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Bella Cullen doesn’t think highly of the Bastard bikers in her sleepy town of 

Fallbrook because she knows how that entire lifestyle worked out for her mom. When 

Edward Masen rolls into town from Nevada as the latest addition in the MC, Bella's 

changes her mind…slightly. But it's not long before trouble arrives. 



 

 

 

 



Chapter 1 

MC talk 

Chapter/charter = regional club, a part of a larger organization. 

BPOV 

"Aw, hell no." I throw the rag over my shoulder and leave the bar, heading 

over to the windows by the door. "Mom!" Seething, I stare out the window as 

the dust settles from six—no, seven—bikes parking right outside. 

The last thing we want is to turn our little bar into a hangout for the 

motorcycle club in town. Just because their clubhouse burned to the ground—

some drug deal gone wrong—doesn’t mean they can come here and destroy 

what my mom built.  

Our little town of Fallbrook, just north of San Diego, would be much nicer 

to live in if it weren't for the Bastards Motorcycle Club. It's only been a couple 

years since they declared Fallbrook their home, but they've already turned "The 

Friendly Village" into a battlefield. 

When they're bored, they get into fights with the marines in training over at 

Camp Pendleton. When they're looking for money, they deal drugs and guns—

you know, allegedly—with the Mexicans. When they're horny, they drive 

skanks into town from San Diego, then dump them the day after. When they're 

hungry, they cruise over to my sister-in-law's diner across the street. 

And now, when they're thirsty, do they think they can take over Platt's Bar? 

"Mom!" I shout again. 

The biggest problem is that my father is the Bastards' little bastard leader in 

this charter.  



Carlisle fuckin' Cullen. He threw away a bright future as a doctor and 

became an outlaw. And he met my mom, Esme, at some party. It was sex, drugs, 

and bikes. 

It didn’t last. 

Mom left that world behind when she became pregnant with me. She was 

only twenty and didn’t have a family, but she managed. She left the big city and 

moved out here to start fresh. 

Behind me, I finally hear Mom coming downstairs, and I jerk my chin at 

the window. "Look who's here." 

She frowns, piling her hair in a messy bun on top of her head, and peeks 

out the window. "That motherfucker." Then she goes for the door and rips it 

open, immediately beginning to scream and shout at Dad. "What the hell do you 

think you're doing here, Carlisle?!" 

I smirk and lean against the doorframe, my arms folded across my chest. 

Apparently, that invites Dad's boys to ogle my tits. But that’s what I get for only 

wearing short cut-offs and a beater, I guess.  

Can't blame me, though. It's disgustingly hot, even for mid-September. I 

turn twenty-five tomorrow, and my birthday wish includes rain. Pipe dream, I 

know.  

Jake winks at me and licks his lips. 

I flip him off and wonder if he kisses his wife with that mouth. 

The only one I'm friendly with is Jamie; he's nice.  



"Don’t be mad at me, baby," Dad fuckin' coos at my mother. "We just need 

a place to meet with the Masens today."  

Oh, I've heard of Edward Masen. He's the one who turned Dad into a biker. 

He's also the Bastard president in Nevada. He's gotta be old, 'cause I know he 

has a son, also named Edward, who's in his thirties. 

"Does it look like I give a shit?" Mom snaps. "Besides, we're not open for 

another hour anyway." 

Dad grins and steps closer. "I'll make it worth your while." 

"For fuck's sake, Dad." I make a face. "I didn’t need to hear that." 

His smile only widens, and he hurries over to me and scoops me up like I'm 

a five-year-old. Christ!  

"How's my baby girl?" He lets me go, only to palm my cheeks. "I haven't 

seen you—where you been?" 

"LA with a few friends," I mutter, taking a step back. "Seriously, you can't 

come in here. You'll scare away our regulars." 

Dad chuckles and faces Mom again. "Come on, Es. It's just for today. We'll 

find another place tomorrow." 

Mom looks to me in question, both weary and pissed. We could use the 

money, but…God, they'll tear the place apart.  

Turning to Dad again, Mom fixes him with a steely look. "You'll reimburse 

me for any kind of damage—" 



"Done!" He gives her a loud smooch and moves away before she can slap 

him across the face. "Come on in, boys! The Masens will be here soon. Let's 

make sure they feel welcome in their new hometown." 

"Home?" Mom cocks a brow. "Do not tell me that old fucker's moving to 

Fallbrook!" 

"Okay. I won't tell you that." Dad laughs, pinches her cheek, and enters the 

bar.  

Mom and I exchange looks that say it's gonna be a long day. 



Chapter 2 

BPOV 

The bluesy rock is loud. 

The men are louder. 

"Come here, baby girl." Dad yanks me down to sit on his lap after I've 

served beers to everyone. "Look at this beautiful face, boys." He grabs mine and 

tilts it to the guys, to which I roll my eyes and pull free. "I can't believe I made 

something so gorgeous. She's off-limits to all of you." Turning to Emmett, he 

warns, "Same goes for Rachel."  

"Christ, Daddy." I rub my jaw and scowl at him.  

He grins and kisses my nose. "Where's Mom?" 

Conveniently for her, she's hiding in her apartment upstairs. "What's it to 

you?" I get up from his lap just as two men enter the bar, definitely looking 

related. "Would that be the Masens?" 

Both are wearing black denim Bastard vests, have helmets in their hands, 

scruffy beards, and road dust around their shoulders. The only difference 

between the two is approximately twenty years in age.  

The youngest is hot, though. Deliciously so. He removes his bandana and 

runs a hand over his fairly short hair, his green eyes scanning the saloon-like 

establishment. Then he brings out a smoke to light it up. Fucker. There's no 

smoking allowed here, but he—and the others…yeah, they don’t care.  

"Ed!" Dad hollers, quickly approaching the old dude. Senior, I presume. 

"It's been a long time, my friend!" 



Bored, I return to my spot behind the bar and shoot the shit with my sister 

for a while.  

"I'm surprised Jasper hasn’t barged in yet," Rachel, my little sister, 

comments. 

I was three when Mom met Peter Whitlock, who had a son my age—

Jasper. Mom and Peter got married, started their happily ever after, only for 

Peter to die three months after Rachel was born.  

That was nineteen years ago, and ever since then, my dad has tried to 

weasel himself into Mom's life. He comes and goes every couple of years. Well, 

until he moved here permanently two years ago.  

He wants to be Rachel and Jasper's father, too, but there's resistance in 

abundance from my two siblings. 

Plus, of course, Mom wants nothing to do with him. For which I'm glad. 

He's a decent father these days, but you can't find a shittier husband.  

He was faithful—as far as I know—but he could also be a mean son of a 

bitch.  

He claims he's changed. 

I'm not so sure.  

"You think Jasper would kick some ass?" Rachel smirks. 

I snort a chuckle and lean my hip against the counter under the bottle racks. 

"He might try." No one hates the Bastards more than our brother. Mainly 

because some of the guys in the MC always hit on his wife—Maria—whenever 

they meet up at her diner.  



I reckon most people hate them because they're outlaws, but…I don’t 

know. I actually don’t give a fuck about that. To each their own. Just…I miss 

the peace and quiet around here.  

"God, it's hot." I angle the table fan next to the register better and blow out 

a breath. "I hope we can afford to repair the A/C soon." 

Rachel murmurs in agreement, then jerks her chin at the youngest Masen, 

who's approaching the bar.  

I've set plenty of beers, JD, and bowls of peanuts on the tables, so I don’t 

know what he could possibly want.  

"This one's all yours," Rachel drawls and walks away. 

I raise a brow at the man, Edward Masen Junior. "What can I get ya?" 

My eyes stay on his face, 'cause I know that if I let them wander, they'd 

travel to his thick arms, all that ink, his muscular thighs; hell, even his boots are 

hot.  

Okay, so my gaze has wandered a little since he walked in. 

He nods at the fridge. "Coke, please." 

Huh. No booze for the bastard biker? Shrugging internally, I open the 

fridge and bend over to grab the soda. Then I reach for the opener and pop the 

cap, asking him if he wants it in a glass with ice. To which he nods silently, 

blatantly checking me out.  

"How much do I owe you?" He leans his elbows on the bartop, but instead 

of delivering some creepy leer, he's back to casual.  



"My dad's picking up the tab tonight, so nothing." I pour the Coke over a 

handful of ice, tilting the glass to prevent too much foaming. "Here you go." I 

slide the glass toward him. 

"Thanks." He takes a sip as he looks over to the dart board, where our 

fathers are setting up a game. "And who's your pops?" Edward faces me again. 

"Carlisle." I point to myself. "Bella Cullen." 

He smiles and shakes his head. "Of course you are. Carlisle liked to brag 

about his baby girl whenever he visited us in Reno." 

Past tense. Because the Masens are moving here…?  

"I'm Edward Masen," he says, sticking out his hand. 

I eye it, then shake it reluctantly. "I know." He's too hot, so ruggedly 

handsome, and I prefer to keep my distance from the Bastards. I only like Jamie 

because he's quieter than the rest.  

"Finally!" Jake shouts, and I follow his gaze to see five scantily dressed 

hoes entering the bar. Go-fucking-figures. Dad wouldn’t welcome his friends 

from another region without some biker groupies to get the party started.  

The disgust is probably written all over my face. 

"You get used to it." Edward's eyes show amusement.  

I roll my eyes. "Oh, I'm sure you guys feel that way. Must be really 

difficult to have bitches throwing themselves on your dicks at every turn." 



Edward shrugs and stares at his glass. "Believe it or not, it gets old." He 

looks up again, gives me a ghost of a smile, then holds up his glass to me. 

"Thanks for the Coke, darlin'." With that, he walks back to join the party.  

Only, he doesn’t really join. Not like many others. He laughs and talks with 

the guys, shares jokes and appears to be a man the others look up to. But he 

doesn’t touch a drop of alcohol, nor does he take the bait when a skank gets 

close. He doesn’t hoot and holler like some of the others do or get up to dance 

with the chicks. 

I haven't gotten a good look at their vests—or cuts—so I don’t know their 

ranks yet, but I'd say Edward's father is the biggest leader—the President. Then 

my own dad, who I know wears the President patch on his vest, but shit might 

change if the Masens are here to stay. 

I know Jamie and Emmett are prospects, like…on trial runs, wanting to 

become members, and they're younger, both in their mid-twenties.  

Edward is next in age, I think—early- to mid-thirties, along with Jake. 

Alistair and Riley are in their forties. Dad, Tyler, and Edward Senior in their 

fifties.  

No matter their age, though…bikers tend to be a bunch of horndogs, acting 

like teenagers around pussy. 

I'm sure Edward will fit into that category sooner or later. Maybe he got 

laid this morning, and that’s why he's taking it easy now.  

 

 



Chapter 3 

BPOV 

"This isn't good news." I stick a spoonful of ice cream into my mouth and 

read the rest of the note from Mr. Cope. "Not good news at all, Killer."  

Killer is my listener when I'm at home; he's my Maltese pup. A little white 

furball. Romeo, my Rottweiler, only listens when it's not so hot in my trailer. 

But during the summer months, he sleeps out in the canopy tent that’s attached 

to the front of my trailer. It's got canvas walls and an abundance of mosquito 

nets, so the door is open. But I can hear Romeo's snores. He certainly doesn’t 

give a crap about my new problem.  

He should, because our living situation might have to change.  

I actually should've seen this coming. 

Mr. and Mrs. Cope own a massive place here; it used to be a successful 

avocado ranch before the wildfire in '07 ruined their business. And I live on their 

grounds—in the woods. But now, being the only ranch in Fallbrook for sale, it 

looks like I either have to move, or…or work out a deal with the two men who 

have bought the ranch.  

The friggin' Masens.  

Like I said, I should've seen it coming.  

When I got home from work tonight, I found this note stuck to the canvas 

door to my tent. About the Masens buying their place.  

I really don’t wanna move back in with Mom and Rachel above the bar, 

and with Jasper and Maria trying for a baby, that's out too.  



Mr. Cope sounds so apologetic in the note, which makes me feel bad. 

They've been trying to sell the ranch for months, wanting to move closer to their 

children and grandchildren on the East Coast, but I never took it too seriously. 

'Cause…selling property here isn't easy. Not in this economy. 

Apparently the Masens are moving in soon—in just a few days—so I guess 

I'll have to suck it up and ask them if I can stay. I like living here; I'm kinda 

outdoorsy, and it's not like I'm not paying rent. I've also helped Mrs. Cope 

around the house and so on.  

"This calls for more ice cream." I get up from my little table. 

Maybe I'll see the Masens tomorrow, but I doubt it. Dad promised they'd 

only use Platt's as a hangout tonight, and they spoke as if they already have a 

new place in mind for their next get-together.  

Maybe they'll hang at Riley's until their clubhouse is restored; he owns a 

ranch in the middle of nowhere, too. Plenty of space for those bikers to 

roughhouse.  

* 

The next morning, I take Romeo and Killer and trek through a small 

wooded area to reach the ranch farther up the hillside. There is a dirt road 

leading to my little home, and I use it when I drive to work, but when I'm just 

going up to the house, I'd rather just walk than use my truck.  

Mrs. Cope greets me warmly and offers pancakes—I'll never say no to 

that—and she tells me an Edward Masen is on his way over to sign some papers. 

Judging by her words, it sounds like it's Senior coming, not the hot one.  

I would've preferred to start my birthday with the hottie. 



"I told them that we have a young lady living down by the creek." Mrs. 

Cope sits down at the kitchen table with me and tells me to dig in.  

For some reason, I'm allowed to help her with some chores, but when it 

comes to cooking, she's stern. Always telling me to "be a good guest and sit 

down." But whatever floats her grandmotherly boat.  

She sighs, seeming so concerned for me. "Mr. Masen was nice, though. I 

do hope he'll let you stay."  

"It'll be fine either way," I assure her, soaking my pancakes in maple syrup. 

"Don’t worry about me." Reaching over the table, I smile and give her hand a 

squeeze. "I'm happy for you, you know. I know you wanna be closer to your 

sons' families." 

"Yes, well…" She releases a soft breath, and then we hear the roar of an 

engine rumbling closer. "I suppose that would be Mr. Masen." 

Mr. Cope joins us downstairs just in time for the doorbell to ring, and he 

gets the door, he and Senior appearing in the kitchen shortly after.  

"Bella?" Senior looks surprised to see me.  

I wave awkwardly. "Good morning." 

Mrs. Cope stands up and places a hand on my shoulder. "How are you 

today, Mr. Masen? This is the young lady I told you about—she lives on our 

land." 

"Oh!" Senior grins and removes his bandana, wiping his forehead with it. 

"Now I understand why Carlisle said he hoped we'd have a guest out here. If that 

was your wish, that is." Relief pummels through me. And check it out—my 

dad's looking out for me. "Of course you can stay, Bella." 



"Thank you." I smile genuinely, still worried how things might change but 

appeased, knowing I don’t have to move. "That’s very kind of you, and I'll 

obviously pay rent." 

He waves that off, though, and turns to Mr. Cope to discuss the legal 

documents needing signing.  

* 

Mom surprises me and says there's no work today. "My baby's not working 

on her birthday." Then we get in her car, all of us—Mom, me, Jasper, Maria, 

and Rachel—and we drive into the city to spend the day there.  

Maria and Jasper—he probably just handed over his wallet—give me a gift 

card collection for shoes, coffee, music, and gas. Rachel treats me to a manicure 

and pedicure in San Diego, which Jasper finds totally boring. But the girls and I 

have a blast, getting pampered while he sits on the sidelines reading magazines 

and pretending not to listen to the gossip.  

Hey, we had to suffer when he turned twenty-five this spring and wanted 

an evening of playing video games. 

We had all pitched in to buy him a new Xbox and some games; we didn’t 

think he'd want us to play, too.  

Since Romeo and Killer are with Maria's parents, there's no rush going 

home, so Mom takes us all to a fancy dinner, too. There, she tells me my 

birthday gifts from her are at home. 

I find out later that she's bought me a few kitchen appliances that I've 

needed but haven't been able to afford.  

Definitely an awesome birthday. 



Until I confess to Mom that the Masens have bought the Copes's ranch.  

That pisses her off, but whattaya gonna do?  

"If you see something illegal, report it immediately, sis," Jasper says 

firmly. "Or maybe I should drive out there and give 'em a warning." 

I purse my lips to hide my amusement. God bless him; my brother is 

amazing, protective, and fierce. But he doesn’t really stand a chance against the 

Bastards.  

* 

Frowning to myself, I grab the mail and see that Dad has sent another note 

to Mom. 

It's been a week since the Bastards came to the bar, and he's kept his 

promise. They haven't returned. Obviously we see them rolling through town 

pretty much every day, but they don’t stop. But Dad has started sending Mom 

little notes to remind her of his presence. No envelope or anything, so I've read 

most of them. 

I miss you, Es.  

Did you know I was planning to propose before you split?  

I love you.  

I wish we were a family.  

You've done an amazing job with our baby girl.  

The notes are getting to Mom. With each one, I see less anger and more 

conflict. Wistfulness. Longing. And truth be told, I've been…I don’t know. I 



love Dad; he's more than okay in my book. But as a husband? No. The stories 

I've heard… Like, when he'd get drunk, he'd be mean and vicious. Demeaning. 

Could he really have changed? 

I find Mom behind the bar and slip her the note, then dump the rest of the 

mail next to the register.  

She gets quiet after reading it—"There's only you, Esme. Please give me 

another chance."—and we work in silence for a couple hours. Then she takes a 

break to get us some dinner, and I make sure the ten or so patrons don’t go 

thirsty. 

Shimmying my hips for extra tips ain't wrong.  

"How're we doing, boys?" I ask a few truckers. They come in once or twice 

a month and always sit down in the back. "It's been a while." 

"It sure has, sweetheart." One of them checks out my bare legs; he's gotta 

be my dad's age. He's harmless, though. And he's got fat pockets. "You reckon 

it's time for a refill?" 

"I do." I grin and grab their empty bottles. "Anything else I can get ya?" 

"Some of those pretzels, too." One of the others nods at another table, 

where there's a bowl of mini pretzels.  

"Comin' right up." Heading for the bar again, I get my shimmy on and send 

a silent thanks to my sister-in-law for the gift card that gave me my new fuck-

me heels. They make my legs and ass look killer, if I may say so myself.  



The damn A/C is still broken, though. Which means Mom won't see me in 

anything respectable just yet. Short cut-offs and beaters will have to do until 

then.  

After I've delivered the beers and snacks to the truckers—and gotten a nice 

tip—I walk over to the ancient jukebox and put on some Neil Young. Then as 

I'm on my way to the bar again, the door opens and Edward—not Senior—and 

Jamie walk in.  

"Hey, boys." I smile. One or two Bastards, I can handle. 

Edward does some weird double take when he glances at my feet—no, 

wait. He must've seen the markings on the wooden floor right by my feet.  

Never mind. My mom carved "I own it" in the floor when she bought this 

place. She can be quirky like that. 

"So, what brings ya to Platt's?" I ask. 

They sit down on two stools by the bar just as I get behind it.  

"Happy Hour?" Jamie chuckles. "We just got off work." 

Huh. I know Jamie works at his father's junkyard, but I know nothing of 

Edward's day job. Looking at him now, I'd say he works with a lot of grease. His 

fingernails are dirty, and there're oil stains on his gray hoodie. Yet, his Bastard 

vest looks just fine. Well-worn, but no filth.  

They treat their cuts like they're holy.  

The Bastard vests are black denim and have four patches, mainly the big 

one on the back that consists of the MC's logo. Two guns pointing outward, a 



banner with the name of the club, and some other details. The second patch is 

found on the left chest pocket, and it reveals the member's rank.  

It says Vice President on Edward's patch, but I don’t know if that'll change 

now that he's part of a new chapter.  

The mother chapter, the group of bikers that started the Bastards MC, is 

located in Oregon, and as far as I know—what Mom's told me—there are four 

charters. Which brings us to the third patch, over the other chest pocket; it shows 

what MC they're part of. On Jamie's vest, it says Fallbrook. On Edward's, it says 

Reno.  

As a prospect, Jamie has three patches, still lacking the big one on his back. 

He'll get it when he's voted in as a member.  

The last patch is just a small one, located between two buttons, so you can 

only see it when the vest is open. It's a yellow circle, and it stands for affiliation 

with a larger MC outside Los Angeles. I don’t know the name of it. 

"Beer for you." I slide a bottle of Jamie's usual toward him before I turn to 

Edward. "Coke…?" 

"Yeah. Thanks, darlin'." He nods with a dip of his chin, gaze fixed on his 

phone. Then he nudges Jamie, his words quiet. "Cullen wants us at the new 

compound in an hour." Peering at something on the wall behind me—the 

clock?—he scratches his scruffy beard in thought. 

I bite my lip and wonder what it'd be like to have him between my thighs. 

Unf. 

"You should go get us some grub." Edward pockets his phone and smirks at 

Jamie. "The beer will still be here when you return." 



I wordlessly hand Edward his Coke. 

"We just sat down, man," Jamie complains.  

"Thank you, for stating the obvious." Edward points to the door. "Get 

fuckin' going, prospect." 

Ouch.  

Jamie grumbles to himself and leaves.  

"That was harsh." I rest my forearms on the bartop, my mouth twisting into 

a smile. "You couldn’t be polite?" 

Edward checks out my tits being pressed together, then leans forward on 

his forearms too, and lets his eyes travel back to mine slowly. "I gotta make sure 

they know I can't be run over, since I'm new." His green eyes flash with both 

mirth and something friggin' intense. "It's their duty to push my limits, see what 

they can get away with, and it's my duty to let them know they can't get away 

with shit." 

I hum and break the gaze, instead looking down at his hands. He's got rings 

on all fingers except his thumbs. Thick, solid ones in blackened silver. Or 

perhaps stainless steel, who knows. Skulls, MC logos…one has "1%" engraved 

into the metal. Another ring has his initials. The knuckles on his right hand have 

the letters "Tres" in ink. 

Other than meaning "three," I have no idea what it stands for.   

"What's with the jewelry, VP?" I ask, knowing my dad has just as many 

rings. Many bikers do. For some reason. And everything has symbolism.  



"Brass knuckles are illegal in California." Edward laughs through his nose, 

and I have a feeling there's more to that answer. Maybe it's gang-related. To 

show their "colors" and where they stand. "So…" He speaks again as I look him 

in the eye. "My pops told me you're living on our new ranch?" 

"Yup." I look away from him again, finding his eyes too captivating. It's 

like they pull you closer. "Senior was kind enough to let me stay." 

Mr. and Mrs. Cope are already gone. Yesterday, Senior walked down to the 

creek where I live, just to tell me that he won't accept rent from me. 'Cause 

apparently he's got something worked out with Dad. Anyway, that’s all I've 

heard and seen since the Masens moved in. I've been left alone.  

"I saw your place this morning," Edward murmurs conversationally. To 

which my head snaps up. "You weren't home, but I heard two dogs." 

"Romeo and Killer," I answer. "When did you stop by?" 

"Before work—around six…?" He scratches his jaw again, then takes a 

swig of his Coke. And I was definitely home. Sleeping, as normal people do at 

six o'clock in the morning. "I just wanted to see the place. You don’t get 

spooked living there all on your own?" 

I shake my head. "I'm not alone. I have my dogs." I can't help but smirk a 

little. "And a shotgun by the door. That I know how to use." 

Dad gave it to me when I moved there last year.  

"Gotcha." Edward chuckles, trapping me with his gaze again. Fuck. I bite 

my lip. "Maybe I'll come down and say hello some time." 

Please do.  



God, this is bad. I'm playing with fire here—and with a fucking biker. A 

Bastard.  

But I can't help myself. "You know where to find me—" 

"Isabella Marie Cullen!" Mom's voice from the back of the bar cuts me off, 

and I whirl to face her just as she closes the door leading to the stairs. "There's 

dinner for you upstairs." She's pissed as she joins me behind the bar. Probably 

because seeing me flirting with a biker is the last thing she wants. "I'll take it 

from here, honey. Go eat." 

I shrug and smile impishly at Edward. "Until next time, Masen." 

"Yeah… Ah—yeah, take care, Bella." 

I feel his eyes on me when I leave. 



Chapter 4 

BPOV 

When I get back downstairs, Mom asks me to go over to the diner to help 

Maria. Although, it's not as much a question as it is a way of telling me, "I don’t 

want you near that Masen man, so go help your sister-in-law." 

I agree, and I leave after sending Edward a lingering look across the bar.  

A quirk of his mouth is all I get in return.  

Bastard.  

Maria and I gossip about the bikers—who fucked who, which wife woke 

up the neighborhood when she found lipstick traces on hubby's dick (Jake's,) and 

will or won't Emmett ignore Dad's rule and ask out Rachel—all while we tend to 

the customers and bark orders to the cook.  

I also learn that Jasper's old high-school girlfriend is back in town, and 

Maria worries for nothing. Alice is nothing but a two-bit c-word, who slept with 

half the football team back in the day.  

"Has she even contacted Jasper?" I ask, wiping down a table.  

Maria smiles politely at the customer who pays and leaves, and then she 

faces me as she closes the register. "On Facebook, but not in town. I saw her 

picture…" She bites her lip. "She looks different—like she's matured and left the 

bullshit behind her." 

I wave that off. "Don't worry, hon." 

My brother has eyes for only one woman, and that’s his wife. End of story.  



* 

Darkness has fallen and my feet are killing me when I cross the street.  

Maria waves goodbye as she drives past, and I consider checking in on 

Mom—who hasn't closed yet—but when I walk closer to the open doors, it 

seems pretty mellow.  

So, I continue toward the private parking lot behind the building.  

I stop short when I see the silhouette of a man leaning against the tailgate 

of my truck. My heart sorta stops, too. Before it starts pounding. 

I do not want to be a headline on the news. 

The man tilts his head, but it's too dark to make out any features. "Bella?" 

"Oh, for the—" I let out a huge breath and place a hand over my heart. 

"You bastard." Irritated, I grip my keys a little harder and stalk toward the truck. 

"Is this a habit of yours, sneaking up on girls in the dark?" 

Edward chuckles and meets me on the driver's side. "I don't recall sneaking, 

but no. Consider yourself special." I just give him a look. He grins and pulls out 

a set of…huh, headphones. Well, earbuds. "I want your opinion on a song." 

I eye him skeptically as he hands me one of the buds. "This is random." 

He doesn’t react, so I just stick the earbud in my ear and play along for 

now.  

The song that comes on is…calm. Romantic and the kind of song you slow 

dance to.  



I can't help but look up at Edward. The male singer has a rich voice and 

sings about someone sending him angels, and I don’t know what to make of this. 

Any of it.  

"What do you think?" he asks. 

I'm kinda trapped in his gaze again.  

"It's sweet—I like it." I hesitate before adding, "It doesn’t sound like 

something you'd listen to, though." 

Edward's smirk is more visible in his eyes than on his lips. "Categorized me 

already, have ya?" Maybe… But more than that, I'm confused. It's easier to think 

all bikers are the same, but walking up to women and asking them about 

romantic songs doesn’t seem like standard behavior. The earbud falls out, and he 

pockets his mp3 player. "I'm glad you liked the song." He smiles.  

"Right." I don't know what else to say. He's…strange. I mean, I'm pretty 

damn sure we were flirting earlier at the bar, but now…? What's he up to? "I 

should, uh, probably get home." 

"Of course." He nods and steps away from the truck. "By the way, do you 

work tomorrow night?" 

Side-eyeing him curiously, I unlock my truck and open the door. "Um, 

no?" 

In fact, I have the whole day off, and my feet need it. Damn heels.  

"Good to know." Something intensifies in his eyes, and he takes a step 

closer to me again. My breathing picks up as he grasps my chin and dips down. 

Fuck yes, please kiss me. Even if you're weird. "Drive safe, darlin'," he murmurs. 

Then he drops a soft kiss to my friggin' nose. 



Before he walks away.  



Chapter 5 

BPOV 

With a grunt, I set down the heavy basin on the ground at the foot of my 

Adirondack chair and pour some eucalyptus oil into the cold water.  

That’s what I get for wearing heels all day at work yesterday. My feet are 

fucking killing me.  

Since I'm off and the sun is shining, I plan on staying here all day, letting 

my poor feet soak in some water.  

Romeo is moseying around, being a good baby, but I gotta grimace at 

Killer. I gave him a bath a few days ago, and now he's alternating between 

playing in the water in the shallow creek and jumping through piles of raked 

leaves.  

He is white no more. 

Before I settle in my oversized chair, I grab a soda, a pillow, my aloe 

lotion, a joint, my phone, and put on some music inside the trailer. To Joan 

Armatrading's soothing voice, I strip down to my black thong and get comfy.  

"Eeeep!" I squeak when I sink my feet into the cold water, but as soon as 

I've adjusted to the chill, it's all good. "Ahhhh." I squirm around on the chair's 

cushion and scoot down a bit more so the edge of the basin doesn’t dig into my 

calves. "This is the life, boys." With my feet planted on the bottom of the basin, 

I reach for my discarded tank top and drape it haphazardly across my rack.  

The sun's rays filter through the trees, blanketing me in comfortable 

warmth. Birds are chirping. The air is fresh. The music is amazing. A few drags 

from my joint mellow me out.  



I smile lazily, thinking about Edward and last night. 

Stretching my arms over my head, I sigh contentedly and close my eyes. 

It doesn’t take me many minutes to doze off.  

* 

I don’t know how long it's been when Romeo's rough bark wakes me up, 

but the sun is still high, so it can't be all that late. Next I hear the rumbling of an 

engine—a motorcycle—and as I lift my head and shield my eyes from the sun, I 

see one rolling up next to my truck at the end of the dirt road.  

"Stay." I snap my fingers and point to the ground, to which both my pups 

sit down. "Good boys." Meanwhile, I focus on the biker, who reveals himself as 

he takes off his helmet and shades. 

Well, well. Howdy, hottie.  

My feet are done soaking, so I pull them out of the water and scoot farther 

up the chair. Then I adjust my tank top, tucking the ends under my arms, and get 

comfortable again.  

"This a bad time?" Edward climbs off his Harley and starts walking toward 

me. 

I shake my head no, mesmerized by the look of him. Black jeans, a t-shirt 

under his Bastard vest, scuffed boots, bandanas around his wrists, all that ink on 

display, covering his arms and neck… 

"Have a seat," I offer. There's an empty Adirondack chair next to me, but I 

pull up my legs to tell him it's okay that he sits down closer. And he does, 

silently watching my nearly naked body. "I was just catching some sun." 



"I can see that." Turning his body, he straddles the foot of the chair, and 

lights up a smoke. "No work today at all?" 

"No." I need something to do, so I grab my lotion and hitch a foot up to my 

thigh. I'm totally retiring my new shoes. Or…maybe not, but I'm not wearing 

them until I've forgotten how sore they make me. "So, what brings you to this 

neck of the woods?" I grin a little and begin working the lotion into my battered 

heel.  

"Here. Let me." He stubs out his smoke, pockets it, then kidnaps my foot 

and holds out a hand for the lotion.  

Odd. 

"You—you wanna rub my feet?" I scrunch my nose. 

He doesn’t answer. He just pours some lotion into his hand, sets my foot on 

his upper thigh, and starts massaging away the soreness.  

Slowly.  

Firmly.  

Sensually…? 

Or perhaps that’s just me, but good God, the man is talented. 

If he gives me massages, he can lurk in all the dark parking lots he can find 

for all I care.  

Underneath my tank, my nipples are tightening, so I discreetly bunch up 

the fabric to hide my arousal. If he weren’t so close and seemingly aware of 

every move I make, I would've put the top on. Alas… 



When he pushes a particularly sore spot, I let my head fall back and moan. 

"Feel good?" His voice has grown quieter, huskier. 

I nod wordlessly. 

Soon enough, he works his magic on my other foot, too. 

"Why're you here, Edward?" I ask, releasing a shaky breath.   

Please say sex, please say sex, please say sex. 

He smirks faintly, very focused on his task. "I don’t know about you, 

but…" He licks his lips and drags his thumb over the sole of my foot. "To me, 

there's nothing better than some foot-action before a good, hard fuck."  

"Jesus Christ—what?" I let out a mixture between a gasp and a groan. What 

he's doing is heavenly; it feels so fucking good, but…come again? Foot-action? 

Edward lets out a low, sexy laugh and abandons my feet to crawl up my 

body.  

Can a woman die from being too horny? 

"I think we both know why I'm here, little darlin'." He nuzzles my jaw as he 

pulls away my tank top, tossing it on the ground. "Spectacular." He sits back 

again, to ogle me, but I'm still stuck on the foot part. 

So, when he once again moves closer, I halt him with my foot to his chest. 

In return, he sucks in a breath and gazes hungrily as I slowly slide my foot down 

his body.  

His Adam's apple bobs with a hard swallow the second I settle my foot 

along his hard cock.  



Hot damn. 

"Do you have a foot fetish, Masen?" I ask in a sultry voice. 

He doesn’t answer right away, instead focusing on my foot. My legs, too. 

That gaze of his wanders all over my legs and feet. Then he covers my foot with 

a hand, silently asking for pressure, which I give him. When I glide my foot up 

the base of his impressive dick and wriggle my toes, he lets out a quiet groan 

through clenched teeth. 

"I—" He sucks in another breath and gets rid of his vest and shirt. Oh my 

Jesus, he's flawless—built like a god. Defined muscles, plenty of ink, chest hair 

I wanna run my fingers through. "I have a thing for beautiful feet, yeah. About 

as much as men like tits." 

Interesting.  

I'm intrigued. 

And it sorta hits me that the double take he did yesterday wasn’t at the floor 

and Mom's carving at all. It was my feet. 

"How much to do you like tits?" I cup mine to see where he's gonna look. 

His darkened eyes flick between my breasts and my feet for a few beats, 

then he's on me. "About as much as I love your feet," he whispers. "Now you're 

done teasing me." 

Without another word, he strips me of my thong and palms my pussy. We 

both moan. 

"Perfect," he rumbles in my ear. One long digit slides between my slick 

folds to circle my entrance. "Will you let me play with you, Bella?" 



"Unf." I shudder. "As—as long as you use your cock, too." 

That earns me a husky chuckle.  

"Give me your mouth, beautiful girl." 

I tilt my face toward him, and he's quick to capture my mouth in a deep kiss 

that gives me chills of the best kind. At the same time, he drives two fingers 

deep inside me, his thumb pressing down on my clit.  

His scruff rasps deliciously against my skin. 

"Oh, God." I exhale in a whimper. "I want your dick." 

"Not yet." He nips at my lips, then swipes the tip of his tongue over to 

soothe the sting. "It's been a while, and I wouldn’t wanna ruin it for Daddy's 

little princess." 

"Oh, God." Now I'm being repetitive, but I can't fucking help it. It's getting 

increasingly difficult to think, and I have questions, dammit. "How long is a 

while for—for a Bastard? A couple days? A week?" 

He tsks and slams his fingers inside me with so much force that I nearly 

scream. He works me faster, harder, and rubs my clit like an expert. All I can do 

is cling to him.  

"You don’t think very highly of bikers, do you?" 

"More!" I beg. Bucking my hips, I try to ride his hand, but he's playing 

with me. He's in control. 

He doesn’t get off track like I do, either. "That lifestyle was fun when I was 

young—" 



I snort, unable to help myself. "You say that as if you're ancient." 

"I'm thirty-five." He stops to regard me. "Too much?" 

"Yes." I roll my eyes, impatient. God, can't he just fuck me already? 

"Please shave off a few years so I can deem you worthy. Come on." 

Ten years isn't that much of a difference.  

"Brat." He smiles and lowers his head to brush a soft kiss to my lips. "You 

got some mouth on you." 

"Mmm…" I slip my hands between us to undo his leather belt. "Want me to 

use it?" 

The thought of his long, thick cock sliding along my tongue, hitting the 

back of my throat, is enough to make my pussy clench around his fingers in 

want.  

Edward hums and dips down to suck on my neck. "You'd like that, 

wouldn’t you?" There's no cockiness behind his statement. If anything, it 

sounded like it was a revelation.  

"Hell, yeah." 

I feel his smirk against my skin as I push down his pants and underwear.  

"Another time," he murmurs, and I hope it's a promise. "Now I want you to 

come around my fingers before I fuck you." 

And come I do. 



Chapter 6 

BPOV 

Edward doesn’t let me recover once I've come. After rolling a condom 

down his cock, he hitches my legs around his hips and slams forward.  

He swallows my scream in an aggressive kiss as both pleasure and pain 

explode behind my eyelids.  

At first I'm sorta just along for the ride. He fucks me stupid and renders me 

speechless, but once I finally come down from the high and the moment of 

shock, he makes me so fucking needy. And greedy.  

With my feet locked around him, I meet every push and anchor myself to 

him to get closer and get more, harder, and faster.  

"Fuck," he says forcefully and grabs my jaw. "Magic fuckin' body, darlin'." 

He kisses me again, his tongue working mine so good it leaves me dizzy. "Don’t 

think I won't be comin' back for more." 

I laugh, completely outta breath, and reach between us to pinch his nipples. 

But rather than chuckling or cringing, he hisses and takes my mouth once more.  

"Mmm," he rumbles a growl, "how did you know I like it rough?" 

Obviously I didn't, but the idea of going nuts on him turns me on like 

nothing else. "You like a little a pain, baby?" I nip at his scruffy jaw.  

"Fuck yes." He thrusts deep inside me, pulls out, then rams in again. "Feel 

free to take out all your frustrations on me." 



Hot damn. Good to know. Right now, I can't say I'm frustrated, but I'd be 

happy to experiment.  

Raking my fingernails along his defined torso, I apply more and more 

pressure until he's fucking me faster and groaning louder.  

Thing is, seeing my marks on him drives me wild. I want them everywhere, 

and I want him to do the same to me.  

"Squeeze me," I whimper, arching my back at a particularly forceful thrust. 

My pussy soaks him, and I start trembling with how badly I want him to make 

me come again. 

"Gladly," he grunts. He presses his body tighter to mine, kisses me 

everywhere he can reach, and I can't help but moan when I feel his short beard 

rasping deliciously along my neck.  

And he squeezes me so hard…  

His hands are rough and merciless, feeling me up—my tits, my stomach, 

gentling only to rub my clit, then get greedy again along my thighs.  

"You need to come, Bella—fuck, perfect," he groans, pushing into me.  

I gulp down some air and manage a jerky nod. The chair creaks louder and 

louder, and it feels like he sets me on fire.  

"Fuck!" I cry out. 

His own curse sounds faraway, my orgasm crashing down on me and 

taking my senses with it.  



My skin is so sensitive from his touches that every ounce of bliss is 

magnified and accompanied by a soreness that I'll feel for days.  

Amazing.  

By the time I collapse, Edward has stilled on top of me, his cock buried 

deep, his breaths coming out in hot puffs against my collarbone. Our bodies are 

damp and warm, limbs tired and spent but firmly locked. 

"Oh, my God." I moan breathlessly as he repositions us, him on his back on 

the chair and me on top of him. "I can't think." 

He blows out a heavy breath, and I feel his heart thundering under my 

palm. "Good. Me either. Fuck." He drags a hand over his face and lets out a low, 

breathy laugh. "That was…" 

Yeah. And then some.  

* 

Some time later, I smoke the last of my joint, our underwear on but the rest 

of our clothes remaining on the ground, and Edward laughs when I tell him that 

Killer is the small pup and Romeo is the Rottweiler.  

He's not the first one to get them mixed up.  

It's my turn to sit on the end of the chair while Edward has taken my seat, 

and with his legs on each side of me, I absently brush my fingers over the hairs 

on his shin. There's a tattoo here, too. Of an open road in a desert landscape.  

"I've been thinkin' about getting a dog," he muses, scratching Romeo 

behind his ear. "Yeah, you're a good boy." I grin lazily, Romeo soaking up the 



attention. "You keepin' Momma safe out here, huh?" Edward leans back and 

watches me as he places a hand behind his head. 

