing near her. Roz knew that wasn’t going to help her case but she had to help him if for no other reason than he’d saved her life tonight.


    “Roz, what the fuck did you do that for?” Iron demanded, his eyes narrowed on her.


    “Yes, why did you do that, Roz?” Reaper asked deliberately, stepping forward with his gun out, a cold look on his face. Iron moved her behind him, not allowing Reaper to step any closer.


    “He’s not who you think he is. He was trying to get me out,” Roz told them, feeling a nervous shaking taking over her limbs.


    “Looked to me like he was just using you as a human shield a minute ago,” Reaper said, his face grim.


    Burner came up to them asking, “What the fuck, Roz?”


    “I know it looks bad but I am telling you that he was helping me. And I think he’s the one who called you tonight to tell you that Iron and I had been kidnapped. He shot a man who was asking him why he’d been making a phone call,” Roz said as Iron’s arms wrapped around her pulling her shaking form back into his side. Roz leaned into him, grateful for the support.


    “How the hell do you know we even got a call tonight?” Burner demanded.


    Roz looked at him nervously, not answering because fear had clogged her throat.


    “Fuck, are you sure?” Reaper asked looking after the man.


    “I don’t know for sure, but why else would he kill them? If he had nothing to hide then he wouldn’t need to kill them, would he?” Roz asked. Her legs were about to give out on her, she could tell, because all the fear and adrenaline were leaving her and it was making the already shaky feeling in her limbs increase. She leaned heavily on Iron who held her around her waist tightly, taking most of her weight without her needing to ask.


    “Damn, he’s the informant? Blade?” Burner said, looking after the man who was long gone by now.


    “I think he is,” Roz told them.


    “That’s interesting. He was an enforcer the last time I checked. If he’s still in that position, we might need to rethink following his leads cause it might lead us right into a trap,” Burner grumbled, his face grim as he pushed his gun into the holster at his hip.


    “We’ll discuss this at church. Let’s get the fuck out of here,” Reaper growled, his look somber. Animal walked towards them, reminding Roz of Blade’s last words to her.


    “He also asked me to give Animal a message,” Roz told them, earning four hard gazes on her.


    “What did he say, Roz?” Animal asked, then waited for her to speak.


    “I don’t understand it but he said we’re not all lost,” Roz said


    “Well that’s cryptic. Do you know what the hell he was trying to say, Animal?” Reaper asked him.


    Animal shook his head. “No, I don’t have a clue unless he was trying to tell us that he wasn’t fucked up like the others? I just don’t know.”


    Reaper let out a loud growling sigh before he met Roz’s eyes with his. “You betrayed the club. You know that, right?” he asked and Iron growled angrily, his arm tightening around her.


    “This can be discussed at another time, Reaper. She’s been through enough tonight,” Iron told him, his voice hard.


    “I want her to understand that this is a one time concession. If she pulls anything like this again it’s death for both of you, Iron. She needs to understand that,” Reaper told him as he holstered his gun.


    Roz felt her heart almost stop, not because she would ever betray the club on purpose but because he wasn’t just threatening to take her life but also Iron’s. Reaper had just tied his fate to hers. Roz could feel her mind protesting such a concrete ultimatum.


    “I won’t,” she whispered, her body shaking harder against Iron’s.


    “Don’t speak of this with anyone either, Roz. This deal is only good as long as no one knows it ever happened. I won’t lose the club because I trusted the judgment of a man I call my brother. You talk or you fuck up again and it’s death for both of you.” Reaper voice was hard and she didn’t for a second doubt that he meant every word he spoke.


    “I understand. I will never speak of it and I won’t betray you.”


    Reaper didn’t respond, just held her eyes with his own for a long silent moment before he turned away and whistled for them to wrap it up, calling out, “Get the wounded and the dead and let’s get the fuck outta here.”


    Roz watched him walk away with Burner on his heels. She glanced at Animal, who was still frowning over the words Blade had said earlier. When he saw her watching him he frowned at her.


    “He means it, don’t test him,” Animal said.


    “She said she gets it, Animal. Don’t need you to scare her anymore than she already is,” Iron growled from behind her.


    “Just warning her, Iron. You’re sure that was all Blade said when he told you to give me a message?” Animal asked her after glaring at Iron for a moment.


    “Yes, just that. He didn’t have much time if he wanted to get away. I don’t know but that was all he said,” Roz told him.


    “Huh, not sure what the hell he meant,” Animal grumbled before he too headed back towards the bikes.


    Iron turned her in his arms and kissed her on the nose. “Come on, baby, let’s get you home.” Then he led her over to the bike he’d taken from a Headhunter, helping her on before roaring away from the scene of death and destruction that had once been a Headhunter safe house.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 23


    Iron took Roz to the rec center. After helping her off the bike, he lifted her into his arms and carried her towards the door. He knew she was tired when she didn’t protest his lifting her but instead laid her head on his shoulder. She’d been through a lot tonight and he was ready to just get her inside where he knew she’d be safe and hold her. Just hold her because she meant everything to him and he’d almost lost her.


    He entered the rec center after having Roz open the door for them and found three women sitting in the front room. Laci stood, coming over to them.


    “What’s wrong with Roz?” she demanded, her face paling when she took in Roz’s dirty appearance.


    “Nothing, she’s just tired and she went through an ordeal tonight but she’s fine,” Iron informed the young woman. Thea came forward, her shy demeanor changing to one of concern.


    “What happened?” she asked, stepping up beside Laci who was standing a few feet away looking at them.


    “Guys, I’m fine. It’s been a long night and I just want a quick shower and the bed. We can discuss what happened tomorrow, okay,” Roz told them and neither woman looked as if they liked that answer but they nodded, accepting Roz’s decision.


    “Okay, but if you need us you just have to let us know,” Laci told her.


    “I’m staying with her so she’ll be fine,” Iron informed her before heading in the direction of the room they’d been sharing.


