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“The critically acclaimed MC romance collection Lonely Rider.”This biker box is red hot. It’s the

complete series with all 7 books. PLUS additional scenes and added chapters.Percy decides to

break free from the MC.A dangerous but necessary move.His damaged soul demands a better

life.No more bloodshed.He just wants to be left alone.Suddenly there she is. Shanna.Beautiful.

Vulnerable. Lost.They are both far from home.Everything ugly is hundreds of miles away.Like a

wild and crazy dream.But when excitement blinds you.It’s easy to be taken by surprise.*****Get

to know Percy and his biker friends throughout these seven books. Their reputation from the

club days still lingers. The stripes on a tiger don’t wash away easily.This collection is as action

packed as it is hot.*****This is the complete collection of all books in the Lonely Rider series.

The stories stand on their own but are linked together by the men and women within.(Contains

the 7 books: Percy, Jack, Creed, Damon, Trace, Ryder, Shawn)

A FEW QUOTES FROM THE READERS:"This is the quintessential MC box set. If you had to

get just one MC collection, this would be the one to get." Lisa H. "Great box set . Keeps you

edge of your seat." sharon faurot "Seven full length stories that will give you hours of wanting to

stay in bed with a good drink and get to know these bad boys." JJ "OMG! Man, talk about

explosive. The characters are authentic, believable and so realistic it feels like you can just

reach out and touch them. Remarkable job Melissa, thanks for sharing this bad boy with us."

Kaye "Each book has a unique storyline, entertainingly peppered with drama, danger,

suspense, craziness, explosive chemistry, and a happy ending. A great way to spend a lazy

afternoon or a relaxing evening." Mindy L "Great characters that will stay with you long after the

final page." Kym Y "These were dark, dangerous, scary, sexy and romantic." Lorrie

vanmeter "Melissa Devenport is an incredibly skilled writer whose characters are well-

developed and she has the ability to make you FEEL all of their angst, sadness, and

desperation through the pages of her heart-pounding, breath-taking stories!!!" Cheryl B "I

absolutely loved this box. It goes to show how love can overcome any obstacles in the way."

Laura Claborn "One fantastic box set. Great plots and very interesting characters." kazza "Men

are hot, ladies are beautiful and their love stories will keep you turning pages to the wee

hours." Ewa "Must read book series. Loved it!" April "I was glued to each book from the second

it was live until the very end of this series!!" C Gray "I love when the set comes together so I

have days and days of reading one after the other." Staci "A must have box set of MC stories!"

Marilyn Smith "I had read all seven books, but I love the set just as much to have them all

together. I think Percy will have to be my favorite. A must read series!" Jeanne A

Kotsios "Having now read this box set, some of the stories twice I would find it very had to pick

a favorite, they are all so very enjoyable." LeMiliere "Oh my... these Lonley Rider MC books just

keep getting better and better." Ren Smith "Thrills and sex...good combo! Oh and hot guys and

motorcycles!" Anon "You couldn't read a better set of sexy awesomeness!" Nora Houston "I

loved this series and would recommend it be added to MC Romance readers' collection."

Karen S "When I got the first two books in this MC Boxset I was like WOW! Now that I've got

seven I'm like Hell Yea!" Gwendolyn Robin "Perfect collection!" mysticdixie "Amazing MC Box

Set! This seven book MC box set is an absolute must have for the serious MC fan!" Pat

W "Great box set" Fanni Ann "I enjoyed the first 3 stories so much that I returned the KU

volume and purchased the box set." Cyn93 "Great MC Boxset! Hope there will be more. A



MUST have series." Maggie "The stories are well written, the guys are not only alpha but sexy

hot and guaranteed to rev up your heart." Merry Jelks- Emmanuel "Wow! What can I say...One

truly amazing collection." KJClever "This is definitely one of the top MC series that I have

read." Sharon "This is a phenomenal box set!! If you love MC books then this is a must read."