Bulging bicep warning.  

"You free for dinner, darlin'?" 

That makes me warm and fuzzy, but a few warning bells go off. Because 

that sounds awfully non-casual, and I'm not sure getting romantically involved 

with a biker is very smart. But…ugh. I want. 

I take a puff from the joint, my eyes glazing over a bit, before I hand it 

over. I lick my lips, tasting the sweetness.  

"We're having a barbecue up at the house," he goes on. And instead of 

taking a puff from the joint, he just holds it. "I want you there." 

At least that rules out date. The "we" implies more people. "Who's 

coming?" I ask.  

Edward smirks and pokes my boob with his toe. "Don’t worry, your dad 

won't be there." Ha! I hadn't even though about that, but I suppose that’s good. 

"It's just gonna be small—me, my pops, and a few others." 

I nod slowly, having already made my decision. "Count me in, VP." Then I 

cock my head, curious. "Or is that still your rank? I mean with Dad and 

Senior…" 

He sits up straighter to reach the ashtray on the ground. "Yup, still VP. 

Carlisle's President." 

I watch as he stubs out the joint. "And your dad?" 



"Retired now." He sits back once more with a contented sigh. "That’s 

partly why we left the Reno charter. I didn't want the President patch just yet, 

and not in a charter where I don’t get along with half the crew." He shrugs. "I 

like Fallbrook, though. Much calmer." 

I raise a brow and can't help but snort. "You should've been here before the 

Bastards came two years ago. Talk about calm." 

He hums. "Does it bother you that much? The MC, I mean." 

It'd be so easy to say yes, because that’s been the truth for a long time. But 

befriending Jamie, then seeing a change in Dad, and now meeting Edward, I'm 

not sure anymore. I mean, I never gave a rat's ass about the illegal activity, and 

say what you want, but the town is safer with the Bastards here…just more 

ruckus. Parties and roaring engines.  

"The jury's out on that one," I settle for saying.  

"Ouch." He clutches his chest and pretends to be wounded. "Me and juries 

don’t really get along." 

Shit. Not wanting to be too eager, I internally count to three before I fire off 

my question. "Ever been to prison?" 

His amusement fades. "A couple times. Assault and drug distribution."  

Aaaand shit just got real.  



Chapter 7 

BPOV 

If Edward had been any other guy, I probably would've called Maria or 

Rachel—or even Mom sometimes—to gossip and get advice, but… 

I don't wanna give my mom grays, and Rachel would dish. So would 

Maria, but to Jasper—who would go ballistic.  

So, after slipping into a denim skirt, a simple tank, and my flip-flops, I grab 

the case of beer I drove into town earlier to buy and leave my trailer.  

"I'll be back soon, my babies. Be good." I close the canvas door and begin 

my trek toward the ranch.  

The sun has almost set, but the last rays guide me up the hill before the 

lights from the ranch take over. Music pours out of the house—Creedence 

morphs into The Eagles—and I can see a handful of people moving around the 

barbecue area.  

I'm not gonna lie; I get butterflies when I hear Edward's laughter, though I 

can't see him yet.  

The first person I spot clearly is Emmett, one of the MC's prospects—a 

year or two younger than me—and then I spy Alistair and his wife. They have 

kids who graduated last year with my little sister, but I don’t see them now.  

Senior is the first one to see me as he steps out on the patio with a large 

bowl of…something.  



"Looks like our last guest made it." He grins at me, then turns to the grill. 

Ah, that’s where Edward is. Probably the first time I've seen him outta his vest. 

Now it's jeans and a black button-down. "Hey, Trouble, your girl is here." 

Trouble? His girl? 

I wave awkwardly as Edward tilts his head at me. He shares the same grin 

as his dad, but Edward's turns a bit nervous by the time I set foot on the patio.  

He gives Senior a brief look. "Pops, if someone's gonna scare her away, it 

better be me. Shut your old trap." Then his focus is back to me, and he tugs me 

close and kisses my cheek. "Thanks for comin', darlin'." 

Earlier or now?  

"Thanks for having me," I respond, getting rid of the thoughts about 

earlier. "I come bearing beer." I smirk and hold up the case.  

"A keeper." He winks and takes it from me. "Food's ready, so just grab a 

plate and get comfortable." He clears his throat. "You sit by me—obviously." 

I smile widely. "Obviously." 

"I'll just go get Trey, then?" Senior grins innocently.  

Edward scowls at him before stalking inside the house. 

My forehead creases in confusion, but I brush it off to give Emmett an 

honest chance. I mean, this is the guy who has the hots for my sister; he better 

be one of the good ones if he wants to make a move.  

I walk up to him with my plate as he grabs two burgers off the grill. "Hi, 

Emmett." I grab one burger and one hot dog.  



He nods and smiles politely. "Hello, Bella." Only a teeny, tiny glance is 

what I get.  

Hmph. But it hits me—this could be Dad's work. He's warned the guys to 

stay away and be on their best behavior.  

Edward must not be a very good listener.  

Since he's not back yet, I find a spot along the large picnic table where he 

can follow if he wants. Alistair's wife and I exchange cordial smiles, having 

never really met one another before, but the town is small enough for everyone 

to be up in each other's business.  

All the condiments are on the table, so I just busy myself with those for 

now while Senior and Alistair bitch about which Led Zeppelin album is the best.  

"Would it kill you to look respectable?" I hear Edward mutter. "Don’t roll 

your fuckin' eyes at me." 

Looking over my shoulder, I see him leaving the house, but he's not alone. 

There's a boy too—about thirteen or fourteen years old—and the relation is 

unmistakable. Jesus Christ.  

My stomach does a flip when the boy—Trey?—looks up from the ground. 

Piercing green eyes, pale skin, black hair partly hidden under a beanie, and a jaw 

that is just beginning to be as sharp as his…his father's.  

Trey merely jerks his chin at me, then grabs a plate to get food.  

Well, this explains Edward's nervous grin earlier. He looks just as nervous 

now, and I avoid it studiously, honestly pissed at him.  



I don’t give a flying fuck about the fact that he has a kid—or kids; who 

knows, he might have others lurking—but I hate being blindsided. He could've 

fucking told me sooner. Before he fucked me.  

"You okay, hon?" Senior nudges his elbow to mine.  

I nod and smile tightly. "Fantastic." My eyes fall to the food, but I don’t 

feel the same hunger anymore.  

Trey plops down at one end of the table, Edward soon following to take the 

spot between us.  

If I had a knife to cut the tension with…I'd cut off Edward's balls.  

Okay, not really, but whatever.  

"She's mad at you already, Dad?" Trey snickers, and I look up at the little 

shit. Screw that he's taller than me. "Nice going." 

"She is sitting right here," I say, pointing to myself. "And the only smartass 

she likes is herself." 

While Trey looks a little stunned, Senior and Alistair crack up. Edward 

smirks at Trey. 

"We got a winner!" Senior laughs and throws an arm around me. "I'm 

really glad you're here, Bella." 

"Stop smirking," I tell Edward irritably. He stops. In an instant. "I actually 

am mad at you. You caught me totally off guard, and you've had at least three 

opportunities to tell me." 

Oh my God, I even asked him who was coming tonight! 



"You're right," he says soberly. "I apologize. In my defense—actually, 

maybe we can talk in private later?" 

I huff, feeling slightly better now that I've gotten that off my chest. So, I 

agree and decide my burger looks more appealing now.  

* 

Talk during dinner is casual and revolves around trivial things, so the only 

new info I learn about the Masens is that Trey turns fourteen in a couple weeks. 

There's not the slightest mention of a mother, so maybe she's not in the picture? 

Fuck if I know.  

What I do know is that Edward seems to love his son very much, but there's 

a sense of awkwardness between them, and they're not exactly affectionate.  

After dinner, I help bringing everything inside—despite protests from 

Edward and Senior—and at one point, I end up alone in the kitchen with 

Edward.  

"Hey." I nudge his arm and set a stack of serving dishes on the counter. "I 

noticed something while we ate." 

"Yeah?" He opens the dishwasher and begins filling it.  

"You didn’t drink any of the beers I brought." 

"No. I didn’t." 

I bite my lip, worried because he's hesitating. There's more.  

Eventually, he sighs and straightens, his mouth twisting into a rueful smile. 

"Clean and sober for seven years." 



"Oh," I mouth and look down at the floor.  

My gut churns a little. I can't help it.  

This is…sorta big.  

An outlaw biker. Single father. Recovering addict and alcoholic. Has 

served time in prison more than once.  

The insane, out-of-this-world attraction is still there, but reality has 

officially bitten me in the ass. A lot is at stake, and I'm not sure it's smart to lose 

myself in Edward before I know what I'm getting involved in.  

What does he want? Is he serious? How dangerous is his life? How much 

heartache would I set myself up for if—  

My train of thought flies out the window when Edward pulls me close and 

hugs me tightly. It's out of the blue, so warm, full of comfort, and just so. 

Palming my cheeks, Edward makes me look up at him, and his gaze flits 

across my face. "You are so fucking beautiful." He searches my eyes, his smile 

small and a little sad. "I went about this all wrong, but I couldn’t help myself. 

Cullen's told me a lot about you over the years, and when I came here and put 

this gorgeous face to all those stories, I got eager. I'm sorry."  

I don’t know what to say. I'm like mush in his arms, but Christ. It's a lot to 

take in.  

"I know I got a shit ton of baggage," he admits, smirking. But it's bitter and 

full of defeat. "That’s why I didn’t fess up about certain things." 

All right, that irritates me. "You see Trey as baggage?" I take a step back 

and fold my arms across my chest.  



"No. Of course not," he replies firmly. "But there's more to it, yeah? What I 

do, what I've done…" 

I nod and stare at my feet again. "What do you want from me, Edward?" 

He lifts my chin but lets his hand drop to his side. "You. I wanna see if 

there's something here." He gestures between us. "It feels like it—for me." 

That piece of honesty warms me up, but I gotta admit I'm fearful, too. Up 

until tonight, this—whatever we've done—has been so easy. Playful, casual, 

flirty, and sexy as hell. But now I've suddenly ended up in the deep end of the 

pool, and I don’t know if I can swim with a biker.  

The machinery's awfully heavy…  

"I need to think," I confess.  

He dips his chin, lookin' resigned. "I get it." 

He doesn’t. Not really, but I don’t have any reassurances for him.  

I gotta be smart, right? I gotta know more. I gotta use my head.  

"I should go." I take a breath and release it. "Thank you for having me." 

Stepping forward, I get on my tiptoes and kiss the corner of his mouth. "I wanna 

get to know you, but I need some space first, okay?" 

"Got it," he murmurs, still not getting it. His face is kind of blank, but I see 

more in his eyes. It's like someone kicked his puppy. Me.  

I shake my head and throw him a small smirk. "Bastard. Don't 

underestimate me." 



"I wouldn’t dare, darlin'." His mouth quirks up at last, but…sigh. "Don’t be 

a stranger." 

"I won't." 

Making my way outside, I say goodbye to the others and assure Senior that 

everything's fine and, no thanks, no Irish coffee or dessert for me. I'm just tired, 

I tell him, and then I walk down the hill toward my trailer.  

It's completely dark by now and there's a slight nip in the air. Killer's happy 

to see me, and he barks and wags his tail inside the tent as I work the zipper.  

Then I see a note stuck to the canvas, so I bring it inside and unfold it, 

checking it once I've switched on the light.  

Do you have a death wish, Bella? Stay away from Masen. 



Chapter 8 

BPOV 

A few days later, I'm alone when I open the bar. Mom and Rachel are in 

LA for a week, and to be honest, I'm glad. I've already moved Romeo and Killer 

upstairs to Mom's apartment, and I feel safer there at the moment.  

There've been no more notes, and I have no fucking clue who it came from. 

I don’t scare easily, but I slept with my shotgun that night and Romeo and Killer 

were in bed with me.  

I haven't seen or spoken to Edward since then though, so if someone's been 

watching me, there's no reason to threaten me further.  

I've thought about telling both Dad and Edward about the note, but I don’t 

even wanna think about the shitstorm they'd bring.  

Instead I've told myself that if I get a second note, I'll talk to Dad. But for 

now, I'll wait and see.  

Opening the front door, I haul the sandwich board sign with the specials on 

it out on the porch, and then I stick the "Open" flag into its holder next to the 

door.  

As I turn to head inside again, I spot Trey across the street. I'm guessing 

school's out for the day, and he's carrying a couple books and a notebook under 

his arm.  

"Trey!" I holler.   

His head snaps up, and he tugs on his beanie. "Bella, right?" He waits for a 

car to pass, then crosses the street.  



"Yeah. Hi." I smile politely, not even sure why I stopped him. "How are 

you?" 

"Good." He's taller than I remember. Several inches taller than me, that’s 

for sure. Like his dad, he wears a denim vest, but this kid's got a t-shirt with a 

comic motif, something I don’t think Edward would be caught dead in. "You?" 

he asks, as an afterthought.  

"I'm good, thanks," I chuckle. "You on your way home from school?" 

"No, it's too far." He squints for the sun and glances over at Maria's diner. 

"Dad told me to do my homework in there and wait for him. He gets off at five." 

I don’t know why the next words tumble out of my mouth, but I guess I'm 

curious to find out more about Trey and his family. "You can always do your 

homework in here if you want. It's dead until people get off work, anyway." 

Trey seems to weigh the options before he shrugs and nods. "Yeah, cool." 

He follows me inside and takes a seat at the bar. "Okay, this beats the diner. 

Kids from my school are always there." 

I get behind the bar and open the fridge where we keep the sodas. "You 

don’t like your new school?" 

"It's all right." He shrugs again and spreads out his books a bit. "Better than 

my last school, but this one's got more groups. Jocks, cheerleaders, nerds… 

Apparently, I'm alternative." 

"Alternative is cooler," I tell him. Totally true in this town, especially if one 

is into art. "Can I get you a soda, hon?" 

"Oh, um…Dad's left money with that Maria woman at the diner, so I don’t 

have any—" 



"Don’t even think about it. What do you want?" I can't help but want this 

guy to like me. I wanna get to know him, too. Especially if something more is 

gonna happen between Edward and me.  

"Coke, thanks." He smiles then lowers his gaze to his books.  

"Like father, like son." I grin and place a Coke in front of him.  

He huffs a small laugh. "Not a whole lot of similarities between me and 

Dad." 

He's gotta be kidding. Trey's a carbon copy of Edward. The only difference 

is style. I assume Trey's black hair color comes from a bottle, and he rocks 

graphic tees and skinny jeans and Vans like it's nobody's business.  

I wanna ask Trey about what he meant, but I shouldn’t bother him. He's got 

studying to do, so I only ask what he's working on, and then I set a bowl of 

peanuts in front of him, too.  

"Thanks." He grins and grabs a handful. "Um, a chem project. Boring as 

fuck. But if I get a good grade on the test, maybe Dad will give me more 

freedom." 

I bite my lip, but now it's impossible to hold back. "More freedom?" 

He rolls his green eyes. "I've been permanently grounded since two weeks 

before we left Reno. He caught me smoking weed outside my old school." 

"Ouch." I wince. Though, it explains why Edward wouldn’t even let Trey 

have money for food. "Well, good for him. That shit's bad for ya." 

If there's a theme song for hypocrites, it'd be playing for me now.  



"Like he cares," Trey mutters. 

My face falls at that. "Why would you say—" The sound of the door 

opening cuts me off, and I look toward the door and see a suit-clad, sunglasses-

wearing man approaching.  

"Isabella Cullen?" he inquires. 

I jerk my chin. "Who's asking?" 

A badge comes out. "Garrett Morgan—ATF." 

Just fucking great. I eye the badge, seeing he's from the San Diego office. 

"And you must be Edward Anthony Masen the third." He smiles at…Trey. 

Trey—oh, that's clever. Of course I'd just assumed his name was Trey. But 

considering the ink on Edward's knuckles, "three" in Spanish, it made sense. 

Trey's the third Edward in the family. 

"If you say I must be." Trey cocks a brow. 

"What brings you to Fallbrook, Agent?" I ask, folding my arms over my 

chest. "Shouldn't you be watching the border or something?" 

Garrett smirks and leans his elbows on the bartop. "I grew up here, 

actually. My folks still live here." He removes his shades, and he does look 

familiar now. "I graduated a few years before you, but I remember little Bella 

Cullen. You had most guys pining away." 

I don't like his tone one fucking bit, and if manners have been forgotten, 

then by all means. "Was there anything important you wanted, or can I tell you 

in which direction I'd like you to fuck now? The answer would be off." 



Trey smiles and widens his eyes, as if he's impressed; meanwhile, Garrett 

just chuckles. 

"Feisty—I like it." Garrett straightens and slides his shades on again. 

"Nothing important for now. Just saying hello. A warehouse outside of San 

Diego was robbed of hundreds of thousands of dollars worth of automatic 

weapons, and your father's MC was spotted nearby right after it happened." He 

retrieves a business card and slides it across the bartop. "You're friendly with the 

Masens, and you're Daddy's princess, of course. If you hear something, don't 

hesitate to call." He pauses and glances between me and Trey. "Hardly a good 

idea to have a minor in here, is it?" 

I don't say shit. I merely stare at him until he's gone. 

Then I slump my shoulders, a heavy breath escaping me. 

"You okay?" Trey asks quietly. 

"Are you?" I guess I'm fine. A bit rattled, maybe. This is new to me, and I 

don't know how to feel about it yet. 

"I'm fine." He takes a swig of his Coke. "Not the first time it's happened, 

won't be the last." He shrugs and appears to be running his hand underneath the 

bartop. "Dad and Gramps always say the agents go after relatives and friends 

when they don't have any proof for anything." 

It's getting hard to see that Trey's only thirteen—almost fourteen. He 

sounds so mature. 

"How much do you know about all this?" I ask carefully. 

He holds up a finger and flashes a smirk, then extends his hand. He opens it 

and reveals a little black device. 



My jaw drops, and I watch as Trey sets the bug on the floor before 

stomping on it. 

"Did that Garrett guy just…" I can't speak, I'm so shocked. 

"Doubt the fucker had a permit for it," Trey mutters. 

"You know a lot," I state softly. 

I'm torn between a weird sense of pride and…sadness. He shouldn't be 

exposed to this. 

"Not really, only what I've seen." He slides onto his stool again and fiddles 

with his pen. "I remember when I was…six or seven? The cops took Dad away, 

and I didn't see him for a year." 

"Jesus." 

"I found out later he'd been to prison." Trey scribbles something in the 

margin of his notebook. "When he got out, he was real mad. Like, angry all the 

time, and he drank a lot." He looks up briefly and gives me a quick grin. "Then 

Gramps beat him. Broke his nose and two ribs. It was nuts." 

I swallow hard, pissed at Edward. My attraction for the man fades while 

my admiration for this boy grows. 

"Dad spent some time at the hospital, and then he went away again." His 

scribbling comes out a little faster. Angrier. "Gramps told me it was rehab, and 

when Dad came home… I don't know, he was different. Calmer, I guess. He'd 

stopped drinking and being out so much." 

"How old were you then?" I wonder. 



Trey squints and scratches his nose. "Like seven or eight?" 

I nod, guessing that makes sense. Edward mentioned he'd been clean and 

sober for seven years, so Trey must've been seven. 

"Can I study here tomorrow, too?" he asks. 

"Of course." I'm happy he wants to come back. I have thousands of 

questions, but I suppose I should hold my horses a bit. 

"Cool." His cheeks color slightly, which is fucking adorable. "I gotta tell 

Dad about today, though. About that agent." 

I figured. "I should probably tell my own dad," I chuckle. "I'll leave you to 

your homework for now. Is Edward picking you up later, or…?" 

"I always walk over to the auto shop," he says. "Gramps and Dad just 

bought the place, so sometimes they gotta work late, but there's a game tonight." 

Interesting. I'd guessed Edward was a mechanic or something like that. 

But enough questions for today—I don't wanna smother the kid. Instead I 

get busy cutting up lime wedges and lemon slices for later. Like Trey 

mentioned, there's a game today, and while we don't have the rights to show it, 

the guests who visit us don't care. Patrons will stay glued to the flat screen we 

have up in the corner in the back of the bar, and they'll fall for game-night 

special, like they always do. The cheap snack plates draw them in, and they 

don't notice we hike up the price on beer. 

The phone by the register rings as I move on to filling bowls with peanuts, 

and I answer the call with a standard, "Platt's Bar, this is Bella speakin'." 

"It's your favorite brother," Jasper drawls. 



"What's up?" I grin and place the phone between my cheek and shoulder. 

"How many snack plates should I prepare?" 

I hum and eye the bar. Game nights get busy, but it's not a big place. Only 

those who score tables or sit at the bar tend to order them. 

"Start with fifteen," I say. The diner is open late, so we can always get 

more. Doesn't take long to fry wings, fries, and onion rings. "Have you talked to 

Mom yet?" 

"Yeah, they're still lookin'," Jasper replies. "It wouldn't have been so 

difficult if Rachel had thought of this two weeks ago." 

True. Our little sister is driven by impulse, and no one is more spontaneous 

than she. That said, she always finishes what she starts, and Mom was only 

happy when Rachel announced—after the semester had started—that she wants 

to try out college, after all. 

"Heads up." Jasper lowers his voice. "Carlisle just parked down the street. 

He's walking toward the bar." 

Guess I might as well get this over with. I gotta talk to him, anyway. 

"Okay, I'll see what he wants," I answer. "Can I expect you an hour before 

the game starts?" 

"You got it, sis. See ya later." 

I disconnect the call and return the phone to the charger next to the register, 

and as I turn again, Dad walks in. 

"Hi, Daddy." I flash him a smile before I continue working. 



"How you doin', baby girl?" He grins and sits down next to Trey. "Oh, 

you're Edward's kid. We haven't met yet. I'm Carlisle." He sticks out his hand. 

"Trey," Trey responds, shaking Dad's hand. 

"Your pop's got a lot of photos of you in his office at the shop." Dad ruffles 

Trey's hair, which the boy certainly doesn't get a kick outta, but he doesn't say 

anything. 

"What can I do for you, Dad?" I ask. 

He turns to me, resting his tatted forearms on the bartop and absently 

spinning one of the rings on his fingers. "News travel fast. Jake drove by when a 

cop-lookin' fucker came in here." 

"ATF agent." I nod. 

Dad curses and runs a hand through his hair. 

Trey and I give him the rundown of what happened, and if Dad was pissed 

before, he's furious now. And apologetic. He says he never wanted for me to get 

involved even the slightest, and I feel bad for how worried he looks. Given our 

unstable relationship, I suppose it's valid, but I'm not gonna run away just 

because some agent is sniffing around. 

* 

The day after when Trey stops by the bar after school, I'm placing some 

orders on my laptop, and he snickers at the My Little Pony stickers on the lid. Or 

more accurately, I guess, he's amused by the accessories I've drawn with a 

Sharpie. Couple of joints, some bottles littered by their hooves, and new facial 

expressions. 



"My sister put the stickers there," I explain, chuckling. "I pimped them out 

a bit." 

"Sure. Your sister. Blame her." He grins and sits down on a stool, dumping 

his books on the bartop. "I never had the luxury to blame any siblings for my 

shit." 

Noted. 

I swear, everything he says gets catalogued. 

"Your mom and dad don't want more kids?" I know, painfully subtle of me. 

But I make up for my nosiness by placing a food container in front of him. 

"Fresh from the diner. Maria told me you always order the same burger and 

fries." 

"You didn't have to do this." He blushes, the cutie. He looks starving, too. 

"Thank you. Do you know the diner lady or somethin'?" 

"She's my sister-in-law," I answer, grabbing a Coke from him, too. "Don't 

tell my brother, but I prefer her." I wink. 

He chuckles and digs in. "It'd be cool to have a brother," he says with a 

mouthful of burger. "Hell will freeze over before my parents have another kid, 

though." Finally. Tell me more. "I don't even know where my mom is." 

"That's sad," I murmur. 

He shrugs. "Not really. She split when I was like five, and if Dad was bad, 

she was worse. The club was everything to her." 

"The club?" I move my laptop a bit closer. 



"The MC," he clarifies. "She was always at the clubhouse, and if I go by 

what Dad and Gramps called her, she wasn't there to shoot darts." 

Ah. Still sad. And it angers me that he's been through this. 

"I take it your parents were never married," I say quietly. 

Trey laughs. "No—God, no. I don't remember all that much, but I'm old 

enough now to know that the only thing they had in common was booze. And 

then me. They didn't live together or nothing." 

I shake my head. 

So far, I haven't heard many positive things about Edward—some, 

definitely, but not many. At the same time, I've only heard stories from before 

Edward got sober. And as much as I'd like to believe a child is enough 

motivation to quit with various addictions, it doesn't work that way. Not even 

close. 

"I'm guessing your grandfather's been there for you a lot, huh?" It sounds 

like it, anyway. 

Senior seems like a hoot, and I've learned it was from him Trey got his 

nickname. Let's just say he'd botched up the pronunciation of three in Spanish 

completely one day, and that was that. Edward Anthony Masen the third became 

Trey. 

Uno, dose, trey, quatrow. 

"Yep—he's cool." Trey drags a couple fries through ketchup. "Except for 

when Dad caught me with the weed. Dad was shouting and gesturing all over 

the place, grounding me, threatening me…but Gramps—dude, he scared me." 



He shakes his head. "He was livid, but he was all quiet. And he told me one 

more fuck-up and he'd personally send me to military school." 

I'm not surprised by that. Not now when I know a little more about their 

background. "They love you," I reason. "And I bet it was extremely difficult for 

your dad to lay off that shit. Of course he doesn't want to see his son doing 

drugs, knowing firsthand how bad it is." 

"It was just a little weed, though." 

"It starts there," I say, and I can't believe I'm saying this. "At first, it's just a 

little weed. Then it's every other day, and then you just wanna try coke once. It's 

a slippery slope, kiddo." 

Check me out, sounding all adult-like. 

Trey tilts his head at me, then lowers his gaze as he sips his soda. "You 

sound like Dad." 

In this case, I don't think that's a bad thing. 

"He's coming here later, by the way," he says and opens a textbook. "I told 

him last night that I studied here instead, and he got all weird." 

"How so?" I try not to sound too eager to find out. 

"I dunno." He shrugs. "Guess he wants to make sure it's okay I'm here. He 

gets his panties in a bunch whenever you're mentioned." 

A giggle bursts out, and I slap a hand over my mouth. God! 

"Sorry about that," I squeak. 



My cheeks feel warm, and…ugh, I sorta curse my reaction to Edward 

wanting me. 

"You're no better, Bella." He snorts, bringing out his calculator. "You 

totally have the hots for my dad, don't you?" 

I gape at his smug mug. It's like he doesn't even know how to be subtle. 

You don't just go out and be up-front like that. 

"You don't know what you're talking about." I huff and grab his glass so I 

can refill it. "Do your homework now." 

 



Chapter 9 

BPOV 

"That'll be six-fifty, sir," I tell a patron, placing his beer on a coaster. 

"Keep the change, gorgeous." The old man winks at me and slaps a ten on 

the bartop.  

I smirk and move on to my next guest. It's almost six, so the bar is half-

packed with people who've gotten off work. Happy Hour here is more about "I 

don’t wanna get home to the wife yet" rather than "Let's enjoy a beer with 

coworkers." 

A few minutes later, I'm done for the moment, so I walk over to Trey's 

corner and slide him a bowl of snacks. "How's my favorite guy?" 

"Oh!" Two men pretend to look offended. "Play nice, Bella." 

I blow them a kiss. "Since when do I play nice?" Turning to Trey again, I 

catch his grin before he shoves a handful of nuts and mini pretzels into his 

mouth.  

"Done with math, done with chem, almost done with lit," he tells me.  

"That's great!" I smile. "You sure the music's not too loud?" 

"No, I like it." He smiles too, and glances around himself. "But I guess it's 

time to go…" 

Following his gaze, I see that Edward's arrived. 

I reeeeally wish he wasn’t so damn attractive. While we're at it, I also wish 

my heart wouldn’t start racing as soon as I lay eyes on the man. Too many 



images flood my mind, images of the two of us together, the memory of his 

trimmed beard tickling me… 

Blah.  

Edward smiles carefully and walks over, and I don’t miss the looks others 

give him. Some in respect, some in discomfort, a few in obvious dislike, and a 

handful in awe.  

"Hey, guys." He sits on the corner next to Trey. "You get your work done, 

knucklehead?" He nudges his shoulder with Trey's.  

"Almost," he mumbles, eyes locked on his schoolbooks.  

The shift is noticeable right away. Trey is no longer talkative and grinning. 

He's quiet and awkward. His father's just as awkward. It makes me wonder if 

there's anything unresolved or unsaid between the two.  

"Can I get you a Coke, Edward?" I offer.  

"Uh, yeah. Thank you, Bella." Edward rubs the back of his neck. "How 

much do I owe you for Trey?" 

Heh. The way he phrased himself—I can't help but tease him. "How about 

fourteen years of child support?" 

Trey chuckles as he keeps writing in his notebook.  

"You're a comedian now, huh?" Edward's mouth slants into a lazy little 

smirk, and it beats awkwardness. "Seriously, though. How much do I owe you?" 

Setting the soda in front of him, I study him intently. I told him after his 

barbecue that I needed to think, and I haven't changed my mind about that. I 



have so much learn and consider, but deep down I know there's an attachment to 

the Masens. Both Trey and Edward, although the attachment I feel toward 

Edward isn't exactly platonic.  

"A kiss." I lean closer and tap my cheek. 

Edward freezes for a second and then leans in, his forehead touching my 

temple. "Are you fuckin' with me, darlin'?" he murmurs in my ear.  

"No, sir."  

His knuckles ghost along my neck, up to my jaw. "I'd much rather kiss you 

somewhere else," he says quietly and nuzzles my cheek. Holy hell, just like that, 

he ignites me. "But when it comes to you, I've learned I'll take whatever I can 

get."  

I duck my head, causing his warm, soft lips to shift to my temple. "You 

barely know me." 

"I know enough to want more." He presses another kiss to the side of my 

head. "Let me take you out. I promise to keep my hands to myself." 

I don’t trust myself to be alone with him, but we can't risk my dad seeing 

us, either. "Lunch on Friday?" I suggest quietly, backing away enough to look 

him in the eye. "Here." We'll be alone, but I'll have plenty to prepare for when 

the bar opens.  

Plus, it'll give me a couple days to give myself a mental pep talk.  

"I'll bring food." He smiles, and the relief in his eyes nearly do me in. He's 

fucking sweet. "When do you get off work tonight? Need a ride?" 

Unf. Ride. Yes. No.  



"Mom and Rachel are in LA this week, so I'm staying upstairs," I answer.  

"Gotcha." He pulls out his phone. "Can I have your number? I want you to 

text me after you've locked up." 

I could tell him that I'll be fine, that I won't be alone because my brother 

will be here, and that I'm curious about Edward's sudden protectiveness. Perhaps 

I'm paranoid, but considering the note I received and Agent Garrett Morgan's 

appearance, I think I'm entitled. But in any way, I don’t say any of that to 

Edward.  

Handing over my phone, I let him do it as I turn to Trey.  

"Trey, I'll see you tomorrow, right?" 

His head snaps up, and he flicks his gaze to Edward, then back to me. 

"Yeah." He nods. "That cool with you, Dad?" 

"As long as it's okay with Bella," Edward responds, adding his number to 

my phone.  

"I'm glad." I lean my elbow along Trey's corner of the bartop and whisper 

conspiratorially. "You're still my favorite." 

Trey smirks cockily at his dad. 

"Great, I'm competing against my boy." Edward throws me a mock scowl. 

Handing over my phone, he shakes his head at Trey. "No way I'm asking you to 

help me with songs again. You might screw me over." 

"Songs?" I ask, snickering at what Edward named himself in my phone. 

"My Personal Foot Massager." The man slays me. He certainly has a sense of 

humor.  



"Yeah, his idea of a love song is Vagina Mine by Puscifer or something," 

Trey says, laughing. "So I hooked him up when he asked for a romantic playlist 

for you, Bella." 

Oh… The song. The one he asked for my opinion on in the parking lot.  

"First of all, I've never heard of that Vagina song—although, I wouldn’t 

mind giving it a go," Edward tells Trey, "and second of all, some of my 

suggestions were plenty romantic. Bella said so herself." 

As funny as they think this might be—okay, it is—it's also a revelation.  

This is the kind of stuff I want more of. There's more than an outlaw biker 

to Edward, and I wanna get to know him badly.  

"You're a sweetheart, aren't you?" I tilt my head at Edward and smile.  

"I have my moments." He winks and then takes a swig of his Coke. 

All right, I'm ready to see this other side of Edward. Starting with lunch on 

Friday.  

* 

"I don’t know how you put up with this, sis." Jasper yawns as he returns 

from the office, having locked up the money for today. "I'd be a piss-poor 

bartender." 

I chuckle and stack the last of the clean beer glasses where they belong. 

"I'm used to it." Plus, I like it. "But I'm ready to hit the sack now, and you have a 

wife to go home and impregnate." 

When Maria's ovulating, the whole town knows it. It's cute.  



"She's gotta stop worrying," he sighs. "We've only been tryin' for a few 

months. I enjoy practicing, though!" 

"Aaand that’s enough for me," I declare. "Go home, Jasper." 

He laughs and heads to the door. "Night, Bella. I'll lock up." He jiggles his 

keys. 

"Goodnight." Turning on my heel—my poor, dying heel—I walk in the 

opposite direction and head upstairs to Mom and Rachel's apartment. On the 

way, I kick off my pumps and send Edward a text. As promised.  

I'm locked away and safe now, though my feet are SO sore. I wish I had 

someone who could rub them. Firm hands I could wriggle my toes against.  

I laugh under my breath, wondering if that could really turn him on. Odd 

man.  

His reply tells me yes, my text was basically his idea of dirty talk. 

You're killing me. But thanks for the image. It'll give me something to 

think about in the shower. 

"Image, huh? Oh, I'll give you an image." Reaching the landing, I slip into 

my heels again and snap off a photo. Then I change my mind and let one foot be 

bare. I don’t know what he prefers, so now he'll get both.  

I send it with the text, Goodnight, biker boy. 

His response makes me all giddy, and I wonder what the hell is wrong with 

me. 

Fuck, baby. FUCK. 



I release a breath, horny. My stomach flips like there are butterflies, and 

I'm wearing the cheesiest smile as I dig out my key to unlock—shit. The 

butterflies vanish, and my stomach drops instead. There's a goddamn note stuck 

to the door of the apartment, which means someone's been up here.  

There's only one other apartment in this building, and I doubt it's Mrs. 

Newton. She's a cool ol' bird, but she can barely walk up the stairs, and she's 

half-deaf, half-blind, and prefers her cats over people.  

I quickly unlock the door and get inside, double checking that all locks are 

firmly in place before I switch on all the lights in the apartment. Thank God 

Romeo and Killer are here with me. Then I unfold the simple slip of paper.  

Last warning. Stay away from Masen or you're dead. You can do so 

much better, Bella. 



Chapter 10 

BPOV 

I don't sleep well that night, and when I wake up, I know I gotta drive over 

to Dad's. I shower and then pull on a pair of leggings and a button-down I find in 

Rachel's closet. My guess, since it's big, is it used to belong to Peter, her dad. A 

thin belt turns the shirt into a dress instead. 

As I brush my teeth, I text Dad for directions because I don't know where 

the new clubhouse is. Only that he runs his plumbing business from there. 

After walking Killer and Romeo, I get a response from Dad with the 

address, so I head down to my truck. I recognize the address, and it takes me a 

couple minutes to realize that the new compound has to be on the same street as 

Edward and Senior's auto shop. 

Trey. Shit. Is he safe? 

"You know what?" I say to no one as I switch lanes. "I'm not taking any 

chances." 

Considering he goes to the same school I went to, it's not difficult to find 

my way. I also happen to know he's got chem now, which means I don't have to 

track down a teacher and maybe make up a bullshit story about getting Trey 

outta school. 

That wouldn't have worked out well, seeing as we're not family. 

The hallways inside the school are completely empty as I make my way 

toward the science lab. Nothing has really changed since I graduated. 



There are a couple doors to choose from, and I cross my fingers and hope I 

get the right one as I knock on the first door. 

A teacher—shit, Mr. Banner—opens it and smiles in surprise. "Hey, I 

remember you. Isabella Cullen, right?" 

"Hi, Mr. Banner." I wave awkwardly. "Um, I'm looking for a Trey Masen. 

Is he here?" 

"Bella?" 

Poking my head in to the classroom, I spot Trey in the back, and I breathe a 

sigh of relief. "Hey, can you come here for a minute?" I give Mr. Banner a 

quick, apologetic glance. "It's a family emergency. I only need to speak with 

him for a minute. So sorry to bother you." 

Mr. Banner was always a pussy, so I'm not surprised when he lets it go 

without question. 

Trey grabs his books and scowls as a couple jocks whistle. 

"You got yourself a MILF, Masen?" one laughs. 

I'm MILF material? 

Aw, shucks. 

"Fuck off, cuntface," Trey spits out. 

Whoa. Boy's got a mouth on him. 

"Mr. Masen!" Mr. Banner says sternly. 

"Count on me finding you later," one of the jocks threatens with a sneer. 



Trey laughs. "Like your girlfriend found me earlier and offered to blow 

me?" He grabs his crotch. 

"Oh my God, you little punk." I stalk into the classroom and grab Trey's 

arm. "You're something else, aren't you?" I shake my head and drag him out, 

assuring Mr. Banner it will only be a minute. Two, tops. 

"Actually, Mr. Masen, you can go to the principal's office," Mr. Banner 

says irritably before closing the door. 

I let out a breath and look up at Trey with a cocked brow. 

"What?" He widens his eyes. 

I sigh, knowing now's not the time—besides, it's not my place—and start 

walking toward the exit. 

"Where're we going?" He catches up quickly. 

"To the new clubhouse. I'll explain everything later. And don't worry about 

your father. I'll handle him." 

Trey snickers. "I have no doubt you will." 

This kid, I swear.  

As we head down another hallway, I hear the sound of clicking heels, and 

when we round a corner, I nearly crash into a teacher. 

"Shit, sorry." I send Trey a quick grin in thanks as he steadies me. 

"Is that you, Bella?" 

No. I know that fucking voice and no. 



Tilting my head, I come face-to-face to Alice motherfucking Brandon. 

Then again, I have words for her, so maybe it was good I ran into her. 

Though, I have no clue why she's here of all places. 

"Here." I pull out the keys to my truck from my pocket and give them to 

Trey. "Wait for me and don't get into trouble." 

It's clear he wants to stay, but he doesn't argue when I lift a brow at him. 

He hmphs and strolls down the hallway. 

"Alice." I give her a tight-lipped smile. "I heard you were back in town." 

She beams, honestly looking nothing like she did in high school. She used 

to be the cheerleader who knew how to cheer up every guy on the football team. 

All while she was dating my brother. 

"Yeah, I never saw myself setting a foot back in this school, but here I am." 

She titters a light laugh. "Can you believe it—me, a teacher?" 

I fold my arms over my chest and chuckle. "No. I really can't believe it." 

Time to cut the shit. "So rumor has it you're after Jasper again." 

Her smile fades slightly. "I'm guessing you heard that from Maria." 

"I did." I incline my head. "Is it true?" 

Since Maria told me, I've asked Jasper about it, too. Alice sent him a flirty 

message on Facebook, to which he'd replied politely—welcoming her back to 

Fallbrook—but he'd made it clear he was happy with Maria. And I wouldn't 

have given a crap if it weren't for the fact that she still messages him, and it's 

upsetting my sister-in-law. 



"I miss him, Bella," Alice admits sadly. "I've changed—I know we can be 

happy now." 

She's unbelievable. 