    “They were just trying to help, Iron,” Roz whispered against his still bare chest.


    He hadn’t managed to get any other clothes because he refused to wear anything the two men in that house had been wearing. Both men had smelled like they hadn’t changed in a week and he hadn’t been about to put their clothes on. Iron snorted because she would soon find out that he was the one who took care of her now and he would guard that right jealously.


    He didn’t speak, just carried her into their room kicking the door shut behind them. He took her into the bathroom setting her down on the counter. He helped her strip off her clothes, shucking his shorts before lifting her again. He stepped into the shower, letting her feet down so that she could stand. Iron grabbed a bar of soap and began washing them both.


    “I can wash myself, Iron,” Roz said, her voice tired and her eyes heavy-lidded because she was exhausted.


    “I know, baby, but I want to do it. I want to be sure you’re okay,” he told her, knowing that despite her protests that she could do this herself she wasn’t in any condition to attempt it.


    “Okay.” She gave in easily, confirming his suspicions that she was nearing the end of her strength. Tonight had been an emotional and physical battle for her and he knew that she was close to the end of her endurance.


    He cleaned them quickly as she held his shoulders, allowing him to run the washcloth over her without protest, then he rinsed them both off and turned off the water. He grabbed a large towel and began drying them. When the task was finished, he scooped her up again, carrying her to the bed to settle her in the center. Roz smiled softly at him, her eyes slowly slipping closed.


    Iron joined her in the bed, his arms wrapping around her pulling her close, grateful that she was still alive and here with him. Roz was asleep within seconds and Iron leaned on his arm watching her sleep for a long while, his fingers slowly running over her face with an awe he hadn’t felt in years.
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    Roz stood before the mirror staring at her hair, which she was trying to tame into a less messy arrangement. It had been three weeks since the night Patricia and the Headhunters had taken her and Iron. She was supposed to be getting ready for tonight’s bonfire but she wasn’t really feeling it. She hadn’t really been around the club much since that night and she was feeling a bit nervous because she didn’t want to cause any issues between Iron and his brothers. She hadn’t even worked at the clinic with Lance, she’d just stayed here locked away.


    Iron had told her an hour ago when she suggested that she not go tonight that she was being silly, that no one was angry with her, but she wasn’t so sure. Iron wanted to believe that everything was the same as it had been before that night. Roz didn’t know that Reaper and the others felt the same and she didn’t want to be the reason things were uncomfortable for Iron.


    Iron had brought her to the rec center the night they returned and they’d stayed there for two nights while the house was being fitted with the security shutters. They’d moved in when they were installed, having gone shopping in Titusville for furniture. Roz sighed as she gave up on taming the frizzy mass of hair because it wasn’t going to do anything despite the amount of hair product she’d just dumped on it.


    Stepping away from the mirror, she walked into the bedroom looking at the large bed with its ornate headboard, wondering if she would be able to seduce him into staying here instead of going to the party. Iron had been very easy to convince to stay home since the night they’d been grabbed, likely because they were both grateful to be alive and together.


    She lifted the patch up from the bed. Pushing her arms into it, she settled it over her back enjoying the feel of the heavy leather on her. Iron had brought it back to her the next morning after that hellish night with the Headhunters. Roz was excited to wear it even three weeks later because it meant she was Iron’s and that made her heart sing despite her worry.


    “Hey, you look beautiful, babe.” Iron spoke from the doorway, making her jump a little before turning to him.


    “Thanks,” Roz whispered, her smile genuine.


    “No, we aren’t staying in tonight so don’t even try it,” Iron growled.


    “What do you mean? I wasn’t––” Roz began but he held up his hand and chuckled at her.


    “You were planning to try and seduce me into staying, don’t deny it. I know how your mind works.” Iron’s grin was wide and he wiggled his brows at her. Roz crossed her arms over her chest.


    “I was not!” she denied, even though that was exactly what she had been thinking of trying a few minutes ago.


    “Uh-huh, sure you weren’t,” Iron muttered, walking over to lean down, his lips hovering over hers and his hand caressing her butt in the tight jeans she was wearing. Roz sighed, falling into his chest as she wrapped her arms around his neck.


    “Do we have to go?” she asked on a loud sigh.


    “Yes, Rozzy, we do. You’ve avoided the club long enough.” Iron’s look was serious and she realized her attempts to avoid the club hadn’t gone unnoticed by him like she had thought.


    “I wasn’t avoiding them,” Roz said, looking away from him before adding, “I just figured none of them wanted to see me after they found out what happened.”


    “No one except Reaper, Lock, Animal, Burner, and Pansy know anything about it, babe.” Iron shook his head at her, his frustration clear.


    “Sarah and Sammy know I’d bet and besides, that’s enough people who hate me to make tonight awkward for you.”


    “Nobody hates you, Rozzy. I’ve told you that several times these past few weeks. I explained everything you told me including that your intention was always to die after you killed Patricia. Which still pisses me off by the way.” Iron turned a dark frown on her then and she sighed because he had been extremely mad at her over that when she’d finally told him what her plan had been that night.


    “I still think me going tonight is a bad idea, Iron. They have to still harbor some anger over how things happened,” Roz stubbornly insisted.


    “Enough, babe. We’re going and nothing you say is going to get you out of it, so let’s go.” Iron squeezed her ass before releasing her and stepping back, taking her hand to lead her out of the room. Roz followed him, still unsure about this but she knew he wasn’t going to let her get away with not going.
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    Roz heard the party before they arrived. It was already in full swing because she had been dragging her feet trying to avoid coming tonight. Laci came running up to them when she entered the area around the fire, followed by Thea, Nancy, and Bull.


    “Roz, come dance! Reaper let me come tonight, isn’t that great!” Roz found herself laughing at the girl’s enthusiastic rambling.


    “Maybe in a little while,” Roz told her. Laci frowned but a few seconds later she was off towards the bonfire with a nod.