Tiffany "I just love every time I see a new Devenport novel published!" Linda "Melissa is a

master storyteller who knows how to engage a reader." luv to read 27 "Melissa Devenport

continues to be a favorite author of mine." K Mayo "I totally recommend this boxset. Awesome

MC romance stories. Sexy alphas. Strong characters. Intense storylines. Lots of chemistry and

passion. Drama and suspense. A must read!!" Lisa Picciano "As always the stories are

wonderfully written. The characters all have amazing chemistry throughout this set of books!"

Love2Read! "I highly recommend this box set. Melissa is an amazing author." Cliente de

Kindle "If you like MC books then you will love this boxed set. I cant wait to see what Melissa

has for us next to read." Kim Sparks "Lonely Rider Box Set, such an amazing read! Melissa

Devenport is a very talented writer." kterh871 "This series is really hard to put down."

SunnyD "Enjoyed the edgy stories and continuity." Verdonna Mayes "Awesome Read! This

seven box set was gripping to say the least." Kindle Customer Sidney's Mom "Great set of

books. I so enjoyed the characters, this author made them so real." Janet Parson "This is one

of the better MC Series I've read in the past five years." DMaag2503 "Loved every book in the

series. Great author." Monica Ragsdale "These books are a fab read." Kindle

Customer"Absolutely love this series, so great to have them all together in a box set." witch "I

really love these books, and having all seven in one place have me the chance to binge to my

heart's content. Great characters, great stories - what more is there to say? Wonderful." Ebook

Tops Customer "Omg... This book will keep u wanting to stay up just for another chapter...

spellbinding and so erotic.. Read it in one night.. now to call in sick" Ebook Tops

Customer "What an awesome box set." Gillian "Wow, where do I start. Loved loved this box

set." Tinna "Wow this box set was amazingly written. Once I started I couldn't put it down till I

was finished." barbie-ann 
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publisher.PERCYLONELY RIDER MC 1Chapter 1SHANNAThe little guest house cottage was

quaint. It was nestled in the backyard, which bordered a small private beach and endless

ocean, and it was just about perfect.It was windy, but the breeze did little to cool the sweat

beading on Shanna Phillip’s brow. It was her first trip to Mexico. She’d always said she didn’t

like the heat. Always said it was too dangerous. Always made this or that excuse to keep from

going. To keep from living her life.“It’s so good to have you here. What do you think of the

place?”Shanna turned to her right and smiled back at the lady she was renting the guest house

from for the week. It beat paying resort prices. Basically, she needed the getaway and it was

cheaper to go down to Mexico for a week than it was to just do a staycation. Not that she

wanted to stay in Cincinnati. No, she most certainly did not want to stay wherever Bill

was.Shanna turned her crystal blue eyes to the little white guesthouse. The paint was fresh,

even if the siding itself looked older. The beach wasn’t the traditional white sand that the

Caribbean side promised, but it was beautiful all the same. The water wasn’t that tropical green

either. The wind kicked it into a dark blue and small whitecaps washed up on shore, pulling a

silvery wet path back to the ocean. Is that water warm or cold? Would it feel nice to dip my feet

in? She breathed in and filled her lungs with the salty fresh air.Suddenly, she remembered that

Mrs. Lewis had been talking to her. She spun around, color flaring in her too pale cheeks.

“Sorry. You caught me daydreaming. It’s beautiful. Really. I love it.”“Good.” Mrs. Lewis held out a

key with a little white plastic square attached. Shanna took it. In sharpie, was written, guest

house. The letters were small and neat.The elderly lady smiled at her. She was the kind of

woman who was always pretty, no matter her age. She had that classic beauty look, the kind



that radiates from within and somehow the wrinkles and the age spots never seemed to touch

it. White hair trailed down her back. She wasn’t tall, but she wasn’t short either. She was on the

thin side, trim and in shape. She probably swam every single morning in that strip of ocean

right in front of her house.“How did you get lucky enough to get such a beautiful property?”

Shanna didn’t miss the flash of pain in the older woman’s eyes. “You don’t have to answer that.

I’m sorry, everyone always says I’m too nosy.”Mrs. Lewis actually smiled. It made her face go

from pretty to absolutely beautiful. There was something youthful about her, even her wrinkles.