"He's married." 

"I know," she says, frustrated, "but don't you think it's weird he found 

Maria like two months after he and I split? It's way too fast." 

Or maybe Alice was easy to get over? 

She pins me with a look, and it's as if she's pleading for me to believe her. 

"You know he'll never find anyone like me." 

I can't help but laugh. "Hon, that's the fucking point." Shaking my head, I 

take a step to the side. I don't want Trey to be alone, and I'm done here. "Stay 

away from Jasper—simple as that. Now, if you'll excuse me—" 

"And if I don't?" The Alice I knew in high school makes an appearance. 

I grin and point to myself. "I'll rearrange your face. Free of charge. Don't 

fuck with me, Brandon." I give her a sweet smile before I turn around and walk 

away. 

* 

Half an hour later, I have a furious dad breathing down my neck. The 

inside of the clubhouse looks more like a bar, pool table included, and Trey and 

I sit on one of the couches along the walls while Dad makes calls, threats, and 

scolds me for not coming to him sooner. 



He's on the phone again now, speaking about a plumbing job, but the way 

he words himself makes me wonder if it's just code. 

I sigh and lean back. "Why do I get the feeling he won't report this to the 

police?" 

Trey chuckles quietly. "Just wait 'til my dad learns about it." He takes on a 

pensive expression and elbows me lightly. "Seriously, though. You shouldn't 

have kept this to yourself." 

I know that now. 

I was stupid. 

"All right—thanks, man. See you tomorrow." Dad wraps up the call and 

turns to us. "Trey, did you see the vending machine outside?" He digs into his 

pocket and produces a handful of quarters. 

"Consider me gone." Trey smirks and stands up, accepting the coins. 

"Thanks, Mr. Cullen." 

"It's Carlisle, kid." He ruffles Trey's hair through his beanie. "Don't wander 

off." 

When it's just me and Dad, he comes over to sit down in the spot Trey 

vacated. "I'm glad you brought him in. Always best to play it safe." 

Yeah, 'cause playing it safe is what the MC does. 

"So these notes…" He retrieves them from the chest pocket of his black 

vest. "Whoever they're from thinks you're with Edward. I need you to tell me 

when you've been with him so we can figure out exactly when the notes were 

dropped off." 



I shift uncomfortable in my seat. "Um, well, the first one… I was invited to 

Edward and Senior's barbecue. Several others were there, too," I'm quick to add. 

"Emmett, Alistair and his wife, Trey…" Four is several, right? "Then when I got 

back to my place after the barbecue, the note was there." 

"So the motherfucker knows where you live," Dad mutters, eyeing the two 

paper slips. "Was the barbecue the first time you saw Edward? Not counting the 

day they arrived." 

Oh, boy. "Uh…" I squint. "Sort of? He came into the bar with Jamie once. 

They ate their lunch there." I'm such a shit, but I can't exactly mention when 

Edward and I fucked. "Wait, I did see him outside the bar one time, too. The 

parking lot behind the building. It was just like a minute, though." 

Dad hums and then cocks his head at me. "I'm trying to figure out how this 

fucker knows where you live. Your address is technically the ranch. Not many 

know you live down by the creek." 

I shrug and bite my lip. "Could I have been followed?" But that doesn't 

seem true because it's a straight dirt road that leads to my place. Unless he or she 

was on foot, I would've both heard them and seen them. "Well…" I frown. "I 

suppose I could've been followed for a while, and then they waited. I mean, 

whoever it was visited when I wasn't there." 

Dad nods thoughtfully. "Okay, so how many know about your place?" 

I blow out a breath and do the math. "Mom, you, Jasper, Rachel, the 

Masens… The Copes, but they're gone." 

"Nobody else?" he presses. 



"No." My circle of friends isn't exactly big, and whenever someone asks 

where I live, I mention the ranch. And before then, I lived with Mom and Rach. 

"All right." Dad furrows his brows, rereading the notes. "Something isn't 

adding up. First the barbecue and then at the bar yesterday—you weren't alone 

with Edward. For someone to believe there's anything between you, he—I'm 

assuming it's a he—must've seen something." He narrows his eyes at me. "Did 

he flirt wit'chu, baby girl? 'Cause I fucking swear, he'll be breathing through a 

tube—" 

"No!" I cry out. "Jesus Christ, Daddy." Shooting up from the couch, I run a 

hand through my hair and start pacing. While I'm pissed at Dad for thinking it's 

up to him to decide who I can be with, I'm more worried about the fact that he's 

right. 

For someone to think there's anything going on between me and Edward, 

they must've seen more. And the only time that could've happened was when he 

and I had sex outside my trailer. 

Did someone watch us? 

Oh, God.  

How the hell am I supposed to keep this from Dad? 

I gotta talk to Edward. 

"Can we get Edward to come here?" I ask. "I need to talk to him. Or if I go 

over to the auto shop." It's just across the street. 

"You're not going anywhere alone," Dad says gruffly and brings out his 

phone. "I'll call him." 



Well, this oughta be interesting. 



Chapter 11 

MC talk 

Prospects: bikers who haven't been patched in yet. They're on trial, so to 
speak. 

BPOV 

Edward Masen doesn't merely walk into a place. He takes over. Everything 

else just fades away. Rough around the edges, tall, solid, decked out in biker 

gear, a smoke dangling between his lips, he enters the clubhouse, scratches his 

bearded jaw a bit, and surveys the place. 

"Why's my knucklehead outside?" he asks my dad, referring to Trey. And 

only then, Edward spots me behind the bar. There's a lazy tug of his lips, a 

casual smile mingling with surprise. "What're you doin' here, darlin'?" 

"Guess I'm just drawn to bars," I joke with a wry smirk. 

He chuckles and walks over to my dad, who's sitting down at a table with 

the damn notes. "All right, I'm here, Cullen. What's up?" 

I take a swig of my soda and grab an ashtray from behind the counter. 

These guys might not give a shit about where they put out their smokes, but I do. 

Bringing a beer and a Coke too, I head over to Dad and Edward and set 

everything on the table. 

"These. Bella's been threatened." Dad nods at me in thanks for the beer and 

then refocuses on Edward. "Someone's under the impression you and my baby 

girl are together." 



Edward's expression doesn't give shit away. He eyes the notes and clenches 

his jaw. "Who the fuck is stupid enough to do this?" 

"A dead man walking?" Dad leans back and lights up a smoke. "Nobody 

threatens my daughter and lives to tell about it." 

Edward grunts in agreement then asks all the hows, whys, and whens. 

I've sort of had it with the macho attitude for today, so I excuse myself to 

go outside and chat with Trey. 

I'm half surprised Dad doesn't stop me, but when I step outside, I get it. 

Some ten bikers are parked in front of the clubhouse, so I'm guessing Dad called 

everybody in. 

Jesus. 

"How you doin', hon?" Jake jerks his chin at me. 

I smile and flip him off before sitting down on the stoop next to Trey. "I see 

my dad summoned the troops." 

Trey looks up from his notebook and digs into a small bag of chips. "Oh 

yeah, they got here like five minutes ago." 

I hum, eyeing the row of gleaming bikes and the men sitting on them. 

Emmett and Jamie, the two prospects, aren't here yet. 

"Hey." I bump my shoulder to Trey's and try to see what he's sketching, but 

he's secretive about it. "You're so calm." 

He smiles a little and side-eyes me. "The MC's got this, Bella. You're safe 

here—we're safe." 



I shake my head and can't help but chuckle. "I guess I have a lot to learn." 

"Well…" He puffs out his chest and drapes an arm around my shoulders. "I 

can be your teacher." 

"Punk." I elbow his side and giggle. "Speaking of punks—earlier? You 

curse way too much for someone your age. Tone it down unless you wanna piss 

off every teacher in school." 

"You my mom now?" He smirks lazily. 

I just laugh, 'cause there's no way I'm responding to that. A no—no matter 

if it's in a joking manner—can hurt, and a yes…nuh-uh. Unless it'd make me a 

single Momma Bella to one Trey Masen, because I haven't signed up for any 

other Masen. 

Instead, I reach up and give Trey's cheek a loud smooch. It makes the 

bikers hoot and holler and Trey blush. 

The thing about him, I fear, is he's lonely. He's opened up to me a lot and 

very fast, and with things being strained between him and Edward, I can't help 

but wonder if Trey's seeking out…I don't know if I can go so far as to call it 

parental stability, but…something like that. Or maybe it's something else, but 

whatever it is, it's what Edward should provide. 

"Hey, boss." Alistair nods at someone behind me, and I look over my 

shoulder to see Dad stepping out. 

He offers a two-finger wave at the guys and then squats down next to me. 

"Edward wants a word, baby girl. I'mma talk to the boys, but Edward will fill 

you in." He kisses the side of my head before walking down the steps. 

All right, then.  



Giving Trey's hand a quick squeeze, I stand up and head inside. 

Edward's still at the table, so I sit down across from him, slightly confused 

about the anger in his expression. "Dad said you wanted to talk to me." 

He nods curtly and leans back, cracking his knuckles then resting them on 

his lap all casual-like. But there's nothing casual about his eyes. 

"Why the fuck didn't you tell me, Bella?" 

Hold the fuck up. Is that anger directed at me? 

"I'm sorry," I say, confused, and place a hand on my chest, "but I didn't 

know I had to tell you every little thing that happens to me." 

He grins, though it's the exact same grin I gave Alice earlier. Nothing 

humorous about it. 

"This isn't every little thing." He leans forward and rests his forearms on 

the table. "This is you…getting death threats. Because of me." 

Okay…maybe I should've included him sooner since he's involved, 

but…fuck. "I told my father when I got scared." I shrug. "I made a mistake not 

taking it seriously right away, but this isn't your problem, Edward." 

He seethes silently, and I can tell he's trying not to lash out at me. "I feel 

responsible," he grits out quietly. "And protective of you. I won't apologize for 

that, and it's not gonna change. Jesus Christ, just thinking of what coulda 

happened to you…" He scrubs a hand down his face and curses. 

Goddammit, he can't say shit like that when I'm trying to throw his attitude 

back at him. 



I'm not gonna lie, I love a good dose of possessiveness in my man. But it's 

a little too soon for it. Yet, that doesn't stop me from wanting to hump his leg. 

"Nothing did happen to me," I reason, keeping my voice gentler now. "If it 

makes you feel any better, I'm superserious about this now." The corners of my 

mouth turn up. "Like super, super, superserious." 

He glares at me. "This isn't a fucking joke." 

I know, but now I can't help myself. I wanna see how fast I can turn that 

frown upside down. 

"All right." Leaning back, I pretend to have an itch on my chest so I can 

unbutton two buttons on my shirt. It gives me plenty of cleavage, and I scratch 

my chest lightly. "So how long're you gonna be mad at me?" As the last words 

leave my mouth, I slip my right foot out of its flip-flop and slide my foot up his 

leg. 

Nothing wrong with playing a little footsie, is there? 

* 

Unknown's POV 

Getting out of the car, I cross the street to use the old payphone behind a 

convenience store, and I dial the number for Diego. 

"Yeah?" 

"Everything's in motion," I say quietly, looking over my shoulder. 

Never thought I'd go this far to get what I want, but here I am. 

"Bueno. No one suspicious?" 



"Not of me," I answer with a light chuckle. "I've found a good angle, too. 

Jake Black lets his mouth run too much. It's easy to find out what's happening." 

"Even better. We wanna round 'em up like cattle, so don't lose focus. Pick 

another target you're sure they will protect in the same place as Cullen's 

daughter." 

"Yes, sir." I nod, pretty sure Edward Masen's son is a good option. Or 

Bella's mom, maybe. "I'll give you an update as soon as I know more." 

"Good. You'll be back in the city in no time." 

The call disconnects, and I release a breath, nervous as hell. But I can't stop 

now. I've come too far. 



Chapter 12 

BPOV 

"All right." Leaning back, I pretend to have an itch on my chest so I can 

unbutton two buttons on my shirt. It gives me plenty of cleavage, and I scratch 

my chest lightly. "So how long're you gonna be mad at me?" As the last words 

leave my mouth, I slip my right foot out of its flip-flop and slide my foot up his 

leg.  

Nothing wrong with playing a little footsie, is there?  

. 

. 

. 

"What the fuck're you doin'?" Edward glares at me again. 

But he doesn't move. He doesn't make any indication whatsoever that he 

wants me to stop shifting my foot farther up his leg. And soon enough, I press 

the length of my foot against his crotch. 

He glances down his lap and grits his teeth. "Fuck." Next, he throws a look 

over his shoulder to see if anybody's there. But so far, we're still alone in the 

clubhouse. "You know your pops could come back any minute, right?" He looks 

back to me, the glare ever present. 

I smile and nod, wriggling my toes along his thick cock. "Are you still mad 

at me?" 



He groans quietly and peers down again, as if he can't help himself. 

"Fucking furious." His hand covers my bare foot, and he presses it harder 

against his erection. "What the hell are you doing to me, darlin'?" 

The huskiness and defeat in his voice turn me on, which I hadn't 

anticipated. This had been about winning him over, making him stop being 

angry with me. Not about my panties getting damp. 

Another thing I hadn't anticipated was feeling desperate. But as I watch 

Edward warring with himself, the past twenty-four hours catch up with me, and 

my foot drops back to the floor. 

When Edward and I had sex, I was so wrapped up in him. I felt safe. Unlike 

what I've experienced since the goddamn notes. 

Dropping my gaze, I curse myself for being scared. It makes no sense. I 

powered through the bullshit of receiving the notes; now when I'm actually 

surrounded by protection, I should feel better, not worse. 

"Bella?" Edward pushes back his chair and comes to my side of the table, 

squatting down next to me. "Hey, look at me." 

I don't want to because I hate getting emotional in front of others. 

"Will you catch this asshole?" I manage to blink back my tears, thank God. 

"Catch him, kill him, torch him." Edward gently grasps my chin and forces 

me to face him. "You got nothin' to fear, I promise. Until this motherfucker's 

dead, you'll be staying at the ranch, all right?" Having an inkling of how serious 

this is now, I don't protest. I'll miss my home by the creek, but it's not a place I'd 

die for. "You won't be alone. Cullen said he wants you here, but the clubhouse 



ain't exactly a nice place to live, and in case the MC is a target, the clubhouse 

isn't the safest, either." 

I grin and roll my eyes, my vision not as blurry anymore. "It wouldn't work 

if I were here. Dad wouldn't be able to bring hoes in from the city." 

Edward lifts a brow and smirks wryly. "First of all, that's not why the 

clubhouse wouldn't be a nice place for you to stay. Imagine trying to feel at 

home when you constantly have bikers running back and forth. We never have 

the entire MC gathered here at the same time, but there's always a few hanging 

out." 

I tilt my head, curious. "What do you mean, not the entire MC gathered?" 

He shrugs. "You think we were born yesterday? Everyone knows this is our 

compound. If someone was after us, we can't have all sixteen of us in one place. 

We're a big chapter, and we ain't rookies. Or stupid." 

Ah. Like the President and the Vice President never being on the same 

flight. 

Didn't know the MC was that big, though. 

"That's cute. And smart, I suppose." I quirk a smile. "Was there a second of 

all?" 

He nods. "You don't know your dad enough if you think bringing in women 

from San Diego's all your dad does. Poor, blue-balled bastard's waiting for 

Esme." 

Seriously? 



I couldn't have guessed that. I mean, I know Dad wants Mom, but waiting 

for her? As in, acting like he's already off the market? No way. That's…cool, I 

guess. 

"Are you a blue-balled bastard now, too?" I try to lighten to mood. 

He grins faintly and strokes my cheek. "This is nothin'." With a quiet 

chuckle, he drops his hand and takes mine in his, resting them on my thigh. 

"Unlike what you seemed to believe about me in the beginning, I don't fuck 

around. Sex isn't on my mind at every hour of the day." 

I wince, feeling like a bitch. "I'm so sorry about that." 

Then again, that's the image I've gotten from bikers in the past. 

"My dad did a number on my mom," I admit. "He was vicious, and Mom 

was a wreck for years—until she met Peter. And now that Dad's back in our 

lives…" 

Edward nods in understanding. "And you see how Jake and some of the 

other guys are. I get it, darlin'. I get it. Back in the day, I wasn't exactly a saint, 

either." 

I smile ruefully. "Trey's spilled all sorts of beans about you back in the 

day." 

"I'm not surprised," he laughs softly, only to flinch. "Shit, he's got a lot of 

dirt on me." While the smile remains, something in his eyes dims. "Do I even 

stand a chance?" 

"Of course you do." I poke his cheek. "History makes me careful. It doesn't 

stop me. You think I'd be a cocktease for no reason? I really like you, Edward." 



He takes my hand and kisses my fingertips. "I'm glad to hear that. But I'm 

afraid I gotta piss you off now." 

"I'd rather you didn't," I tell him, on edge now. 

He sighs and stands up, running a hand over his head. "Until we've caught 

that son of a bitch, you can't work." 

'Scuse me?  

"It was Cullen's idea, but I'm with him on this one," he goes on. "We wanna 

know you're absolutely safe while we chase that fucker down." 

Halfway though his sentence, I'm shaking my head. "There's no way, 

Edward. I appreciate it, but I have to work. Without work, there's no income. 

The bar's all Mom, Rach, and I have. Can't you just have one of your guys be 

there?" 

Edward's about to respond, but my dad chooses that moment to come back 

inside. 

He glances between Edward and me, maybe trying to get a sense of the 

mood. I don't know. 

"Did you tell her?" he asks Edward. 

Edward inclines his head. "In the middle of it. She doesn't wanna be away 

from work, though." 

"I can't," I say. "Not while Mom and Rachel are still in LA." 

"Don't worry about that, baby girl." Dad shakes his head. "I'll reimburse 

you—you won't lose a dime." 



My eyes narrow, and I try to do the math, though it's difficult without 

knowing how long this will take. Are we talking two or three days? A week? 

Several weeks? 

I'll get cabin fever. 

"A lot of money in the plumbing business, huh, Dad?" 

He winks. "What can I say, it's been a good year." 

I roll my eyes, but I gotta grin, too. At least he's not hiding anything from 

me. "But what about Mom? She'll go apeshit." 

"Leave Es to me," he says, not worried about it. "Two of my boys are on 

their way up to LA right now. They'll make sure Mom and Rachel are safe, and 

when they return, it'll be my pleasure to handle your mother's fury. I've done it 

before. In fact, I'm pretty sure we made you after one of her bitchfit—" 

"Daddy!" I squirm in my seat, nauseated, and cover my ears. "The last 

thing I wanna hear about is your sex life!" 

He just laughs. So does Edward. 

Fuckers. 

* 

It's nearing six PM when Senior comes over to the clubhouse after closing 

up the auto shop. 

I'm hungry, a little cranky, and I've spent the past few hours just chilling 

with Trey. The guys in the MC come and go here and there, except for Dad and 



Edward. They're locked up in their office discussing "strategy." Whatever that 

means. 

"Did you write your list?" Trey nudges me, though he keeps his eyes 

trained on whatever game he's playing on his phone. 

"Yep." I step behind the bar to get Senior a soda. "Hey, Senior." 

"Hey, kiddo." He smiles and wipes his bandana across his forehead. "A lot 

of action going on here today, I hear." 

"Do you regret retiring from the MC?" I tease. 

"Hell, no." He chuckles and glances over at Trey, then back to me. "I've 

had a good run. I'm looking forward to sitting on my porch, bored as fuck. 

'Sides, I still got the shop with Trouble." 

Edward certainly is trouble, isn't he?  

"If your son's Trouble, what does that make Trey?" I ask, grinning. 

He snorts a laugh and eyes his grandson, who's not paying attention to us. 

"Deaf. Anyway, I've been told there a list of things I'm picking up with Trey." 

I nod and reach over to the notepad by the phone. "My dad's sent Alistair 

and Emmett to my mom's place already to get the dogs, but here. It's just a few 

things." 

Dad won't even let me get some personal belongings—not at Mom's, not at 

my place—so he's sending people to get them for me. Which has eliminated 

certain things I now can't get my hands on. A girl has needs, goddammit. 



Senior snickers as he eyes the note. "I'm glad we can already rule out you 

being like my ex-wife. Had this been Edward's mother, the list would've been 

plural." 

I scrunch my nose. "I see both you and Edward have been lucky with good 

women." 

"Ha! That's a good one." He shakes his head in amusement, and instead of 

being gossipy with me—which I would've loved—he turns to Trey and asks if 

he's ready to go. 

Only a few seconds later, Edward and Dad emerge from the office. 

"All right." Edward claps his hands together. "We all ready to roll out?" 

"Who am I going with?" I ask, because I don't have my truck anymore. 

Alistair and Emmett took it, and they were instructed to leave it at the ranch 

after dropping off my babies there. 

"You're with me, darlin'." Edward smiles wolfishly. "You wanna feel 

something powerful between your legs?" 

Dad whacks the back of his head. "Stop flirting with my daughter, Masen. 

She's way too fucking young for you." 

I laugh. 

"I meant my bike, dammit." Edward grimaces and rubs the back of his 

head. And he's so full of shit. 

"Sure you did," Dad mutters, raising a brow at Senior. "You'll keep an eye 

on those two for me, right?" Please. Senior wants me with Edward. "Whenever I 



visited you guys in Reno, I sorta thought your boy was gay. Now I'm not so 

sure." 

"What the fuck?" Edward asks incredulously. 

Dad shrugs. "Either that or a fuckin' monk, and you ain't religious." 

Oh, really? 

So when Edward told me it had "been a while," he meant it, and a "while" 

isn't a few weeks, either. 

Senior barks out a laugh. 

"Are we going or what?" I ask, heading toward the exit. "I'm ready to feel 

that beast between my legs now." 

"I never said beast—I said something powerful," Edward tells me. 

I smile back at him. "Maybe I wasn't talking about the bike." 

"Bella," Dad snaps. 

"Oh, shut up. You might be able to control Edward, but you're too late for 

ordering me around." I push open the door and walk out, wondering which of 

the four remaining bikes is Edward's. I remember the one he drove when he 

came to my place, but it's not here. 

He comes out soon enough, though. "You wanna give your pops a heart 

attack?" He heads down the steps and walks to a black, shiny, sleek thing. 

I accept a helmet from him and strap it on. "He can't stay mad at me." 



"I almost forgot." His mouth slants into a sexy smirk as he straddles the 

bike and turns on the engine. "You're Daddy's princess. Can do no wrong. Now, 

get on, little darlin'." 

"Oh, I can do plenty wrong." I get on behind him and scoot real close, 

wrapping my arms around his midsection. Maybe I let my hands rest a little too 

close to his crotch. Maybe I can also feel the gun he has tucked into his jeans 

below his spine. "But I have him wrapped around my pinky." 

Edward revs the engine and mutters something that sounds like "You got 

me way too wrapped abound your finger, too." 

Which isn't true. I mean, if anything, I have him wrapped around my toes. 



Chapter 13 

BPOV 

Who knew riding a motorcycle could do more panty damage than watching 

porn? 

Sweet baby Jesus. 

Edward drives through Fallbrook like he owns it, sexy as fuck and 

assertive. His Bastard vest makes people look a second longer, and I curse 

myself for being so shallow that I find his bad-boy persona a total turn-on. 

Granted, it's far from enough for me, but it's still a damn factor. 

It shouldn't be, should it? 

In town, every law is followed. He stops at red lights, never speeds, and 

follows the signs. Dad once told me a good biker never gets caught pulling a 

Capone—as in, getting busted for something minor. So I guess that's why 

Edward's all abiding and crap, but once we drive out of town, he shows me what 

he's worth. 

The engine rumbles, purrs, fucking vibrates, and I die. Shit. The adrenaline 

that buzzes through my body is heady and strong. 

Holding him a little tighter, I watch as we fly through the traffic. We pass 

expansive hills and fields, ranches and farms. 

It's nuts. I've taken this exact route almost every day since I moved out to 

the ranch when it belonged to the Copes, yet it feels spankin' new right now. 

It's exhilarating. 



Eventually, we get to our exit, and it's not long before we're surrounded by 

trees. Road dust swirls behind us, and I can't help but giggle. It's just…fun! 

Much more fun than the few times Dad's taken me out on his bike. 

Then again, I never let myself enjoy it before. Up until I befriended Jamie 

and then Edward's arrival, I might as well have had "Team Mom" stamped on 

my forehead. 

Edward slows down as the ranch comes into view, and I see my truck 

parked in the driveway. 

Once Edward's parked, he twists his body slightly. "Better than riding in a 

cage?" 

"Hell, yeah." I can't even deny it. Getting off the bike, I remove my helmet 

and watch him do the same. He hangs his on a handlebar and offers to take 

mine. I assume mine was a spare because he brings it with him as we head 

inside. "Hi, my sweethearts!" I squat down in the hallway, immediately greeted 

by Killer and Romeo. "Do you think Alistair and Emmett let them out?" 

"Yeah, but we can open the patio for them." 

"Cool. Come on." I pat my thigh and they follow me as I follow Edward. 

"You're being all quiet, VP. Or maybe not quiet, but…I don't know." 

Perhaps I'm reading too much into things. I suppose I expected him to be 

chattier for some reason. 

He chuckles and unlocks the sliding doors in the living room. "Driving 

with you behind me wasn't the easiest. I'm trying to keep myself in check." 

Oh. 



Oh. 

As I let Killer and Romeo out, I discreetly look down and see that Edward's 

approximately halfway done calming himself down in those jeans. Knowing the 

ride excited him as much as it excited me has the same effect the ride itself had. 

Damn, damn. 

"Quit looking at my cock, Bella." 

"Oh my God." I'm both mortified and annoyed. "Where're your fucking 

manners, Masen? You don't call out a girl on that shit." I stalk over to the picnic 

table and climb up to sit on the top, my feet firmly planted on the bench. 

"Jackass." I can't believe him. 

I also can't believe I'm blushing like a little girl. 

"I'm a lot of things. If being blunt makes me a jackass…" Edward comes to 

stand in front of me and places his hands on my knees. "So be it." I scowl and 

bite my thumbnail, and I should probably resist when he parts my legs and leans 

closer. "I can be the jackass who tells you exactly how he reacts just walking 

into the room you're in." His hands end up on the table, and I can almost feel 

them through the fabric of my leggings. 

"And how's that?" I couldn't keep my mouth shut? Christ. 

He smirks slowly and inches closer, his nose ghosting along my jaw. "Are 

you sure you want the answer?" 

I suck in a breath, unable to understand why he makes my pulse skyrocket 

so fast. "Yes." 



"Fair enough." Edward hums, taking his sweet-ass time, and places a 

featherlight kiss to my neck. I shiver as his scruff tickles my skin. "Whenever 

I'm near you, I want so many things at once that I sometimes can't form a 

coherent thought. I lose my shit wondering if I'll get to see your clothes on my 

floor, how you take your coffee in the mornings, what makes you tick, whether 

or not I can make you laugh so hard you can't breathe, and how perfect you'd 

look in a mirror while I fuck you from behind." 

The air in my lungs leaves me in a whoosh, and I place a hand on his chest. 

For what, I don't know. He's in my head. He's fucking everywhere. 

"I'm kind of a mess, Bella," he admits quietly, nuzzling the spot behind my 

ear. "I won't pretend to have it all figured out 'cause I don't. Far from it. I'll never 

be a perfect partner, I don't have a nine-to-five job, and I have no plans on 

leaving the MC." Grasping my chin, he eases away to look me in the eye. The 

intensity of his gaze terrifies me at the same time as I'm drawn to it. "But I'm 

still asking you to give me a shot because, when I'm with you, I wanna do 

better." 

It's impossible not to smile at that, but I shake my head, too. "You have me 

up on this pedestal, Edward. It's not fair. I don't have all my shit together, either. 

I'm so freaking confused about all of this. It's a lot to take in, and it's not only 

you." 

It's the whole lifestyle. Being with a biker, and a biker who's actually in an 

MC that's involved in organized crime. It's about Trey, too. It's about my 

parents, myself, and whether or not my heart could take the beating if this 

doesn't work out. Because Edward Masen is so friggin' intense. 

"I know." He inclines his head and backs away a bit more. "Now you know 

what I want, though—it's nothing casual. And I'll be an open book for you, 



Bella. I won't hide anything." Amusement tugs at his mouth. "You can ask me 

whatever you want. You don't have to go through my kid." 

I flush and look down, running a hand through my hair. "Copy that." 

He chuckles and kisses me on the forehead. "Come on, darlin'. I'll show 

you the guest room. Pop and Trey are picking up steaks on the way—they 

should be here soon." 

"Wait." I grab his hand and make him pause. He's been so sweet, so honest, 

and I haven't given much in return. "I can't stop thinking about you, Edward. 

You and Trey. I just want you to know that." His gaze softens and he faces me 

fully. "At this point, I'm only trying to catch up. It's been overwhelming, you 

know?" 

He doesn't respond right away. Pulling me close, he hugs me tightly and 

buries his nose in my hair. 

There's that sense of safety again. It's him. He makes me feel so protected. 

"Take all the time you need," he murmurs. "Despite everything going on 

around us, you've already made my day." 

I sigh contentedly and squeeze his middle. "Ditto," I whisper. 

* 

Living with three guys, three Masens, three generations… I never saw that 

coming. 

The guest room on the second floor is simple and all I need. There's a bed, 

a closet, a nightstand, a dresser, and a window with a view of the backyard and 

the forest where my own home is. And after unpacking the single duffel bag of 



stuff I requested to have picked up, I lie down on the bed and listen to the noises 

coming from downstairs. 

Edward and Senior are cooking while Trey's—by the sound of it—trying to 

get ungrounded. 

Their voices are muffled, but I hear enough. 

Edward's firm with his no. 

Trey's pissed. 

"What do I gotta do?" I hear him shout. "Huh? Or am I grounded for 

fucking life?" 

"You're grounded until I trust you not to smoke weed again," Edward 

snaps. "We're done talking about this, Trey. Go set the table." 

I hope I'll learn more about those two while I'm staying here. It's so obvious 

that Edward loves his son, but it's just as obvious that something has happened 

between them to cause such a rift. 

I think every teenager has hated their parents at some point; they're 

supposed to—like this grounding thing—but this runs deeper. Trey's dropped 

enough comments and I've seen enough to know there's more. 

Figuring I've been lazy long enough, I haul myself off the bed and leave the 

room. Senior and Edward told me to rest—I've had a trying day, yada, yada—

but screw that. I'm on a Masen Mission. 

If only we wouldn't be invaded by other bikers. They've been ordered to 

stay "invisible," but that doesn't mean they're not there. Two of them, watching 

the ranch in shifts, around the clock. 



"Hi, guys." I enter the kitchen as Trey's taking out plates from a cupboard. 

"You raising hell, Trey?" 

"No," he grumbles. 

Edward snorts and takes out six big baked potatoes from the microwave. 

"Good luck with those two." Senior winks at me before he steps out on the 

patio, presumably to check the steaks on the grill. 

While I help Trey finishing setting the table, it's completely silent in the 

kitchen, and that's not how I'll learn more. So I start off easy. 

"Anything I should know now that I'm staying here?" I ask. "Like, little 

things so I don't step on any toes." 

"Sure." Trey snickers and brings out sodas from the fridge. "Don't borrow 

Dad's laptop. Since he met you, the desktop's full of shortcuts for online shoe 

stores. For women." 

"For fuck's sake." Edward glares at him. 

I press my lips together to withhold my giggles. 

"It's not full," Edward says quickly, defensively, and I shrug. Later, I'll ask 

him what kind of shoes he'd like to see me in. "But if that's how he wants to play 

it… Make sure you shower before Trey does. He uses up all the hot water every 

fucking morning because his hand is glued to his dick." 

"Dad!" Trey's cheeks color while his eyes shoot daggers at Edward. "All 

right, speaking of showers, Bella. Don't be alarmed if you wake up hearing the 

worst rendition of Tom Jones's 'Sex Bomb' ever. That's just Dad when he's in the 

shower. Every morning—and he's loud." 



Oh my God, I can picture it, too. Oh no, no, what's been imagined can't be 

unimagined! 

"Trey's a closeted Brony," Edward shoots back. 

Trey's eyes widen. Hell, so do mine. Bronies—aren't those people who lose 

their shit over My Little Pony? 

It's getting really hard not to laugh now. "Was that why you kept staring at 

the stickers on my laptop?" 

"No," Trey growls. 

Poor kid's beyond mortified, and now I feel bad for him. I think Edward 

regrets going that far, too. 

"Hey, don't be embarrassed." I walk over and hug Trey's middle. "You do 

your thing, and if you ever want a new pony, I can always pretend it's for me." 

"Bella," Trey complains with a groan. "It's not like that—" 

"Hug me back, dammit," I demand. 

"Can I eat in my room?" Trey mutters, hugging me back like he doesn't 

mean it. 

"No," Edward answers. "I'm sorry, knucklehead. I didn't mean to make you 

feel bad." 

"Yes, you did." Trey ends the hug and walks toward the stairs. "I'm not 

hungry." 

Edward hangs his head and pinches the bridge of his nose. "I always gotta 

screw up with him." 



At a loss for words, I go over hug him like I did with Trey. "I'm sorry. 

Anything I can do?" 

"No. I'll talk to him once he's calmed down." He sighs and gives me a 

squeeze, resting his chin at the top of my head. "Do you know the last time I was 

allowed to hug him?" I shake my head and peer up at him. The anguish in his 

eyes kills me. "I think he was seven. Then once a couple years ago for Father's 

Day." 

"Jesus, honey," I whisper. Knowing Edward was first in prison and then in 

rehab when Trey was that age, I'm guessing it's related. "Will you tell me about 

it later? Maybe another perspective can help?" 

He dips down and kisses my nose. "If you want, sure. Of course." 

I definitely want. 



Chapter 14 

BPOV 

Dinner is a quiet affair, and it's easy to see that Edward isn't feeling well. 

Trey doesn’t come down, and Senior isn't much of a conversationalist tonight.  

After we've eaten, I offer to take some leftovers out to Jamie and Riley, 

who are babysitting the property until tomorrow morning. After that, I believe 

Jake and Emmett are taking over.  

Jamie's in the driveway when I exit the house with two plates. 

"At ease, soldier," I tease. "I come bearing food." 

He chuckles. "You don’t have to do this, B." He accepts a plate and takes a 

whiff. "You should be inside where it's safe." 

"It's completely dead around here," I argue with a laugh. "Where's Riley?" 

"Perimeter check. Here, I can take his plate." He grabs it and sets it down 

on his bike. "How're you holdin' up? It's been a while since we hung out." 

"It's…goin'." I bob my head, not sure what else to say. A lot has happened 

in such a short period of time. "I'm still processing, I guess." I smirk. "What 

about you? Do you know when Dad'll patch you in?" 

"After this shitstorm, I hope. I honestly can't believe someone's so stupid 

that they'd go after Carlisle Cullen's daughter." He snorts and forks up some 

baked potato and sour cream. "We'll get to the bottom of this, though. Cullen's 

already got a lead." 

Oh? 



"That’s more than I knew," I say. "What's the lead?" 

"Your mom's bar," he replies. "Two people were seen heading up the stairs 

the night you got the second note. One man, one woman—separately and about 

two hours apart. We have a fairly decent description of the woman, and it's only 

a matter of time before we find the guy, too." 

I've fucking told Mom to put a lock on that door. Guests aren't allowed to 

go there—it's a private entrance. I just figured my mysterious note-writer had 

gone up the public entrance out back.  

"Okay…um, what about this ATF agent?" I ask. "Anything more on him?" 

Because the last thing we need now is a case against the MC.  

"Oh, don’t worry about that asshole," Jamie snickers. "It's a dead end. 

Whatever he came here for, he can't find. We've got alibis." 

That's reassuring, I suppose. Though, only 'cause they have alibis doesn’t 

mean they're innocent.  

But at least I don’t have to see Special Agent Garrett Morgan again. The 

man creeps me out.  

"I guess this means I can move home soon," I murmur. I don’t really know 

how to feel about that, though I love the idea of being safe again.  

"Oh right, you live down by the creek—I forgot." Jamie shovels some more 

food into his mouth. "Just don’t leave the ranch until your pops says it's safe." 

For some weird reason, a warning bell goes off in my head, but I have no 

idea why.  



"Don’t worry," I say absently, wondering if I've forgotten something. "I do 

have some more stuff I'd like to pick up, but I'll ask first and I won't go alone." 

That’s when Riley emerges from the shadows, and he accepts the meal like 

he hasn’t eaten in days. 

Boys. 

* 

I was hoping to talk to Edward, but by the time I get back inside the house, 

only Senior's downstairs. I find him in the den, and he tells me Edward's gone to 

bed.  

The house is darker, everything's silent. Except for the news program 

running quietly on the TV. 

"You okay, kiddo?" Senior mutes the TV and shifts in his lounger. 

"Yeah…" I sit down on the couch with a sigh. "Did Edward speak to 

Trey?" 

I sort of want to apologize to Trey, too.  

"If you can call it that," Senior mutters. "He tried, but Trey's angry. They 

end up shouting at each other, and then they go their separate ways and slam 

their doors shut." He smiles faintly, half sad, half resigned. "Trouble means well, 

Bella. He's just not always the smoothest, and neither of us really knows how to 

approach Trey. He's…different from us." 

"What do you mean?" I wonder.  



"Well," he grunts and sits forward a bit. "I wouldn’t call Trey sensitive 

because the kid's headstrong and makes no excuses for who he is. But he's not 

like me and my boy. When Edward was ten, he was working on bikes with me. 

When Trey was the same age, he discovered computers." 

Okay, so what, Edward's a biker and Trey's a geek. "Trey's brilliant," I say. 

"He's smart as hell and—Christ, have you seen his drawings? He says he wants 

to become a comic book artist." 

Senior snaps his fingers and nods. "That right there. He is brilliant. He's 

smarter than me and Trouble combined, Bella. No argument there. But those 

two got off on the wrong foot, and now they can't find common ground. And the 

thing with Trey is…while he's smart and even cocky at times, he doesn’t share 

our interests, so he's insecure sometimes." 

I can do the math from there, having spent enough time with Edward to 

know he can put his foot in his mouth. "So when Edward tries to smooth things 

over, they misunderstand each other and start fighting." 

"Pretty much." Senior inclines his head. "We don’t want the boy to be 

insecure. Hell, Trey can play with fuckin' Easy-Bake Ovens or dolls for all we 

care. But whenever Edward has tried to show interest in whatever online game 

or…whatever it is Trey's into that week, they end up arguing. Trey thinks 

Trouble's making fun of him, and…honestly, my son doubts Trey gives a shit 

about his own dad." 

My God, when Edward said he had baggage, he wasn’t kidding. "Um…" I 

clear my throat, uncomfortable with this next topic because it was one of those 

things we laughed at when I was in school. "This Brony thing is real, then? I 

mean, Trey's really into that?" 



I feel bad now.  

"Sort of," Senior chuckles. "I'll probably get half of this wrong because the 

internet has its own language, and Trey's never exactly liked talking about it—

much less explaining his hobby." He pauses. "But from what I understand, he 

does a comic strip online. He draws those toy horses like—" he waves a hand 

"—warriors. And he may not give a fuck about bikes in real life, but he's 

certainly good at drawing them." 

Well, that’s interesting. "Have you seen any of it?" 

I've only seen glimpses of what Trey sketches in the margins of his 

notepads. 

"Once. I saw one episode or chapter—those horses decked out in vests and 

machine guns. Trey freaked out and slammed the door in my face." He sighs. 

"He's good—very good. And fucking brutal." Now he huffs a quiet laugh. "My 

Little Pony's all pink and glitter and sparkle, ain't it? I mean, the original 

cartoon." I nod. "Yeah, that’s not what he's into. The strip he draws is black and 

white, except for when there's blood, and he seems to like a lotta gore." 

And there're bikes, vests, and guns involved? Come on, it's obvious to me. 