    “Don’t worry, we’ll take care of her,” Thea said as she headed after her. The others waved and followed after them.


    Roz followed Iron towards the clubhouse, seeing Reaper and Sarah sitting on a couch someone had brought outside with Animal and Sammy nearby. Roz stopped walking but Iron’s hand at her back pushed her forward. Roz felt like she was marching to her death because she was that apprehensive about their reactions to her being here tonight.


    As they got closer, Sarah looked up and a bright smile split her face briefly.


    “You two finally came up for air I see. We were beginning to speculate that you two were going to end up dying in that house all shuttered up having wild monkey sex and we’d find your shriveled corpses wilting in strange sexual positions,” Sammy said loudly from her place in Animal’s lap earning a snicker from him. Roz’s mouth dropped open at the woman’s wild imagination.


    “Oh my god! Sammy! ” Sarah cried, looking at Sammy in disbelief. Reaper let out a snorted laugh of his own and Roz could feel Iron’s body shake with silent laughter.


    “We haven’t seen them for like three weeks, Sarah, and we all know they were having wild monkey sex,” Sammy said, looking at her friend with a wicked smile.


    Sarah shook her head and looked at Roz ruefully. “I am so sorry for her crazy ass, Roz. She just can’t seem to keep her thoughts to herself sometimes.”


    Roz couldn’t help the little laugh that escaped her over Sarah’s obvious embarrassment of her friend. She felt something inside her relax a little at their lack of animosity towards her. Maybe they didn’t hate her after all.


    “It’s okay,” Roz excused Sammy’s nuttiness.


    “It’s really not but she only seems to get worse when I talk to her about it so I suppose the best course of action is to ignore her insanity and pretend that she’s not crazy.” Sarah shook her head and glared at Sammy. Sammy shot her a bird and turned away, giggling at something Animal whispered to her.


    Sarah sighed loudly like a mother would when her child had just disappointed her and turned back to Roz. “We’re glad you decided to come tonight. We were beginning to get worried. That’s what Sammy was trying to say in her wildly inappropriate way,” Sarah grumbled, stressing the last few words.


    “Sorry, we’ve been enjoying our time together,” Roz replied, unwilling to admit that she had been avoiding them.


    “Speaking of I’d like to talk to you for a minute, Roz,” Reaper suddenly said, making her nerves tense and her heart pounded in her ears.


    What could he want to say to her? Was he going to kick her out now or make things awkward for Iron?


    “I don’t think now is the right time, Reaper,” Iron growled, his eyes trained on Reaper when she looked from one to the other and back again.


    Reaper disentangled himself from Sarah and stood. “It will only take a minute or two, Iron. It’s not up for debate.”


    Roz felt Iron tense and she felt her nerves spike as she trembled slightly wondering what he was going to say to her. It didn’t bother her that he hated her but she didn’t want him treating Iron differently.


    “It’s fine,” Roz managed to get out and stepped away from Iron even when he tried to pull her back. He let out a little growl and glared at Reaper. Reaper ignored him however and just turned, walking a few feet away with Roz following. When they reached the porch, Reaper sat down on the steps patting the spot next to him. Roz reluctantly took a seat beside him.


    Her hands were sweaty and she felt breathless as she waited for him to tell her why he had pulled her aside. Iron was now leaning on the back of the couch glaring at Reaper.


    “He’s still overprotective I see,” Reaper muttered after a moment, a light chuckle escaping him.


    “Yes,” Roz managed to squeak out with her heart in her throat.


    “It’s funny because he used to make fun of me for being that way with Sarah. She’s quite capable of taking care of herself so he thought I was being ridiculous. But now he’s the same way with you and I think you’re able to take care of yourself too.” Reaper paused a moment and Roz nodded. She was able to take care of herself, she’d had to for a long time before Iron came back into her life.


    “I know you think what happened is a deal breaker with the club, Roz, but you’re wrong. What you had planned was something Sarah or I might have done to protect one another. I get why you chose the course of action you did, I really do, but you can’t keep hiding from the club. This agreement can only work as long as no one finds out what really went down that night. The club’s already hanging on by thin threads. Finding out that something like this wasn’t handled with swift justice might break them. Until we get this Headhunter thing under control, things are shaky.” Reaper looked at her for a long while making her uncomfortable. She turned away trying to process the words while her nerves stirred inside her, making her stomach twist into knots.


    “I’m not going to tell anyone,” Roz said, looking at her feet. She pushed the toe of her shoe into the dirt making circles.


    “But that is what you’re doing. People are going to start questioning the fact that you’re acting strangely and then they will start to speculate about what happened the night you guys were taken and none of us can afford that, Roz. No one is mad over what happened and the few who know about it aren’t going to judge you for what happened because we’ve all done things that we regret. I believe that you really didn’t intend to live through the night but not everyone would and that would cause an issue I would have to handle.” Reaper looked grim and Roz realized that he was in a position that left him with few choices if anyone who didn’t agree with his choice discovered what had happened that night.


    “Do you understand what I am trying to say?” he asked.


    “Yeah, I do,” Roz said.


    “Good, then no more hiding.” Reaper got up then and gave her a little hug that surprised her before he headed over to the couch, lifting Sarah up and plopping back down with her in his lap. Iron sat down next to her wrapping an arm around her tightly.


    “You okay? What did he say to you?” Iron growled, his anger with Reaper clear in his voice and the way his eyes bored into Reaper’s back.


    “I’m good actually,” Roz said, realizing that her nerves were gone and that she felt relieved that Reaper didn’t hate her. Even though Iron had told her that several times, she hadn’t really believed it until just now when he’d hugged her.


    “Are you sure?” Iron asked, still not buying that she really was okay. “I could deck him for you.”


    Smiling at him, she shook her head. “Nah, I think what he said made me feel better actually.”


    Iron watched her carefully, his eyes narrowed slightly before he finally said, “Well, if you’re sure.”