Maybe it was her sparkling green eyes. They were far too bright to belong in an eighty-six year

old woman. “Tom and I bought this place nearly forty years ago. He did most of the work. Fixed

it up. Built this guest house himself for when our kids came to visit. It’s hard to believe I have

great grandchildren now and they are going to be old enough to visit soon. On their own. Their

parents always seem too busy to bring them and I’m not much for traveling anymore.”Shanna

barely choked back the urge to say she understood. She didn’t. How could she? She was thirty

years old and currently single, compliments of her cheating ex-fiancé.“What brings you to

Mexico? Is this your first time visiting?” Mrs. Lewis was just trying to be nice. She had no idea

the internal havoc her question created.“Oh. Well- that’s a long story.”“I can make us a cup of

coffee, if you want to sit down and chat with an old woman. If you’re in a hurry to see the town

or get in the water though, or sunbathe, I understand. You’re on vacation.”“No, no,” Shanna

assured her. “A cup of coffee would be great. I think it’s just the thing for the jet lag. My flight left

at six so I was at the airport at four this morning. It’s only the middle of the afternoon, but I feel

like I’m running on empty.”“Of course. Yes, that’s what I was talking about. I’m terrible traveling.

I just get so exhausted and I feel, at this age, that I never fully recover. And when I go, I always

see myself as a burden on my kids and grandkids. Like having me there interrupts their lives so

much.”“That’s too bad.”Mrs. Lewis winked at her. “I much prefer when they come down here.

That way, every day is a party.”“Oh?” Shanna laughed.“This is Mexico. Everyone always seems

to be in party mode. At least, everyone who comes here. They’re on vacation. They want to

have a good time. I feel like even if people come here angry or sad or drained, they leave here

happy. It’s the ocean. It’s the air. It’s the sun.”“I always thought it was the booze.”Mrs. Lewis let

out a sharp burst of laughter that was far more aptly termed a cackle. She didn’t lead the way

to her house, which was much bigger, with matching white siding and lovely flowers and trees

that Shanna didn’t know the names of. Instead she chose to walk down to the guest house.

She pushed the door open, which wasn’t locked.It was warm and cozy inside. It was one of

those buildings that was definitely larger on the inside than it looked from the outside. There

was a larger bedroom at the back, a small bathroom and then an open living room and kitchen

area. The walls were painted white and the floors were tile, done in that classic beachy orange.

The furniture was simple. There was a wicker set in the living room, a couch and two chairs,

that didn’t look entirely comfortable, but they were pretty and matched the beachy theme.Mrs.

Lewis moved about the kitchen efficiently. She had coffee brewing and a mug set in front of

Shanna in no time at all. They sat down at the tiny kitchen table. It was a small wood rectangle

with two matching chairs, painted gray.“So, are you going to tell an old woman your long story?

Keep in mind, your secrets are safe with me. Not because I’d tell anyone, but because I likely

won’t remember much more than your name come tomorrow morning.” Mrs. Lewis grinned and

pointed to her forehead. “The old brain isn’t what she used to be.”Shanna laughed even though

she had the distinct impression that Mrs. Lewis was sharp as a tack and would no doubt

remember everything. “Well… okay. Here it goes. But don’t laugh at me. Or, no, that’s okay. Do

laugh. It’s pretty ridiculous.”“I can’t wait. Nothing beats a ridiculous story. I don’t get enough

wild, exciting people this way anymore.”“You’re not serving enough tequila then.”Mrs. Lewis



grinned. “You’re right. I don’t want people getting wasted and going out into the ocean and

drowning on my beach.”“I never thought of that. The urge to swim when drunk. It seems like a

bad idea to me, but then again, inebriation probably makes for a whole host of bad ideas.”The

older woman cackled again and Shanna found herself relaxing. Mrs. Lewis, who hadn’t offered

a less formal name, was easy to know and like. She was sweet fun, the kind of woman anyone

would be lucky to have as their grandma.“I’ve seen my fair share over the years,” she