"Seems to me like he's drawing an MC." 

"With cartoon ponies," he snorts. "You know, Edward once offered—I'll 

never forget it; they were both beet red in their faces…" He laughs. "But Edward 

read up on this shit—fandom or what they call it—and offered to take Trey to 

some convention." 

"Oh my God." I palm my face and peek through my fingers. "I can picture 

it." 



"It was worse than that." He laughs some more. "My poor boy—he just 

wanted to share something with Trey." 

"I'm guessing Trey didn’t take it well?" I feel so awful for those two, and 

it's both comical and incredibly sad.  

"Trey was livid and embarrassed. Edward…he didn’t phrase himself very 

well, so of course Trey assumed Trouble was making fun of him. They fought, 

they slammed doors, they didn’t speak to each other for weeks." 

"Oh, boys…" I shake my head. Thinking about earlier tonight—when 

Edward used Trey's hobby as something to embarrass him… Yeah, I can see 

where Trey's coming from. But at the same time, I think it's adorable how 

Edward keeps trying.  

Christ, could they be any more different? A rough-around-the-edges biker, 

crass and all macho man, and then Trey, practically a genius, master of snark 

and geekdom.  

"I just wanna squeeze them," I admit. "And smack them. They need to man 

up and hash shit out. " 

"You don’t think I've tried gettin' them to do that?" Senior smirks wryly. "I 

have been through it all. I was there when Trouble got locked up. Trey was 

betrayed and abandoned, and he still feels that way. But, Bella, being away from 

Trey because of his addictions was—and always will be—my son's biggest 

regret. And he can't stand talking about it. He wants to move forward and make 

sure he'll always be there for Trey." 

"How well is that working out for him?" I ask. "Look, I'm not gonna 

pretend to know what's best for your family, but until those two knuckleheads sit 

down and speak without shouting, shit will continue to be awkward." 



Senior smiles and leans back in his chair again. "I'm gonna like havin' you 

around, kiddo. Feel free to light a fire under their asses." 

Oh, I will. 

* 

I wake up the next morning to the sound of my phone. Or rather, my 

brother's ringtone.  

Good news travel fast, eh?  

Barely even opening my eyes, I reach for my phone on the nightstand and 

answer the call as I draw the covers up higher. The Masens blast their A/C like 

it's nobody's business.  

"What time is it?" I mumble sleepily.  

"Noon, and I can't believe you didn’t tell me about everything that’s been 

going on, Bella!" My brother's furious. "Mom's pissed, Rachel's bitching about 

not finding a goddamn school in LA, and your father's ordered one of his goons 

to stay outside Maria's diner." 

I blink blearily and lift my head from the perfect, perfect pillow to check 

the alarm clock. "Noon? Damn, I slept for an eternity." 

"Bella!" Jasper growls.  

"Jesus Christ, calm down," I groan. "I'll explain—just…fuck. You woke 

me up." I yawn and sit up, wondering why I'm so tired. I didn’t go to bed very 

late. "All right, so here's the thing…" 

* 



After explaining everything to Jasper, he's angrier than a woman on the rag 

without chocolate, but there's little I can do about it. He's just gonna have to 

follow Dad's lead on this.  

Pulling on a pair of boxers and a tank top, I push back my hair into a 

ponytail and make my way downstairs. Given the time, I don’t except anyone to 

be here—other than the two bikers outside—so I'm a little surprised to see 

Edward sprawled out on the couch in the den.  

There's some TV movie running in the background, but his eyes are closed. 

How convenient. It means I can eye-fuck in peace. He's only wearing a pair of 

sweats, and his hair is all rumpled from sleep. One hand under his head, the 

other resting on his abs. Sigh. But I gotta get breakfast first.  

In the kitchen, I fill a bowl with milk and cereal, and then I get back to the 

den.  

"Sleeping Biker Beauty?" I peer down at his sleeping form and stick the 

spoon into my mouth. The taste of ice-cold milk and Froot Loops makes me 

hum 'cause it's delicious.  

"Why're you wakin' me up?" Edward throws an arm over his face.  

"Why are you not at work?" I ask.  

"I called in sick. My boss was okay with it." 

Funny. Must be nice to be his own boss. "What's wrong?" I sit down on the 

edge of the couch, not given much space because his big-ass frame takes up 

most of it. "Do you have a fever?" I lean over him and nudge away his arm to 

feel his forehead. "You're not warm." 



"Headache," he grunts, turning onto his side—facing away from me, 

"Lemme sleep, darlin'." 

I frown. "Now you're worrying me. Is there anything I can do? Where's 

Trey?" 

"Nothing to worry about." He yawns. "Trey's in school." 

But… "Is that safe?" I set down the bowl on the table and chew on my lip. I 

admit, I didn’t take the notes seriously at first, but then I got spooked by the 

second one. And once I started fearing for my own safety, I began fearing for 

Trey's, too.  

"They're after you, Bella," he mutters sleepily. "Not him." 

We can't know that. "If they're looking to harm me, they can do that by 

harming those I love," I argue. "Why do you think I asked Dad to make sure my 

family's safe? And you even said the MC could be a target. That means they 

could try get to you through Trey, too." 

Edward doesn't reply right away. Then after a moment, he turns in my 

direction and yanks me down to lie beside him. I yelp in surprise while he buries 

his nose in my hair.  

"Bella, I'm so fucking tired, but it's difficult to be grumpy with you when 

you say you love my son." 

"Oh," is my clever response. "Well, I can't help you with that. It took me 

like two minutes to get hooked on that kid." I tilt my head up and touch his 

cheek, feeling the soft rasp of his beard. "I'll let you sleep, though." 

When I try to push myself up, he only holds me tighter.  



"Cuddle with me," he mumbles, his eyes remaining closed. "You can't 

expect me to let you go when you say things like that." 

I smile a little and gently scratch his scalp, testing the waters. If he's got a 

headache, maybe it'll help.  

"Don’t ever stop," he sighs.  

"Understood," I chuckle quietly. "I should let out Killer and Romeo soon." 

"I already did that," he says then yawns again. "You didn’t come down this 

morning, so I figured I'd do it." 

"Thank you." I kiss his chin. "I slept like a baby." 

He grunts. "Wish I could say the same. I didn’t fall asleep until after five." 

My forehead creases in concern. "Because of your argument with Trey?" 

He doesn’t answer verbally, but he nods minutely.  

I'm more determined than ever to help in any way I can, 'cause it's painful 

to watch them fight and be all awkward around each other.  

"It'll work out," I murmur. 

His brow furrows slightly, but other than that, there's no response. And I 

hate seeing him down because of this. Regardless of how little time has passed, 

I've grown so damn attached, and if something's wrong, I want to fix it for them.  

With that realization, I get that it's already gone too far for me to be 

cautious. I can play it safe outwardly, though in my head I'm fucking gone.  

I…I want him too much. 



I still don’t know how everything's gonna work, but that doesn’t stop me 

from leaning in and pressing my lips softly to his.  

That sure makes his eyes flash open.  

I close mine and smile, applying pressure to the kiss.  

"Kiss me back, my bastard," I whisper.  

Edward releases a breath and relaxes completely, and I hadn't even noticed 

he'd been tense. Returning the kiss with slow, sensual movements, he slides a 

hand up my back and doesn’t stop until he's cupping the back of my neck.  

I melt into him.  

It doesn’t take long before I feel him hard against my hip, but he seems 

adamant about the pace. He kisses me deeply but slowly, almost lazily, and he 

makes no move to take it further.  

I shiver as he teases my tongue with the tip of his. He tastes like coffee and 

sleep, and faintly of smoke and mint. He's insanely addictive.  

"God, Bella…" He swallows and dips down to kiss my neck. "So perfect." 

My breathing stutters as he drops a openmouthed kiss along my throat, and 

then he rolls us over so I'm on top of him. I giggle breathlessly and kiss his sexy 

grin.  

He hums, settling his hands on my hips. "What're you…" He pecks my lips 

once before peering down our sides. "Are you wearin' boxers?" He raises a 

brow. "Yesterday you wore a fuckin' men's shirt. Do I have competition, baby?" 



I chuckle and roll my eyes. "They were Peter's." And silly me for thinking 

that answer's enough. Edward stiffens, and I smack a kiss to his mouth. "Rachel 

and Jasper's dad? Rach and I borrow each other's clothes all the time, and I 

found them in her closet at Mom's. Chill." 

"Oh." He relaxes and kisses me back deeply. "I'm looking forward to 

seeing you in my clothes instead." 

I grin salaciously and bite his bottom lip. "And what about shoes? Do you 

have plans for that, too?" 

"Maybe—if you'll let me." He shudders and then groans when I accidently 

squirm and swivel my hips over his cock. The impact nearly makes me lose my 

breath. Fuck, he feels good against me. "Damn, just fantasizing about it…" He 

grips my hips tighter and thrusts into me, and I curse the clothes we're wearing. 

"Would you let me, though? If I see anything I like, can I buy—" 

"Edward." I cut him off with a kiss, and I think there are angels singing. 

"I'm a six. Go nuts." 

"Jesus," he breathes out. He cradles my face, his eyes wild with lust, and 

kisses me softly. 

It's amazing and all, but I kinda need to get laid now. "Not to be crass or 

anything, but are you gonna fuck me today or—" 

"Sweet mother of relief." He flips us over so fast I barely notice it until my 

back hits the couch and butterflies invade my stomach. "I didn’t wanna be 

presumptuous, and you said it was a lot to deal with. Is this really happening?"  

I nod, giddy and kinda falling, falling, falling. 



He pushes down his sweats and gives his cock a firm stroke, the head 

slipping through my arousal. Ungh. Mouthwatering.  

"Do I need protection, darlin'?" 

"I don’t know, do you?" I squirm out of my shorts and yank the top over 

my head. "I'm on the pill, and I'm clean." 

His way of answering is to push his cock deep inside me. "Hhhhholy…" 

I suck in a breath, my eyes closing as the pleasure of him stretching me 

washes over me. My skin prickles, my heart drums faster.  

"I'd tell you," he grunts, "just how clean I am, but I have a reputation to 

uphold." 

Now he wants to make jokes? 

"Shut up," I laugh breathlessly. "Or maybe I should gag you with my foot." 

I should've known better than to think that would be a threat. 

"Promise?" He gives me a sinful smirk and kisses my nose. "Did'ju know 

you have the cutest fuckin' nose?" 

I grin and slide my hands up his muscular, tatted arms. "I can deal with a 

foot fetish, but leave my nose alone." 

He merely chuckles and withdraws his cock, only to push in again and set a 

delicious pace where he fucks me into the couch with long strokes. Combined 

with his rough hands and addictive mouth, he brings out my inner animal.  

I meet his thrusts. I kiss and bite. I rake my fingernails down his chest, 

making him curse and moan. I clench down on him.  



"Fuck," he pants, hooking one of my legs under his arm. He drives in deep 

and grinds his pelvis against my clit. "Give me a taste. Use—use two f-fingers—

ugh." He spits out a curse, and I slip a hand between us to swirl two fingers 

around my clit. "It's like I lose my ability to speak around you." 

Wanting to tease him, I brush my wet fingers across his bottom lip before I 

stick them into my own mouth.  

His eyes darken, and he breathes through clenched teeth. "Don’t be mean." 

He licks his bottom lip and closes his eyes, his cock causing wet sounds every 

time he pushes in. "Give me more." 

I grab his jaw hard, feeling possessive and in charge. I love it almost as 

much as I love how forceful he is with me. With a firm push, I make him sit 

back on his heels, his cock sliding out of me. But perhaps he sees the hunger in 

my eyes because he doesn’t utter a word of complaint.  

"Jesus fuck," he exhales. He shifts so he sits down in the middle of the 

couch, and he welcomes me onto his lap, moaning when I take him inside again.  

"Ask nicely," I say, rolling my hips to take him deeper. "In fact, beg me. If 

you wanna taste me, beg me." 

He curses and slides his hands up my front to push my breasts together. 

"All right…fuck. Please. Please give me a taste." 

I smile and bite my lip, feeling my skin flush.  

"Call me a good boy and I'll split you in half with my dick," he warns. 

"Excuse me?" I stop moving and try to catch my breath. I wanna see how 

far I can take this.  



"What the fuck—don’t stop," he groans. He's a big guy, and he moves me 

easily on top of him, but that’s not enough. He wants me to be into it, too. 

"Please, darlin'. Okay? Fucking please. Fuck me." 

"You need to work on your manners, baby," I taunt. I grab his jaw again 

and hold it in a firm grip, and the obvious desire and desperation in his eyes 

don’t go without my notice. "You're not the only one who can be badass." 

"Oh, I already knew that," he huffs, outta breath. "Why do you think I want 

you so much? Huh? Why do you think I want you to be all mine?"  

I grin and lean in to bite his earlobe. "That makes you mine, too. This cock 

is mine now." I bring him in deep and moan softly in his ear. "I can use you 

whenever I want, right?" 

"Fuck, yes," he growls. "Holy shit, you drive me crazy, little girl." 

"This little girl is now your boss," I laugh. 

"You have about two minutes before I'll take back the control," he says 

darkly, huskily, as he reaches down to circle my clit. "Hit me with your worst. 

Make me beg, turn me into your bitch—I don’t care. I'll just give you the same 

treatment later." 

I shiver, his words making me wetter and wetter. God, I can't get enough of 

him, and I never thought sex could be this fun and fulfilling.  

"Hmmm, another time," I decide, fucking him slowly. "I wanna plan 

something good. Something that'll make you get on your knees for me and beg." 

Edward shudders, and the look he gives me tells me he's definitely on 

board.  



"Would you like that, baby?" I kiss his neck, tasting the salt of fresh 

perspiration mixed with the scent of his bodywash. "Maybe I'll tie you to the 

bed. Maybe I'll put on a pair of sexy heels and let you come on my feet—" 

"That’s it," he grunts, and then I'm airborne. He throws me down on the 

couch once more and shoves his cock so deep inside my pussy it hurts. "You do 

that, Bella, and you can expect a proposal." 

I whimper in pain, pleasure, amusement, need. And as heady and incredible 

as it was to own his ass for a beat, this is what I love the most. When he fucks 

me like he'll die if he doesn’t. When he kisses me like I'm more important than 

air.  

Our bodies slide together perfectly. 

He hisses and fucks me harder when I scratch him deep enough to leave 

marks.  

His eyes are hooded and crazed, never leaving mine.  

"I never knew anyone like you existed." He kisses me, then dips down to 

whisper in my ear. "Now…give me a fucking taste of that sweet pussy." 

I die.  

I rub my clit and bring myself closer to orgasm before I obey him and give 

him two wet fingers.  

He hums and sucks them into his mouth. In the meantime, I bring my free 

hand to my pussy, and I touch myself as fast as he takes me.  

"That’s a good princess," he rumbles. "Daddy should be proud." 



"Oh my God, you sick freak," I moan, but maybe I'm just as sick. 'Cause 

his words set me on fire, and I become his little whore while I chase my orgasm. 

"So close," I whimper. "Please get me there, Edward." 

"For you? Anything."  

He sets us both off mere seconds later, and I come with a cry as Edward 

stiffens on top of me.  

Best. Sex. Ever.  



Chapter 15 

BPOV 

"I've already told you, Dad," I say into the phone, beyond frustrated. "I 

don't know anything else. I've told you everything I know." 

Dad and his MC have been looking for the mystery writer for days now, 

and not only do they not have any other leads, but Trey was the recipient of a 

note yesterday. 

He'd found it in his locker after lunch. 

Senior had driven him home from school early because of it, and the note 

simply read, You and Bella mean a lot to Edward. It would be a shame if 

either of you died. 

The game has changed—motives, possible suspects—but we've got nothing 

to go on. We don't know if Edward's the target, the MC, Dad, or me. 

Dad even has guys from the Bastard charter in Oregon down here to help, 

but without clues, it's like looking for a needle in a haystack. Actually, it's like 

looking for a single straw in a haystack. 

"Was there anything else?" I ask, placing the phone between my cheek and 

shoulder. "It's Trey's birthday tomorrow, so I'm kinda busy." 

Another thing that has changed in the past few days is my role with Trey. 

I'm fiercely protective of him, and I'm not gonna lie, I got homicidal yesterday 

when I learned about the note. While Edward's the kind of man who seethes in 

silence and has no doubt already plotted the murder of whoever it is that's sent 

the notes, I got sorta…loud. I was shouting and gesturing all over the place. 



How fucking dare they threaten Trey?  

Obviously, he's not allowed to leave the ranch now, either. 

"Dad?" I ask again. "I'm in the middle of baking Trey's cake." 

"Huh? Oh sorry, baby girl," Dad answers pensively. "I'm watching 

Emmett—that fucker." 

"What's up with Emmett?" I open the fridge and pull out the frosting I 

made earlier. 

"He's on the phone with your sister," Dad mutters. "Didn't I tell everyone to 

stay the fuck away from you and Rachel? Huh?" 

I roll my eyes, peering out the kitchen window. Trey's throwing a tennis 

ball with Killer and Romeo, and Edward's by the grill. He's checking on the hot 

dogs, though I know he's lingering because he's trying to find a way to talk to 

Trey about their issues. 

"I guess I can kill him another day," Dad sighs. "He seems insistent that 

Rachel stays in LA." 

"See? He's good for her," I tell him. "He wants her to get an education, and 

he wants her to stay safe." 

My sister has finally found a school, and she's jumped into the life of a 

college student. Which means Mom's coming home. Tomorrow, in fact, and I'm 

both looking forward to it and dreading it. Because while Dad's oblivious about 

me and Edward because Dad doesn't want it to be true, my mom's suspicious by 

nature and too observant for her own good. 

She'll figure it out in no time. 



Edward has no issues with it, despite the fact that neither of my parents 

wants me with him. He's told me bluntly he wants us to be real, and I want that 

too, but in the middle of all this? It feels like unnecessary drama. 

* 

Once I've finally gotten off the phone, I head outside to check on Edward 

and Trey, and I'm surprised to only see Edward on the patio. 

"Where did Trey go?" I ask. 

"Upstairs." Edward plates the hot dogs and spicy sausages. "I asked if we 

could talk after dinner, so he made up a school emergency." 

"I'm sorry." I stroke his back. Here outside, I'm careful with affection since 

we have two bikers always guarding the property, but fuck it. Edward's in pain. 

Senior wasn't lying when he told me that Edward loathes speaking about 

letting Trey down—the prison time, going away to rehab. But Edward did 

promise to be an open book for me, so he's—reluctantly—told me parts of his 

story. 

Edward was young, saw himself as a god, and thought he was 

indestructible. Partying went from being a weekend thing to a never-ending 

spectacle of drugs, women, and booze. 

In his years of sinking deeper into his addictions, he'd managed to make a 

name for himself in the MC, knock up a one-night stand named Sarah, and he'd 

done time in prison more than once. 

"I have no regrets about how I lived up until Trey was born," Edward tells 

me. "Settling down and having kids was the last thing on my mind, so without 

drugs, I woulda been lucid enough to use a rubber." 



I snuggle closer to him under the covers and kiss his chin, listening. 

"But after I held him in the hospital…?" He sighs and stares up at the 

ceiling. "It was probably the first time I realized I was in deep shit. Instead of 

sticking around and being with my newborn kid, I itched—fuckin' ached—to go 

out and get wasted."  

He was quiet for a long time after admitting that to me, and then he'd gone 

on to tell me he'd tried to quit. Several times, but he'd caved after a few months. 

The last time Edward got arrested was for assault. He was away for a year 

and grew so angry. He hated himself and was depressed, so his first thought was 

to get high when he was released. To forget his life. But, thankfully, that bender 

hadn't lasted long because Senior had beat the crap out of him. 

"I've never seen my father so livid," Edward confesses. "But more than 

that, he was heartbroken. That broad, Sarah...she never gave a shit about Trey, 

so it was really only Pops who was there for him." He swallows hard. "Dad told 

me I had a choice. Either I get outta Reno and kill myself by existing for the next 

fix, or I get my ass to rehab." 

Senior had paid for it, and Edward was too scared to fail to come home 

after ninety days. In the end, Edward stayed away for nearly eight months. 

Adding the time in prison, he'd spent about two years away from Trey, only 

seeing him briefly between prison and rehab. 

No wonder Trey doesn't trust Edward. 'Cause when Edward was finally 

clean and sober and back home, they never talked about it. Edward had just 

promised that things would be different—better. 



Their lives have improved. A lot. But Edward can't ignore the past only 

because the future looks brighter. And I'm standing with the proof right now. 

Edward's miserable, Trey still doesn't feel like he can count on his father to be 

there for him, and Senior's at a loss. 

"Hey." I nudge Edward gently and turn him to face me. "Maybe you could 

force him to listen. Go after him and just talk. If he puts on headphones, take 

them. If he turns up the volume on his TV, shut it off." 

"I was thinking that," he says quietly, frowning, "but I don't know how to 

keep my cool, Bella. He's pretty good at pissing me off, and the day before his 

birthday? I'd like to be on speaking terms with him tomorrow." 

I press my lips together, torn. It feels like he's stalling because he doesn't 

wanna talk about the past, but I'm still a newcomer here. I'm not Trey's mom. I 

don't know them enough to make any demands. 

"All right." I back down for now and grab the plate of grilled meats. "Let's 

eat dinner." 

"You're giving me that look again," he says, following me. "You're holding 

something back." 

"Did you pick up Trey's gift from me?" I ask. I don't wanna argue, and 

maybe it's best I stay out of it. Besides, I've been meaning to ask him about the 

gift since he got home earlier. 

I asked Trey what he wanted for his birthday, and his response was hair 

dye. He wants to dye his hair neon green. 

Yeah. 



So I called the place where I get my hair done because this isn't a simple 

blond-to-brown kind of coloring. His hair is already black, so we gotta bleach it 

a couple times first. 

"I got it," Edward mutters. He grabs the rest of the condiments from the 

fridge after putting the hot dog buns in the microwave. "You not gonna answer 

my question?" 

"The day before Trey's birthday?" I widen my eyes. "I'd like to be on 

speaking terms with you tomorrow." Now I smirk. 

Edward scowls. 

I help him set the table and ask if he wants help wrapping Trey's gifts from 

Edward and Senior. Edward's bought his son a sketchpad, which probably cost a 

fortune, and Senior always gives Trey money. Who doesn't love that? 

"The saleslady already wrapped it, but thanks." Edward presses a quick kiss 

to my temple before leaving the kitchen. "Pop! Knucklehead! Dinner!" 

* 

Unknown's POV 

"What do you mean you have help?" Diego asks furiously. 

I swallow nervously and look around me, making sure I'm alone. "He 

caught me at the school when I was leaving the note for Masen's kid," I say into 

the receiver. "I had no choice, sir. But it's all good—I swear. The MC's behind 

his brother's death. He wants Cullen dead as much as you do." 

Diego chuckles darkly. "I don't fuckin' care. He's a goddamn ATF agent. 

Kill him—or I swear to Christ, I'll kill you instead." 



Fuck. "All right." I screw my eyes shut, refusing to panic. "Want me to do 

it when I take care of the diner?" 

"No, make him disappear," Diego grunts. "We don't need his entire office 

coming to Fallbrook." 

Okay. That makes sense, I guess. "And me and my girl?" 

"You're safe as long as you deliver. There's a nice condo waiting for you. 

Don't fuck up." 

He hangs up the phone, and I drive across town to meet up with Garrett 

Morgan in a secluded place. 

I know Diego told me to finish him off—and make him disappear—but 

Morgan can be useful. I can't be in two places at the same time, so maybe I can 

utilize him for the fires. Plus, if I can pin all this on him…? 

In the middle of the woods, I drive up to where Garrett's parked his car. He 

smirks every time he sees me, as if amused by the situation. 

"I spoke to my boss," I say. "You're in." 

"Good." He inclines his head. "I just want Cullen out of the way, and then 

I'm back to the city." His smirk grows sinister. "I wouldn't mind a turn in the 

sack with Bella Cullen first. She turned me down once—she won't get a choice 

this time." 

I gnash my teeth together, enraged. This motherfucker better not get in the 

way of my plans. In that case, I'll have to kill him sooner. Like I don't already 

have enough to fucking deal with. 

"So what's next?" he asks. 



"Creating chaos," I mutter. 

 



Chapter 16 

BPOV 

The day after Trey's birthday, it's time to face Mom. She wanted to come 

out here yesterday, but I managed to postpone it because we celebrated Trey.  

When her car pulls up in the driveway, Edward leaves the house to trek 

down to my place and get more stuff. Staying here for a few days with only a 

duffle of belongings was okay, but it's been a while now. So Edward has a list of 

things I'd like to be brought up here, and he takes off with my pups.  

"Want me to make myself scarce too, kiddo?" Senior asks.  

"Nah—it's your house," I chuckle. "I just don’t want Mom to ruin Edward's 

face." 

"Good call," he laughs and retreats to the den. "I'll be in here, catchin' up on 

my shows." 

Edward doesn’t know it yet, but I've decided to come clean to her about 

him.  

Trey knows about my plan, which is why he's pretending to be busy in the 

kitchen. He's so bored these days, not allowed to leave the house even for 

school, so he's itching for some gossip.  

Opening the door in the hallway, I let Mom in before she crushes me in a 

hug.  

"I was escorted all the way out here," she whispers. "If I owned a gun, you 

probably wouldn’t have had a dad anymore." 



"They're keeping us safe, Mom," I say, breaking the hug. "Come on, there's 

coffee in the kitchen." 

"No," she argues, "we're in this mess because of them. I swear." 

I sigh.  

Dad was briefly in her good graces before Trey got his note. Mom was 

thankful he kept me safe and all that, but once Trey became a target, she started 

singing a different tune. Now she's convinced the MC is the target, and Dad is 

once again on her shit list.  

"Even if that’s the case, I don’t care." I reach the kitchen and smile at Trey, 

whose hair is all but white now. Tonight we're dyeing it green. Until then, he 

lives in his beanie. "Mom, I want you to meet Trey. Edward's son." 

"Hello," Mom says politely and extends her hand. "Nice to meet you, 

Trey." 

"My mom—Esme," I murmur to Trey. 

"Nice to meet you, too." Trey nods and shakes her hand. "I'm only here for 

the family drama, so don’t mind me." 

I snicker and slap his arm. "Make yourself useful and get us some leftover 

cake instead, honey." 

"Yes, ma'am." He salutes me and gets started.  

"He's my punk," I tell Mom with a grin.  

"Mmhmm." She lifts a brow.  

Here we go.  



Bringing two mugs of coffee over to the table, I sit down and wait for her 

to join me.  

"So what's this family drama Trey is talking about?" she asks, hanging her 

purse over her chair. "Should I be afraid?" 

"We haven't seen each other in almost two weeks! How about we catch up 

first?" 

"It hasn’t been that long," she points out. 

"Hence the almost," I mock. "Come on, how was LA?" I smile in thanks as 

Trey serves us cake, and when he makes a move to go back to his eavesdropping 

hideout, I pull out a chair and pat it. "We can share my slice. Sit." 

He shrugs and sits down, quick to always look indifferent, but it doesn’t 

work well around me. He's too compliant and eager to spend time with me for 

me not to see through his charade.  

Teenagers.  

"You're so fucking adorkable, I can't even." I squeeze his arm and shake it. 

Because I'm weird.  

He pulls off a Masen scowl, only not as well as Edward and Senior, 'cause 

Trey grins and blushes, too.  

"Now you get nothin'." He shovels a big piece of cake into his mouth.  

I shake my head in amusement and turn my attention back to Mom.  

She's definitely in her study mode, but I don’t care.  

"So…?" I haven't forgotten my question. "Was LA nice?" 



Mom blows out a breath and scrapes off some frosting from the cake with 

her fork. "Well, the sixteen thousand schools we visited were nice." She smiles 

ruefully and slips the fork into her mouth. "But Rach is finally out of this town, 

so I'm happy." 

I frown. "You love Fallbrook." 

"Yeah," she agrees, nodding slowly, "but Rachel can't resist certain things 

the way you and I can." 

That wasn’t very subtle.  

"Mom…" I clear my throat and shift in my seat. 

I suppose there's no time like the present.  

"No." She gives me a lethal look. "No, Bella. Don’t—please don’t." Her 

eyes turn pleading, and maybe I was wrong to take Trey's presence lightly. 

"Whatever it is you're about to tell me…just, please don’t do it, baby." 

I sigh and face Trey, who's biting his lip and already watching me 

anxiously.  

"You're not leaving, are you?" he asks quietly.  

"No!" I squeeze his hand, sad he'd even question that. But he's been left in 

the past, so I can't exactly blame him. "Of course not. I just need some privacy 

with my mom, okay?" 

He nods and stands up reluctantly. "All right, but you gotta stay." 

"I'm not going anywhere." I wait until he's gone to look Mom in the eye.  

"He's very fond of you," she says softly, eyes glassy. 



"It's mutual, Mom." I lean forward and fidget with my coffee mug. 

"Edward and I…we're together." 

"God—Bella." Her face crumples before she covers it with her hands. "I 

don’t want this for you." 

I swallow hard and look down, knowing it's her past talking. "Edward's not 

Dad." 

"They're all the same," she weeps into her hands. "Just wait, baby. It's fun 

at first—he'll show you a whole new world." She wipes at her cheeks. "But then 

he'll start showing his true colors. You'll be his toy. He'll demonstrate his 

ownership of you in front of his friends." 

"Oh, Mom." I get up from my seat and round the table to sit down next to 

her instead. "I know what Dad did to you, and I'm so sorry. I hate it. You know I 

do."  

"You can't change people." She blinks back tears and cups my cheek. "You 

have to trust me on that. You can't change people." 

"No, but people can change themselves," I implore gently. "Edward's got a 

shady past, too, and he's not that man today. Same with Dad. It's been twenty-

five years—he's changed a lot." 

Mom shakes her head and releases a heavy sigh, another round of tears 

trickling down. "I'm not sure I can believe that. It's wishful thinking." 

"No…" I tuck a piece of hair behind her ear. "I think you're afraid, and you 

have every right to be. But I wish you'd try to see the changes in Dad. If anyone 

is able to see whether or not they're genuine, it's you." I bite my lip. "I want you 



to give Edward a chance, too. It's up to me who I'll be with, and I really like 

him." 

Mom sniffles and rolls her eyes. "Trust me, baby—I get the appeal. I've 

been where you are. These men…they're intense, wild…" 

"True." I smile and wipe a tear away from her cheek. "But there's more to 

Edward than that." 

"You've known him less than a month," she reasons. 

I shrug. "I already know he's worth it." Otherwise I wouldn’t be here. I 

would've persuaded Dad to let me stay at the clubhouse. "Even more so because 

of Trey, and if things don’t work out between Edward and me, I still wanna be 

in Trey's life. I love that kid." 

Mom can say what she wants about Edward—and Dad for that matter—but 

the momma in her melts a little at the mention of Trey. "He does seem like a 

sweetheart, that boy," she admits. "But it's a big responsibilit—" 

Her sentence is cut off by a loud, urgent knock on the door. 

"Masen!" we hear Emmett yell from outside. 

I'm on my feet before I know it, and so is Senior. He hurries out from the 

den and stalks toward the hallway, ripping the door open.  

"Something's on fire down the hill," Emmett pants out. 

Down the hill. My place is down the hill. Edward is there.  

"Trey!" I shout, springing into action before I can panic. "Senior, what do 

we do?" 



Before he can answer, the sound of gunfire rings out from the direction of 

the forest, and my eyes widen.  

"You—" Senior points to Emmett. "Take Bella, Carlisle's lady, and Trey to 

the clubhouse. Everyone else, you're with me." He throws on his Bastard vest 

and grabs his gun.  

Trey comes down the stairs as Riley, Jamie, and Jake follow Senior 

through the house.  

"What about Edward!" I shout.  

"We'll bring him back!" Jake yells. "Get in the truck now, Bella!" 

I growl as Emmett yanks on my arm, pushing me toward the door. Mom is 

quick to go after, and I manage to pull Trey with me. 

"Where're your dogs?" Mom asks frantically.  

"With Edward," I grit out. It goes against all my instincts to get in that 

truck with Emmett, but I can't pretend to know more than the MC in this case. I 

gotta trust Dad, Senior, and Edward. So I hop in after Trey and let Emmett take 

us away from the ranch.  

Smoke slithers skyward through the tree branches. 

I hear Killer and Romeo bark. 

More gunfire.  

I'm pretty sure I'll never see my trailer again.  

* 



My jaw drops as we reach town.  

Sirens are going off everywhere, and there's more smoke. Several streets 

have been sealed off, and Mom lets out a sob just as we see Maria's diner go up 

in flames.  

A coffee shop farther down the street is also on fire. Emmett takes another 

route, only to meet another roadblock. Black clouds of smoke rise from two 

storefronts. 

With a shaky hand, I take out my phone and call Jasper.  

What the hell is happening?  

"Jesus," Emmett breathes out.  

"Jasper's not answering," I croak.  

Mom whimpers and tries to call Maria.  

I try Jasper's number again, and Emmett takes detours to get to the 

clubhouse. My brother doesn’t answer, but his phone is on. I gotta take that as a 

good sign.  

By the time we reach the street where the Masens' auto shop and the MC's 

clubhouse are, we've counted fourteen fires in all—some small, some huge—and 

this can't possibly be related to the motorcycle club.  

"Media's gonna flood Fallbrook," Emmett says grimly. He parks outside 

the clubhouse and tells us to stay put until he makes sure it's safe inside. 

However, my dad and two other bikers storm out the second Emmett exits the 

truck. 



"Thank fuck." Dad yanks me out of the truck and holds me tightly. "I was 

afraid something had happened to you. I tried calling." He palms my cheeks. 

"You okay? No one harmed you?" 

"I'm fine." I break the hug and grab Trey's hand, refusing to leave his side. 

"What the fuck is going on?" 

Emmett jerks his chin. "Yeah, what do we know?" 

"All fires started pretty much at the same time," Dad says, discreetly eyeing 

Mom. Maybe to make sure she's okay. I don’t know. "I got a phone call—

someone told me the ranch wasn’t safe and then hung up. So I sent James out 

there, and ten minutes after he left, we heard explosions." He looks around us. 

"Where's Edward? I gotta talk to him." 

I swallow my emotions and squeeze Trey's hand. "He's with Senior, Riley, 

Jake, and Jamie." 

Dad stiffens. "Did something happen?" 

Emmett fills him in. "There's another fire out there. We heard gunfire, too." 

"Shit." Dad runs a hand through his hair, angry and frustrated and probably 

already scheming. "Fuck." 



Chapter 17 

EPOV 

My ears have never rung so loudly.  

I'm on the ground, flat on my back. 

I blink, seeing a blurry silhouette of someone standing over me. 

He chuckles. "Killing you is a bonus, Masen." 

I can't fucking focus, and the pain in my thigh is piercing.  

Dizziness tries to pull me under, but I fight it. I remember throwing myself 

out of Bella's trailer when I smelled gasoline and heard the fizzle of a fuse. 

The sound of a whining dog makes me find focus again, and I gnash my 

teeth together as the blur finally fades. At the same time, the ringing stops, and 

the world doesn’t appear to be moving in slow motion anymore. 

It's that goddamn ATF agent. I've seen him around town a few times now, 

and if Cullen hadn't told us lay low, I woulda made the agent disappear by now. 

"You have thirty seconds," I cough. There's smoke everywhere, blood is 

trickling down my temple, and I feel cuts and sore spots all over my body, 

making me think it was more of an explosion than a simple fire.  

"What?" He grins down at me and aims his gun, probably his service gun.  

Not very clever.  

"Thirty seconds before you're outnumbered, ya cuntbag," I spit out. 



My own gun is still tucked into my jeans at the base of my spine, so I can't 

exactly get it. But I know help is on the way. Emmett was doing a perimeter 

check nearby; he had to have seen the fire. 

Some twenty feet away, one of Bella's dogs barks, and Garrett's temper gets 

the best of him. He growls a curse and aims at the dog instead. Fury rushes 

through me, makes my fucking blood boil, and I see my window.  

As Garrett fires his gun, I grab my own and shoot him in the neck. 

He chokes out a hoarse scream and clutches his neck as he falls to the 

ground.  

The pain in my thigh intensifies as I stand up, and I get a brief glimpse of a 

shard sticking out of it. Gotta deal with that later, though. I can hear my MC 

brothers getting close, and I don’t have a lot of time before Garrett's dead. 

"Did'ju send the notes to Bella and my son?" I tower over him, pressing my 

boot against his throat. "Answer me!" 

He coughs up blood and splutters. "N-No… F-Fuck you. Killed…m-my b-

brother…" 

What the fuck? 

"Edward!" I hear Riley shout up the hill.  

"Looks like we're runnin' outta time," I tell Garrett. "This is for going 

anywhere near my little lady." With that, I apply pressure with my boot and 

choke him to death.  



I hiss as I take a step back and finally get a better look at my leg. The shard 

of glass is a few inches long, and it's wedged in there deep. Glancing over at 

Bella's trailer, I see not much remains of her home, which saddens me.  

But the worst part… "Fuck." I limp over to Bella's white fur ball, Killer. 

Pop, Riley, Jake, and James reach me while I check for a pulse, but the dog's 

gone.  

"Holy fuck!" Jake heads straight for the ATF agent.  

Romeo is alive, Bella's Rottweiler, but fuck if I know how I'm gonna break 

the news about Killer to her.  

"Shit, son." Pop's panting, but he doesn’t stop running until he almost 

crashes into me. "You're hurt." 

"I'm fine." I wipe some sweat and grime off my face and bend down as 

much as I can to check if there's something wrong with Romeo because he's not 

getting up. "Anybody got booze?" Then I see he's injured both his hind legs. But 

he's not whining or anything; he just can't get up.  

I ignore my father's look of warning about the booze, 'cause Christ, it's 

been seven years. He should know better by now.  

Riley walks over and retrieves a flask from his vest. "Bourbon." 

"It'll have to do." I wince and plop down on a fallen tree. "Somebody 

gimme a phone. I gotta speak to Cullen." 

Did a goddamn ATF agent really cause all this? It makes no sense.  



We know he came here under the pretenses of checking for leads after a 

warehouse was robbed outside of San Diego, but he ended up with shit. There's 

no case because my brothers and I are better than that, yet he lingered in town.  

"Emmett said he saw the fire." Pop squats down in front of me and helps 

me hold my leg still. "We came as fast as we could." 

"Got it." I pull my wifebeater over my head and tear it into two pieces. 

"How long…" I squint, not sure what I'm asking. My memory's too fuzzy. One 

second I'm throwing my ass outta the trailer, and the next I'm waking up with 

Garrett staring down at me. "Never mind." 

"My phone's blowing up with messages from people at the compound," 

Riley says with a scowl. "Goddamn—" He walks over with his phone and hands 

it to Pop. "We might wanna hurry the fuck up and roll into town." 

"What's going on?" I grit my teeth and pour the alcohol over the wound on 

my thigh. "Motherfuck!" I groan at the pain and then clench my teeth and pull 

out the shard.  

"Are you fucking stupid, Trouble?" Pop shouts. "You coulda hit an artery!" 

"You a doctor now?" I sneer. Sweat mingles with the blood and dirt already 

trickling down my face, and I suck in a quick breath before I press a ball of 

fabric against the open wound. Then I pour more booze over it and wrap the 

other piece of fabric around my thigh, tying it tightly. "I'm not showing up at a 

hospital until I'm sure it won't lead the cops our way." 

"It might be too late for that." He eyes my leg as he shows me the screen of 

Riley's phone.  



Get Edward here STAT. Several fires in Fallbrook. Clubhouse safe for 

now. 

Holy fuck. Several fires?  

"This is big." I stand up and try not to put too much pressure on my leg. 

"I'll talk to Bella and then we can go." 

"She's already there, son." Pop straightens, too. "Riley, you and the 

prospect stay back. Clean up here and don't leave a single trace of the agent. 