    “I am, now let’s go dance.” Roz grabbed his arm pulling him up and out towards the bonfire, feeling good for the first time in weeks because things were going to be okay now that she knew they weren’t going to treat Iron any differently because of what happened that night. Iron allowed her to drag him out into the darkened night to dance wantonly in the firelight, an indulgent grin spreading over his lips.


    


    

  


  
    Epilogue


    Iron leaned into the counter watching Roz help the patient into the exam room that Lance had indicated. She was helping Harriett from the dry cleaners, who had hurt her ankle when she tripped over some clothes that had fallen off the carousel. Iron had tried to help Roz with the woman but she’d glared at him and waved him off, telling him to get lost, she was working. He’d grumbled that he was just trying to help before stepping back.


    Roz came back from taking Harriett into the room and stood before him, her foot tapping and her arms crossed. Her lips were compressed into a tight line and he could see a twitch in her eye. Damn, she was still really upset with him.


    “What are you doing here, Iron?” Roz asked angrily.


    “I came over here to say I’m sorry,” he said, his face twisted into a pleading expression.


    “And that couldn’t wait till I got home tonight because?” Roz demanded, still tapping her foot angrily.


    Iron sighed. Damn it, he’d just been trying to protect her. She shouldn’t be so angry with him over him trying to keep her safe. It was his job after all.


    “I wanted to see if you and I could have lunch and maybe we could talk about it.” Iron fidgeted from one foot to the other, glancing at her from beneath his lashes, wanting to just grab her and kiss the daylights out of her. That hadn’t gone over too well when he tried it the first time though, so he refrained.


    “No, I won’t. I’m still mad at you for what you did,” Roz growled.


    Iron sighed again. She’d been mad for three days now and he’d been sleeping on the couch, which was damned frustrating. It wasn’t like he had done something wrong. After all, killing Hank had been necessary for his sanity.


    Iron was just pissed that Rebel had talked about it in front of her the other day. He’d tried to shut the idiot up by kicking him hard under the table but the idiot had just yelped and then started talking again. All the while he’d seen the anger growing on Roz’s face.


    She’d demanded to know if he had killed her stepfather over what had happened in the past and he’d had to tell her because otherwise she would have gone there to see for herself. He still couldn’t figure out why it made her so angry. Iron had explained that it was where he’d gone the day he’d left her in the hospital thinking it might soften her anger, but it had only made her angrier. It didn’t make a damned bit of sense. He would think that she would be happy that her mother’s killer was dead.


    “I’ve apologized like ten times, Rozzy. What more do you want from me?” Iron asked wearily, his hands out imploringly.


    “For you to mean it!” she growled, then began shoving him towards the doorway.


    “Fine, I’ll leave but tonight you’re coming with me to the clubhouse for Rebel’s birthday celebration. I’m not going to that alone!” he told her while allowing her to shove him towards the exit.


    “Oh, fine, it wasn’t like I wasn’t going to go with you in the first place, you big idiot, now go. I’m not in the mood for you right now,” Roz grumbled as she huffed and puffed, shoving him out the door.


    [image: ]


     


    Roz was walking towards the clubhouse with a frown on her face. She’d been mad at Iron for the past three days for not telling her that he’d killed Hank. It wasn’t that he killed the man that she had a problem with. No, it was that he didn’t want her to know that he had killed him that bothered her. She supposed she would have to forgive him soon, otherwise she was going to go insane from lack of orgasms. Over the past eight months she’d become accustomed to having several a night, but she had been punishing him and in turn herself for several days now.


    It was why she was walking into the clubhouse without him in fact. He would likely be pissed off when he found her note on the kitchen counter stating that she was riding over with Sammy instead of waiting on him. She smiled wickedly.


    Sammy was back by the car being kissed senseless by her man, who’d attacked her the second they pulled up because he’d been gone on a run for five days and was just getting back. Seeing that their wanton display wasn’t going to end quickly, she’d decided to head inside without her. Roz walked up the stairs to the porch hearing a familiar voice coming from inside and pushed open the door in surprise, thinking she must be wrong about the owner of that voice.


    But when she stepped inside she felt an excited trill because it was Tara standing just inside the door talking to Flame. Tara was testing Flame’s muscles and tittering out a little giggle while she did it.


    Roz shook her head because Tara almost always played this part with men. Roz had been quite shocked to find out she wasn’t the ho-bag she appeared to be. She was just an extreme flirt and she didn’t hide it at all, which made her appear to be a ho.


    “I’ll be damned, look what the cat dragged in!” Roz exclaimed.


    Tara grinned widely and walked towards her, wrapping her in a big hug.


    “I couldn’t leave you here without any back up, now could I?” she demanded, pulling back to look at her then glancing at Flame. “Besides why should you get to spend time with the eye candy while I rot away in Grandyville!”


    “Ha, that’s the real reason you showed up, the eye candy,” Roz teased.


    “Um-hum, and that tall drink of water is just what I need,” Tara said, setting her sights on Pansy, who’d just walked into the clubhouse. She dragged Roz over to him and grabbed him around the waist. Roz giggled at the expression on Pansy’s face. He looked like a deer caught in the headlights.


    “Aren’t you just the cat’s meow,” Tara said, rubbing against him like a bitch in heat and Roz shook her head. Tara loved to make men feel uncomfortable and she always seemed to know which ones to mess with.


    “Uh, who is this person?” Pansy asked, trying to push her away without success because Tara clung to him.


    “Hey, I thought I was the sexiest man you’d ever seen?” Flame said, walking up to them looking out of sorts. Oh dear, Tara was already making trouble and she had only been here for ten minutes.


    “Tara, would you behave,” Roz commanded


    “That’s no fun and you know how I like to have fun,” Tara teased.


    Then Roz spotted Iron, who walked in looking grim-faced and scanning the room for her. Roz moved over to him before her friend could get a hold of him. She took his arm and pulled him to her side before turning to Tara.