admitted.“Okay, well, here it goes. The long story. I once had this friend. He was a really good

friend. He had a condo that had this stupid fire escape on the side of it. It was an ancient

building, this huge brick thing, so the fire escape was really old. It probably wasn’t even legal

anymore. These kids, hooligans I guess people would say, used to climb up the fire escape

and get onto the roof. My friend’s condo was one of those weird styles that has a window right

on the roof. Not a skylight, but a walk out thing that he could actually go up there too.”“Sounds

delightful.”“It would have been, but this guy wasn’t really- uh- that capable. He was tall and thin,

probably weighed all of a hundred pounds. He was single, though not really by choice. He was

just one of those hard to get to know people that you kind of have to be friends with first to

appreciate. I met him through work and thought he was really creepy at first, but then I got to

know him and I found out how awesome his sense of humor was. He had this really dry,

sarcastic tone all the time.”“Wittiness is a very attractive quality. Or maybe not attractive, but

definitely desirable.”“I agree with you on that one.” Shanna grinned. It was nice to sit back and

think about friends she’d since left in the past. They’d maintained contact on and off for a few

years, but then it seemed it was just hard to keep up with it and make the effort when life got so

busy. “It’s one of my real regrets that we didn’t keep in contact after a few years. I quit working

there and Ron was the worst at emailing. He isn’t on any social media sites either.”“Even I’m on

there!” Mrs. Lewis hooted. “Oh lord, if I can do it, he could certainly do it.”“I think it’s more by

choice. Anyway, I don’t have a current email or a number. I think he changed jobs, but I’m not

sure where he went. He’s one of those people that kind of just got lost in the past. I miss him

sometimes, but the whole communication thing is a two way street. I’m easy to find, if he

wanted to.”“Life is kind of like that. We meet people and they do become a part of the past, but

we still have all these great memories.”Shanna nodded. “Yes. That’s for sure. Anyway, so these

kids would cause trouble up there. They’d look into Ron’s window and pretty much terrorize

him.”“Sounds awful. Did he ever call the police?”“Once, but then those kids defaced the

building with spray paint. He just left it alone after that. He bought a set of black out curtains,

but he always knew when they were up there. He could hear their voices and their

footsteps.”“That would be annoying.”“It was. It scared him too. He used to tell me he thought

they’d try and break in sometime and he wasn’t sure what they’d do to him if they did.”“That

would be terrifying.”“Yes. So here’s why I’m telling you all of this. He once told me that he’d put

on the kettle at night. He’d boil it and keep it hot. When it cooled down he’d boil it again. He

kept up with that the whole time, until the kids left. I asked him what he’d do with it and he said

he’d throw it at them, the boiling water, if they ever broke in. I think this might have been a

bullshit story to make me laugh. I don’t know. With Ron, anything was possible.”“Sounds like a

good laugh at any rate.”“He also told me that if he ever got married to someone he didn’t like in

the end, he wouldn’t get a divorce. That’s too expensive. He told me he would just salt their

food constantly so that they’d eventually die of hypertension.”Mrs. Lewis cackled away in her

chair. “It’s too bad you don’t still stay in contact. Your friend sounds like a riot.”A riot. Shanna

laughed as well. It had been a long time since she heard that term. Even just the use of it made

her smile. “So, why I’m in Mexico… well, in short, my fiancé, we’d been together for three

years, was cheating on me.”“No!”“Yup. He had this other woman. She ended up calling me and



telling me. She didn’t know about me and when she found out, she was so angry with him that

she exposed him. So he lost us both in the end.”“Sounds like you’re better off without him.”“I

guess I am. Or at least I’ll think that one day, but right now, it’s still pretty fresh.”“Of course. I’m

sorry.”“No, that’s alright.” She smiled, a smile she tried to make sure she felt. “Anyway, so I

found out about Bill cheating. I was actually in the kitchen at the time and for some reason it

just popped into my head, about the kettle and Ron. I picked the thing up. It was empty, but it

was also metal, and I hurled it at his head. It hit him square in the forehead. Nearly knocked