Then call the fire department in case you can't put out the—" 

"Hold up!" I glare at my dad. "What do you mean, Bella's already there?" 

"Emmett made it sound like there was a fucking mayhem going on down 

here," he defends. "So I told him to take Bella, Trey, and Esme to Carlisle." 

Of course he did, because that's probably what I would've done if I didn’t 

know better. But if something's happening in town—several fucking fires?—

Fallbrook's the last place I want Bella and Trey.  

"Let's head out," I say tightly and pick up Romeo with a grunt. Jesus, 

what're we feeding this dog?  

The pain in my thigh is suddenly easier to ignore, perhaps because fearing 

for my family's safety is a pain that shoots straight to my fucking heart.  

"Can you even drive?" Pop asks. 

"I'd love to see anyone try to stop me." I trek faster up toward the house so 

I can put on a new shirt and grab my Bastard cuts.  

* 



Fire departments from Fallbrook and nearby communities—and law 

enforcement—take up most space in town as me and the guys roll through.  

Almost all the fires seem to have been put out, but there's a fucking ocean 

of smoke. 

Vans and news teams crowd the streets to speak to witnesses and report 

back to their stations. 

When we finally get to the compound, I've counted enough destroyed shops 

and businesses to have an idea of what's going on.  

Judging by the number of Harleys outside of the clubhouse, half the MC is 

here.  

Alistair is outside, and he nods and opens the door for me. "You all right?" 

"Don’t I look it?" I enter the clubhouse, and the first person I see is Trey. 

Thank fucking God. Several members in the MC have brought their wives and 

children, which I'm not sure is a good idea.  

I make my way through the family-sized crowds forming and haul Trey up 

from the couch in the corner. "You scared the shit outta me, knucklehead." I 

squeeze him tightly, and my eyes sting with tears because he actually hugs me 

back.   

Unfortunately, it's only a matter of seconds before Trey is back to normal. 

He clears his throat and ends the hug, keeping his eyes averted. "Your leg—is it 

serious?" he mutters. 

"It's fine." I try to meet his gaze, wanting…something. Anything. "Trey…" 



He flashes me a smirk, but his eyes look glassy. "You should check on 

Bella. People are treatin' her like she works here." He points to the bar. 

That pisses me off. You gotta be blind to miss how lost she looks, yet she 

gets coffee, beers, and sodas for anyone who asks.  

"Bella!" I call. That makes her head snap up, and her eyes grow large at the 

sight of me. 

"She's been an angel," one of our MC brothers from Oregon says with a 

grin. 

"Then maybe you guys should've treated her better, you motherfucker," I 

tell him. I hold out my arms as Bella runs to me, and the only thing that could 

make this even more perfect is Trey. "Lemme look at you, darlin'." I cup her 

cheeks and brush my thumbs under her eyes. 

"I was so fucking worried," she whispers and hugs me again. "What 

happened? Emmett said there was a fire, and we saw the smoke—Oh my God, 

what happened to your leg?!" She starts fussing over me and actually pushes me 

down to sit on the couch.  

I go down with an oomph and a wince, and Bella flits off to get a first-aid 

kit.  

The woman makes my head spin in the best ways, but right now I kinda 

want her to take a breather.  

"Has she been like this since you came here?" I ask as Trey sits down next 

to me. 

"Pretty much." He fiddles with his phone, going through his Tumbling or 

whatever it's called. He has his comic strip there. "I think she was in shock at 



first. She didn’t speak a lot, and then when people showed up, she just started 

doing a bunch of stuff." 

I sigh and light up a smoke, not entirely surprised. Bella does too much. If 

there's one thing I've learned about her, it's that she's always ready to be of 

assistance.  

"So what happened at the ranch?" Trey wonders, though he looks like he 

doesn’t really give a rat's ass about the answer. I'm used to that. "Is anyone there 

now?" 

I don’t wanna get into it. How will Bella react? As if her life hasn’t been 

turned upside down already.  

"Riley and James are keeping watch," I say, exhaling smoke through my 

nose.  

I gotta call a vet, too. For Romeo. Before we left the ranch, I told Riley to 

take care of the dog, make sure Romeo doesn't try to walk. Maybe his legs are 

fractured—I don’t know. I don’t fucking know anything. Too many questions, 

too few answers. But plenty of theories after today's clusterfuck.  

Trey side-eyes me. "You didn’t answer my first question."  

I'm very aware, knucklehead.  

"We ran into trouble," I admit quietly. "You know I don’t go into details 

with you, but…Bella's dogs were hurt." 

"What?" His face falls.  

I nod with a dip of my chin and take a drag from my smoke. "Killer didn’t 

make it," I whisper. "Don’t tell Bella. I'll talk to her when we're alone." 



Trey swallows hard and looks down. "And R-Romeo?" 

"He'll be fine, I promise." I cup the back of his neck and squeeze it gently. 

"I'm sorry." 

He bites his lip and looks at me hesitantly. "You have dried blood on your 

face, Dad. And your leg is fucked up. This isn't like the other times, is it?" 

Other times. That stings. The few times the MC has been in trouble in the 

past—when we were back in Reno—Trey spent a couple nights at the compound 

until the danger passed. It was never anything big. More as precaution. But I 

never got physically wounded then.  

"I'd never let anything happen to you," I tell him, quietly but firmly. "I 

know we have our differences, but you're everything to me—whether you 

believe it or not."  

Bella is becoming part of that "everything," and if I can only work out my 

issues with Trey, I'll be the luckiest bastard on the planet.  

I want him to let me be a part of his life. He shuts me out all the time, and 

it's killing me. Our differences don’t make it any easier. I think the only things 

we have in common are food and humor. We share favorites in the kitchen, and 

we have the same warped sense of humor, but that’s it. 

And it's not enough. I've tried—Jesus Christ, have I tried. I once thought if 

we could have fun together, he'd forget that he hates me.  

It worked, for about half an hour. 

"What're you smiling about?" Trey scowls at me.  



I sigh and take a final drag from the smoke before putting it out on the 

floor. "Our twisted sense of humor. We've had some fun, haven't we? Remember 

your grandmother's funeral?" 

That sounds worse than it is. My mother wasn’t as bad as Trey's 

incubator—or mother, whatever—but she was close. And Pop divorced her 

when I was eight. Barely saw her after that, and she took no interest whatsoever 

in Trey.  

Trey rolls his eyes. "Stop grasping at straws, Dad."  

Ouch.  

"Sorry." I lean back a bit more and rest my head against the back of the 

couch, the background noise of everyone around us giving me a headache.  

It's also getting more and more difficult to ignore my thigh. It's stopped the 

bleeding, but it hurts like a motherfucker.  

How long can it take for Bella to find a first-aid kit? I want her back here 

so I can tell her to rest. I've patched myself together more times than I can count. 

No biggie.  

Next to me, Trey chuckles quietly. "All right, it was kinda fun when I went 

up to old people at the funeral and whispered 'God told me you're next.'" 

My heart fucking soars. "Right? That’s what's up." I grin and hold up my 

fist. 

He smirks and bumps it with his. "You're such a dork." 

"I love you, too." I smile, in a better mood now, and scan the clubhouse, 

wondering where the hell Bella is.  



But right before I'm getting ready to haul my old ass off the couch to go 

look for her, she storms out of Cullen's office. And she's furious.  

"You two are fucking impossible!" she shouts at…ah, Cullen and Esme 

appear, too. They look just as mad, so maybe they've been arguing?  

"Bella," Esme pleads. 

"No—don’t speak to me until you've shaken off the stupid." Bella flushes 

with anger and moves toward me and Trey, a white toiletry bag with a red cross 

on the cover in her hand.  

"You don’t talk to your mother that way," Cullen warns. 

"Oh, shut up!" both Cullen women snap at him.  

I hope Bella can use some of that temper on me some day.  

I'm not gonna lie. I've thought about that a few times, how fast she'd get me 

hard if she slapped me or something. She's the first woman I've been with who 

doesn’t mind that I get freaky in the sack, and it's caused even more fantasies to 

pop up in my depraved—and deprived—mind.  

"Holy hell, I need this day to be over," Bella says as she reaches us, and 

now I feel like a prick. I'm thinking about sex while she's…not. "How can it get 

any worse?" Trey and I exchange a quick glance. "Ugh. Sorry for taking so 

long." She runs a hand through her hair and kneels down in front of me, 

carefully checking my temporary bandage. "Worst part about having parents 

who aren't together? When they force you to pick sides." She blows out a breath 

and begins to cut up the fabric I tied around my thigh. 



"Bella?" I stop her and cover her hand with mine. "I can do this. You're 

amazing for getting it for me, but this ain't my first rodeo, and you need to 

relax." 

"No," she disagrees. "I need to keep moving unless I wanna lose my mind." 

Her bottom lip quivers, and she blinks back tears. "My sister-in-law's at the 

hospital." 

"For what?" I gently pry the scissors from her hand and pull her onto the 

couch.  

She doesn’t protest, though she watches me while I take over with the 

scissors. "Her diner was one of the places that got destroyed today." Her 

breathing hitches. "It took us an eternity to track her and Jasper down, and when 

he finally answered, we learned Maria was taken to the hospital. She's being 

treated for burns on her arm." 

"Fuck baby, I'm sorry," I murmur. Knowing how divided her family is 

when it comes to the MC…shit. "I'm guessing this is why your folks are 

fighting?" 

She snorts and discreetly wipes under her eyes. Sometimes I don’t get her. 

She's the most honest and up-front woman I've ever met, but she hates being 

emotional.  

"You could say that," she mumbles. "I almost had her, Edward. I was this 

close—" she pinches her fingers together "—to convincing her that you and Dad 

are good people." She hangs her head. "Now she's back to blaming Dad and the 

MC for everything that went wrong today." 

I don’t reply to that. As I slowly take off the bandage, I mull things over, 

but…what can I say? Technically, we haven't done shit. Someone or someones 



are after the MC—I'm almost sure of that now—and they bear the responsibility 

for today. But that doesn’t mean we're innocent. MCs fight over turf, deals, and 

affiliations all the time.  

Granted, it's not like it is on TV. The MC life ain't exactly glamorous, and 

whenever we roll in the big bucks, we gotta lay low and hide it for a while. 

We're average Joes with regular day jobs. We pay taxes and have families. We 

take our bikes out and burn some rubber. And every now and then, we take on 

jobs that break laws but make us rich. It comes with risks, obviously.  

It's the life I chose. Even today.  

When I was younger, I woulda died for my MC. That has changed, but my 

loyalty hasn’t. It just comes with a limit now, and that’s Trey and Bella.  

I can only hope they won't make me choose, but if they did, I'd go with 

them in a heartbeat. But until then—if that day would arrive—I make no excuses 

for what I do.  

I love fully with all my heart, but I'm still a fucking Bastard.  



Chapter 18 

EPOV 

It's only a matter of time before Cullen wants to speak to me, so I leave 

Bella and Trey behind and limp into the office. 

"Have a seat, Masen." Cullen kicks out a chair for me, eyeing my thigh. 

"You want me to get Jake's old lady? She's a nurse." 

I shake my head. "It's fine. I stitched it up, and it's clean." I have enough 

mobility to know it was just a deep cut. I got lucky as shit. "So who's after the 

MC?" 

He nods curtly and sits down behind his desk. "We're on the same page, 

then. Good." After lighting up a smoke, he leans back and kicks up his boots on 

the desk. "Whose toes have we stepped on lately?" 

I shrug and spark up my own cigarette. "We step on toes all the time, man. 

I guess lately…San Diego? But that one's not really our fault. The Skulls got 

played when DW arranged the warehouse deal." The Deciples on Wheels are 

known for fucking people over, though. They were supposed to sell the guns to 

the Skulls, both MCs based in San Diego, but we were offered a deal. 

We backed out, claiming we had a better offer from someone else. Then we 

returned that night and robbed the joint. 

"We didn't leave a fucking skid mark behind us," Cullen points out. "If they 

suspected it was us, we woulda heard from either President." 

True. There's no way they have proof—that could make them strike—and 

suspicion is followed by sit-downs and rumors, not attacks. Definitely not 

attacks as big as this one. 



"You think it's the location?" I cock my head and blow out some smoke. 

"Fallbrook's a nice place. No comparison when it comes to law enforcement." 

The MCs in San Diego and all major cities tend to have ATF following 

them like hounds. But smaller towns… Christ, we have the local sheriff bitching 

at us sometimes, but that's nothing. 

"I wonder if we're too big," Cullen murmurs thoughtfully. "Like you 

mentioned, Fallbrook's a nice place, and the MCs in San Diego might be getting 

nervous." 

I nod slowly, taking a drag from my smoke. "The fires were random 

enough for the cops to be clueless. But several of our family members were 

affected." 

Cullen agrees and curses, then scrubs a hand down his face. 

"Speaking of stepping on toes, though," I go on. "I popped that ATF agent, 

and he before he died, he was spluttering about us offing his brother. You know 

anything about that?" 

It must've happened way before I arrived here, so… 

"I'll look into it." He frowns. "I gotta look into that fucking phone call, too. 

Someone warned me your ranch wasn't safe—right before the fires." 

"Shit." I shoot forward, my mind going a mile a minute. "I'm guessing you 

didn't recognize the voice." 

"No, it was muffled, but…" He shakes his head grimly. "It was female, 

Masen." 



"What the fuck?" I don't got a fucking clue who'd bring a woman into this. 

It's MC affairs—ain't a whole lot of women involved. Legal MCs, sure, but not 

our kind. Fuck that. 

"Yeah. Look, I gotta talk to Bella real quick." He stands up. "Whoever it is 

we're going after knows exactly where she lives. I think that's where we gotta 

start lookin'. According to her, only her immediate family and you Masens know 

about her trailer. Yet, that's where one of the notes ended up—" 

"One of the prospects knows," I say plainly. "Well, right now, everyone 

knows. They've been doing perimeter checks all over our grounds." 

Cullen sits down again and cocks a brow. "Which one of the prospects?" 

"James." I remember Bella mentioned it to me—an offhand comment last 

week when we were discussing the fucking notes for the umpteenth time. "She 

didn't tell you that?" 

"She didn't, no." Leaning back in his chair again, he stares at me, but I can 

tell he's miles away, thinking. "They're friends—I know that much." 

Racking my brain, I think back on the little I know about the prospects. 

James wanted in, started a year ago. Born and raised in a nearby town, I think. 

And Emmett was born into the MC life. His dad is a biker in the mother chapter. 

"How much do we trust James?" I ask bluntly. 

* 

BPOV 

Ignoring my mother, I focus on Trey instead. Mom has kept her mouth shut 

about Edward and me so far, but if Dad doesn't find out from her or anyone else 



soon, I'll tell him. Mom can pray I'll "snap out of it" if that makes her feel better, 

but I won't. 

Trey isn't a damn phase. Edward isn't a damn phase. 

"What're you working on?" I rest my head on Trey's shoulder. 

Considering the rush we left in earlier, he didn't exactly bring his new 

fancy sketchpad—or even a notebook—so he's drawing on a napkin splayed on 

his thigh. But even then, he's beyond brilliant. 

"A costume," he mumbles. "Don't tell Dad." 

I ignore the second and go for the first. "A costume for what?" 

"A cosplay convention I wanna go to. I know I won't, but…" He shrugs a 

little. "Don't you think I'd make a cool Jack Frost?" 

Damn fucking straight, but, "I think you'd make a cool anything." I lift my 

head to face him better. "My question is, why don't you think your dad would 

think so, too?" 

He rolls his eyes. "He just thinks it's lame. He'll pretend otherwise, and he'll 

offer to take me, which… Bella, that's worse. I can't show up to a cosplay event 

with my biker dad." 

That makes me frown. "Are you embarrassed by him?" 

He shrugs again and focuses intently on his drawing. 

"That's harsh of you," I say quietly. 

"No, I just know him. It's fake," he argues. "He tries too hard, and it gets 

awkward." 



"That's because he doesn't think you care about him," I say, getting upset. 

"He misses you so fucking much, Trey. It keeps him up at night, it tears at him. 

And you keep shutting him out." 

For a long time, he doesn't say anything. He sketches furiously, and I can 

tell he's upset. But when I ask him to talk to me, be open with me, he lets out a 

choked laugh, his eyes welling up, and then he's gone. 

The drawing of his costume is forgotten, and he stalks toward the 

bathrooms. 

Well, fuck me if I'm gonna let this slide. I follow him down the hall and get 

there right as he locks the door. 

Damn it. 

"Open the door, Trey." I bang my hand on it. 

"Just go away, Bella." He groans. 

"No. That's not what I do. I'll fucking hound you until you give up." I gotta 

get that through his skull. "I'll never give you space unless you need it. Ever. 

And this isn't one of those times. You and your dad need to talk about 

everything, and until you do, you're both gonna make mistakes and hurt each 

other." 

"You don't know what you're talking about." He sniffles, which breaks my 

damn heart. "I was born into the wrong family." 

My face falls, and I look toward the club area only to make sure Edward 

isn't around. God. This is painful. 



"I'm glad Edward wasn't here to hear that," I say softly, dropping my 

forehead to the door. "It would've shattered him." 

"No, it wouldn't," he croaks. "He's already said the same thing himself. 

Only, I wasn't meant to hear it. But I did." 

"What?" I don't even hear myself say it, my ears ring too loudly. His words 

were like a blow to the head—it physically hurts. Everywhere. "What exactly 

did he say, sweetie?" 

At first, I'm not sure he's gonna respond at all. But then he opens the door, 

and I quickly go inside before he locks it again. 

His eyes are red, his beanie drawn past his brows, and he looks down. 

"It was years ago. Whatever." He folds his arms over his chest and stares at 

the floor. "We had a fight, and he stormed out of my room. I followed 'cause I 

wanted to tell him where he could shove it, and I overheard him say it would've 

been easier if I had the same interests that he does." 

"Oh, Trey…" I walk closer and rub his arm. "He shouldn't have said that, 

but…do you honestly think he meant it? I mean, when I was a kid and fought 

with my mom, we could say pretty mean things to each other in the heat of the 

moment. But then we apologized—" 

"Where the fuck are Bella and Trey!" we hear Edward shout. 

"Shit." I would've feared the fury in his voice if it wasn't tinged with panic. 

"Hold on." I open the door and poke my head out. "We're in here, Edward!" 

He comes into sight and lets out a huge breath. "Jesus fucking Christ, you 

scared me. I thought you'd gone outside." 



I apologize, feeling bad, and wave a hand at Trey behind me. "We'll be out 

in a minute. We're just talking." 

Edward narrows his eyes. "Something's wrong." 

As he walks closer, Trey quickly tries to close the door, but I don't let him. 

This wasn't how I'd thought this was gonna play out, but I'm done waiting for a 

perfect moment. It doesn't exist, and these two need to hash things out. If it's in a 

bathroom at the clubhouse, so be it. 

"Nice try at shutting me out—again," Edward says and locks us in, "but 

I've had enough practice with you over the years, knucklehead." 

"For fuck's sake." I slap his arm. "This is exactly why you two are in this 

mess. You say something, he gets hurt. He says something, you get hurt. I've 

fucking had it with the both of you, so we're not leaving until you kiss and make 

up." I snap my fingers and point to the space separating them. "Now, get to 

talkin'." 

Trey leans back against the wall farthest away and averts his eyes. "We're 

cool. I have nothing to say." 

"Oh, you don't?" I widen my eyes at him. "Fine, I'll tell him." And that's 

exactly what I do. Despite Trey's protests and pleas for me to stop, I tell Edward 

everything that's transpired in the past twenty minutes or so. 

Trey looks at me, heartbroken, like I've betrayed him, and trust me, I feel it. 

I feel fucking awful, but I'd rather have him hate me than hate his dad. 

In the meantime, Edward looks just as anguished. And pale, and…too 

focused on the floor. 



"I love you," I tell Trey imploringly. Bluntly, honestly. "I love you so much 

it scares me, Trey. It's happened so fast, and I never really thought about 

children before you did your homework at the bar. And considering Edward is 

your actual parent, I can't even imagine the pain he's going through. I can't 

imagine the pain either of you is going through, but if it's half of what I'm 

feeling, I don't regret telling him all this. Because you need to fix your shit." 

I slide my gaze to Edward, seeing him rubbing his eyes. 

Then I look back at Trey and return the favor. I tell him everything 

Edward's told me—what he wants, what he wishes for, how many times he's 

regretted putting his foot in his mouth, how much he hates the distance between 

them, and why he feels like he can't discuss the past—because he's too ashamed 

for what he's done, abandoning his child for a hellish addiction. 

They're both quiet and staring at the floor when I'm done running my 

mouth. The tension is at an all-time high, and I nearly feel sick to my stomach. 

I kind of want to punch them both for making me care so much. 

"You two aren't leaving this bathroom until you're on better terms." I take a 

step toward the door, knowing everything won't magically come together 

overnight. But I demand at least a little progress. "In fact…" I detour to Edward 

and steal the gun he always keeps tucked into his jeans at the base of his spine. 

"I'll be guarding the door." 

"You'd shoot me if I left?" Edward makes a half-assed attempt at a joke, 

even when his voice is raw and his eyes are sad. 

"Try me, motherfucker." I pop a quick kiss to his chin, and then I walk out. 

 



Chapter 19 

EPOV 

The silence Bella leaves behind is deafening and heavy enough to make it 

feel like my chest is about to cave in. But what's even more painful is Trey's 

stance. Tense, trying to blend in with the fucking wall, looking anywhere but at 

me—I'm the last person he wants to speak to.  

Bella's right. If I don't open up about how ashamed I am, it'll be like I'm 

trying to ignore a part of Trey's life. By insisting on leaving that in the past, I'm 

keeping him from moving on from it. Not only that, but I'm making him believe 

he's weak for needing closure, so he puts up a front. 

I'm the weak one. 

But I think what rocked me most today was what Bella told me about him 

overhearing me saying it'd be easier if Trey had the same hobbies as me. I might 

have said something like that while I was frustrated and defeated after a fight 

with him, but I sure as shit didn’t mean it in the long haul.  

"I never meant it, knucklehead," I say quietly, clearing my throat. "That 

shit about saying it'd be easier if we weren't different." 

"Okay." He keeps staring at the floor, his fists clenching along his sides. 

"Can we go now? We'll tell Bella it's all good." 

"No." I shake my head and move closer. He stiffens, but I continue, no 

matter how much that hurts. "I'm serious, Trey. I don’t give a flying fuck what 

you're into—as long as you share it with me. You could be into Barbies, fuckin' 

fairies, or—whatever, I don’t care. I don't care if you're gay or straight, religious 

or not… I just want you to stop pushing me away. Let me brag about my kid 



without you thinking I'm making fun of you. Because I'm not." I release out a 

breath, frustrated. I gotta make him see—somehow. "I know I say some stupid 

shit, and I'm fucking sorry. But teach me. Teach me instead of assuming the 

worst about me. I'm not a bad person anymore—" I clear my throat again, my 

eyes stinging. "I can be ignorant, all right? Aren't you the one who says the cure 

is knowledge?" 

In some ways, we had the exact same upbringing. No female role model, 

broken home, surrounded by a hardcore lifestyle of bikes, crime, and vices. But 

we're different, too, and Trey's always been above that. Pops put him in a good 

school. There was a guidance counselor who I know took Trey under his wing, 

which made me jealous as fuck.  

My kid would come home from school and say something random, and 

when I didn’t get it, he'd snicker and say, "Sorry, you wouldn’t get it," or "Inside 

joke," or "Just something Mr. K told me." 

You know how worthless that made me feel? 

And from there, he grew on his own. He has a mind bigger than I can even 

imagine, and he's so goddamn bright and creative.  

I'm practical. I get shit done. He's an engineer; he takes my practice, 

reconstructs it, and finds a better way.  

I tell Trey all of this—and how stupid it made me feel whenever he'd come 

home from school. There was this motherfucker who knew my son better than 

me, and no matter how hard I tried, Trey wouldn’t let me in. Still won't.  

"It was easier that way," he mumbles. "You're always this tough, takes no 

shit, stoic dude. And you freaked out when you found out about my comic strip, 

Dad. Imagine how you'd act if you knew everything about me."  



"We don’t have to fucking imagine," I point out as he finally lifts his gaze 

to meet mine. There's a storm of emotions brimming in his eyes, and it slays me. 

"You could just tell me and give me a shot. And this shit with the comic—I 

didn’t freak out. It threw me off. I was shocked, and I admit I made it awkward 

'cause…" 

"Because I'm not normal," he finishes, looking down again. 

"Stop that shit," I snap. "Normal's just another word for common. Give it a 

rest. I ain't interested in a cookie-cutter kid." Fuck me, I gotta cool it. "Look." I 

pinch the bridge of my nose. "Would it be easier if you were into bikes like me 

and Pops? Hell fucking yeah, but it wouldn’t be you. And I like it when you 

teach me stuff, like the time you taught me how to use my computer." 

It makes me sound ancient, but I've just never had use of a computer 

before. I'm a grease monkey, I don’t deal with the books at the auto shop, and I 

was fine paying bills with checks until Trey made me buy a laptop.  

I want more of that.  

"Me being stoic, though?" I shake my head and scratch my eyebrow. 

"Couldn’t be further from the truth. I'm probably the most insecure father on the 

planet, I always doubt myself when it comes to you, and I cry like a baby almost 

every time you and I have a fight." 

"You cry?" His head snaps up at that, and his eyes widen slightly when he 

can obviously see why my vision's blurry. He coughs and looks away, fidgeting 

and rattled. "Whoa," he whispers.  

Not being able to take the distance anymore, I close in and hug him to me, 

my thigh screaming in pain. "Don't do that," I croak when he stiffens. "Please 

don’t do that." 



"Sorry." He stands stock-still for another beat before he slowly relaxes. 

"I'm, uh, not used to this." 

"Neither am I." I squeeze him harder, sad for the years I've lost. He went 

from this little runt who hugged my thigh, and now it's awkward and he's almost 

as tall as I am. "It's your fault. Every time I've tried to hug you, you've left the 

room." 

"Because…" He lets out a shaky breath and slowly hugs me back, which 

brings out the fucking waterworks for me. "I thought it wasn’t cool," he 

mumbles in a choked voice. "And I thought, maybe I'd want it too often and 

you'd think I was lame." 

Jesus. 

My heart squeezes.  

We must be the best collectors of misunderstandings on the planet.  

"Never." I press my lips to his temple and screw my eyes shut. My throat is 

all but closed up, and I can feel tears trickling down my cheeks. "God—never, 

Trey. Sometimes I wish you were still six so I could call you baby, cuddle with 

you, and watch cartoons." 

My brief periods of sobriety when Trey was little were some of the best 

moments of my life. Then I'd go fuck it all up with coke, oxys—anything I could 

get my hands on.  

"Really?" His voice pitches a little higher.  

"You have no idea." I let out a choked, breathy laugh and hug him 

impossibly harder. If he lets go now, I won't know what to do with myself.  



More tension seems to leave his shoulders, and I hope that’s a good sign.  

Outside, I can hear someone asking why Bella's standing outside the 

bathroom. I recognize the voice of one of my Oregon brothers.  

"There's a leak in there," Bella answers flippantly. "My dad's a plumber, 

and he asked me to watch the door while he got his…stuff." 

I grin and kiss Trey's hair—or beanie, I guess. 

"What kind of leak?" he asks, suspicious. "I can always look at it." 

"It's a rare leak." My girl's quick on her feet. "It's from two of the 

tearductery pipes." 

Trey and I both let out hoarse chuckles, and Bella tells the dude to scram 

while he mutters about never having heard of pipes called that.  

Maybe he's not the sharpest tool in the shed. 

Neither am I…  

I sigh. 

Trey begins to loosen his hold, so I shake my head and say, "Not yet." 

"Okay." 

Thank you. 

I have a lot to apologize for, and thanks to Bella, I'm not as afraid anymore. 

I have a lot to learn, too. By hiding my own weaknesses, I've made Trey believe 

he should hide them as well—when they're not really weaknesses at all.  

"By the way, I'm not gay," he mutters.  



"Okay." I honestly don’t give a shit.  

He swallows. "Or straight." 

"Okay…" Now I'm confused. "Is there a gender out there I don’t know 

about? Oh—" I think I get it now. "You're into both?" 

"No, I'm not into either." 

Huh? 

Baffled, I break the hug—though I stay close—and I furrow my brow and 

quickly wipe at my cheeks. "What do you mean?" 

He shrugs and averts his gaze. "I guess I'm asexual?" 

But he takes long showers. He's got the same equipment I do.  

I glance down at his crotch. "Is your dick broken?" 

"What the fuck!" He gapes at me. "No—Christ, Dad, it's not fucking 

broken." 

"Well, what the hell do I know?" I widen my arms, at a loss. "Mine's been 

broken, so it's a valid question." 

"That’s so not on topic," we hear Bella complain.  

I ignore that for now. "I'm not kidding," I tell my boy. "When I was in my 

early twenties, I popped as many Viagras as I did prescription pills." 

Partly because not a lot of women did it for me, but mostly because I had 

too much poison in my body to function.  

I might as well have named my son Cialis.  



"Not…what I wanted to hear." He grimaces and clenches his jaw. 

"Anyway, it's things like this I haven't told you. Things that make me even more 

different from you and Gramps. I mean, you guys come home and shout r-word 

this and n-word that, you tinker with your fourteen thousand bikes… And when 

you have your buddies from the MC over for barbecues and whatnot—fuck, 

you're all a bunch of racist, ignorant assholes. It's pussy, money, hits, more 

bikes, more pussy. And there I am, like a goddamn alien." 

I stare at him, frowning. First of all, I'm no racist, but I get what he's 

saying. My son is politically correct, and I can hardly spell it.  

That’s sort of how MCs are, though. Race plays a big part, and insults are 

thrown to pack a punch.  

"Remember when you were looking for a new charity?" he asks. 

Fuck, do I. That didn’t go down very well. "I remember." 

Truth is, illegal MCs are involved in a lot of local charities to save face. 

They're often family-oriented and often about raising money for hospitals and 

churches—shit like that. And Trey suggested some youth group with all those 

letters involved for gays, lesbians, and whatever. 

I couldn’t even pass on the suggestion to the guys back when we were in 

Reno.  

They woulda flipped.  

And Trey withdrew from me—yet again.  

"I was such a dick to you." I bury my face in my hands and groan at my 

own stupidity.  



"We're…just so different, Dad." He sighs. "Look, I know all about your 

life—I know the men you roll with. I'm not asking you to fly a fucking Pride 

flag, but a little consideration would be nice because I always feel like crap. 

When you're all macho and whatever, I wonder what the hell is wrong with me. 

And…and in return, I guess I can try to include you more. I'm just afraid it's 

gonna be too much—" 

"It won't be," I say quickly, 'cause he's gotta get that outta his head. 

"Nothing you do can ever embarrass me. Jesus, kid, I wanna brag like all the 

other dads do. And just because you're not a jock or into mechanics doesn’t 

mean I'm not proud. You have no fucking idea how proud I am of you. You do 

your own thing, regardless of what others say, and not a lotta people are that 

brave. And if I've made you feel like an outsider, I'm…I can't even tell you how 

sorry I am." 

I rub at my eyes, my skin prickling, my pulse thundering, my heart cracked 

wide open.  

"Okay," he whispers, clearing his throat. "For the record, I'm not asking 

you to change. If you gotta play a part to be this VP mofo in the MC, I 

understand. But when it's just me…" 

"You don’t get it, knucklehead." I pull him to me again and hug the crap 

outta him. "I'm always me. I'm just hoping to learn more about you—maybe 

even learn something about myself. And I don’t hide shit. Not anymore, at least. 

Next time we're looking for charities, I'm coming to you. We'll discuss it like 

adults." Easing away, I grasp his chin and search his eyes—hell, his face. It's 

scary how much he looks like me. "I'll never humor you with anything 'cause 

when I ask, I genuinely wanna know. I value your opinion too much to only 

pretend I care, and I know my shortcomings. I may not be some Einstein, but I'm 

smart enough to listen to someone who's smarter than me." 



He smiles; it's small and hesitant, but I'll fucking take it.  

"I'll try harder to not to always take your comments so personally," he 

compromises quietly. "I know I've probably made things worse sometimes." 

"And I'm sure my past made that easy for you," I murmur. "I don’t know 

how much my word is worth, but you're the best thing I ever made. When I was 

at my lowest and felt like a complete fucking failure, I thought of you. I thought, 

maybe there's hope, because here's this great little guy who comes from 

absolutely nothing, and he's brilliant." 

Probably the first time I see him blush from something I have said.  

"Okay." He swallows hard and looks down. "Um. I think I hurt Bella 

earlier. Before she walked out." 

Sensing he's had enough of the heavy for now, I nod and take a step back. I 

vow to apologize more later—and open up about why I never wanted to talk 

about prison and rehab—but maybe we both need a break. And we do have a 

shitload to do. I should probably check out my leg again, too. 

"We'll talk more about this soon, all right?" I squeeze the back of his neck 

gently.  

"Yeah, okay." He flashes a quick grin. "So you popped a lot of blue pills 

when you were young, huh?" 

This kid. "I ain't old." I lower my voice. "Plenty of time to give you siblings 

that can bug the shit outta you—without blue pills." 

He snorts, then tilts his head. "Is that the plan?" 



"Not until I feel like a better father to the only kid who matters right now. 

But either way, don’t tell Bella. It's already a miracle she hasn’t dumped my ass. 

I'm willing to bet our house she's here because of you." 

"Or the shoes you've promised her." 

 

 



Chapter 20 

EPOV 

I'm surprised Bella isn't outside the bathroom when Trey and I emerge, but 

then my stomach drops when I spot her in the club area. She's sitting one of the 

couches with her mother, and they're both crying. 

Standing nearby, James and Riley look like they just fucked up. 

Shit. 

With everyone back from the ranch, it doesn't take a genius to figure out 

they must've mentioned the dogs and that her trailer is gone. 

Edward Masen fucks up yet again. 

"We thought you told her," Riley says. 

I shake my head grimly and side-eye James before walking over and 

kneeling down where Bella's sitting. 

"I'm so fucking sorry, darlin'." I pull her close and kiss her hair. Cullen's 

watching me, standing in the doorway to his office, but I act casual and jerk my 

chin toward James. 

Cullen nods subtly, studying me a bit more. 

Wondering, maybe. 

I don't back down, though. Only a rookie would fidget and ease away from 

Bella. Biggest red flag that'd say I've got something to hide. 



Bella weeps silently in my arms, and when Esme tries to take over, I just 

shoot her a glare. 

"She's my daughter," she whispers furiously. "I can comfort her." 

I ignore her, my only priority taking Bella home. Which was my priority 

before ending up in the bathroom with Trey, but now I'm even more eager to get 

out of here. 

"Trey," I say quietly, getting his attention. 

He comes over and takes my place. 

"I'm just gonna talk to Riley quick, okay? Then we're outta here." 

"Okay." 

I head over to Riley and give James a pointed look to scram, which he 

does. 

"Jake's still at the ranch," Riley informs me. "He called a vet for the other 

dog, and we've cleaned up." 

I nod, thankful, then lean closer. "Was James out of sight even once when 

you were up there?" 

His eyes flash with suspicion, and I'm glad he doesn't answer without 

thinking it through first. "No," he eventually says. "No, we did cleanup, then 

headed back to the house. Jake took care of the dog, and the prospect and I left 

right away." 

Good. That's good. "You're absolutely sure." 



"Swear on my mother," he says with a nod. "Anything I should know 

about?" 

"Cullen will fill you in—" 

"Prospect!" Cullen barks out. "My office—now." 

I grunt and cock a brow at Riley. "Cullen will fill you in once he's done 

with James." 

"Got it." 

"You got a truck here?" I ask. "I wanna take my family home, but I only 

have my bike." 

"Yeah, sure." He digs out a key from his cut and slaps it into my palm. 

"You know if it's okay to send the wives home?" 

I look over my shoulder, seeing everyone's restless and frustrated. "It's as 

safe as safe can be right now. We think we got a lead, but…" If it is James, if 

he's somehow against us and ratting us out, there's gotta be others. He can't be 

alone. "Listen," I say, leaning close again, "it's gonna get nuts, okay? If I were 

you, I'd send the family to relatives or a hotel out of town. Our ranch is gonna be 

the safe house for this shit, so once your loved ones are outta Fallbrook, get your 

ass over there. We'll split the MC in half, one for the roads, one for the ranch." 

I woulda been offended that Cullen told me to be in charge of the ranch 

while he and a dozen others are out there looking, but I'm not. One, he trusts me 

to keep his daughter and old lady safe. Two, I'll feel better once I'm at home and 

have Trey and Bella close. 

Cullen's promised to call me if James talks, though. There's no way I'm 

missing that. 



But for now, I just wanna go home and take care of the two of the three 

most important people in my life. Speaking of, I should go find Pops and tell 

him we're leaving. 

* 

BPOV 

"Bella? Bella, wake up." 

I sit straight up, disoriented and dizzy, my heart galloping and my breath 

strangled. It's dark, my body's broken out in a cold sweat. I blink. Trey. Edward's 

bedroom—we're at the ranch. Oh, God. Killer. I cover my mouth with my hand, 

willing myself not to cry. 

"You were crying in your sleep," Trey murmurs. 

I wipe at my cheeks and notice they're wet. "Is—is Romeo back?" 

I barely remember returning to the ranch. I recall Edward bitching at my 

mom—because she was an uber bitch—to get in the damn truck. I recall 

panicking when we came here and I saw Romeo wasn't home. Then Jake told 

me the veterinarian had taken my pup to his practice to be X-rayed. 

"He's downstairs." Trey, seated on the edge of the bed, gives my leg a 

gentle squeeze over the covers. "He's fine. Light sprain on one of his hind legs, 

and the other has a small fracture. He's wearing a brace so he can walk—or 

limp—on his own to do his business, but we'll make him rest as much as 

possible for a few weeks." 

I nod, doing my damndest to focus on the fact that he's alive. 

Killer isn't. 



"Where's Edward?" I need to talk to him—find out how my puppy died. 

Riley and Jamie only mentioned a gunshot before I broke down and they 

realized I didn't know yet. 

"Uh, he's down by your trailer." Trey looks troubled. "He feels like shit." 

That makes no sense. "Why?" Pushing away the covers, I get out of bed 

and yank on a pair of pajama pants. I'm already wearing one of Edward's t-

shirts, and it'll have to do. 

Trey shrugs slightly. "He wanted to break the news to you when you 

weren't surrounded by the MC. Then he got caught up in…everything." 

I shake my head. "It wouldn't have mattered how I found out." Too much 

has happened today. We're allowed to be a little forgetful and a whole lot dazed. 

"What is he doing down by my trailer, though? I thought it burned to the 

ground." 

I refuse to cry about that. Over the course of my stay at the ranch, some of 

my most personal belongings have been moved up here. Most of my keepsakes 

from my childhood are still at Mom's, 'cause I didn't have much space in a 

trailer, so…well, I didn't have much to begin with. It still sucks, but it pales in 

comparison to what else I lost today. 

"He wanted to see if there was anything salvageable." Trey follows me out 

of the room, and we walk downstairs. "I wanna apologize, by the way. Before, 

when you told Dad… You did the right thing." 

After hearing most of their conversation from listening outside the 

bathroom, I agree. I'm sorry for how I pushed it onto them—the timing 

sucked—but I believe the biggest barrier between those two has been knocked 

down now. 



In response, I hug his arm and press a kiss to his shoulder. "It's all good." 

The low murmur of voices coming from the den catches my attention, and it 

makes me curious about how many are staying here for now. "Is the ranch 

packed?" 

"Pretty much. I'm bunking with you and Dad for now. Your parents will 

take my room, I think." He leads the way to the kitchen, and I finally get to see 

Romeo. 