    “This one’s mine, so don’t get any ideas!” Roz told her and Iron pulled her closer kissing the top of her head.


    “Does this mean you’ve finally forgiven me?” he asked, looking hopeful.


    “No,” Roz told him, shaking her head and watching his face fall. The poor man, she really did need to let him off the hook before he died from heartache.


    “Oooh, honey, he is a fine one. I see now why you were holding out for him.” Tara laughed before she took Roz’s arm. “You know that they have hooch punch over in the corner, right? Let’s go get us some.”


    Roz allowed Tara to draw her away, hearing Pansy’s low ‘so you’re still in the dog house I see’ as they moved away, making her smile wickedly.
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    Iron carried a very drunk laughing Roz from the clubhouse two hours later headed back to their place. He had watched her throw back drink after drink with her friend, who seemed to be a little wild in his opinion and he wasn’t sure that he wanted her around his Rozzy because she seemed like a bad influence. Roz had invited her to stay with them but Iron had made a deal with Pansy to take her back to the rec center instead because he really needed to see if he could fix this crazy fight they were having before his balls turned blue.


    He was none too happy that she was drunk off her ass at the moment because with her mad at him, he didn’t want to take advantage of her inebriated state. Helping her onto the bike, he sighed when she leaned into him. He took them home and helped her off the bike before lifting her and carrying her into the house while she giggled for no good reason.


    Iron took her up the stairs to their room. Entering, he laid her on the bed and she began to toss her clothes off. He stood there staring at her bare breasts like a starving man and he supposed after three days he was starving for her because she was sexy as fuck and his cock was hard for her all day everyday.


    “I forgive you, now fuck me, big boy!” she yelled, almost piercing his ears with the shrillness of her cry.


    “Yeah, if you tell me that in the morning I will be all over you but right now you’re too drunk for me to take your word for it,” he told her sadly, trying to tear his eyes off her naked body. “Get some sleep, baby.” He turned to leave.


    She dove for him, grabbing him around the waist when he would have walked away. Because she was half on him and half on the bed and if he moved she would likely fall, he stopped. Her head was at his back and she pushed up his cut and his shirt and began kissing his spine. Iron groaned because he only had so much control and she was testing the little bit he had left.


    “Roz, go to bed.”


    “Not till you fuck me, Iron.”


    Iron turned in her embrace, which wasn’t easy from the way she’d grabbed him but he somehow managed it without her landing on the floor face first. He helped her back onto the bed.


    “Babe, please. I don’t want you to be even more mad at me tomorrow than you already are.” He couldn’t help the sigh that escaped him nor could he prevent his hands from cupping her breasts where they pressed against him.


    “I won’t be mad! I decided to forgive you.”


    “Yeah, and if you weren’t three sheets to the wind I might buy it,” Iron grumbled as he held her to him, unable to let her go.


    She giggled, “Oh do shut up and kiss me,” before slamming her mouth over his in an attempt to kiss him. It was an awkward lineup that smashed their teeth together before her tongue teased his lips seeking entrance.


    He tried to resist but it had been too long and suddenly he was naked on the bed with her legs spread and his cock buried inside her. Iron wasn’t sure how the hell it happened but as he thrust into her repeatedly, he didn’t really give a fuck. Hearing her little keening cries of pleasure, he felt his own orgasm fast approaching and he groaned.


    He loved her so damned much and he really hoped this didn’t earn him another turn in purgatory, but fuck, it felt good being inside her again. It didn’t take either of them long to explode and he was lying beside her panting when she said it.


    “You know I only made you sleep on the couch because I wanted us to have really hot make up sex, right?” Roz asked, laughing like it was the funniest joke she’d ever heard.


    Iron stared at her as he shoved up on his arm. “You’re not drunk!” he accused.


    “Nope, but it was really sweet of you to worry I would be mad in the morning,” Roz teased, a sly smile curling her lips.


    “You little devil! You’re going to pay for that,” Iron growled, rolling her beneath him again before he proceeded to punish her with the hardest fuck of her life.


     


    Thank you for taking time to read Melted Iron. If you enjoyed it, please consider posting a short review. Word of mouth is an author’s best friend and much appreciated.
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    Gunner


    Chapter One

  


  
    Indie


    Driving through the small town of High Springs, Florida, I instantly adore all the quaint shops and the smiling people strolling down the sidewalks. I’m already beginning to relax, relieved with my decision to get away from my old life and find a new beginning. Just like any fresh start, it’s bittersweet; I’m already missing the three people in my life I love most, but I had to do what was right for me.


    Just thinking about my decision to uproot my life and start it over in a new place kicks the drama back on replay in my mind. Even six months later, I’m still in disbelief that Quintin was cheating the whole dang three years we were together. And he was with Dixie, my so-called friend to boot. To find out on my wedding day was totally humiliating and devastating. Being told would have been cruel enough, but to walk in on it, to see it happening with my own eyes was like having it branded onto my brain. Yeah, I was so blind, such a trusting moron. I mean, how could I have been so clueless? I thought I’d surprise Quintin as I waltzed in the door, assuming I’d be finding an anxious, excited groom. Well, the surprise was on me when instead I found him with his pants down around his ankles, pounding into Dixie, who was bent over the chair, barking like a bitch in heat. Yes, barking.


    I guess it was bridal jitters that kept from noticing she wasn’t in the room with me while I was getting ready. I wonder when she slipped out? But once I found them, all I could do was stand there, anchored to the spot and unable to speak. I was too shocked to make myself turn and run like I wanted to do. It was that precise moment that all the lies came rushing in like a tsunami, all the stories that he told that didn’t quite fit or make perfect sense flashed before me like a highlight reel. I knew in that moment that the last three years of my life were nothing more than a lie. I’m still so angry at myself for being so gullible, so trusting. Quintin Johnson is nothing but a big damn asshole, cheating fraud who shattered my heart and soul.