him out. He called the cops and even though he didn’t end up pressing charges, it was a bad

scene. He had a wicked welt and bruise there for a few days.”“That must have been completely

satisfying.” Mrs. Lewis was trying really hard not to laugh.“It was. So fucking satisfying. I mean,

sorry. I try not to swear so much.”“That’s alright, honey. Sometimes nothing else works.”“I wish

my mom could understand that. Even after she found out Bill was cheating on me, she told me

that I should try and work things out. She’s the kind of person who says marriage isn’t about

the sex. It’s about staying together through thick and thin.”Mrs. Lewis’ pretty sea swept green

eyes twinkled. “Oh, my dear. Marriage is definitely about keeping that spark alive. John…

well…” she trailed off. It was evident that she’d loved her husband a lot, but also that they had

the kind of marriage that most people dream of. The kind where it doesn’t just last, but the love

stays alive.“It’s better that you left. It’s better that you came to Mexico. A lot of people come

down here for a fresh start. John and I came to retire and we never left. For us, it was

paradise.”“Paradise,” Shanna said wistfully. “I like the sound of that.”Chapter 2SHANNAIt just so

happened that Mrs. Lewis was lucky enough to live within a five-minute walk of a sweet little

coastal beachy bar. Located on a touristy street that extended almost to yet another beach, it

was the epitome of what people thought about Mexican bars. Thatched roof, pink stucco

exterior, palm trees, beach front, tropical breezes and the ocean crashing in the distance.

Inside there were round tables with bar stools tucked up underneath, huge fans overhead,

open beams, a huge bar with a stainless steel counter top, TV’s on in the background, tiled

floor, pictures on the walls.It was the kind of place where people could sit and drink and just

forget about the past. The kind of place where the large windows overlooking the ocean and

the salty air that drifted inside through the open windows could wash every single care and

worry away. Or drown it out. In copious amounts of tequila or Mexican beer.It was late. After an

enjoyable chat with Mrs. Lewis and a much needed nap, Shanna woke with energy to spare.

She was restless so she took a walk and that led her to the touristy area, down the street past

shops and a few houses, and eventually to the bar. She decided to go in and even though

she’d wanted just one drink, she found herself on her third margarita. They were deceptively

potent, the taste of the tequila masked well, and she found herself thinking less and less of Bill

and more about how the bar was becoming blurry and starting to spin.She’d never been the

kind of person who would just go out on her own. She always had friends or at the very least,

acquaintances to tag along with.At thirty, freshly single, her engagement broken, forced to start

over, her shit piled up in a storage unit back in Cincinnati, her suitcase in her mother’s spare

bedroom, she figured it was time she actually started living. If that included having a few too

many drinks and staring out the window aimlessly, enjoying the sight of the water, then so be

it.What was remaining of the daylight quickly faded. Two more margaritas later, Shanna almost

didn’t notice that it was raining. No, pouring. The kind of tropical rain storm that really let

loose.The door jingled and the wind and rain blew in with the bar’s newest inhabitant.Shanna

leaned forward on the bar stool at the window. She was drunk enough that her inhibitions about

staring at a stranger weren’t what they used to be. Before she would have looked away, looked

anywhere else, pretended to be studying her hands, glanced out the window. It was funny, how



tequila worked.Or maybe it was one of those guys that immediately drew attention wherever he

went.He wasn’t thick and blocky like guys who went to the gym, but he was powerful and

distinctly masculine, built like one of those steel cables. Wiry. Resistant. The kind that could

hold up a few thousand pounds effortlessly.Shanna spent most of her life with an undying

fascination for men that were shaped like a football quarterback. She liked the classic triangle

shape, big broad shoulders, barrel chests, tight waists, massive leg muscles. She liked tall

guys, guys that could pick her up with a single arm and heave her over their shoulder. Guys

that could dominate, could lay her out flat and cover her up with their massive being. Guys that

were all hard planes and jutting angles and rigid muscle. That was normally her flavor.So

maybe it made sense that for some reason, her eyes were glued to the new guy. He wasn’t any