He whines and tries to get up from his dog bed, but I'm there in a flash to 

keep him down. "My sweet boy." My hands frame his head, and I grin tearfully 

as he licks my cheek. "Mommy's gonna spoil you rotten until you feel better. 

How's that?" 

Trey chuckles quietly and opens the fridge. "Dad gave him a whole pack of 

hot dogs earlier. He feels bad about that too—bringing the dogs to the trailer 

earlier." 

I shake my head again. Silly man. "He needs to stop acting like I'm about to 

leave. He puts way too much blame on himself." 

I'll give him a stern talkin' to later. 

I'm about to ask if my mom's awake, but Trey's shoulders shaking with 

laughter halts me. 

I narrow my eyes. "Have you been smoking pot again, Trey?" 

"What? No!" He closes the fridge and tries to stop laughing. "I'm so sorry, 

Bella. Dad and I…our sense of humor can be fucked-up, all right? I'm sorry, it's 

insensitive." 



"Now you gotta tell me." I stand up and fold my arms over my chest. 

"Inside jokes aren't allowed for as long as I stay here." 

"I don't wanna say it." He pinches his lips together. "It's stupid." 

"I'm counting on it." I raise a brow. 

Then there's a staring contest happening, but I win when I walk forward 

and stomp on his foot. 

"Oww!" He jumps around on one leg, grimacing and clutching his foot. 

"Jeesh, Bella. All right, I'll fucking tell you." He shoots me a weak glare and 

limps over—dramatically, I might add—to sit down at the kitchen table. "I came 

down here earlier, like, right after Romeo came home. And I heard Dad in the 

kitchen talking to him. He said, 'Don't worry, you're hotter.' So I asked if he 

wanted some alone time…" I make a face. That's my pup, for fuck's sake. "Dad 

said he was just boosting Romeo's confidence since he was feeding him hot 

dogs. Get it?" He snickers. "And that led to a conversation on whether or not hot 

dogs were originally made from sexy dogs." 

I stare at him, the corners of my mouth trying to twist up. 

He winces and waves it off. "Sorry." 

"You're both fucking nuts," I tell him. Then I snort, imagining that convo 

between the two of them, and I can't hide my amusement anymore. "Good thing 

you're cute." I go over and hug his head to me, kissing the top of it. "I could use 

a distraction—want me to dye your hair now?" It's so bleached, it looks funny. 

"I'm game." He grins bashfully. "Wearing a beanie got too hot." 

"With the way you abuse the A/C around here?" I chuckle. "By the way, is 

my mom still up?" Looking at the time, I see it's past midnight. 



Edward should get his ass back here. 

"No, she left." Trey's answer surprises me. "When she learned she has to 

bunk with your dad, she asked Gramps to drive her to the hospital. She's there 

with your brother and the diner lady." 

Not so surprising anymore. She'd rather sleep in a plastic chair by Maria's 

bed than share a room with Dad. 

I wonder what'll happen tomorrow, though, when Maria gets released from 

the hospital. Her burns will take a while to heal, but they only asked her to stay 

because she'd inhaled some smoke. 

"So my dad's gonna stay here, too?" I ask. 

Guess he'll find out about me and Edward tomorrow, then. Because fuck 

me if I'm hiding. We never really did it in the first place—just kept a low profile, 

maybe—but I'm in no state to play charades. 

"That's what Dad said, anyway." He shrugs. 

"All right. Shall we get your hair green?" I glance at the clock again, 

figuring dyeing Trey's hair will take an hour or so. And if Edward hasn't come 

back before then, I'll go down there myself. 

* 

Mystery POV 

Watching the news makes my stomach drop. I swear I didn't know it was 

going to be this big. I just want… Fuck. I want to call Jasper, but I'm not sure 

I'm a good enough actress. I'd most likely end up saying too much, and then he'd 

get suspicious. 



He'd forgive me though, right? 

He has to understand… 

Reaching over to the coffee table to grab my phone, it dings with a message 

before I can do anything rash, like contact Jasper. 

It's done. It's out of my hands now. You did good. It'll be over soon. 

God, I fucking hope so. 

 



Chapter 21 

EPOV 

Pulling the beater over my head, I use it to wipe sweat mingling with soot 

off my face. I don’t know what the guys did earlier to put out the fire, but the 

whole area by the creek is a muddy shit-pile of charcoal. 

Emmett, our prospect number two, treks next to me with the two duffels of 

crap we managed to save from Bella's old home.  

I guess I got lucky in a way. The reason I was down there in the first place 

when the trailer blew up was to pack some of her things. So I'd stumbled on a 

grimy, half-torn duffel bag where her tent used to be. The rest is just little bits 

and pieces that must've flown outta the fuckin' inferno.  

"I should probably head home," Emmett says tiredly. "I don’t even know 

when Cullen wants me tomorrow." 

"What're you talking about?" I wipe the beater down my abs, grimacing. 

The fabric used to be white… "You're staying at the ranch." And Cullen won't 

need him tomorrow. Our boss is rolling with our Oregon brothers and the 

highest ranking ones from our chapter, not counting me.  

They're keeping James in a safe place while they try to get him to talk, and 

then the rest of them are patrolling, looking for clues, eliminating suspects, and 

talking to those who had their businesses blown into the air.  

"Why would I do that?" Emmett frowns. "My apartment's safe." 

"Oh, you've turned it into a bomb shelter? I had no idea." I give him a look, 

'cause he's fucking stupid. "Cullen's split us into two, and our group is staying 

together—end of story." 



He doesn’t seem happy about that. "But we're just on babysitting duty out 

here." 

His comment pisses me off. "And what, you're better than that? Huh? Is 

that it? It's beneath you to keep my son safe? My little lady? Cullen's daughter? 

Alistair's family? Jake's family?" 

Most of our brothers have sent their families on vacation or to visit 

relatives outta town, but some are staying behind, and it's our job to make sure 

they live to…well, not tell about this.  

"It's not beneath me," he insists. "But my pops will just think I'm a fucking 

pussy." 

"With the way your cunt's showing right now, I can't blame him." 

I know his pops is demanding. Along with my father and a handful of 

others, they started the Bastards MC. But just like any other biker, Emmett has 

to show his worth. Doesn’t matter who his dad is.  

I curse at the motherfucking pain in my thigh. Maybe digging through 

rubble after everything today wasn’t the brightest idea I've had.  

"So are you and Bella official?" 

I side-eye him.  

He shows his palms. "Just makin' conversation, man. I won't tell anybody." 

Uh-huh. 

"What about you and Bella's little sister?" I ask, since we're just makin' 

conversation.  



"What about us?" He stares at the ground as we get farther up the hill 

where the ranch is. "Cullen wouldn’t allow it." 

And outlaw bikers are known for following rules… 

Letting the topic die, I speed up a little, despite the excruciating pain in my 

thigh, and I throw my beater on a chair when we reach the patio.  

A mop of dark green hair darts back and forth in the kitchen, so I'm 

guessing midnight snacks are in the making, and I'm sure Bella's the one who 

helped my kid get his hair that color. I know he wanted neon green at first, but I 

gotta admit I dig this more.  

The sliding doors are open, so we walk straight in, and I pause in the corner 

to pat Romeo on the head. He's restless, used to being active, but he stays down 

in his bed.  

Emmett sets the duffels on the floor and then moves toward the den without 

a word.  

Trey turns from the fridge, his arms full of condiments. "We're heating up 

leftovers." 

"Nice hair." I smirk.  

That makes Bella look away from the stove.  

"Oh good, you're back," she says, relieved for some reason. "I was about to 

walk down there—just wanted to finish this first. The guys are starving, 

apparently."   



Fuck that. "You're not their chef, darlin'," I tell her, grinning faintly when I 

notice her eyeing my chest. I'm filthy as fuck, though. Can't be all that hot. "You 

should rest some more." 

She huffs and plates a bunch of hash browns and sausage links. "So should 

you. After your shower." She smirks, and next are the eggs, bacon, and grilled 

cheese. Damn, my mouth waters. "Any idea when my dad will be here?"  

I look at the time, and I hadn't noticed it was that late. "Probably any 

minute." 

Trey makes another round, filling the table with plates, food, and drinks.  

"I don't wanna hide us from him." Bella bites her lip. 

She has no idea how happy that just made me, though the grin I can't 

contain should give her an inkling. "Neither do I." 

She smiles back, but it's riddled with worry. "How mad will he be?" 

Fucking furious. 

Trey laughs.  

"Don't worry about it," I tell her. "We'll keep it under wraps until we can 

get some privacy with him tomorrow, okay? We'll tell him together." 

Then I'll most likely need more stitches, but whatever.  

"Okay." She offers a single nod. 

I wanna ask how she's doing with everything; I wanna fucking hug her, but 

I'm dirtier than a Dumpster, so it'll have to wait. Instead, I tell her to sit down—

relax—in a firm voice and then excuse myself to take a shower.  



* 

When I get back downstairs, there's less food on the table and the sound of 

clinking silverware against plates coming from the den. Bella and Trey are 

going through the duffels Emmett and I brought back from the trailer, grimacing 

every now and then at the ashes and soot.  

"Is Cullen here yet?" I ask, running a towel over my head.  

"No, but he texted," Bella murmurs as she pulls out a shell bracelet from a 

bag. "He'll be here in twenty." She smiles sadly and puts the bracelet aside. 

"You didn’t have to go to all this trouble, honey." 

I drape the towel over a chair. "For you? Anything." I kiss her temple 

before I wrap my arms around Trey's shoulders from behind. Just because I can 

do that now. I squeeze him hard, he chuckles and curses at me, I grin and give 

the back of his head a loud smooch. "Remember we're sharing my bedroom with 

a lady tonight, knucklehead. Keep the farting to a minimum." 

"That comes from the right ass." He struggles free from my hold to 

playfully punch me in the gut. "Bella will probably kick you outta bed, and you 

can forget sharing that tiny couch with me." 

"She hasn't kicked me out yet." I waggle my brows. 

"That doesn’t mean you don’t fart," Bella says with a snort.  

I shrug and ignore Trey's smirk. "No, I'm just that good between the 

sheets." 

Trey laughs and turns to Bella. "Just put him out of his misery and admit 

it's the shoes he's promised you." 



"How did you know about that?" Bella narrows her eyes. 

I clear my throat, avert my gaze, and grab a couple strips of bacon. 

"You told him you were giving me shoes?" she asks accusingly.  

No, I really didn’t. 

"Please," Trey huffs. "He can't work his laptop for shit, so I see everything 

he has on there. That includes a Word document titled 'Shoes for Bella.'" 

"See? I'm innocent," I claim and shove the bacon into my mouth. 

"Innocent you are not," she retorts. "And now that the two of you are 

finally working on your issues, maybe you can stop calling your son stupid." 

I frown and exchange a look of confusion with Trey.  

"Huh?" I utter.  

"Knucklehead," she spits out. "I don’t like it." 

Oh… Oh, shit.  

"Oh, dude," Trey chuckles.  

"It's a bike thing, darlin'." I hug her to me, thinking she's too damn 

adorable. And sexy and luscious and maternal and sweet. "You never heard of a 

Harley Knucklehead?" 

"It's his favorite engine," Trey says around a yawn. "And that’s it for me, 

folks. Don't wake me up with gross humping or something." 

We really need to get that boy's dick fixed. 



When it's just Bella and me in the kitchen, I sit down on a chair and pull 

her with me, wanting her on my lap. Well, the good thigh that’s still useful. I 

cleaned out my wound and redid the bandage after my shower; it looked angry 

and red. 

"I didn’t know about the nickname," she admits.  

"That’s cool." I lean close, the subject forgotten, and nuzzle her neck. 

"Now that we're alone—how you feelin'?" I tuck a piece of hair behind her ear, 

noticing faint shadows under her eyes. 

I fucking hate them. It feels like I put them there.  

"It's been a long day." She rests her head on my shoulder and plays 

absently with the hem of my t-shirt.  

Long day is putting it mildly.  

"You didn’t answer my question, baby," I murmur, holding her a bit harder. 

"Anything I can do? Name it." 

She sighs softly and kisses my neck quickly. "I know you worry, Edward. 

You need to stop." Lifting her head, she faces me and presses her forehead to 

mine. "With everything that’s happened today, the only thing that breaks my 

heart is losing Killer." When her hand comes up to my cheek, I cover her hand 

with my own. "If that means I'm crazy, so be it. You're not getting rid of me—

unless you turn into the man my mom thinks you are." 

"That will never be me," I vow. "But I think I'll always worry. You can get 

anyone, and there are guys out there who are easier to be with." 



She hums and rests her head on my shoulder again. "Maybe, but I guess I 

don’t go out looking for easy. I trust you, I feel safe with you—no matter how 

much danger we face." 

She makes me feel like I'm alive again, especially after saying all this, but 

that doesn’t mean I'm not looking forward to showing her the everyday, 

standstill side of the MC life.  

I shift her away from my bad thigh a bit more and kiss her hair.  

"How did Killer die?" she asks softly.  

"By saving my life." It's nothing but the truth. "The ATF agent—did James 

and Riley tell you he was there?" She nods minutely. "Right. He had me at 

gunpoint, and Killer was barking." 

Bella shudders, and I feel wetness against my neck, but she doesn’t speak. 

"My only opportunity to retaliate was when the agent looked away." 

She nods again. Then she asks if I killed the agent, and I know I can't lie. 

Not after everything. I can only hope she won't hold it against me. 

"I did." I clear my throat quietly, tense. There are a lot of crimes that can be 

forgiven, but murder isn't usually one of them. It's not the first time, either. "And 

I'm not even sorry." 

"Okay," she responds numbly. "I hope he suffered. Who the fuck kills a 

dog?" 

I don’t reply to that. She's angry, which I get. Anger's easy. It might also 

earn me her acceptance and forgiveness, and I'll take it.  



"I'm not gonna try to rationalize all this." She straightens a bit and wipes at 

her cheeks. "Neither of us will come out looking good if I do that. But I'm glad 

my pup played a part in keeping you alive." 

Watching her warily, I brush away some tears from her face. "Bella, do you 

want me to quit the MC? I'd do it for you and Trey—in a fucking heartbeat." 

"No." She shakes her head and looks down. "No, I would never ask that of 

you. Quit if it's what you want, but…" She lifts her gaze. "Can I ask that you 

play it safer?" 

"Consider it done." Easiest decision I've ever made. "After this is over, I'll 

sit down with your pop and ask to keep a lower profile. Okay?" 

She smiles and nods and hugs me tightly. "Can we sneak off to bed before 

Dad gets here so we don't have to face an inquisition about where I sleep?" 

I chuckle tiredly and kiss her on the forehead. "Of course. Lemme just grab 

some food. I'm starving." 

Everything else can wait 'til tomorrow.  

 



Chapter 22 

EPOV 

"Are you sure it's airtight?" Bella asks.  

With suds all over, I get under the spray and scrub at my hair and face until 

all remnants of the bodywash are gone. Then I open my eyes and peer down at 

my thigh, where she's Saran-Wrapped every inch close to my wound.  

"It's fine." I smile down at her, finding her more beautiful than ever. Naked, 

wet, sleepy eyes, no makeup—just her in her morning glory. "Is it my turn to 

wash you now?" After all, she scrubbed me clean with teasing hands. The 

woman even went down on her knees, effectively bringing my cock to life, but 

she didn’t do anything about it.  

"I guess…" Her grin is coy, and she toes my foot. "We probably shouldn’t 

be in here too long, though. My dad might wake up soon." 

I smirk and pour some of my bodywash into my palm. "Looks like I don’t 

give dick about it." With my free hand, I slide open the glass door to the shower. 

"Mind taking that stool for me?" 

I can't very well get on my knees with my fucked-up thigh, so she's gonna 

have to gain some height, and I brought in a wooden stool from our bedroom 

before.  

Bella does as I asked, and she giggles and grabs onto my shoulders as she 

stands up on it.  

"Well, this seems safe," she jokes.  



Angling the showerhead slightly away from her, I can gaze up at her 

without getting sprayed in the damn eye. Then I close the door again and get to 

washing.  

Long, slow, slippery strokes. My hands glide over her perfect body, 

shaping themselves along her curves. My mouth follows as soon as the water 

has washed away the suds in that area, and I groan lustfully, nipping at the soft 

flesh over her hip.  

At the same time, I massage her thighs and move inward. My thumbs draw 

circles and inch closer to her smooth pussy.  

I tease her right the fuck back. I go for the Nivea bottle she usually uses to 

wash up; the shower lotion is oilier and smells amazing. And I use it to slick up 

her pussy and make her moan.  

"I-I think I'm clean now," she says breathily.  

"No," I murmur. I circle her clit and then slide two fingers farther down and 

push them inside. "You are so fucking dirty, little girl." 

She whimpers a curse and tightens her grip on my shoulders.  

A sound of complaint escapes her when I move my hands up to massage 

her tits. I roll her tight nipples between my fingers and pinch them.  

"I need you," she gasps.  

I squint at nothing, thinking. My thigh can't handle pressure, and I can 

barely bend my knee. That leaves one position. It'll still hurt, but I ain't afraid of 

a little pain.  



So I help her down from the stool and kick it aside. Then I order her to turn 

around. I stroke myself slowly but roughly, eye-fucking her flawless body.  

"Hands on the wall." I move closer, and just as I'm about to push my cock 

inside her where it belongs, there's a firm knock on the door.  

Bella stiffens.  

"People wanna use the goddamn shower!" It's Cullen. "They're all taken, so 

hurry the fuck up." 

He doesn’t know it's us.  

Without thinking, I move a hand over Bella's mouth. My cock strains, and I 

ache to fuck the daylights out of her. And it's what I intend to do. I sink into her 

with a low groan. Her body unclenches with a violent shudder. She tells me we 

shouldn’t.  

"I don’t care," I whisper in a gritty voice. "Now be a good girl and take my 

cock." 

"Don't get cocky, Masen." Her voice is muffled by my hand but threatening 

nonetheless, and it turns me on like nothing else. "Ask me nicely instead." 

"What's there to ask?" I chuckle quietly, huskily. The entire bathroom is all 

but fogged up now, and I'm sure it won't be long before the hot water runs out. 

"I'm already fucking you." 

I peer down between us, seeing my cock coming out glistening with her 

juices. I push back in again and bite down on my lip to stop from moaning.  

"Which is your bad leg, again?" she asks, breathing heavily. And the 

second I've told her, she nods and stomps on my foot—on the good leg. 



"Ouch!" I hiss. Fury and lust tear through me, and I spin her around, slam 

her up against the wall, and hitch a leg over my hip. One is enough, and the pain 

isn't too horrible. Then I ram deep into her pussy and squeeze her jaw. "Do that 

again—I dare you." 

She cries out in pleasure. "Think—" 

"Bella, that you?" Shit, Cullen's back.  

Bella's eyes widen, but fuck me if they don’t fill with wicked sin. "I'm 

almost there, Daddy!" 

"Oh my God, you filthy little…" I muffle my own groan by sucking on her 

neck. I fuck her harder, faster, and grit my teeth at the strain in my thigh.  

"Think I'm scared, Edward?" she whispers. "Huh? You think I have any 

issues taking you down?" 

I shake my head no, screwing her like the worst kind of addict.  

Christ, I fucking love it when we fight for control.  

Her fingers rake down my chest, her nails digging in. "You can't stop, can 

you?" She kisses my neck, she scratches me, she slides her hands down to cup 

my ass, and Jesus fuck, her nails are beginning to hurt. "You have to fuck me." I 

nod quickly, panting. Harder, faster. "You wanna see your come sliding down 

my legs? Dripping down my pussy?" 

"Oh, fuck." I squeeze my eyes shut. My balls tighten, my mind swims, and 

my orgasm begins to build up. Knowing I won't last much longer, I rub her clit 

in firm little circles as I continue to push in and out of her. "Please," I rasp.  



I don’t even know what I'm pleading for, but Bella seems to get it. Her 

touches grow rougher. Kisses come with bites, caresses come with scratches, 

and then she does it. She gives my cheek a smack, her palm staying there. We 

stare at each other. The echo of the smack fades, the sting slowly evaporates, but 

my climax surges forward faster than ever. 

"You weird fuck. You liked that, didn’t you?" 

I can only nod. 

"Are you close?" she whimpers. 

I nod again, and I can tell she's close, too.  

She kisses me fiercely and admits she loves it when I'm a weirdo. It makes 

me laugh through a groan, but all amusement stops as we chase our orgasms.  

Bella comes first.  

It's nearly impossible to hold back, feeling her perfect pussy squeezing me 

so tightly. Soaking wet, addictive, and her sounds… Fuck. She trembles against 

me, then clings to me as she finishes. It's about the same time I give up. I pull 

out and stroke my cock hard, and I can barely keep my eyes open.  

Keeping her leg hitched over my hip, she's perfectly spread for me to come 

over her pussy. I grit out a fuck and the first rope of come hits her clit and slides 

down to her entrance. Pressing down at the base, I groan, the next stream 

landing on her leg. Her beautiful foot. Holy fuck, the water washes it away too 

fast.  

It's too much, and I slump against her as I jack myself off on her.  

Fuck me twice, I'm done.  



As if all sounds had disappeared before, they suddenly come rushing back. 

The spray of the shower, our labored breathing, distant voices from a ranch full 

of people.  

"I'm guessing…" this is the worst timing in history to tell you I love you. I 

clear my throat, panting, glad I managed to keep that declaration inside for now. 

"I'm guessing we should get outta here before your pops knocks the door down." 

"Yeah," she chuckles breathlessly. "I'll go out first. If he's there, I'll distract 

him." 

"All right." 

* 

I take my time getting dressed, standing in front of my closet as if I give a 

shit about which jeans and hoodie I'll go with. Then, when I hear the shower 

running across the hall, I assume Cullen's in there, deeming it's safe for me to 

join the others downstairs. 

I find Bella and Trey in the kitchen with a few of the wives, and I don’t like 

the image. She's not like the other old ladies. I don't want her stuck in the 

kitchen or only spreading her legs to carry children.  

Bella belongs with me on my bike. Not as a part of the MC, fucking 

obviously, but as in, us being on the same level. We can cook together, make 

decisions together. 

"Masen and Cullen." I grab Trey and Bella by the backs of their necks, kiss 

their cheeks, and then lead them into the den and the only available couch. "You 

two sit your asses down." 



Then I get back to the kitchen and fill a tray of food, coffee, and juice 

before getting back to Trey and Bella. 

"Make room so my ass can sit down, too." I place the tray on the table and 

squeeze in between them. "That’s better." The first sip of coffee makes the 

world a more beautiful place.  

"You bossing us around, Dad?" Trey snickers and snatches up a pancake, 

which he always eats dry.  

I hum, noticing Jake's wife is staring at us. Or rather, at Bella. I swear, an 

MC can be like a fucking cesspool of gossip at times, and I'm guessing 

everyone's curious about why I keep Bella so close.  

'Cause she's fucking mine, you morons.  

"Whose shift is it?" Riley wonders. "Outside, I mean." 

I honestly have no clue, but Pops does. He says Emmett and a few others 

are keeping watch until noon. Then others will take over.  

Eventually, Cullen joins us, dressed, though a towel hangs around his 

shoulders. "Where's the coffee?" 

"In the kitchen would be a fair assumption," Bella teases.  

"Too early to be a brat, baby girl," Cullen says around a yawn.  

"Actually, Daddy, can we talk to you?" she asks. 

Fuck! 

"Before his coffee?" I ask incredulously.  



Cullen narrows his eyes.  

Jake's old lady mutters something that sounds like "I knew it." 

"I will remember you fondly, Dad," Trey says.  

"What the fuck is going on?" Cullen shoots me a look of suspicion.  

I groan and glance up at the ceiling. Help me.  

There's no help to be found. I guess we're doing this pre-morning caffeine.  

With a sigh, I wave a hand toward the patio and suggest we take this 

outside.  

Pops and Trey are pretty fond of our flat screen, and if my records get 

ruined, I'll shit a brick over Cullen's head.  

Bella follows me, and Trey tries, but we both give him a look that halts 

him. He'll probably stick his face to the window instead.  

"Whatever it is, I'm not likin' it," Cullen says.  

I glance at Bella, and we exchange a "should you or should I" look. But 

then I figure it's best I talk. I don’t want Cullen to take out any anger at her.  

Bracing myself, I face my boss. "What we wanna tell you is that we're 

together. Bella and I." 

The blinding smile she gives me makes up for what is about to come.  

Cullen chuckles darkly. His eyes flash with pure rage. "That’s not funny." 

"I'm not kidding," I tell him. "I can't stay away from her. I won't." 



"Same goes for me," Bella says. "I'm staying with Edward and Trey." 

Cullen gnashes his teeth together so hard it's a miracle he doesn’t crush 

them. "Bella, go inside. Masen and I gotta talk man-to-man." 

Here we go. 

"What—no!" Bella's pissed in an instant. "No way. You'll hurt him—" 

"Damn fucking right, I will!" Cullen shouts. "Now go inside!" 

"Fuck you!" Bella shouts back. Then she starts rambling about how he has 

no right to dictate her life, and while I agree, this is how fathers work.  

So I usher her inside where Pops is ready, and I ignore her protests and 

struggles.  

"I can take care of myself, little darlin'." I cup her cheeks. "Trust. It'll work 

out." 

"He'll hit you," she says angrily.  

"And I'll hit him back. Go in, baby. We'll be there soon." 

Pops takes over, and then the patio doors are closed, leaving me alone with 

Cullen. 

He cracks his knuckles. "How long has this been goin' on?" 

I shrug and come to a stand before him some six feet away. "How long 

have I been in Fallbrook?" That should clue him in. I never stayed away from 

Bella. I didn’t even try. She was too gorgeous, too witty, drew me in like 

nothing else. And now… Getting to know her—Christ, she amazes me with her 

brain, heart, and beauty.  



"You motherfucker." He smiles sinisterly. "I told you she was off-limits. 

She deserves better than ending up with one of us." 

That’s fucking rich coming from him. "Does that mean you'll let Esme go? 

You wouldn’t want her to end up with one of us either, right?" 

"Don’t get smart with me, boy," he snarls furiously. "That's completely 

different." 

"How?" I snap. "You goddamn hypocrite—" That’s all I get out before he 

flinches forward and punches me in the face.  

Someone—Bella—bangs on the window.  

I groan a curse, blinding pain radiating through my body. The son of a 

bitch is wearing his fucking affiliation rings too, meaning he's basically wearing 

two sets of brass knuckles. I haven't put mine on yet, and that pisses me off.  

"You only get one for free," I spit out along with some blood.  

He comes at me again, but this time I'm ready. I hit the inside of his arm, 

effectively ruining his throw, and then connect my elbow with his chin.  

"Fuck!" He screws his eyes shut and cups his jaw.  

"I love her, you asshole," I growl. "It's not a goddamn fling. I love her." 

Instead of calming down at finding out I'm serious about Bella, he becomes 

absolutely livid. He charges at me again, and with the strain in my thigh, I can't 

stay upright. I go down with a painful thump. My spine killing me, I do my best 

to dodge his blows, and when he pulls back to punch me again, I manage to roll 

to the side.  



He curses, delivering his fist to the ground, and I can finally shove him 

away.  

"What the fuck is wrong with you!" I shout. Fury tears through me, and I 

can't hold back. The second I have both feet on the ground, I act out of instinct 

and kick him in the chest, and it's his turn to go down. "Are you blind, Cullen? 

We're the same. We're the fucking same. We've messed up with our kids in the 

past, but just like you want second chances from both Bella and Esme, I have 

the right to do better, too." 

He winces, sucking air into his lungs after my blow. He stays on the ground 

while I tower over him. 

"You'll hurt her," he coughs out.  

"Never intentionally." I spit out more blood and wipe at my face where 

something warm is trickling down from my eyebrow. He must'a split it. "I'll 

always do my best to keep her happy. I'm faithful, she and my boy are fucking 

everything to me, and I'm done screwing up my life. I've been proving that for 

the last seven years, and I'll keep it up 'til the day I die." 

I shake my head. He can't justify his way of thinking. When it comes to 

children, I allow hypocrisy to an extent because we're not rational creatures 

when we wanna protect who we love most. But this? Fuck no. If he can go after 

Esme, he can't hold this against me.  

"I should've come to you sooner," I admit, still ticked off. "Sneaking 

around was a shitty move on my part, but I ain't apologizing for falling in love 

with her." 

Cullen doesn’t speak for a long time. Lying on the patio, he stares up at the 

sky while rubbing his jaw and nose and wherever I hit him.  



"I don’t like it. She deserves better, Masen." 

"I agree." I dig into my pockets and locate my smokes. "But unlike you, I 

won't try to make decisions for her. She has a strong will, and only a fool would 

think he can sway her. I won't pretend to know what's best for her, either." I light 

one up and take a calming drag. "It's fucking insulting. Poor woman's gotta deal 

with two parents already who seem to believe she can't think for herself." 

He groans and flinches as he tries to sit up, and I extend my hand.  

He eyes it, scowls, then curses and takes my hand. "Gimme'a fucking 

smoke." 

I offer him one. 

It goes quiet again. He sparks up his smoke and take several drags, his 

brows pinched together in a frown he directs at the ground.  

"If I'd been twenty years younger, you woulda been in the hospital now," 

he mutters.  

Probably. 'Cause I wasn’t very strong when I was fifteen.  

"Does Esme know?" he asks.  

I nod with a dip of my chin. "She ain't exactly thrilled." 

"I bet." He scrubs a hand down his face and sighs heavily. "I'll fucking kill 

you if you hurt Bella, Masen. She's my one good thing." 

I know the meaning of that very well. Trey's been my one good thing since 

the day he was born.  



"God, I hate this." He looks up at the sky, and fuck me if his eyes don't 

glisten. "I wish she were still five years old. I wish for a do-over."  

It hits me that Cullen carries a shitload of guilt and remorse.  

"I did too, before I met Bella," I tell him quietly. "She's a miracle." 

"No…" He smiles wistfully and shakes his head. "She's just a really good 

person, and we don’t get a lot of those anymore." 

True.  

"I'm gonna need a while to get used to this." He releases some smoke and 

stubs out the cigarette. "Maybe I'll go take out my anger on the prospect." 

James. Yeah, it'd be nice to get him to talk. Cullen gives my shoulder a 

squeeze, and then he heads inside. It doesn’t take many seconds before Bella 

storms out and starts cursing her dad for getting violent, but I shush her and hug 

her to me.  

"Cut him some slack, baby." I kiss the top of her head and sway us slightly. 

"It's not easy for him." 

She pouts up at me. "But your pretty face!" 

"So that’s why you're with me, huh?" I smirk and settle my hands on her 

hips. "My pretty looks." 

"Well, they're the prettiest." She grins, though it falters as she reaches up to 

brush a finger over my eyebrow. "You need a few pretty Band-Aids." 

Eh, story of my life. I always need stitchin' up.  



Chapter 23 

BPOV 

"I'm so sorry this happened." I squeeze Maria's hand again, careful not to 

touch her bandaged arm. "Anything I can do?" 

She, Jasper, and Mom showed up half an hour ago, shortly after Dad left, 

and the tension's at an all-time high. My brother's expression tells me exactly 

how he feels about being at the Masens' ranch, same with Mom's look of 

dismay, but I'm thankful for Maria. There's no judgment in her eyes whatsoever. 

"Eh, I'm more concerned about the diner." She shrugs slightly and looks 

around herself. "Not much has changed since the Copes moved out." 

I grin faintly and glance over at Edward, who's pretending not to be 

listening in from the kitchen. Trey's doing the same thing. Subtle, they are not. 

"The guys aren't exactly into interior decorating." I wink and take a sip of 

my coffee. 

Mom clears her throat and blows some steam away from her mug. "Is your 

father around?" 

I shake my head no. "He left a while ago. Edward and I told him we are 

together, so Daddy freaked." 

There's still anger lingering, but I'm trying to see it from Edward's and 

Dad's perspective. Like a parent would. Which makes me peer over at Trey, and 

maybe I get it—a little bit. 

Still, I would've felt better if Edward hadn't ended up with two butterfly 

Band-Aids over his eyebrow and one bruise forming on his cheek. 



"I'm surprised he's not jumping for joy." Mom snorts. "Must be a dream 

come true to find his baby girl ending up with someone who's just like him." 

"Couldn't have said it better myself," Jasper mutters. 

"Hey," I snap. "This is not your goddamn house. You might wanna be more 

polite to the ones who are keeping you safe." 

Jasper glares. "Oh, yeah? Well, if it weren't for the MC, would we need to 

be kept safe, sis?" 

"The MC didn't put you in danger!" I argue heatedly. In my peripheral 

vision, I can see Edward waiting. To see if he should jump in, maybe. I don't 

know. "And before you get started on a bullshit rant about the diner only 

blowing up because someone's after the MC, spare me. It's like saying a girl in a 

miniskirt is asking for it." 

"Is Dad that girl in the skirt?" Trey blurts out. 

Trust the kid to alleviate the tension. I snort a laugh, unable to help myself 

from picturing all the bikers in short skirts. 

"Well, to be fair, I am asking for it," Edward admits. "From one person, 

anyway." 

Mom rolls her eyes and Jasper scoffs. 

I shake my head at them, so disappointed. If it weren't for Maria, I 

would've shown them their room and left them to their own devices. 

The doorbell rings, followed by a few in the MC hollering for Edward, so 

he leaves the kitchen to see what's up. In the meantime, Trey joins me at the 

table with a plate of cookies I made last week. 



"You eat too much junk, honey." I frown. "Want me to make you 

something worth eating?" 

He didn't eat breakfast because I was so eager to make Edward and me 

official to my dad. 

"These are awesome," he says and crams a cookie into his mouth. "Not 

junk." 

"Bella!" Edward calls. "It's for you!" 

For me? 

Strange. Getting up from my chair, I head toward the hallway and meet 

Edward somewhere in the middle. He's in a rush. 

"Cullen just called. The prospect's talkin', so I'mma drive over and help 

out." 

My mouth thins, and I hate every reminder of Jamie being held against his 

will. He's always been so sweet. I can't imagine he'd go behind the MC's back 

like this. 

"Be safe." 

He promises and gives me a hard kiss before returning to the kitchen. 

I hear him speak to Trey as I arrive in the hallway, my eyebrows lifting at 

the sight of approximately twenty boxes. 

Why do they look like shoe boxes? 

"Need any help with this?" Alistair's son asks with a smirk. 



"Um…no, thanks." I shake my head, dazed, and open one of the boxes. 

Sure enough, shoes. I'm left alone, and by the time I've opened four more, 

Edward's back in the hallway, dressed in his cuts, boots, and strapping a holster 

to his calf. 

"Edward, these are…" I don't know what to say. I hold up a pair of black 

pumps with metal studs—oh my God, they're Louboutins. "I'm speechless. It's 

too much." 

"You told me to go nuts." His brow furrows. "What's wrong?" 

"They're five hundred dollar shoes!" 

He shrugs and scratches his nose. "Look, I don't care if they're from some 

fancy brand or Payless. If I see something I want for you, I'mma get it." 

"How familiar are you with Payless?" I ask, amused. 

"More than you are, probably." He grins and steals another smooch before 

opening the door. "If I come home later and find you in any of the ones I bought 

now, I won't complain." 

Duly noted. 

* 

A couple hours later, the den is filled with shoes. Trey is sitting in Senior's 

chair with his laptop, Mom and Jasper are speaking quietly among themselves, 

and Maria and I are just shooting the shit while we catalogue the shoes. 

Because I figure, if Edward's gonna keep buying me shoes, I might as well 

create a photo album of everything. It'll be easier to pick what I wanna wear and 

then find them by a number on the box. 



When my phone rings, I excuse myself to take the call. And with the ranch 

filled with people, I step outside and nod in hello to Riley and Emmett. 

"Hey, my bastard," I greet Edward. 

He doesn't share my amusement. "Is Emmett there?" 

I nod even though he can't see me. "Emmett, Edward wants a word—" 

"Wait!" Edward says quickly, and it's followed by a curse. "Okay, listen 

carefully, baby. I would've talked to Jake or Riley, but they won't answer their 

cells, so that leaves you. I don't know who else I can trust." He pauses. "I want 

you to seek out either of them and say a sentence that includes crow or crows. 

It's a code word, and they'll understand." I frown in confusion and see that 

Emmett's staring at me. "Cullen and I are on our way back, but Jake or Riley 

needs to get the ball rolling right away." 

What the fuck? 

I have a million questions, but I have a feeling I can't speak freely. 

"Should I be worried?" I chuckle nervously. 

"Everything will be fine, I promise." 

Emmett narrows his eyes, his gaze flicking between Riley and me. 

"Okay, I'll…I'll do that…thing," I say. 

"Good girl. We'll hurry back." He disconnects the call. 

I bite my lip and rack my brain, trying to come up with something to tell 

Riley that involves that word. 



"You all right, hon?" Riley tilts his head at me. 

I nod. "Did Edward call you?" 

He pulls out his phone and scowls. "Fuck. I have it on mute—" 

A scream of shock lodges in my throat as a Riley falls to the ground. Eyes 

widening, my mind at a complete stand-still, I look to Emmett to see him 

holding a gun. 

"Not a fucking word," he warns quietly. "I can only guess what that call 

was about, and I'm not risking shit." 

Survival instincts kick in, and I'm about to scream for real, but Emmett's 

faster. He rams into me and slaps his meaty hand over my mouth, and then he 

digs the silencer of his gun painfully hard into my spine. 

"Let's go for a ride, sweet cheeks," he growls. 

* 

EPOV 

Stepping inside the warehouse where we're keeping James, I follow one of 

our Oregon brothers to a room in the back. Cullen's there waiting, and James is 

tied to a chair, his face bloodied. Stripped down to jeans and a beater, there're 

bruises all over. 

"He lasted long." I admit I'm surprised James hasn't spoken until now. 

Most cave after a few hours, but this kid's been in that chair since 

yesterday. 



"He's innocent," Cullen says grimly. "He thought his loyalty was being 

tested as part of the initiation process." Oh, shit. "Yeah. He knows better now." 

I stare at James; he's fucking lost. Whimpering in pain, his head lolling 

from side to side, mumbling incoherently. 

"How can he be innocent, though?" I turn to Cullen. "He knew where 

Bella's trailer was when only her closest were supposed to know." 

"That's the thing." He leans close and lowers his voice. "It was a fluke. He 

overheard Bella's sister mentioning the trailer one time." 

I'm not sure I believe in flukes. 

"Don't tell me we're starting over," I say, frustrated. Holy fuck, I just wanna 

get my hands on whoever it is disrupting our peace and then be done with it. 

Cullen stays silent for a beat, debating something, judging by the look on 

his face. And in the end, he jerks his chin and we leave the room. 

"I was thinking. With you and Bella—" He waves a hand and clenches his 

jaw. "Love makes us do some fucked-up shit, right?" 

I raise a brow. 

"What would you do for her, Masen?" he asks imploringly. 

"Pretty much anything." 

He nods. "And Esme hates the MC life more than anyone. Neither of her 

daughters were supposed to get near it." 

Neither of her… 



"I'm not sure I follow," I say, keeping my voice down. 

"I was blind to you and Bella," he admits. "I warned all of you—those girls 

were off-limits. And I warned Emmett specifically about Rachel 'cause I ain't 

always blind as a bat. He's been after that girl for a while." 

"True," I say slowly, my mind working. "So what you're implying is that 

he'd do anything to be with her?" 

"He'd quit the MC to be with her," he corrects. 

That's more plausible. "Okay, I buy that." 

"But can he?" Cullen cocks his head. "Can he quit? Think about who he 

is—where he's from." 

Who his dad is. 

"His pops started the Bastards MC." Along with a few others, my own dad 

being one of them. "Holy fuck." 

"Exactly." Cullen scrubs his hands down his face. "Here's what we know: 

his relationship with his father is strained. He constantly has to prove himself. 