    Then just a few months after my discovery of finding out what a douche bag of an ex I have. I lose two important people in my life and only two days apart, both my grandparents. First my Grandfather then my Grandmother. They were so good to me. I wish now that I had bit the financial bullet and went to see them one last time. It was just such an expensive trip going all the way to Alaska; but I sure regret it now. I remember my dad would send them videos of me when I was in school plays and other actives growing up. They loved it. Gosh, I miss our weekly chats. My dad is the best. He tried so hard to stand in for them. I know he was trying to ease my pain of losing them. My dad should win an award for best dad. I—Stop!


    I shake my head against the torrent of memories.


    I have my head above the water instead of allowing myself to be drowned. I’ve been through agony and shock and was settling down into a paralyzed state of emotional numbness. I might have stayed there, shut down and incapable, if the bastard had not turned around a week later and married Dixie at the court house. I mean, what the hell is that about? Stupid girl—if she believes he won’t do to her what he did to me, she has another thing coming. But that’s what got me moving. You know, maybe they both have that revolting fetish. Honestly, I’m relieved to be rid of him because of it. He would get furious every single time I refused him. He was my first lover and I wanted to make him happy so bad, but there’s a difference between wanting to please your man and feeling like a damn fool.


    At least I don’t have to deal with him constantly begging me to do that during sex anymore, not that we had sex very often. I giggle at the thought of when I told Whitney about Quintin’s little, um…preference. It took her ten minutes to stop laughing. Then, she informed me that it is most definitely not normal behavior and to run for my freaking life. I should have listened. Thank goodness she told me that, because I was beginning to worry there was something wrong with me. Of course, now I realize that’s exactly what that scum bucket wanted me to believe. I was an inexperienced virgin, totally blinded by love, and Quintin took complete advantage of my ignorance. Well, I don’t plan to let any other man trash the little bit of heart and soul that I have left. It’s mine and I plan to keep it that way. Plus, I hope his microscopic dick falls off. I chuckle to myself at that thought.


    Thankfully, I can find a little smidge of humor in the situation now. Whitney and Alayna both marched into the room, took stock of what was going on, and then acted on it. Basically, I remained paralyzed, in my beautiful white wedding gown, weeping while I watched my two best friends beat Quintin and Dixie’s cheating asses.


    Alayna lunged at Quintin, snatching him back off Dixie. Whitney kicked him in the balls so hard even I flinched. Whitney clutched Dixie by the hair and used her face as a punching bag. If I recall, some of the wedding party had to aid Dixie out of the church. I didn’t care--I was totally humiliated, but what Alayna and Whitney did let me know that I still had two of the best friends a girl could ever ask for.


    So, after my non-wedding gave my hometown the Story of the Century, I packed up all my belongings, and six months later, here I am in High Springs about to turn down the driveway of my new home. Well, it’s not my house yet. I’m renting it for a while, although Beth, my real estate agent, said the owner, Mr. Stokes or something like that, would be agreeable to sale if the bid was right. He is supposed to stop by in a few days to meet me in person, and Beth said he’s a really nice guy. I’m glad he left the key under the potted plant by the door for me. I already know I want to buy this house. I fell in love at the first picture. For some reason, when I spotted this house I had a deja vu moment, and it felt as if this house was built for me. Crazy as it may seem, just the pictures of the house bathed me and soothed my heart, so naturally I had to have it.


    As I drive down the dirt drive, I see it’s lined with huge mossy oak trees on each side, the tops of the trees forming a canopy. Gosh, it’s similar to something out of Gone with the Wind, and even nicer than the pictures that Beth showed me. Once I reach the end of the drive I gasp as the yard opens up to an old white farm house trimmed in black with massive oaks and pecan trees surrounding it. I’m so going to make pecan pie. I love old dwellings and granddaddy oak trees—I’m in heaven here. Even if it requires some work, hopefully I can do it myself, once the sale goes through. How hard can it be? I’ve got my good buddy Google. Hopefully anything I can’t do, I’ll be able to make an arrangement with the owner, one where he can fix it or have it fixed and maybe add it into the sale of the house, or something in that order. Hmmm…this could work.


    Have mercy, this place is pure charm! Exactly what I’ve always wanted. There is a massive claw foot tub in the master bath. After working all day on my feet, that tub will be beckoning me. The kitchen has only been minimally updated and I was told everything still works impeccably. Someone really loved this house to have taken such excellent care of it. For the first time since the morning of my non-wedding, I’m practically fizzing with excitement.


    As I continue to unload my car, I say a silent thank you to the good Lord above that my eight-hour trip went smoothly and the movers beat me here and placed all my furniture inside. Once I get settled in, I’ve allowed myself a few months’ time to find a job. I’ve always been a saver, and since my dad threatened to tear Quintin into little bitty pieces if he didn’t give me back every single penny of the honeymoon I’d already paid for, I have a nice financial cushion to tide me over. My shoulders finally start relaxing for the first time in I don’t even remember when and it’s fab-u-lous.


    Unloaded and grimy, I sit down on the porch steps and call Dad so he knows I made it here safely. I can tell by his voice that he’s all gloomy that I’ve left. Bless his heart. He’s raised me single-handedly since the day I was born, even when my mom was around. Mom couldn’t be bothered by anything other than booze. I recall back when I was seven: Mom had thrown up in her bedroom and all over the bathroom floor. Dad was still at work, which is when she needed her “medicine” the most.. I can still hear her slurring words, “If I didn’t have you, then I wouldn’t need this medicine. You make me sick, Indie. Now go clean that mess up. It’s your fault, so you have to clean it up. Make yourself useful, you little brat.” Dad came home earlier that day to find me scrubbing vomit out of the carpet while Mom was drunk off her butt, cursing and yelling at me from her bed. They had a huge fight, and the next day when I woke up, she was gone. From that moment on, I was Dad’s life. He never, not one time in twenty - six years brought home a woman for me to meet. He would tell me that being my daddy was all he needed, but I understood he was lonely for a woman’s companionship. I love him so much—he’s still my hero. Sometimes, I wonder if he still loves my mom and that’s the reason why he truly never moved on, which makes me hate her even more.