of those things. His short black hair was plastered to his scalp. The jet black appearance of it

was striking, but only because it was followed up by jet black brows, a shadowed forehead,

sharp cheekbones and a sharp jawline. His mouth was thin, like his lips had never been used

for a smile before. His skin was bronzed from the sun, but it did little to detract from the two

lines etched deeply into his brow.He was the kind of guy who had a sullen, brooding, sexy kind

of look even if he wasn’t dressed all in black, which he was. Rain water sluiced off his black

leather jacket. He had on a pair of worn out black jeans, the kind guys wore back in the

nineties. Maybe she only thought of that because the wallet chain hanging out of the back

pocket reminded her of junior high. His black boots, covered in mud and water, left tracks

across the tile floor.He didn’t look around, just headed straight to the bar. Shanna watched him.

No, she stared at him. Where the hell are my manners? She must have left them behind in

Cincinnati along with all the fucks she’d given about her damn relationship.She found herself

wondering what color his eyes were. So deep brown they were almost black? No, that’s not

right. They’re probably blue. That deep blue that looks nothing like frozen ice, but all those

romance novels call it that.The bartender, a young man who spoke very good English, though

it was heavily accented, pulled down a glass. “What are you having today, Percy?”Percy?

Jesus, that’s a terrible name.“Same. Thanks, Mateo.”The fact that he said thanks and actually

meant it, a guy who looked like he’d prefer to bash heads in than use manners, sent a shiver

racing up Shanna’s spine. A guy like that, tough looking, like he’d lived most of his years on the

street, like he drove a damn bike… he was perfect. Perfect for regrets. Perfect for the kind of

fuck that is quick and dirty, up against some alley wall in the dark.Don’t. Don’t even think about

that. Shanna warned herself, but her inebriated brain wasn’t listening. It had been a long time.

A really long time. A real fucking long time, since she’d come. She should have seen all the

signs. She just thought it was because she and Bill never really had that sparking chemistry to

begin with. He wasn’t a very good lover, but again, according to her mother who was an expert

on marriage apparently, marriage wasn’t about the sex. Apparently it wasn’t about the orgasms

either. At least her mom and Bill were on the same page about that. Maybe he’d been too busy

giving them to his mistress to worry about his fiancé.Thinking about Bill and his dick made her

think about where he’d been sticking it, which made her think about the fact that he’d been

sticking it in her and that other woman at the same time. Not at the same exact time, but how

many times had he done that and not even washed after? Fuck. Bile rose into the back of her

throat and she had to swallow hard to push it back.More tequila. That’s what she needed. If she

was still thinking about Bill, she needed more tequila. Shanna slid off her chair. She had to

reach out and steady herself and almost giggled as she nearly fell over. She tried her best to

remain nonchalant and act like she wasn’t already a little more than half cut, as she made her

way up to the bar.She set her arms on the counter and leaned into it, more so to keep herself

upright. What was the bartender’s name again? He saved her by turning his attention her



way.“Another margarita for you, miss?”“Yes, please.”Shanna made a snap decision. She pulled

out the bar stool and managed to get on top of it instead of returning back to her table. She

didn’t even lie to herself about why she’d done it. Her eyes tracked to the guy right beside her.

He kept his gaze turned down to the amber liquid in his glass. His shoulders were hunched up,

like he was trying to ward off some kind of non-existent chill. He didn’t look at her, but she was

sure he wouldn’t hold out for long.After thinking about Bill and his pathetic, gross, cheating

dick, the hot and dirty fuck up against some alley wall was pretty damn attractive.Chapter

3PERCYIt seemed that another tourist found herself in a Mexican bar, drowning down her

woes in syrupy form. Percy Johnston was willing to bet that more than a few of them wake up

with a killer hangover after downing those margaritas. Too much sugar. It disguised the taste of

just how much tequila was poured into them.No, when he ruined his liver, he preferred to do it

straight up. No sugar. No disguises. Just the burn of the tequila sliding down his throat,

warming his empty stomach, washing away all that shit that never quite left him alone.The only

time he could forget was when he was on his bike. Riding, riding free, the wind rushing around

him, the countryside flashing by, the endless sun above or the cloak of darkness. He’d ride for

days, if he could. Sleep on the hard ground. No tent, no pillow. Nothing. Just him and the stars.