He even requested to change chapters and roll with us instead of Oregon." He 

folds his arms over his chest. "Emmett can't possibly be the only one behind 

this, but there's motive enough to sell us out in exchange for freedom. We both 

believe it's a San Diego MC that wants Fallbrook, and they'd need someone on 

the inside to get information on all of us. Create chaos and disorder." 

"The notes—it started there," I go on. "And if Emmett really is with 

Rachel, which—come on, we know he is—then she probably trusts him. There's 

no reason for her to keep Bella's trailer's whereabouts secret." It wasn't some 

huge secret in the beginning, anyway. It was just easier for her to explain that 



she lived at the ranch for mail purposes and shit. Plus, she'd only lived by the 

creek for a year or something, and she claims she doesn't have a shitload of 

friends. There was never anyone really to tell. 

"Agreed. And we've ruled out jealousy in the notes since Trey became a 

target after Bella." 

It was simply a way to create disorder, like Cullen mentioned. 

There's more. "Shit." I snap my fingers. "To get us all in one place. 

Threatening our loved ones is one of the few things that would get us all to team 

up." 

Only, we're smarter than that. We've split the MC in two; however, we're 

still fairly grouped together, and our families—those who aren't outta town—are 

all shacking up at my place. 

"We need to get Emmett," he says urgently. 

I nod and pull out my phone. "I'll call Riley and Jake. Let James rest up at 

our place, too. Bella will rip me a new one for putting him through torture, and 

then she'll take care of the kid." 

Problem is, Riley doesn't answer his fucking phone, and neither does Jake. 

Motherfuckers. 

That means I gotta call Pops or Bella, and the chances that my father has 

decided cell phones are suddenly a good invention are too fucking slim. 

* 

BPOV 



I keep still, my hands taped together behind my back. My eyes closed 

behind the blindfold I assume is his bandana. I can feel the sun on my face. 

We're driving fast. My damn truck—Emmett stole my truck. And I don't want 

him to knock me unconscious again for struggling against him, so I bide my 

time. 

Even though all I want is to kick and scream. My heart hasn't stopped 

racing. I'm on the verge of a panic attack. I feel it edging closer, but I can't 

fucking afford it. 

"You better make your move within the next few days," he grits out to 

whomever he's on the phone with. "I don't know how long I can hold her 

without someone finding out where we are." So it's not his goal to kill me? "I 

fucking had to!" he whisper-shouts. "They're on to me, I'm sure of it. So just 

make your move—wipe out the MC, and then we'll be gone." 

Oh my God. 

"Excuse me for wanting to live," he says angrily. "If I'd told you about the 

ranch last night, maybe you woulda blown it all the fuck up while I was still 

there. But I'm telling you now. They're keeping everyone who matters at the 

Masen ranch. I've already texted you the address." 

Fear and rage shoot down my spine. 

Not knowing where the hell we're going, I can't expect anyone else to 

know, either. 

I'm on my own. 



Chapter 24 

EPOV 

Something's wrong. 

I think Cullen feels it too, 'cause we speed up along the highway, passing 

trucks and cars to get to our exit as fast as possible. My phone vibrates in my 

pocket, but there's no way I can get to it now. 

I've always trusted my gut. Despite wrongdoings and making decisions 

based on addiction or heart, I know what's been best. I've been able to predict 

consequences and outcomes. And now my gut is telling me something's gone 

horrible. There's math to it. Odds and chances. Where was Bella when I spoke to 

her? She'd called out to Emmett instantly, indicating he was nearby. The house 

is fairly soundproof. Who else was out there? Riley maybe, Tyler's supposed to 

be around, too. 

Suspicion makes many rush into action, and if it's resulted in some 

goddamn Mexican standoff, I can only hope they haven't killed Emmett yet. I 

wanna do that with my bare hands. 

My phone buzzes again as we reach our exit. Some motherfucker honks at 

me for cutting him off, and I really could not care less. For every buzz of my 

phone, worry and fury make a little bit more of my surroundings fade away. I 

only see the road ahead of me that will take me home. 

By the time I reach the dirt road that goes straight into the mountain terrain 

surrounding my ranch, I've left Cullen behind. Road dust swirls up clouds after 

me, and I don’t slow down until the ranch comes into view. 



A small crowd of our close ones has gathered near the door, and a panicked 

Trey runs toward me as I kill the engine. 

"Dad! We can't find Bella!"  

My blood runs cold, and my stomach drops.   

No. No—goddammit, no. 

Somehow, I get off the bike, and my son runs into me while sheer terror 

makes its way through me.  

"What the fuck're you saying?" I hug him loosely, automatically, as my 

eyes search for Pops.  

"We gotta find her," Trey grits out. He grabs me by my forearms, his 

fingers digging in. His eyes are filled with unshed tears and fear. "She's ours, 

Dad. We gotta fucking find her." 

I nod, dazed, and look to my pops as he hurries over.  

"Riley's dead," he says grimly. "Emmett must've shot him, and we think 

he's got Bella." 

I explode. "How the fuck did that happen?!" I shout. "We've got people 

everywhere!" 

This can't be true—holy hell, I'm ready to throw up. The pain is crippling, 

unlike anything I've ever felt before. 

"We'll find her. Right, Dad?" Trey wipes angrily at his cheeks. 



"Of course we will, sweetheart." I pull him to me again and address Dad, 

swallowing my own fear. It'll do me no fucking good to freak out. "Tell me 

everything you know." 

* 

BPOV 

Don't panic. 

I'd expected a warehouse or a dank basement, not an apartment building.  

I would've screamed if there'd been any people around as Emmett escorted 

me—if I hadn't been busy thinking about the gun pressing against my spine, and 

now I'm afraid I've lost my opportunity to escape. 

Keep calm. 

I think we're close to LA—but not too close. The drive was…maybe an 

hour? The little I saw of outside just gave me an LA feel. 

I know we're not alone. Emmett's arguing with someone quietly in another 

room, but I can't hear the words.  

The room I'm in is sparsely decorated, just an old mattress and a dresser. 

I'm duct-taped to a chair, and I wonder if I can bump my way to the window 

without making a noise. The blinds are down, but if I can get someone outside to 

see me… Fuck, someway, somehow. 

Don't panic. 



I flinch, trying to shift my arm. The tiny hairs on my body sting whenever I 

try to move, but what the fuck can I do? If I could just get my hands loose, I'd be 

able to rip the tape off my legs and midsection. 

The tape across my mouth might be possible to get rid of. Whenever I lick 

my lips, the adhesive loosens slightly.  

Keep calm. 

Closing my eyes, I take long breaths through my nose until my heart rate 

has gone down some and I don't sweat so much.  

Think, think, think. 

* 

EPOV 

It takes us one torturous hour to get organized, and in that time, I've 

contemplated everything from taking up drinking again and punching my fist 

through a wall to sobbing my eyes out and hiding underneath Trey's bed. 

"Are we fucking ready or what?" I snap. "Get Esme." 

Cullen's homicidal—who isn't?—so I've taken charge 'cause he can't form a 

single word without shouting or getting violent. He's shaking with fury, so he's 

fucking useless. 

Tyler leaves to get an inconsolable Esme from the den. 

I run a hand over my head and wonder if I should send more people to 

town. My pops has taken Trey to an undisclosed location because we don’t trust 



anyone at this point, and not to be a prick, but right now I don’t care about 

anyone who's left here at the ranch.  

My main concern is finding Bella and, as the VP, keeping Fallbrook safe as 

our turf. The majority of our brothers have already left to patrol the town.  

I light up a smoke and pace in the kitchen, and then Esme walks in with 

tears falling freely. I take a seat next to Cullen at the table and gesture for her to 

sit. 

"Boss?" Jake pokes his head in, facing Cullen. "Want me to contact Riley's 

family?" 

Cullen merely nods. 

I turn to Esme. "We need to speak to Rachel." 

She sniffles and wipes at her cheeks. "Why? Do you think she's in danger, 

too?" 

"No—she's dating Emmett, so she might've spoken to him." 

That pisses her off. "She's not going out with a goddamn biker!"  

Cullen lets out a dark, sinister laugh. "Cut the shit, Es. You can hate the 

MC tomorrow, but right now you gotta open your fuckin' eyes." 

I nod, agreeing with him, and take a drag from my smoke. "We have 

absolutely nothing to go on except getting in touch with people Emmett's close 

to. Rachel is the first and most important one." 



We believe Emmett's sold us out to another MC in an attempt at getting 

away. When I called his pops earlier, it was clear Emmett's on his own. His dad 

didn’t have anything good to say about his son if all this is true. 

We're guessing Emmett panicked when he took Bella because the guys in 

the MC say he's not really capable of cold-blooded murder. I ain't taking any 

chances, but it gives me a sliver of hope. If this wasn’t planned, then it should be 

easier to locate him. No planning equals sloppy work. 

In the meantime, we have our brothers expecting an attack from whatever 

MC it is that wants Fallbrook. 

We'll be ready for anything, and they—whoever they are—won't know. 

"She lives in LA now," Esme argues tearfully. "She wanted to get away 

from all this!" 

"Start fucking working with us if you want your daughter back!" I yell. 

Her eyes widen. 

* 

Rachel POV 

"Don’t touch me!" I hiss and pull away from Emmett. "I can't believe you." 

I've lost count of the times I've said those words since he barged in here 

less than an hour ago. 

With my sister. 

I blink away tears for the hundredth time today and wrap my arms around 

myself.  



"I've already told you, baby." He keeps his voice down so Bella can't hear 

in the other room. "I had no choice. But it will be over soon, and I swear I won't 

hurt Bella." 

"You hurt her the second you pointed your gun at her!" I whisper-shout. A 

sob lodges in my throat, and I cover my mouth with my hand. "God—this 

wasn’t supposed to happen." 

It wasn’t supposed to be easy either, but we had a solid plan. The money 

Mom gave me for school and the rent for a room just off campus went to my 

future with Emmett. I rented another room, a much cheaper one here in Corona, 

and I never signed up for any classes. 

I could live with lying if it meant I could start a new life far away from the 

MC with Emmett, but this…? It's gone way too far. 

Only criminals were supposed to die. Not innocents. Not even harmed. 

"You promised me," I whimper. "You promised me—" I get heated again 

and stab a finger at his chest. "You said that when I wrote those threatening 

notes, it would be the worst of it." 

It killed me to write them, but I admit I was mad at my sister, too. Emmett 

caught them outside her trailer fucking. I was so disappointed. She can do better 

than a Bastard. 

It's almost like a slap in the face. Emmett and I are trying so hard to get 

away from all that, and there she goes… But I still love her so much. She's 

family. I'll die if she gets more hurt. 

I've done my best to keep my family safe. I even called the clubhouse and 

warned them so that Bella and my mom could be kept out of harm's way.  



"I swear it'll be over tomorrow," Emmett whispers. "I spoke to Diego—

they're rolling out tomorrow night. Then, right after, we'll let Bella go again. 

Okay?" 

His words bring me both comfort and dread. It's too fucked up for me to 

just accept like that. Even if it leads to what we've wanted for so long, a lot of 

people will lose their loved ones.  

I don’t give a rat's ass about the MC. Not even Bella's dad. They've got it 

coming, but most of the men have children. Hopefully, their wives will see it as 

a blessing. They can move on and find better men. But children will love their 

parents regardless. 

"Listen…" He raises his hand to stroke my cheek or something but drops it 

quickly. "I need to run out and get rid of Bella's truck and find a new one. Just 

stay indoors—and don't let your sister know you're here." 

My phone vibrates on the kitchen counter, and I walk over to see Mom's 

calling me. 

I let it go to voice mail. 

"Who was it?" he asks impatiently. 

"My mom." 

"Fuck," he whispers. "Don't talk to her. She's probably gonna tell you 

Bella's been kidnapped." 

"Yeah, no shit," I snap, glaring at him. "I can't ignore her forever, though. I 

gotta be myself, and that’s a girl who calls her family a shitload when she's 

worried." 



And considering everything that’s happened in Fallbrook lately, that’s 

often. 

I'm surprised Jasper hasn’t called yet, but maybe he's focusing on Maria. 

That’s understandable. And it's another thing that was never supposed to 

happen. Her diner was never gonna get set on fire; it was the storefront next 

door. But my stupid boyfriend said this might help more, ensuring that all the 

family members would be housed in the same place for protection. Therefore, a 

larger number of bikers in the same place, too. 

Easier to hunt down and kill. 

Bella would never understand, but I hope I'd have Jasper on my side if he 

knew the truth. 



Chapter 25 

EPOV 

"She's not answering," Esme says again, this time as Bella's brother joins us 

in the kitchen. "She's mentioned a study group—maybe she's with them." 

I bite my thumbnail, thinking.  

Fact: Emmett and Rachel are together. 

Fact: Emmett has no support from his family, nor does he have any friends 

here in Fallbrook. 

Logic: If Emmett had planned on taking Bella, there were several 

opportunities better than the one he chose. Opportunities where he wouldn’t 

have become the only suspect. Opportunities where he could've been mistaken 

as a victim, too.  

Logic: Unless he's suicidal, he wouldn’t have turned himself into a dead 

man walking. 

This leaves me with three conclusions. One—if he's smart—he's staying 

hidden by himself. Two—if he's stupid—he's staying with the MC that’s after 

us. But he knows better than that; no one can be trusted outside the club. Or 

three—if he's desperate—he's seeking out a friend. 

Rachel. 

I'm willing to bet they've spoken. I'm willing to bet she knows where he is. 

And I hope she'll ask for a go at him after she learns what he's done to her sister. 



I shake my head in response to Esme, not satisfied. "We gotta contact her. 

Where's she in school? Or better yet, gimme her address. I'm ready to hit the 

road at this point." 

"I…I—" Esme glances around, irritated and helpless, until her gaze lands 

on Jasper. He's both fuming and concerned as fuck. The first, probably because 

of the MC 'cause that’s how that family works, it seems—and the second, 

because of Bella. "Do you have Rach's new address, honey? I know I wrote it 

down somewhere, but I don’t have it here." 

Thankfully, Jasper nods and brings out his phone. "I don’t have the house 

phone number, though. She says it's easier to just stick to her cell." 

Yeah, if she would actually answer. 

I take the address from him and look it up online on my phone, and it 

doesn’t take me long before I get the number.  

"How many roommates does she have?" I mutter. Checking the address on 

the map, I think I recognize the area as an upscale one.  

"Four," Esme answers.  

I nod once in acknowledgment before punching in the number and handing 

my phone to her. My number won't show up on any kind of caller ID, so if 

Rachel is dodging her mother for some reason, this should work. 

"Don't forget to spill your hatred about us," I tell her. 

"That’s not difficult," she says with a sneer. "But what's your damn 

reason?" She glances between me and Cullen, who hasn't moved an inch in a 

long time. He looks to be near hysteria, which pisses me off. 



"Chances are she's more likely to talk to you if you remind her how much 

you hate the MC," I say. "There's a line between us and Emmett. Your 

daughter—for all we know—is on his side. She won't sell out her boyfriend to 

someone who might get back together with Cullen." 

Esme grits her teeth and presses Dial. "That’s never gonna happen." 

We wait. 

I reckon it takes three or four rings before she straightens and clears her 

throat. "Yes, hi—Maxine, was it? I'm Rachel's mother. I was there with her 

when we visited about renting the room." There's a short silence. "Exactly. Is 

she home? I've been trying to reach her cell, but she's not picking up." The next 

silence stretches on, and Esme frowns in confusion. "I'm sorry…what…? I don’t 

know what you mean—she doesn’t live there?" 

You know what? I fucking grin at that.  

Untrustworthy cunts. 

We gotta be on the right track. 

Baby, I'm coming for you. 

I walk closer and snatch away the phone from Esme before she's ended the 

call. 'Cause that shit could've gone on forever. She's shaken and confused. I 

don’t blame her, but the clock's ticking, and I want my woman back. 

"Okay, new strategy," I say. Letting out a sharp whistle, I summon the rest 

of the guys—except for those who are outside. "Esme, Jasper, you keep calling 

Rachel. If she picks up, whatever you do, don't let her know we've caught her 

lie." As more men file into the kitchen, I address them instead. "I want 

everything we can find on Rachel Whitlock. She doesn’t live where she's told 



her family she lives, so I wanna know if she's really at the school she's said. 

Check social media, credit card statements, trace anything you can." I jerk my 

chin at Alistair. "Can you run her plates?" He's good at that shit. 

"I'm on it," he replies firmly. 

* 

Rachel's POV 

By the time it's dark, I can't ignore Mom anymore, no matter what Emmett 

says. 

He's going to let Bella use the bathroom and get her something to eat, so I 

gotta leave the apartment so she doesn’t see me anyway. It'll give me a chance to 

speak to Mom without my boyfriend breathing down my neck. 

I scan the small apartment for any personal belongings that might tip Bella 

off, but there's nothing she can recognize. After that, I clutch my phone and step 

out. 

I don't live in the safest neighborhood; there's always someone arguing 

loudly, a car alarm going off, dogs barking furiously, and…no one would 

probably give a rat's ass about the woman being held against her will in my 

apartment.  

I feel horrible, but it's really only for tonight. Tomorrow she will go back to 

normal, but her boyfriend will be dead. She'll meet someone who's better for her. 

Walking over to a tiny, rundown playground between two buildings, I sit 

down in a swing and call her. 

"Oh, fucking finally!" she cries out in greeting. 



I try to sound upbeat, yet worried for everything that’s been going on from 

the fires. "Is something wrong?" I ask worriedly. "Maria's arm is fine, right? I'm 

sorry, I was out with a few friends from school, and I didn’t see all the missed 

calls until now." 

"I'm worried sick, and I'm going insane here!" There's some rustling in the 

background; maybe she takes it to another room. God, living at the Masen ranch 

has to be awful. "Where are you?" 

I look around me and cringe. "We're having a study weekend at a friend's 

house outside of LA. Why're you going insane? Is Cullen being asshole?" That 

fills me with rage. 

Mom lets out a whimper. "It's Bella. Bella's missing." 

I close my eyes, nauseated. I feel so bad. This is on me, damn it all. But it's 

for the best. Bella will be back home soon, Emmett and I will be together, the 

MC will be gone, and we can start our life together in San Diego in a nice 

condo. 

"What?" I exhale shakily. "What do you mean, Bella's gone? I just spoke to 

her the other day." 

Mom cries and rambles her way through a story of guesses and options, 

and it's interesting that they have two suspects, according to the MC. Emmett 

and Jamie. Which is good… Oh, what if we could pin all of this on Jamie? Then 

again, after tomorrow, it'll all be over. 

No one will know what Emmett and I did to get away, and I will be able to 

continue having a good relationship with my family. 



I play the part of a hysterical little sister who wants Bella back, and Mom 

spews a lot of hatred about the MC, saying she's giving them twenty-four hours 

to find Bella. After that, she'll turn to the police.  

That's a relief—both that she hates the Bastards so much and that she hasn’t 

contacted the police yet. I mean, I always knew she hated the MC, but a part of 

me has still been worried that Cullen would corrupt her. 

"I need to know that you're safe, Rach," she says, sniffling. "Where are 

you, exactly?" 

Damn, shit, fuck. The daughter I am would have no issues telling Mom 

that. And if I break character now…ugh. 

"I don't want the MC to know," I say, sounding scared. "You know I don’t 

trust them." 

She scoffs. "They are the last people I'd tell, baby. God, I just—" She 

blows out a breath, deflating. "They've ruined our lives," she whispers. "I only 

want my children to be safe. I want us to leave. I want a good life with my 

family—you, Bella, Jasper, Maria." 

* 

EPOV 

A credit card statement narrows down the search to a shitty area in Corona, 

and it's nearing midnight by the time we get there. My gut tells me we're on the 

right track, and we agreed to keep this small. It's just me, Cullen, Jake, and 

Alistair.  



Stopping across from the service station where Rachel has used her 

emergency credit card four times the last couple days, we park outta sight so 

Cullen can call Esme and get an update.  

I eye the surrounding buildings. Apartment complexes of two or three 

stories take up most of this side of the road, with the service station and the on-

ramp to the nearest interstate on the other.  

"The element of surprise is practically over," Jake says, lighting up a 

smoke. "How come no one's attacked yet?" 

Because it takes more than five minutes to put something of this size 

together. Whatever MC Emmett has sold us out to will strike soon enough, 

though. I'm guessing within the next forty-eight hours.  

I'm willing to bet it's an outfit from San Diego. We've got too many 

affiliations in LA, and it's farther away.  

"Fuck that, why would they attack in the first place?" Alistair grunts. "They 

know our first priority is to get everyone to safety. Their window of opportunity 

has been nailed shut." 

I rub a hand over my mouth, thinking. "They'll attack. This is war. Think of 

the effort they've gone through to find Emmett, then convince him." Even if 

Emmett was easily persuaded, I doubt it was the first attempt at getting closer. 

This motherfucking MC must'a been eyeing us for a while. They won't quit just 

'cause Emmett blows his own cover.  

"A war can be prevented," Alistair points out.  

"Already on it." I know what I'm doing. We've got eyes all over San Diego 

at this point. No one will get near Fallbrook without my knowing it.  



Cullen comes back, impatience rolling off of him. "Minor lead. Es can't get 

Rach to divulge her whereabouts, but we know she leaves the apartment to talk 

to her. That can only mean one or two things." 

I nod. "Bella's here." The most logical explanation would be that Rachel's 

apartment is small, so she leaves to take calls that Bella can't hear. Jesus fucking 

Christ, how can anyone do this to their own sister?  

I have no goddamn clue how involved Rachel is, but being an accomplice 

is enough. The bitch can rot.  

"When was the last time they talked?" I ask.  

"A couple hours ago," Cullen replies. "Es is gonna call her again, so I 

suggest we spread out in the nearby area." 

"All right, what the fuck are we waiting for?" I kick my ass into gear, ready 

to find my girl.  

* 

BPOV 

"I don’t wanna hurt you," Emmett says.  

Isn't much I can say to that. Not only has he secured the tape across my 

mouth as well as reattached my hands and feet to the chair, I now have a bag 

made of some scratchy fabric over my head.  

I'm not as terrified anymore though, because I believe him. But too much 

can go wrong. He may not have the intention of hurting me, but if there's any 

cross fire, I doubt he'll dive for my rescue.  



"Are you thirsty?" 

I shake my head quickly. It hurt like a son of a bitch earlier when he 

removed a bit of the tape for me to drink a milk shake out of a straw. I dread the 

moment the tape comes off completely.  

There's a low murmur of voices that eventually fades. I was in a smaller 

room earlier. Then he moved me after putting the bag over my head, and now I 

get the feeling I'm in the living room or kitchen. Maybe it's a shared space. I've 

heard the sounds of both cupboards and the TV.  

A door open and closes, followed by Emmett cursing.  

He walks closer again. "I know you don’t believe me, but I'm a good guy." 

Fuck you.  

If I get out of this alive… No, I have to. There can't be any ifs.  

Emmett's a dead man. Edward—hell, my dad…they won't let him walk. 

* 

EPOV 

I let out a low whistle and jerk my chin.  

Alistair and Jake get behind Cullen and me, and we wait around the corner 

while Rachel wraps up the call.  

Jake found her at a shitty little playground in between two apartment 

complexes. 

Study group with some friends, my ass. She's one lying little cunt. 



Scanning the doors leading to nearby apartments, I try to determine how 

thick they are. Cheap construction. They probably didn’t think a whole lot on 

security for the doors, which bodes well for me. We'll get one chance to enter 

the apartment if we wanna take them by surprise. Shooting the lock would still 

require a kick to get the shit to open. If I can do it with just the kick… 

"Second floor," Cullen mutters. 

I nod, watching Rachel walk up the stairs to a second-story apartment.  

"Do we wait?" I ask under my breath. 

He shakes his head. "No, this ends now." 

Thank fuck. I'm not sure I would've been able to wait 'til Rachel goes to 

bed or something. It's unlikely she will put up much of a fight, anyway. Like 

Bella, she's two shits high, and I don’t think she's armed. 

We are. 

I grab the gun at the base of my spine and follow Cullen.  

"We want Emmett alive," he says quietly.  

And Emmett can live with a gunshot wound here and there.  

Cullen tells me to take the lead up the stairs, and I sneak up to the door 

where I gently press my hand against the wood. I can kick this in, I'm banking 

on it.  

Gesturing for everyone to stay back, I ease off a little and take a deep 

breath. Adrenaline flows through me as I zero in on the door, and I know this is 



gonna be quick as fuck. For Rachel to be forced to leave the place just to talk on 

the phone means it's probably not more than a one-bedroom apartment.  

I suck in another breath, and then I put all my force into the kick I deliver 

near the lock. The hinges fly off, and my pulse goes through the roof. One shove 

with my shoulder and we're in. I take in the place quickly, spotting Emmett's 

shocked expression right past the kitchen.  

Someone screams; the Rachel bitch is across the room, and my little lady is 

tied to a motherfucking chair close to Emmett. It breaks my fucking heart. 

Acting on instinct, I lift my gun and fire.  

"NO!" Rachel shrieks. 

Emmett flies back with a shout, taking a bullet to the shoulder, and then I'm 

rushing forward, planting a hand to Rachel's chest. I use it to slam her up against 

a wall. Cullen's quick to run to Bella's side, and Alistair and Jake haul up 

Emmett.  

"Search him," Alistair growls.  

"You gotta be another level of fucking stupid," I whisper to Rachel, only 

now noticing my breathing's picked up. Her eyes are as wide as saucers, and 

she's got fear written all over. As she breaks down in sobs, I look over at Bella. 

Her sister. Her own flesh and blood, and I watch while Cullen gets the bag away 

from her head and uses the Band-Aid method to rip off the duct tape.  

"Motherfuck!" Bella cries out.  

I flinch, fucking feeling the pain. All I wanna do is pick her up and run 

away with her, but it's gotta wait. I gotta ride out this adrenaline wave, 'cause I 



know it's only a matter of time before I lose my shit, and then Emmett won't be 

breathing anymore.  

"I'm sorry, baby." Cullen winces too, only to move on to her hands and 

feet. "Fuck, I'm sorry." 

In the meantime, Bella's gaze has landed on Rachel, and tears of disbelief 

and betrayal fill her eyes.  

"We have about five minutes to get outta here." I clear my throat and side-

eye Rachel. "You got a truck, yeah?" 

"I-I have to—is he—" 

Emmett groans, unfortunately still living.  

"Hey!" I shove Rachel against the wall again, enraged. "Focus, or the next 

bullet's yours. You can thank your sister for you being alive at all." 

Bella whimpers and dissolves into tears, and Cullen picks her up. My job, 

goddammit. The ache spreads in my muscles, and I clench my jaw.  

"My left pocket," Rachel sobs. "Bella, I'm sorry, it wasn’t supposed to—" 

I press my forearm against her throat, cutting off her air supply. "Get your 

fucking keys and tell us where your truck is." 

* 

I don't even realize how strung tight I am until we've thrown Emmett's 

defeated ass inside the truck and Jake grabs me by the shoulder. Reflexes kick 

in, and I almost take a swing at him. 

"Jesus!" He shows his palms. "Easy, man." 



He says something else, but I tune him out. I seek out Bella instead, for the 

hundredth time in the past ten minutes, and Cullen's still carrying her.  

I swallow hard.  

For a second, I can take my anger out on Rachel. I push her inside the truck 

next to Emmett, which she seems to want in order to check in on him, not that 

she can do much. They're both restrained, duct-taped hands behind their backs, 

and I have half a mind to gag Rachel, too. Fuck it, why not? The bitch won't stop 

crying, and I've had it. The parking lot is small and hidden away behind a tree 

line that separates us from the apartment buildings, but her voice carries. We 

don’t need more reasons for someone to call the cops.  

I get the roll of tape from Alistair and make quick work of it, giving her 

mouth a solid smack in the end to make sure it's in place.  

She lets out a muffled wail, and Emmett howls in agony behind his own 

temporary gag. Temporary, 'cause the fucker better talk real soon. He's been 

kind enough already to tell us where Bella's truck is. Twisting two fingers deep 

into his wounded shoulder motivated him to sing like a goddamn canary. Safe to 

say, kid breaks under pressure. 

"Dad, I—" I hear Bella croak. Her pain continues to sear through me.  

"Yeah, I know, you wanna be with…" Cullen sighs heavily and swallows, 

his eyes shining. Then he helps her down. 

My stomach flips when she immediately aims for me, and my legs carry 

me closer of their own volition. The second she's in my arms, I swear my chest 

cracks open.  



"I'm fucking sorry, darlin'." I bury my nose in her hair and squeeze her 

tight. "I'm so sorry. This shouldn’t have happened to you." 

She whimpers, tears falling. "How could she do this?" 

By she, I assume she means her sister, and I should've known that would 

weigh the heaviest on her mind. 

"We'll get to the bottom of everything." I know my words are empty. The 

why won't matter as much. It’s the fact that Rachel did it to begin with.  

"Can you ride, Bella?" Cullen asks. "We need to get Emmett and Rach 

outta here, but if you can go with Masen, he can take you to his safe house." 

I peer down at Bella, waiting. Worried as fuck. We're not gonna interrogate 

before we're mobilized and everyone's checked in. I have no desire to leave my 

bike behind and take the truck. If she can go with me, I'll have her checked out, 

fed, and in a forced cuddle position in no time.  

"It's okay." She offers a small nod and wipes her cheeks. I catch her turning 

toward the truck and her sister more than once, but she stops herself. "I want to 

get out of here." 



Chapter 26 

BPOV 

I thought getting all the answers would…I don’t know, be a relief, 

somehow. But it's anticlimactic and happens gradually over the next three days. 

For each one that passes, I grow increasingly numb—at the same time as it feels 

like the size of my family becomes smaller.  

Maybe it's too overwhelming. Edward and Dad think I'm in shock.  

I'm not. I guess…I don’t understand how our tight-knit family could shatter 

so easily. It wasn’t that long ago I turned twenty-five and we all went out to 

dinner together. Now…I can't talk to Mom. She's hysterical. Jasper's grown 

eerily stoic and won't take many of my calls. When he does, it's only to check in 

on me. He won't discuss Mom or Rach. And Rach…  

I release a breath and run a hand through my hair.  

Twenty stories below, San Diego's nightlife is just waking up. People move 

like tiny ants, on their way to bars, clubs, and maybe home. I don’t belong here. 

The condo Senior owns is nice, bordering on luxurious, and could be mistaken 

for a hotel suite, and all I can think of is going back to the Masen ranch.  

In such a short time, it's become home to me. How did that even happen? I 

mean, how's it possible?  

"You gotta eat, Bella." 

He makes it possible. Trey. One of two people who have taken over my 

heart, it seems. Turning away from the windows, I join him on the big couch 

where he's loading up Chinese food on the coffee table. I'm not hungry at all, 

though I guess I can admit the spring rolls look kinda tasty.  



"Should we wait for Dad and Gramps?" Trey hesitates. 

I shake my head. "They come and go. Eat, sweetie." 

"I'm eating plenty. You're the one who—" 

"Hey. See?" I grab a spring roll and bite off a piece. "I'm eating." 

He snorts and digs in, then reaches for the remote so we can waste more 

time on Netflix. There isn't much more to do around here. We're not allowed to 

leave, and the MC's so busy they've pulled in several retired members, Senior 

included. In other words, it's not like they have time to entertain or pick up a 

bunch of stuff for us.  

My head keeps spinning, and my stomach's in knots with worry, making it 

nearly impossible to eat much of anything. Edward left sometime last night 

while I was asleep, and rather than finding his warm body next to me when I 

woke up, I found a note.  

He'll be back as soon as he can, he said.  

He fucking better.  

"What do you think they're doing?" Trey fiddles absently with the remote, 

and he hasn’t turned on the TV yet. "I thought everything was supposed to be 

over." 

Soon. Edward won't tell me details, for which I don’t blame him, but he's 

told me they're going to wipe out an MC here in the city, and they have to strike 

soon. Dad says it’s a us-versus-them type of thing.  

Whatever it is, I just want it to be over.  



"I don’t think we'll be here much longer." I put the rest of the spring roll on 

an empty place, unable to stomach more. At the sight of my wrist, still a bit red 

from the duct tape, I rub it gently in my lap, immediately assaulted by memories 

from my brief experience of being kidnapped. It's surreal to think about.  

And my own sister… 

She wrote those notes—the threats. She knew what was going on. When 

Emmett took me, she didn’t resist. She doesn’t feel bad about wanting to take 

Edward away from me. She sees only her own selfish goals and dreams.  

At first, I couldn’t believe it. Part of me still can't. Then Dad brought me a 

video clip that he destroyed after I watched it. Video of Rach being locked 

inside a small room with no windows, video of her screaming at Dad for ruining 

her and Emmett's lives. One thing she cried out goes on a goddamn loop in my 

head. 

"She would've found someone better eventually!"  

She can think whatever she wants about the MC; I'd be a hypocrite and a 

liar if I judged her for that. Not very long ago, I resented the Bastards, too. But 

to make decisions about my life—her own fucking sister… To speak so freely 

about taking away a child's parent… I'll never forgive her. 

I lean forward and grab a can of Coke, feeling a little dizzy. Damn, I really 

do need to eat more. Low blood sugar causes me to feel light-headed, so I 

reluctantly grab a container to find shrimp lo mein inside.  

After taking a sip of the sugary soda, I fork up some shrimp and force it 

down. It's spicier than normal, and it has a positive effect, for which I'm glad. 

Almost like it kick-starts an ounce of my dormant hunger.  



"Pick a movie for us." I nudge Trey's shoulder with mine. "We need a 

distraction." 

"We need gore and horror." His eyes light up with dark glee, and I can't 

help but chuckle.  

* 

EPOV 

Fuck, I'm tired. Stifling a yawn, I tell a prospect from the Oregon chapter to 

start cleaning up the room. The basement reeks, and Emmett's almost finished.  

Someone pounds on the door. "Masen! Vote starting." 

"Got it." I push off the wall and walk closer to Emmett. Restrained to a 

chair and having only received enough treatment to stay alive, I'm guessing this 

will be a relief more than anything.  

He's given us all the information he has, and everything checks out. He's 

served his purpose. We've got the okay from his pop.  

I put on a pair of gloves and grip a wire tightly, coming up behind the kid. 

"Can…" He lolls his head and coughs, eyes swollen shut and dried blood 

streaking his face. "C-Can I say goodbye to R-Rach—" 

I cut off his air and strangle him, his breath spluttering out with drops of 

blood. Gritting my teeth, I tighten my grip and watch the last light flicker and 

fade from his eyes.  

You should've been smarter, kid. 



No longer breathing, he slumps forward when I back off. I drop the wire on 

the floor and remove the gloves. "This place is spotless before you leave," I tell 

the prospect.  

He nods in understanding. 

I make my way outta the basement, and the scene becomes less grisly. 

Concrete basement with plastic wrap all over becomes a nondescript, suburban 

home in a middle-class neighborhood. We don’t even have our bikes nearby. No 

one would suspect it's an MC's temporary hideout.  

Everyone's gathered in the living room where Cullen stands in front of the 

TV, waiting to begin the meeting. The couch and two chairs are occupied, so I 

take my place next to Cullen and light up a smoke. A few guys from Oregon are 

last to file in. 

"I'm guessing the work's done?" Tyler asks. 

I incline my head. Can't wait to see the look on Rachel's face when I tell 

her… 

"All right." Cullen gets everyone's attention. "We're here to vote on the 

matter of Rachel Whitlock. You all know my stance—Edward's, too." Yeah, as 

much as I hate the bitch, I can't—in good conscience—vote for her to die. Bella 

would be devastated. "Since it affects the entire MC, everyone's vote counts." 

I take it from there. "We have the advantage of being able to plant enough 

evidence that'll make her an accomplice for pretty much whatever the fuck we 

want. By letting her live, we can still silence her." 

Cullen nods. "Those in favor of letting the girl live, say aye. Aye." 

"Aye," Alistair follows with.  



"Nay," Jake says.  

Tyler's next. "Nay." 

I can't even blame 'em.  

"Aye."  

"Nay." 

"Nay." 

"Aye." 

"Jesus," I mutter, exhaling some smoke. "Aye." I fucking hate being the 

deciding vote. "It's settled. Rachel lives, and I propose we order her to stay fairly 

close, but not in Fallbrook. If she's in San Diego, she'll be reminded of our 

presence often enough." 

Everyone's in favor of that.  

"Last topic, and this only concerns the Fallbrook chapter," Cullen says, and 

our Oregon brothers nod in understanding before leaving the room. "It's about 

James. Masen and I talked yesterday, and we think it's time to patch the kid in. 

He withstood torture and never changed his story." 

"Furthermore," I go on, "he understands our reasoning and is able to see 

things from our perspective." 

"We need him, to boot," Jake comments wryly. "We were already a small 

chapter. Now we've lost both a prospect and Riley." 

True. We gotta recruit soon.  



"There's a shift in management in Oregon," Cullen reveals. "We might get 

a couple transfers in the next few weeks." 

That'd be good. It's a huge chapter, too. They can spare a few Bastards, no 

doubt.  

Cullen clears his throat. "Okay, those in favor of patching James in, say 

aye. Aye…" 

* 

"You wanna handle this?" 

I snort and fold my arms, resting a shoulder against the wall. "Not even if 

you paid me."  

Standing in the hallway on the second floor with Cullen, I merely wait for 

him to find his fucking balls. Rachel's room is next door, and I have no issues 

handling her. Esme, though…? Fuck that. She's here as a voluntary prisoner, for 

lack of a better word. She's deathly afraid we're gonna hurt Rachel and won't 

leave her side. At the same time, Esme's livid with her youngest daughter for the 

shit she pulled on Bella.  

"You don’t seriously think she'll take you back, do you?" 

Cullen shakes his head. "No." He doesn’t look too upset about it, either. 

"She's changed too much." 

I'm glad he sees that.  

If he did still want her, I'm guessing it'd suck even more to be forced to 

threaten her right now… But it needs to be done. Esme and Rachel will be left 

alone, though they gotta keep their fucking mouths shut, and the youngest bitch 



is no longer welcome in the town she grew up. Fallbrook's ours. If Esme doesn't 

accept that, she can go, too.  

"Is everything really—" 

"Seriously, boss," I laugh. "There's nothing left to do. Everything's ready 

for tomorrow, so for the love of fucking God, let's get this over with so I can get 

back to my girl." 

He throws me a quick glare, then blows out a heavy breath and steels 

himself. 

When he unlocks and opens the door to Esme's room, I clap him on the 

shoulder and continue to the next room. I produce a key and enter the room, 

finding Rachel sitting on the mattress in a corner.  

After the days that've passed, she looks like death warmed over. Matted 

hair, dirty clothes, dried blood—that belongs to Emmett—on her face and top, 

and exhausted. It's been about twenty-four hours since she gave up the yelling, 

sobbing, pleading, and fighting.  

"We're gonna let you live." I stay in the doorway, leaning casually against 

the frame.  

"How kind of you," she says flatly, hoarsely.  

I shake my head. "Not me. You can thank your sister for my vote." She can 

burn in hell for all I care. "Your boy didn’t get off as easily." 

That makes her bottom lip tremble. Tears well up. "Can I see him?" 

I smile. "You can get a whole night with him if you want, but unless 

necrophilia's your thing, I doubt you'll enjoy it." 



"You—" She chokes up, realizing what I'm saying. "Oh my God, no!" 

Guess she hasn't run out of those sobs, after all. "You killed him! You 

motherfucker, you k-killed him!" 

I'll give her a minute.  

* 

EPOV 

It's nearing three in the morning when I finally make it back to Pop's condo 

in the city. I find Trey asleep on the couch in the living room, and the table's full 

of Chinese food containers.  

Bella can wait another twenty minutes, 'cause I have a feeling once I get 

into bed with her, I won't be able to leave. 