    My stomach growls, luring me from my thoughts, so I decide to head out to the grocery. I’ve no desire to go anywhere after being trapped in the car for so long, but a woman has to eat and I do love to eat. I even have the Buddha belly to prove it. It’s times like these I wish I could just say, “Honey, will you run to the store for me?” There’s no chance of that happening. It’s not like Quintin would’ve ever done me any favors anyway. If it wasn’t something he could order online, then he couldn’t be bothered. At least I don’t have to buy as much since it’s just little ole me. Sometimes I wonder—besides my dad, are there even any good men out there? Probably not. I’d rather go get my own groceries than bark for some cheating sicko. That thought makes me grin.


    Arriving at the store, I begin gathering enough groceries to last a few days at best. I plan on coming back later when I’ve compiled a big ole list of it all. Plus, I would like a few coupons to go with my long list! As I turn the corner heading to the cashier, I’m tallying everything in my cart, not paying attention when bam! I crash into someone else’s buggy. Crap!


    Picking up my purse off the floor, I gasp and reach out toward whoever I hit. “Oh my goodness, I’m sorry! This is totally my fault. I wasn’t paying attention to where I was going. Did I hurt you? Are you okay?”


    My eyes were on the stranger’s feet, shod in big brown cowboy boots. My eyes follow the line up his body, I notice how solid and well defined it is. It appears he works out daily. He has on nice tight old worn out jeans and a red tight t-shirt that hugs his muscled chest and arms. Have mercy, he looks a lot like Channing Tatum. Except hotter. Which is hotter than freaking hot.


    I may have given up men, but I imagine I would sit up in my grave and take notice if this man walked by. This man would make a nun say Hail Mary’s for the rest of her freakin’ life at the naughty thoughts of what this man and his hotter – than - sin body, not to mention his big strong hands, could do to a woman. You know what they say about a man’s hands? - For crying out loud, Indie, get your mind out of the gutter! I internally chastise myself.


    When my head tips completely back, I’m lost in the greenest eyes I’ve ever seen. Lordy, I was right--he could be Channing Tatum’s better looking twin. Of course, now my chatty apology is gone and I’m a speechless idiot. This gorgeous man tips his worn out cowboy hat and gives me a panty-dropping smile with a wink. Have mercy, I can’t breathe.


    “No need to apologize. - Angel, are you okay there? You appear a little faint.” He steps toward me as if he is ready to catch me if I fall back. There’s a small voice in my head that says fall or faint, you dim-wit! Do something! Make this man hold you! If I had my senses about me, I would have laughed at my own thoughts, but clearly, my senses have left the building and been replaced with nothing but naughty thoughts.


    Dizziness engulfs me as I notice sweat build across my forehead and the back of my legs. I glance up and nod my head, but all I can manage is to whisper, “Uhhhh, umm, yes I’m fine, umm just need to eat, I’ve had a busy day.” I give a little giggle while swiping back some hair that has come loose from my messy ponytail. He tilts his head to the side like he’s trying to figure me out. Well, good luck with that, buddy. I can’t figure out what’s going on with me right now either.


    “You need to eat before you drive again.” Something about the way he orders me to eat has me battling with myself to either do as he says or ask him who the hell he thinks he is? His voice has a deep low slow southern drawl that makes my sex clench. I have to get away from him. Right now.


    Choosing to ignore his orders, this time I manage to actually speak. “Again, I’m really sorry. Hope you have a nice day, sir.” I could tell he was watching as I retreated as quickly as possible, going in the wrong dang direction, which just figures. I’m literally tingling. So now, I have to turn around and walk by him again in order to get to the checkout line. He even chuckles as I walk by him. He watched my whole awkward turn around that I tried to do so nonchalantly. Crap! I did not look at him though no matter how much I wanted to. I held my head up high and walk right by him, just like those together, prissy women. I mentally high five myself. Score. Well, sort of.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Two


    Gunner


     


    It’s been one long day. Wylie, Emmitt, and I ran into one problem after the other. Just as I was getting into my truck to head over to meet my new renter from North Carolina, Emmitt stopped and informed me, ‘Hey, we we’re out of milk, bread, and completely out of toilet paper.’ The little shit. I was planning to welcome Miss Hughes to town and make sure she found the key and had my number if she needed anything or if something happened with the house. I hate not meeting her on her first day here because I won’t have time later these next few weeks with my schedule jam packed with shit to do.


    The agent who I did paper work with implied that Miss Hughes was a sweet older woman. I can imagine some sweet old spinster. That’s great for me, since then she’s too old to do any major damage to the house and that means she won’t mind me being around or at least I hope not because I will be whether she approves or not. Well After I get some of my other shit done. I bought that house a few months ago when Mrs. Mitchell died, she was a sweet lady, Cindy was nothing like her. That bitch raised hell when I bought her grandmother’s house. Wasn’t like Cindy could buy it. The only thing she wanted was her next score of heroin. Damn, I’m glad to be rid of her.


    Mrs. Mitchell and her husband did a remarkable job keeping the house in mostly its original state from the eighteen hundreds. I don’t think they would have wanted Cindy to have it anyway, she would have destroyed it.


    I on the hand have been planning on flipping it, or renting it but before I do, there are some minor repairs that need to be done. I won’t sell a damn thing with my name on it that’s not at the very least close to perfection. I love to work on homes from that era. The realtor implied that the renter may be interested in buying. Man, that would be a win-win for us both.


    Getting in the truck, I go the other direction and head to the damn store. I’m going to kick Emmitt’s ass. We all have a deal, whoever finishes whatever off has to replace it. However, it seems like it’s always me or Wylie doing the replacing. Emmitt is such a spoiled brat.