He always slept best when he was uncomfortable. When he was back at home, the walls and

the roof were suffocating. He’d dream, then. And he hated fucking dreaming.The woman

beside him turned. He felt her eyes burning into him before he even shifted and stared at her

sidelong. She couldn’t tell he was looking, but he could see her burning stare.She was pretty.

Hell, she was more than pretty. She was gorgeous. Tall, slim, curvy in all the right spots. Nice

breasts. Probably a nice ass too. Long legs, short black dress. She had that pale skin of

someone who just arrived. He was willing to bet it was her first night in Mexico. She was clearly

drowning something out. Some set of problems. It was his guess she’d come down there as a

refuge, to escape or rebuild or regroup or whatever people who talked about feelings actually

called it. She was probably staying somewhere nice, a five star resort. Likely had a massage

booked for the next afternoon. Would probably blow it off since she was so hungover.Finally

Percy turned and got a full on look at the woman’s face. She was blonde and those honey locks

spilled well over her shoulders and trailed down her back. She had perfect blue eyes, light blue,

almost gray. Her features were flawless. Model like. Far too beautiful for the likes of him.Yet she

was staring at him like she wanted something. Because she does. He’d seen women look at

him that way before. For them, he represented something dark and illicit, something dangerous

and sexual. An escape from ordinary life.Maybe it was his look. After getting out of the gang,

he’d worked for years to make himself healthy. He generally tried to eat well and he worked out.

He could run for miles and miles or swim endlessly. It was always a good distraction. Maybe it

was his attitude. He wasn’t sure. Maybe it was because the women he fucked always sensed

he was, at heart, decent. That something deep inside of him was wounded and broken and

they wanted to heal it and make him whole.It was never going to happen.He liked fucking as

much as the next person, so he gave them what they wanted. Fucked them hard and fast,

brought them to screaming climaxes, gave them multiple orgasms, let them live out their

fantasies for a brief span. If he was the one doing the fucking, as long as it was mind blowing

for them and occasionally satisfactory for himself, he didn’t have to worry about the one being

fucked. He was okay with giving pleasure. He was okay with scratching an itch, if that

disgusting cliché could be used. He wasn’t okay being on the receiving end. Blow jobs, being

touched, caressed, kissed... god, it wasn’t for him.He caught the blonde’s eye and the fact that

she blushed deeper, above the flush that was already there from the copious amount of alcohol

she’d consumed, told him that she was used to having manners. She was probably shy. Quiet.



Reserved in her life back home. She was probably a good girl, the kind who went to college

and got a good job, who stayed in a long term relationship, who had the nice house, the two-

car garage, a cat and a dog and later a couple kids.She smiled at him and his cock stiffened.

Which was pretty much a fucking first for him. It usually took a hell of a lot more than a smile.

Usually he had to get himself pretty worked up first. Touch himself a little maybe.“Hey,” she said

softly. “I’m… sorry. I didn’t mean to stare at you.” Her words weren’t exactly slurred, just slow

and intentionally flirty. She blinked hard and fluttered her ridiculously long eyelashes. They

weren’t goopy with mascara. She hardly had any makeup on at all. She didn’t need it. Hers was

the kind of beauty that was rare and flawless without any artificial enhancement.“Yes, you did.”

His voice was deep and that took people by surprise.“Sorry?” She blinked hard again, like she

was used to her eyelashes fighting her battles.“You did mean to stare at me.”“I…”“It’s fine.