"Knucklehead?" I brush some hair away from Trey's forehead, frowning at 

the crease between his brows. He's too young to be troubled in his sleep. "Trey." 

I smooth it out with my thumb and stroke his cheek. 

"Mm." He lets out a grunt and blinks sleepily. "Oh…hi." 

"Hey." I pat his legs so he can make room for me. "How was your day?" 

"Um…" He yawns and sits up with the worst bed head. I grin faintly. 

"Boring as fuck?" 

I can imagine. Netflix's red logo and a lamp in the corner provide the only 

light, but it's enough to see what I'm gonna stuff my face with. I fill a plate with 

rice, shrimp, spring rolls, and chicken, then pick a couple sauces.  

"Aren't you gonna heat that up?" he asks. 



"This is how you eat leftovers." And it's fucking delicious. I don't think I've 

eaten since breakfast. "Is Pop around?" 

"Yeah, he's asleep." 

I hum, finding a half-full can of Sprite.  

"Dad…? Doesn't this whole situation bother you?" He chews on his lip. 

"You don't seem fazed about sitting in some condo where you don’t live, or that 

you can't go home, and…stuff. I mean, everything's up in the air right now." 

I finish a spring roll, choosing my words carefully, 'cause truth is, he's 

right. I'm not fazed by this. "The three people I love the most are safe and 

sound." I lick some grease off my thumb, then give his knee a squeeze. "As long 

as I have that, I'm good."  

He squints, thinking, and nods slowly.  

I continue eating, thinking maybe I should take my family on vacation once 

this is over. Which it will be tomorrow. I know Pop's gonna decline, 'cause he'll 

wanna get settled properly at the ranch. So I'd get some quality time with Trey 

and Bella.  

"Maybe it's the same for us," Trey notes. "Bella and I are losing our minds. 

Seriously. If we're not bored out of our minds, we're anxious and unsettled. 

'Cause all the shitheads we love aren't safe and sound." 

My mouth twists up, and I glance over at him. "I think that’s the sweetest 

thing I ever heard, knucklehead." 

He rolls his eyes, killing his amusement somewhat.  



Done with my food, I drain the last of the soft drink, then wipe my mouth 

with a napkin. "You got nothin' to worry about, I promise." I lean back for a 

beat, full and content, and force him to relax with my arm around his shoulders. 

Affection is still new to us, though I'm glad he seems to want it. I fucking crave 

it. I've been craving it for the past seven years. "All of this will be over 

tomorrow, and since I wanna enjoy my family for a long goddamn time, I kinda 

need to stay alive." 

"That’s what Gramps told us—wait. Tomorrow?" He tilts his head to face 

me. 

I nod and comb my fingers through his thick clusterfuck of hair. It's soft, 

practically black in the poor light, but I gotta admit I like the green. He's a 

quirky kid.  

"We're having lunch and dinner out tomorrow." I lift a brow pointedly, and 

he gets it. Maybe that’s sad, and maybe I'm fucked in the head. As long as he's 

not suffering, I sorta like that he understands a bit about what I do. Eating public 

for the sake of it means alibi.  

"And then?" His eyes grow heavy as I scratch his head.  

"And then it's all over." 

He yawns again. "That's nice. Can I sleep now?" 

I chuckle and take the cue. "I guess." Pressing a kiss to the side of his head, 

I grab a blanket for him from the armrest. "You don’t want the other bedroom?" 

"Nah. There's no TV in there." 

Fair enough. I haul my tired ass off the couch with a grunt, then cover him 

with the blanket.  



Ten minutes later, I'm showered and ready to get under the covers. It's late 

as fuck, so I set the alarm so we don't miss lunch. Then I cuddle close to Bella 

and slip my arm under her head.  

She stirs and mumbles something, slowly turning over to burrow against 

my chest.  

Fuck, she's beautiful.  

I stroke her bare arm with my knuckles, knowing I shouldn’t wake her up, 

but…  

"Mmmph…" She stretches lazily, then blinks and squints.  

I smile, finding her too cute. "Hey." 

"Hi." She snuggles closer and lets out a contented breath. "You're home. 

Dad called a while ago." 

"Yeah?"  

She nods and peers up at me with sleepy eyes. "He told me about the vote." 

That’s surprising. I figured we were gonna keep a lid on that. As much as I 

wanna be honest with Bella, I can't divulge all the details. I'm lucky that she 

understands.  

"Thank you for doing your best to keep her alive," she whispers. "I…I don't 

think I ever want to see her again, but…" 

"I get it, darlin'." I press a kiss to her forehead. "She'll be left alone, 

though." Somewhat. We'll keep tabs, but she won't be harmed unless she 

jeopardizes anything.  



"Do I want to know about Emmett?" she asks hesitantly, more awake now.  

I prop myself up, my elbow on the pillow. "I don't know, do you?" 

By now, she's gotta know I've done way worse than what I've been in 

prison for. But in the event that she doesn’t, I kinda wanna get it out in the open.  

I fell hard and fast for Bella, and I can't blame her if something I do is a 

deal breaker. This would be the worst offense. If she can handle that, I'll be able 

to relax.  

That said…she came into my life at a crazy time. MC life isn't usually so 

goddamn unsafe. We're bored and focusing more on our day jobs for the most 

part. We do arms trade and deal in narcotics here and there, but these days…? 

Shit, we gotta deal with cartels if we wanna get deeper into it, and it ain't worth 

it.  

"I'm guessing he's dead." Bella keeps her gaze fixed on my chest and the 

aimless patterns she draws there with a finger. "I can rationalize that. It was you 

or him—he wanted you dead. You both know—or knew, whatever—the risks of 

being shithead criminals." 

I grin, relieved. "Shithead criminals, huh?" 

She sighs and smiles ruefully. "Don't worry, I'm almost as fucked in the 

head." I doubt that. "Can I have the cake and eat it, too? Because I like the 

excitement and even the uncertainty, which is nuts. But only if my family is 

safe." 

I gather her close and dip down, kissing her softly—at first. "I'll do my best 

to get you both." 



She smiles and sneaks one of her sexy feet between my calves. "Mmm, 

good." Sensing her mood and where this is going, I kiss her deeper and roll over 

her. "Oh…someone missed me." She grasps my cock, to which I manage a grunt 

in affirmative, and she gets me from semi to hard as a rock in a minute. "There's 

one more thing I have to say." 

Dammit. 

"Make it quick." I take over, stroking my cock a few times before I push it 

inside her with a satisfied groan. "Oh fuck, yeah." My forehead drops to her 

shoulder. 

She whimpers and sucks in a breath. "I was gonna say I love you, you 

bastard." 

"Jesus." I hiss, stilling inside her, and stare into her eyes. "Are you serious? 

I've been holding back 'cause I know I'm carrying a lot more crazy than you, but 

I was fucking sure I'd still say it long before you did." 

She wriggles underneath me and raises a brow. "I know my own feelings, 

Edward." 

How is that possible? Maybe something's wrong with her. I'm no catch. I 

will drive her batshit.  

"You're absolutely sure?" I narrow my eyes, deathly afraid to get my hopes 

up.  

"Are you—Edward!" She glares and slaps my chest. Painfully fucking 

hard. And that just makes me moan, 'cause holy fuck, when she gets violent and 

takes it out on me, I can only think with my cock. "I just told you I love you." 

She grabs my face. "I'm serious." 



A shudder travels through me, and I lick my lips. "I love you too, my 

heartbreaker." Because it's never been more obvious to me that she's the one 

person besides my son who can bring me to my knees and literally break me to 

pieces.  

"Don't break mine, and I won't break yours." She smiles, a cute blush 

coloring her cheeks.  

It makes me smile, too. And I kiss her and start moving, keeping it slow for 

now. "I love you, Bella." 

She sighs in pleasure and nips at my bottom lip. "I love you too, Edward." 



Chapter 27 

BPOV 

"Lemme rub your feet." 

"Honey, we're in a restaurant," I scold.  

Senior and Trey, seated across from us, exchange a look that no doubt says 

we're nuts.  

"It's not some fancy place, and I finished my food. We're even outside." 

Edward slips on his shades, then reaches below our table to grab one of my feet. 

I yelp and adjust in my seat to face him more, because unlike what he seems to 

believe, I can't do a full split.  

At least he keeps my foot hidden. No need to go complete trash on the city 

of San Diego.  

"Trey, can you check the time for me?" Edward asks.  

Trey checks his watch. "Eleven-fifteen." 

I take a sip of my Coke, kind of just…surrendering and accepting. I've met 

a man who might, on occasion, execute mass elimination of fellow criminals 

using explosives. I've fallen for a biker who picks a restaurant where people can 

see him, a restaurant that happens to have cameras, and he's going to pay with a 

credit card in case he gets questioned later on about his whereabouts. "Just a 

precaution," he promised earlier. "They can't pin shit on us." 

I'm head over heels in love with a Bastard who has a foot fetish, loves his 

son and me more than anything, and woke me up this morning by going down 



on me and tossing out a casual, "By the way, I'm very open to the idea of baby-

making in the future." 

My life will never be the same.  

Fallbrook, when we return, will never be quiet again.  

I have quite some time to go before I've processed everything—before I'm 

finished grieving the loss of my sister, who I never want to see again in my life, 

and before I'm ready for baby-making, as Edward adorably put it, but… To hell 

with it. I'm along for the ride with my biker. I trust him. With him by my side, I 

have a feeling my life's going to be one hell of an adventure. Whether this kind 

of shit is going on or we're enjoying our life at home, there'll be surprises. 

I'll do my best to deserve him. All while busting his balls. He seems to like 

that.   

Oh God, right there. I stuff my mouth with my chicken salad to prevent a 

moan. Edward drags his thumb along the sole of my foot, and I'm not even 

surprised when he presses my heel against his hardening cock. Yet, his 

expression is casual. He talks about some security updates he and Senior wanna 

do around the ranch when we get home.  

"So is everyone from the MC having highly public brunches right now?" 

Trey drags a couple French fries through his ketchup. "'Cause that doesn’t seem 

suspect at all." 

I smirk.  

"No, smartass." Edward grins wryly. "For your information, Jake's 

currently at the doctor's complaining about an earache—" 

"Not an STD?" I quip.  



Senior laughs.  

"Great, I've got two smartasses on my hands now." Edward sighs.  

"Well, you are a masochist," I point out.  

"Honestly." Trey makes a face.  

"Can I fucking speak?" Edward interrupts. "Christ. I was gonna say 

Cullen's suffering the most, but maybe that’s me." 

My dad is suffering. He's hired a Realtor to take him, Mom, and Rachel on 

a hunt for a condo. He wants complete say over where Rach ends up.  

I don't wanna think about it. I'm not ready. I know I have to talk to both 

Mom and Jasper at some point, but not now.  

"Are you actually suffering?" Trey stares at Edward with a strangely 

fatherly look. "Or are you just pretending because you like to be a bitch and 

whine?" 

I drop my jaw and do my best not to laugh. 

"What the fresh fuck." Edward's jaw clenches, his massage ending. "You 

little shit, I'm not sure I like your tone." 

"Aw, baby." I fall into fits of giggles and hug his arm. "You know he's 

right." 

Edward huffs, working hard to look annoyed, but he thaws when I reach up 

and plant kisses on his cheek and jaw.  

"Edward," Senior says quietly, in a tone that ends our fun. "Listen." 



Edward's instantly on high alert, and I cock my head. Listening. Breaking 

news. It's the restaurant next door. Breaking news alerts are pouring out over the 

outdoor seating area, and if I concentrate hard, I hear the anchor mentioning 

several explosions in the San Diego area.  

Adrenaline courses through me, and a generous dose of fear tightens my 

gut. I knew this was happening today, yet… Fuck, now it's real. However, it 

says a lot about my new mind-set and priorities that my main concerns are for 

the MC. I'll break if Edward gets arrested or something.  

"Reassure me." I speak under my breath and clutch Edward's forearm. 

"Promise me none of this will trace back to you." 

"I swear to you, darlin'." He hugs me to him and kisses the side of my head. 

"At the exact same time this happened, our Oregon chapter took care of our 

compound at home, too." He keeps his voice low. "When the fire's out, the 

authorities will find Riley and Emmett there." He lifts my chin gently and gives 

me a pointed look, and I get it. It'll look like this San Diego MC wasn’t the only 

one who lost members.  

The Bastards made themselves a target, too. Victims.  

"The police can suspect all they want, but nothing will stick," he promises. 

I nod and release a breath. "Okay. Okay, good." 

* 

Edward was brought in for questioning the day after the explosions in San 

Diego and Fallbrook, but as he'd promised, they couldn’t hold him. We returned 

home, and I admit I was a little shell-shocked the first couple of days as the 



news poured in. The Bastards had managed to wipe out an entire MC while 

barely being on the scene, so to speak. No muss, no fuss, Senior told me.  

There were new things happening around the ranch every day, too. A fence 

with sensors and cameras was installed around the property, blending in with the 

nature unless you walk right up to it. The house got a new alarm system.  

Romeo, who's been staying at a rehab slash daycare for pets will apparently 

get two friends next week. Guard dogs, Rottweilers like Romeo, but…well, not 

as spoiled as my baby. Maybe I'm coddling him a little too much now while he's 

injured.  

"But it's okay to coddle you." I pat his head that’s resting on my lap. Never 

before have I allowed him to be on the couch, but dammit, I feel so bad for him.  

"Bella?" 

"Yeah?" I peer over my shoulder toward the kitchen, finding Edward by the 

stove.  

"I was wondering how long you're gonna ignore your phone." He scratches 

his thigh, which I've been telling him to seek medical attention for. Of course, he 

refuses. The gunshot wound is healing, but with everything going on, and the 

fact that he's been living off of one adrenaline rush after another, he hasn’t 

rested nearly enough.  

Senior says if Edward doesn’t slow down, the subtle limp might be 

permanent. I'm no doctor, though it wouldn’t surprise me if Senior's right. 

Edward does push himself beyond what's reasonable.  

"For as long as I can," I reply absently. "It's just Mom." 



And I'm done listening to her hysterics. Trust me, I get it. She's in a 

craptastic position. Being furious and devastated because of how Rach betrayed 

her own family won't go away overnight, yet, at the same time, she's Mom's 

daughter. The love isn't going away, either.  

My problem is that Mom's laying all that shit on me. It's my shoulder she 

cries on, and I refuse. She will have to find a balance and be there for Rach in a 

separate fucking dimension. I'll be here. Mom's welcome as long as she's civil 

and respects Edward, but she better leave Rach out of it.  

"I'm afraid you gotta talk to her, baby." Edward walks over to me with a 

soda and squats down in front of me. "Your pop and I have some business we 

wanna get started on, and we need you to smooth shit over." He scratches 

Romeo behind his ear and takes a swig from his Coke.  

I lift a brow. "What did you do?" 

He smirks. "It's kinda sexy when you say it like that." 

"What, like you've done something wrong?" I grin, having a feeling he's 

thinking about punishments.  

"Yeah, pretty much." He holds up a finger. "But I won't let this derail—for 

once. Cullen and I are in the process of buying your mother's neighbor's 

apartment." 

Uh-oh. "Why?" 

"Because we want the whole building." 

Yikes. That leaves Mom's apartment and…well, the bar. "Talk about a 

fool's errand." 



"That’s where you come in." He threads our fingers together and kisses the 

top of my hand. "I have a feeling you can make her realize that…maybe she 

doesn’t wanna stay in Fallbrook, either." 

I half expect to feel sad, upset, perhaps angry… Instead, there's nothing. 

And I think it's because of the family I've gained right here. Virtually since the 

day I met Edward—keeping Trey's existence from me notwithstanding—he's put 

me first. I freaking love my mom, but she hasn’t even tried to be there for me 

the way I want. It's been about her needs, her opinions, her feelings.  

My focus—hell, my entire world—has shifted.  

"You want to turn the building into your new compound?" I ask 

skeptically. It's right on Main St. If they're looking for privacy, they can't pick a 

worse location.  

"One of them," he corrects. "The bar will stay the same, and the upstairs 

will be for chilling out and an office space to keep the books. Shit's that legal 

and public." 

"Makes sense." After everything, I'm guessing they want a real compound 

that only the MC knows about, at least for a while. That crap always comes out 

eventually.  

I look down and stroke the soft fur at the top of Romeo's head, feeling 

weirdly unsettled. Yet, nothing moves remotely close to the surface. I feel stoic, 

bordering on unmotivated and apathetic. Except for whatever it is lurking deeper 

underneath. I don’t like it.  

"You okay, little darlin'?" Edward gives my knee an affectionate squeeze, 

and I swallow. For one short second, something almost bubbles up. Almost.  



"Yeah." I nod, keeping my gaze on Romeo.  

Edward sighs and stands up, only to set aside his Coke and plant his butt 

next to me. "Come here." He drapes an arm around me and gathers me close. I 

have no choice but to follow. "A lot's happened—in a very short period of time." 

"You don’t say?" I shift a bit so I can send him a wry smile.  

His own expression is softer than usual, and he touches my cheek. "If you 

want, I can push you." Push me…? The question's probably written all over me, 

because he goes on. "You're a ticking bomb waiting to go off, Bella." 

"I feel fine, though." I search his eyes, a bit of warmth seeping into me. 

Because…Jesus, this man's gorgeous and…right on the money. How's it 

possible for him to be so…so aware of me already? He's damn observant. "Have 

you always been good at reading people?" 

He hums and presses a kiss to my forehead. "It's different with you." 

"Why? How can you know?" Suddenly I have more questions, and they 

come out of nowhere. "How can you be sure you want me? Like, more than a 

regular girlfriend." It took a few threatening notes, and then I was living with my 

very new boyfriend. We've certainly spent lots of time together in that regard, 

but still. Weeks and months is nothing in comparison. "For chrissakes, you've 

mentioned us having kids." 

He grins faintly, pressing the next kiss to my nose. "I think… Honestly? 

I'm so rarely certain of anything that when I met you, started getting to know 

you…I felt sure for the first time in, I don’t even know, and I can't question it." 

Threading his fingers through my hair, he shifts it back and plays absently with 

the ends along my spine. "I trust my gut, and when I saw you…" His grin 



widens slightly. "This ball-busting little lady who takes no shit—if nothing else, 

I knew you were gonna be trouble for me." 

I smile bashfully, uncharacteristically shy, and bury my face against his 

chest. That’s when Romeo decides he doesn’t like how much I've shifted in 

Edward's direction, so he leaves the couch and limps over to Senior's lounger.  

"I wanted to date you before you met Trey," he murmurs, "but once I saw 

you with him? Shit. There were some major sappy thoughts running through my 

mind. Pop even bitched at me—said I had my head in the clouds. Exaggeration 

if you ask me." 

I laugh softly, getting choked up. Damn. What is wrong with me? The 

apathy has faded, and I'm filled with a longing strong enough to form a knot in 

my stomach. It's painful.  

"You stay true to what you believe is right, Bella." He kisses the top of my 

head, lingering, breathing me in, his large hands spreading warmth and comfort 

across my arms and back. "Your loyalty isn't blind. I admire that. I love that you 

won't hesitate to put me in my place if I've crossed a line, or that you will jump 

to someone's defense if you feel they're being mistreated." 

I swallow again, and my eyes start to burn.  

"Your default mode is to help and show you care." Edward grips my chin, 

and I gotta close my eyes. He kisses me chastely, over and over, just tender 

brushes of his lips to mine. "Whether you're bridging the gap between me and 

my boy, or you're cooking or reminding Pop to take it easy…or you're indulging 

me in my weird kinks—" He kisses my smirk. "See where I'm going with this? I 

didn’t stand a chance… So yeah, I'm greedy. I wanna take it easy now that all 



this bullshit is settling, and I wanna do the dating thing, but it won't be enough. I 

can't look at you and not see us twenty years down the road." 

That does it. Acting purely on instinct with a rush of emotion sending me 

forward, I throw my arms around him and hug him for all I'm worth. Something 

inside me cracks, but Edward squeezing me back works like a glue. And here 

come the damn waterworks. I barely know why, but I start weeping like a baby. 

"Ah fuck, darlin', this wasn’t how I was gonna push you."  

It doesn't matter. He said everything I didn’t know I needed to hear—and 

everything that hurt to hear the most. Because being part of the Masen family 

makes me feel more accepted, loved, and appreciated than I thought possible. 

And it's not supposed to be like that, is it? I'm supposed to know these feelings 

from twenty-five damn years with my mother.  

I won't ever shit on her sacrifices and efforts. She's my mother, and I love 

her. She's done so much for her kids. But it can't get more glaringly obvious that 

I belong here with Edward. And it hurts, realizing I've found a better place and 

that my mom won't respect my decisions. I've been by her side since birth. I've 

worked hard, too. I've comforted her when she was upset about Dad. I was right 

there when she got the keys to her bar. I chose not to go off to college. I helped 

Mom and started my own life in Fallbrook.  

I sniffle and wipe my cheeks, the hurt not letting the fuck up. Tears 

continue to stream down my face, and it only gets worse when I think of Rachel. 

How the hell could she put a boyfriend before me? I don't fucking care if he was 

the love of her life. If Edward had kidnapped my sister, he wouldn’t be the man 

for me.  



Edward tightens his hold on me as everything continues to crash down on 

me. It's one thing after another, like dominoes. I hope—with everything that I 

am—I can be on better terms with Mom and Jasper at some point, but too much 

has changed for things to go back to normal. With Edward coming into my life, 

back to normal doesn’t hold the same appeal, anyway.  

"I love you," I croak.  

He gives me another hard squeeze. "I love you, too. Tell me how to fix 

this." 

He's already done that.  

I shake my head and sniffle again. "Just keep being you." 

I feel him smile against my temple. "Baby, that’s like asking your adult kid 

for a drawing for Christmas. There comes a time when you can demand a bit 

more than that." 

I grin through my tears and look up from the hideout of his neck. "You're 

already doing it." Half embarrassed, I wipe away the dampness on his skin. 

"Sorry for crying all over you." And of course, the damn tears are still trickling 

down. "Fuck." I rub at my face.  

"Hey—don't do that." He leans forward and kisses my nose. "It's all right to 

be upset." 

Blowing out a heavy breath, I settle against him again, my body obeying 

him a few seconds before my mind follows. He's right. I might as well get it all 

out until I can start processing everything. And with Edward by my side, I have 

no doubt I'll come out stronger on the other end.  



Epilogue 

A year later 

EPOV 

What the fuck is he doing?  

Leaning back against my bike, I fold my arms and study Trey over by the 

school's new art studio. An MC may or may not have donated a hefty sum for 

said studio. To show how upstanding they can be as citizens and all.  

The last class of the day files out of the building, but Trey stays by the 

doors where he's talking to a classmate.  

I'm a little early, so I guess I can give him a couple minutes before I'm 

shouting across the parking lot.  

A familiar truck hits the lot, and I eye it over the rims of shades, wondering 

what the hell Jasper is doing at the local high school. Usually, the truck is 

parked across from Bella's bar.  

The guy still needs to unclench around me, but I guess it's gotten better. He 

and Bella mended their relationship as they restored Maria's diner and 

remodeled their mother's old bar, now aptly called Bella's. Stilted and 

uncomfortable talk morphed into agreement when they found common ground 

in that they both felt distance from Rachel was the best. After that, Bella and 

Maria resumed their regular friendship, growing closer and closer, which sorta 

forced Jasper to chill with me when it was barbecue time.  

These days, I get nods instead of glares. Ain't that somethin'?  



Not gonna lie, it was hot as fuck the day Bella laid down the law. Around 

our house, Jasper and Esme gotta treat me with respect, or my girl will kick the 

fuckers out.  

"Our house, our rules." 

Not that Esme visits a whole lot.  

"A bit early to look at schools, ain't it?" I smirk at Jasper. 

He sighs and runs a hand through his hair. "Not in the mood today, Masen." 

I incline my head, getting it. "So now that Maria's pregnant, you take over 

rag time?" 

There it is. His glare. I've almost missed it. "Go fu—" 

"Hey, hey, hey, little ears around." Well, maybe a hundred feet away. "I'm 

just messing with you." I jerk my chin at him. "What brings you here?" 

For a beat, it looks like he's ready to stalk off without saying anything. But 

this is the deal with small towns. We're nosy.  

"Not that it's any of your business," he says, "but I'm here to tell an ex-

girlfriend to back off." 

I let out a low whistle. I've heard about it. The Alice chick he and Bella 

went to school with. Alice is a teacher around here now.  

"Lemme know if you want me to deliver a message," I offer, lighting up a 

smoke. Half a joke, maybe. Or maybe not. According to our women, Alice sends 

flirty messages to Jasper online, and she won't let up. So the way I figure, 

whatever angle Jasper's working…well, it isn't working.  



Jasper scoffs. "I want her out of my life, not six feet under."  

I smile and exhale some smoke. "A threat won't kill her, kid." 

To my surprise, he seems to consider it. He looks away with a frown, 

visibly frustrated. For that, I can't blame him. Maria was at the ranch the other 

day, and holy shit, the second trimester isn't treating her well. I think I heard her 

cry twice in under an hour.  

Trey, Pop, and I escaped to the garage.  

"Is this one of those 'I'll collect one day' favors?" Jasper asks reluctantly.  

My mouth twitches. "I'm a mechanic, not a mobster." 

He rolls his eyes. "And it was plumbers and mechanics who robbed that 

money truck outside the city last week." 

I chuckle but don't answer. Then I shrug and get back on topic. "The offer's 

there. You wouldn’t owe me anything." Whether he likes it or not, we're gonna 

be family. I'll make an effort to get along with him as long as he doesn't betray 

me or anyone I care for. 

"You wouldn’t hurt her?"  

I shake my head, flicking away some ashes.  

He makes a face and glances at the school. "Fine. I…fuck." He blows out a 

breath. "Can you keep this between you and me?" 

"Sure." See? We're making progress.  

He nods and swallows. "All right…I'd…appreciate it, then." 



I look over to Trey, who's finally making his way over, backpack thrown 

over his shoulder and his helmet in his hand. "Consider it done. Now if you'll 

excuse me…" I don't wanna discuss MC affairs around my boy.  

Jasper nods again, a quick one, then returns to his truck.  

Trey reaches me as Jasper drives off, and I stub out my smoke and get on 

my bike. 

"Dad, I got big news." 

"Oh, yeah?" I throw my helmet on.  

"Yeah. I figured out what's wrong with my dick." 

My eyebrows shoot way up there. "Uh…" 

Securing the backpack over both shoulders, he gets seated behind me and 

clasps the helmet. "I'm demisexual. That’s why I feel attraction so rarely." 

"Jesus Christ," I mutter worriedly, glancing at him over my shoulder. "Do I 

need to take you to the hospital?" 

"What? No!" He scowls. "It means I don’t get attracted unless there's an 

emotional connection." 

Is that really a thing? It sounds a bit made-up. Or…you know, like a 

stereotypical chick notion. "Um, like, no, I won't put out until the tenth date. I'm 

demisexual." 

Maybe it's a modern version of not screwing until you're married…? 

I won't say that out loud, though. I'm slowly learning not to put my foot in 

my mouth where my son is concerned, and silence can be golden.  



"So how do you know you're one of those?" I ask curiously. 

He smirks. "Brady told me."  

That’s funny. "I thought he was straight." Unless I'm mistaken, Brady's a 

classmate Trey's "drawn to." His words, not mine. I asked if he had a hard-on for 

the kid, for which Trey called me crass.  

He lifts a shoulder. "He says he is…" 

"I doubt that." My forehead creases, and I rack my brain for the things 

Trey's said in passing. "Not to be a dick, knucklehead, but straight guys don't 

usually look up alternative definitions and labels unless they're looking for 

answers." 

Trey purses his lips. "Really?" 

Really. "So what, you two were discussing sexual preferences, and he 

happened to know what you are?" 

"Uh, well…" Now he gets uncomfortable all of a sudden, though there's a 

small smirk tugging at his lips. "He gives head like he's not very straight." 

I can't help it; I burst out a laugh. Okay, so my boy's getting lucky. Good 

for him.  

"Cool it!" He punches me in the arm. "We talked about it afterward, 'cause 

I told him about this girl…" 

"Whoa—what the…?" I cough, wondering if I'm raising a player. "This is 

news to me." 



He widens his eyes. "Me too, but I've grown really close to her, so my 

showers might get longer in the future. That’s all. Don't worry, I'm honest with 

both of them, and I'm being safe." 

Yeah, I got nothin'.  

Let the kid explore. He's young and has a lot of hearts to break. Bella and I 

will be here for him when he gets hurt, too.  

* 

We spend our Friday night like any other family. Bella and I cook together, 

and we eat on the terrace before finding a movie to eat junk and doze off to. 

Trey's glued to his phone. He's…blossomed…a shitload this year, and so he's 

incapable of staying away from his alternative little buddies.  

I meet them sometimes. Very few have normal hair colors.  

Trey's is currently black and dark blue.  

"Grampa, will we have Wi-Fi tomorrow?" Trey doesn’t even look up from 

his phone as he speaks. 

"We sure as shit won't," Pop mutters. "A break from that gadget will do 

you good." 

Trey makes a face. 

I hide my grin by pressing a kiss to Bella's hair. She's probably the only one 

engrossed in the movie.  



"Fishing poles with Wi-Fi… Wouldn’t that be something?" I reach for the 

bowl of candy and grab a handful. Bella finds that interesting and picks a couple 

pieces from me. Thief.  

"Do those exist?" Trey faces me with a serious expression. 

So I throw a gummy worm in his face.  

* 

"Edward…" 

"Mm." Way too early. It's Saturday. No work. Pop and Trey have already 

left on their fishing trip if the sun's coming up, so lemme sleep, dammit. In fact, 

staying in bed all day with my little lady is all I want. She may have bought a 

new pair of heels… 

Pressing my morning wood against her sweet little ass, I hug her closer to 

me and try to drift off again.  

"Edward…?" Her light, singsong voice interrupts the haze of sleep, and I 

grunt in disapproval. "We haven't sexed each other up in like three days." 

"Shhh…sleep, cuddle." I have every intention of fucking her silly—soon—

but excuse me if I love to just feel her body against mine, too. Sleeping with 

someone, like this, is still pretty new to me. It'll never get old, not next to this 

girl. A very naked girl.  

"Will I have your attention if I say I'm ovulating?" 

Like magic, one of my eyes cracks open. "What." My voice comes out 

gruff, flat, and thick with sleep. Too disoriented. She can't be ovulating. That’s 

not a topic in our home. She's on…something. Pills or shot or whatever.  



She wriggles her ass and turns around to face me, a teasing smile playing 

on her lips. "I didn’t tell you, but…I've been off my birth control eight weeks 

now." 

I rub my eyes with the heel of my hand, then squint at her. "You for real?" 

She nods and bites her lip. "I took an ovulation test." 

There are tests for that?  

Shit. 

I come to a bit more, her revelation sinking in. Shit, shit, shit. I guess this 

means I can pop the question, yeah? I don't wanna rush her, but if she's ready to 

start trying for a baby, then she'd better be ready to carry my name.  

"Damn." I lean in and brush a sleepy kiss to her lips. "Yeah, let's fuck." 

She yelps and laughs when I haul her over me to be on top.  

"Wait." I grip her hips, stilling her just as her perfect pussy comes in 

contact with my cock. "Move slowly over me." I give a small thrust that slips 

my cock along her slit. Fuck. Indecent. I shift my hands closer so my thumbs 

can tease her. She shivers and rocks forward, and I brush my digits over those 

smooth, glistening lips.  

"That’s not how you make a baby," she whispers playfully. 

"True…" But it's sexy-as-sin to see. It makes my mouth water, and I wet 

my bottom lip. "Lemme eat you out first." Breakfast is the most important meal 

of the day.  

"Nuh-uh. We're doing this my way today, lover boy." 



Oh. Someone thinks she's in charge. Hot. I humor her. 'Cause let's face it, 

she gets even wilder when she's in charge, and I enjoy the violence. I'll take over 

when she's sufficiently cocky and it's more satisfying to put her in her place. 

That’s when she wants me to treat her like a greedy little cock slut. 

"Anything you want, my love." I smile lazily. 

She grins impishly and scrambles off of me to reach the nightstand. In the 

drawer, she finds our growing collection of kinky shit. This morning she's 

interested in rope, I guess.  

Bondage before breakfast. Count me in. Soon enough, I find myself tied to 

the headboard, and Bella's slipping into a pair of six-inch fuck-me heels. I curse 

under my breath, testing the restraints, and eye her killer legs and feet as she 

crawls over to me.  

"Jesus Christ." I bite back a groan when she straddles me in a sixty-nine 

position, so not only is she getting up close and real personal with my cock, but 

her exquisite feet are sharing my pillow. "I don't know where to look." There's 

the spectacular view of her ass and pussy about a foot away from my face. But 

then those feet… I can fucking smell the new leather of her studded black 

pumps.  

"Must be difficult for you." She slides a hand down my cock, grasping the 

base tightly, then sucks me into her mouth. Motherfucker. In a way, her feet win, 

'cause I turn my head and sink my teeth into her ankle in order to stop from 

moaning. 

Suddenly, not a big fan of the restraints. Not one fucking bit. It's sensation 

overload; she's too goddamn sexy, and I gotta get my hands on her.  



"Fuck—" I push my hips upward, my cock hitting the back of her throat. 

"I've been tied up long enough, haven't I?" I nuzzle the side of her foot where 

leather meets smooth skin and press an openmouthed kiss to get a taste. "Lemme 

touch you, darlin'." 

She shakes her head, all while my cock is buried in her mouth.  

"Please?" I toss that out there. Sometimes it makes a difference.  

Not this time, though. 

She goes to town on my cock, evidently dead set on driving me in-fucking-

sane. All I can do is eye-fuck her pussy, kiss her feet, and sneak glimpses 

between her legs of her mouth moving up and down my dick. She hums and 

coats me in saliva, sucking harder and harder, and I fuck her throat in slow, 

measured thrusts while turning my wrists red.  

"This…fuck, this ain't how we'll make a baby, either." I let out a panted 

breath and shudder violently at the pleasure.  

She releases me with a wet pop. "You're right about that—" 

We both curse when some fucker rings the doorbell downstairs.  

"Ignore it," I demand. It can't be important.  

Bella curses again, and I watch in fucking horror when she leaves the bed. 

What the actual hell?  

"I'm so sorry," she says, contrite. "I totally forgot Mom was stopping by on 

her way to see Jasper and Maria. She's helping Maria plan the baby shower." 



I give her an incredulous look. "Do you honestly think I give a shit right 

now?" Or ever?  

"It'll only be five minutes," she promises. Opening our closet, she removes 

her sexy heels and puts on a pair of tiny shorts and one of my tees. "It's about all 

I can handle of her, anyway. You know that." 

I sigh heavily, reining in my temper. This is supposed to be our day, and 

now Esme's cock-blocking me first thing in the morning? I don't fucking think 

so. 

"Fine," I growl, frustrated. "I might as well start breakfast." I need a smoke, 

too. And possibly a cold shower. 

"What?" Bella walks over to me, gathering her hair in a messy ponytail. 

"Oh, you're not going anywhere, my bastard." A wicked glint sparkles in her 

eyes. "I kind of like the idea of you being tied up here while I get rid of Mom." 

She's not serious. "You're not serious." 

She merely smiles and bends over to kiss me. "I'll be right back." 

Then she leaves our bedroom. 

Get the fuck out. "Bella!" I call after her. "You'll pay for this!" 

Oh, she's fucking nuts. Nuts enough that I can't help but grin. She's asking 

for it. Plainly. I mean, come on. She knows me by now. My eyes are already 

scanning the room for anything I can reach. Escape plan in effect.  

Looking up at where my wrists are bound, I narrow my eyes at the knot. If 

I can get close enough to use my teeth…  



BPOV 

"Yeah, that’s great, Mom." I drum my fingernails along the kitchen table 

and peer into the den to see what time it is. Shit, Edward's been alone twenty 

minutes now.  

Maybe I should keep him tied to our bed forever. 'Cause I know, once he's 

free, I'm dead. Albeit in a gloriously kinky and awesome way, but the man has 

developed a thing for teasing and denying me until I'm reduced to a puddle of 

pleas and tears. 

"But I still think they should baptize the baby," Mom says.  

I suppress a sigh. "We've discussed this. Respect their decision." 

It's getting increasingly difficult to maintain a relationship with my mother. 

To the MC's surprise—though not mine—she was happy to sell the bar to them 

and get out of Fallbrook. She lives in San Diego now. Same building as Rach. 

Their own relationship has seen better days, according to Mom, but they're sorta 

all they have.  

I keep telling her it's their own fault. Mom's more than welcome here, so 

long as she treats everyone with respect. But she can't seem to make that happen, 

and it got even worse when Dad met his girlfriend a few months ago. Mom's 

immediate assumption—one I would've shared a year ago—was that she's some 

jailbait biker slut. Instead, she's a sweet woman Dad's age who's a librarian by 

day and hobby mechanic by night.  

"You're very short with me today," Mom notes.  

"Sorry." I clear my throat and think of something polite to say, but you 

know…? Fuck it. "Actually, Edward and I have plans. We just decided to start 



trying for a baby, so…lots for him and me to discuss." Discuss, fuck each other's 

brains out—take your pick.  

"Wait, what? It's so soon!" she exclaims. 

"Not for us," I reply firmly. "Every time you belittle my decisions and think 

you know better, you chip away at another piece of whatever's left of our 

relationship." I wave a hand between us. "I'm done talking about this, so unless 

there's anything else you need to discuss right now, I'd like to go back to 

enjoying my Saturday." 

"I only want what's best for you, Bella." 

"No, you really fucking don't." I stand up, ready for this to be over. We 

have good days and bad days; today was a bad one. She's usually nicer when 

Jasper's around. His tolerance for this constant bickering is even lower than 

mine.  

Mom's mouth thins in disapproval, but she doesn’t say anything more on 

the topic. Grabbing her purse, she follows me to the hallway where I open the 

door for her.  

"Save it." I know where she's going next, and I have no interest in hearing 

about it. For the past couple of months, Rach has been asking to make amends. 

So when I see Mom, she tries to pass on messages.  

It's not going to happen. It took me months to get over, and I still have 

rough days here and there. But I'm in a great place in life, for which I can thank 

my family. Edward, Trey, Senior, Dad—even Jasper and Maria. 

"You're so stubborn," Mom sighs.  

"Why?" I lift a brow. "Because I don’t bend to your will?" 



She shakes her head and steps outside. "You'll see one day, honey." 

"Right. Tell Maria and Jasper I said hi." With that said, I close the door and 

make sure it's locked.  

I give myself one minute to shake off the soured mood, and then thoughts 

about Edward have me smiling to myself. Shit, I really left him alone too long. 

My stomach tightens, and butterflies swirl in my wake as I make my way up the 

stairs.  

Pressing a hand to my mouth, I stifle my nervous excitement and creep 

closer to our bedroom. And it's more than facing his sexy wrath. 

It's…everything. We're moving forward, we're expanding our family.  

What the…?  

I poke my head into the bedroom, then walk farther in. Am I missing 

something? Edward's not on the bed—oh, shit. The second it hits me he's 

escaped, I stiffen in anticipation and a pinch of fear. And a beat later, all air 

leaves my lungs, and I gasp in shock when I'm thrown backward to the wall. 

"Edward!"  

He rumbles a growl, pressing me harder up against the wall. He places his 

forearm over my collarbone and uses his free hand to rip down my shorts.  

"Looks like you fucked with the wrong bastard, darlin'." 

"Oh God." The fear is quickly replaced with molten hot desire as he kicks 

my legs apart and cups my pussy. "I—shit, I don’t think so." In fact, I think I'm 

fucking with the perfect bastard. "More." I whimper and buck into his rough 

touch.  



"You're crazy." He grins darkly against my cheek.  

I moan. "Comes with the territory." 

Of being a Bastard's girl.  

The End 

 