    After gathering all the things I came for, I head to the checkout only to literally be crashed into by the sweetest, hottest woman I’ve ever laid eyes on. She was Southern, but not from around here—I could hear it in the accent, even though her voice was soft and a little raspy. Tiny little thing, maybe five feet all together, but curvy and soft. I almost laughed because she looked down to get her purse and along the way back up, she looked me over from boots to hat—I don’t even think she realized she did it, but I got one look at those big brown eyes and didn’t want to laugh and hurt her feelings. She apologized for running into me about five times, but I was just wondering if the curls at the ends of her long hair were as soft as they looked.


    She wasn’t tan like too many of the women around here, all leathery looking—no, she was all warm, creamy ivory. She is wearing worn old jeans and clingy, soft green t-shirt that showed a hint of what looked like some really head-spinning cleavage. Damn, she’s sexy without even trying. Completely took me by surprise running into me and then again when she looked up. I think it’s been since high school that I got a hard-on at the grocery store, for heaven’s sake. I knew on sight this wasn’t the type of women you fucked and left and since that’s all I’m willing to give, I decide it best not to flirt…well, not much. I can’t help but flirt a bit with her face all blushing and embarrassed. Too damn cute—I can’t pass up the chance to see how much flirtation she can handle. But no man on earth could’ve helped but grin when she headed off in one direction, did a u-turn and had to walk right back.


    I make my way through the checkout, and I realize I’m glancing out the store window, trying to see where she parked. There she is, getting into a newer light blue Toyota Camry. She must not have eaten anything before she left. She should have. And I should’ve given her our business card. Wylie could’ve asked her out, or even Emmitt. With that thought, I get a sinking sensation in my chest. I must be hungry, too.


    Once I get back home, my mind replays the beautiful mystery woman who doesn’t listen to reason, hearing her sensual voice in my head while she rattles an apology. I didn’t miss that cute smirk on her face before she quickly hid it. I wonder what she was thinking when she gave me that once-over. What the hell! I need to get laid. I’ve gone to long without a woman under me, that’s what my problem is.


    I remind myself of that bitch Cindy and what she did to me and my family. That is definitely enough to make my hardening cock deflate. She lied to me so many times, stared me right in the damn eyes each fucking time too. I can’t stand a damn conning, conniving self-absorbed liar. I despise someone without enough backbone to tell the truth, to own their shit. I mean sure it can be uncomfortable at times. I believe it would be a hell of a lot more uncomfortable getting caught in a lie, but that’s me. Last I heard, she was selling her body for money. When I tried to help her even though I was still royally pissed, she caused a big-ass scene and left. I don’t know if I ever truly loved her, but I did at least care enough to want to help. Now I don’t give two shits what happens to her. After that happened, I decided real quick that all I need are one-night stands, a wife for the night. Since I made that decision, I’ve been one happy man.


    I don’t have time for a relationship anyways. We’re all busy with our construction business which doesn’t leave much time for anything else. Trying to derail my thoughts, I stomp over to my iPod dock and slam my IPod in it, pressing play and turning the volume up louder than necessary to drown out the sweet voice I can’t seem to get out of my head and shut off the worrying about if she made it home. That pisses me off because I don’t understand why I even care. She is a stranger, an absentminded hottie who can’t drive a cart at the grocery store. I select my playlist and head in for long hot shower.


    Damn, I’m worn-out. Today was brutal on all of us. I lie down on the couch in front of the sixty-inch TV, grateful to have the house to myself for the afternoon. My mind automatically goes to the mystery woman again from the store. Pretty thing, but nice—she really was sorry she bumped me with her buggy and inconvenienced me for two seconds. Scrubbing my hands over my face with an exhausted sigh, I jolt up from the couch, looking for food. Throwing some roast beef on a couple slices of bread, I make myself a glass of sweet tea and drag my tired ass back over to the couch to eat. I should have went to my parents’ house after work. But they would’ve wanted to talk all night and I’m hoping I can get to bed early. Man, I can’t help but laugh--I’m only thirty two. You would think I was seventy, needing an afternoon nap. Oh, well. I’ll make up for it over the weekend. It’s been too long since I’ve went out and got laid, something I plan on rectifying this weekend. That should take care of the mystery woman that has taken up residence in my head. My cock twitches at just the thought of her. I try the TV, try ESPN, try the news, try ten more channels before I realize I’ve no idea what they’re saying. I desperately need to go to bed. With any luck, tomorrow will be a better day.


    My eyes fly open at the damn obnoxious death metal music blaring loudly out of my alarm clock. Courtesy of Emmitt, little asshole. He thinks he’s fucking hysterical with his pranking all the time. I hit the switch and knock the damn alarm off the bedside table. I appear to have a life-threatening case of blue balls. I dreamed an extremely graphic dream of the beautiful, sexy mystery woman under me last night—hell, I’ve been dreaming of her for the last two damn weeks. “Shit!” I yell out, not caring if Wylie or Emmitt hear me. Why can’t I get her out of my head? I jerk my clothes from the closet and hurriedly getting dressed so I’m not late to my meeting with the inspector this morning. As I pass Emmitt’s room, I think about going in and punching him in the gonads for pulling that shit with my alarm clock but I decided I don’t have time. I am just a little fucking ray of sunshine this morning and I’ve only been awake ten minutes.


    Wylie and Emmitt arrive within a minute of each other at work.


    “We passed inspection. Good thing one of us was up this morning,” I say, and Emmitt gives me a grin that nails his coffin shut. He goes to find some coffee, and I grab Wylie.


    “Man, it’s time to feed little brother a shit sandwich. He’s been pranking me every day, and if I wake up to metal music you can hear on the moon one more morning, I’m going to kill him,” I say, and now it’s Wylie’s turn to grin. Wylie’s quiet, but he’s always game to get into trouble. I tell him my idea.


    “This will be epic! Emmitt will be scared shitless,” he hoots. “I’ll go get what we need.” Gotta love a man of action.
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