Stare if you want.” He picked up his glass and downed the rest of the tequila. What do you

know, Mateo was right there to give him a refill. He nodded his thanks and sipped the drink,

slowing down the pace. He was chilled from the rain, but the alcohol was spreading through his

veins, warming him.“I… I’m sorry. Really. I’m quite drunk. I think.”Fuck sipping it. Percy

swallowed back the rest of his tequila. He could see it in her eyes, the new mystery woman, his

drunk admirer. She, like all the rest, immediately saw the depths of his unguarded soul, to the

pain festering there. She, like every other, thought she could, for a time, make him well. Fuck

that. Mateo filled up his glass once more. That pain is mine. I fucking earned it. There was a

hell of a lot he hadn’t earned as well, but he didn’t think about that. He might dream it, but he

didn’t think it.The blonde’s eyes traveled to his glass then up to his mouth. They rested there, a

second too long. Her gray irises darkened. He’d bet his life she was thinking about kissing him.

That would also never happen, but she didn’t need to know that.“You just get in?” He thumped

down his empty glass and it was magically refilled. He wished he was the kind of person who

could get drunk off a couple drinks. He wasn’t. Never had been. Never would be.“In here?” Her

eyes flew around the bar.“No. To Mexico.”She smiled slowly, her rose hued lips turning up,

revealing a set of perfectly white teeth. Of course they’d be white. And perfect. They matched

the rest of her like a good blazer to a fucking pants suit. Real fine analogy. He wasn’t sure how

he knew what a damn pants suit was. Or a blazer for that matter. When it came right down to it,

he knew a lot of useless shit.“Oh. Right. Yeah. Just this afternoon.”“And now you’re drunk.” He

didn’t smile, but his voice gave that impression.“I’ll have you know,” the blonde started, humor

flitting over her face. “That I have a perfectly good reason to be drunk.”“Let me guess. That nine

to five is killing you.”“Not exactly. I- I actually am one of those rare people that likes my

job.”“Which is?”“I work in retail.”“Of course you do.”“What’s that supposed to mean?” Her brows

knitted together in a tight frown. If Percy was the kind who actually smiled, he would

have.“Nothing. Nothing offensive, if that’s what you’re thinking. Just that you’re well put

together. You have a pretty dress.”“A pretty dress?” she echoed. Her lips parted. “You don’t

sound like the kind of guy who says the word pretty and dress together. Or separate.

Ever.”“Why not?” He slammed back the rest of his tequila, but waved Mateo away when he

went to refill the glass again. He was pleasantly warm and nicely numbed out. He didn’t need

to go beyond that.“I- well I guess-”“Because I look better suited to being in a biker gang than I

do talking about women’s fashions?”“Maybe,” she admitted wryly.“How very apt.” It was funny,

only because it used to be true, but she didn’t know that. She’d never know that. Most days he

didn’t either. The thing about leaving your past truly behind was that some days it didn’t even

feel like it had ever happened.“You’re very well spoken.”“For someone that looks like they

belong in a gang, you mean?”“No.” She laughed a little, but it came out as a snort. She slapped

a hand over her mouth. “God. I’m drunker than I thought.”“That’s alright. Isn’t that what Mexico



is for?”“So I’ve heard. It was one of the reasons I decided to come here.”“Then you got what

you came for. Most people spend their entire lives trying to achieve that feat.

Congratulations.”She stared at him like she was trying to decide if he was mocking her. She

must have found his face friendly enough, no traces of intended mockery, because she slowly

smiled again. He liked seeing her smile. Way too much. His cock jumped again, shocking the

hell out of him. He wasn’t the kind of person who walked around with a hard on or even thought

or craved sex until it literally fell into his lap.“Thank you. Our friend with the free pouring here,

definitely helped.”Percy glanced up, searching for Mateo. He wasn’t standing behind the bar by

them anymore. The guy was off in the back, likely doing up the dishes, since they were the only

clients in the bar at the moment and they’d had enough for the time being. “He is known for

some stiff drinks. He’s a good bartender. Always remembers everyone’s orders.”“That’s nice.

He seems very nice.”“Aren’t all bartenders? The drunker they get you, the better the tips.”“Oh

really?”“You clearly don’t get out much, do you?”She flushed a bright red and glanced away. He

didn’t. He stared openly at her. God, he liked what he saw. His dick was now at full mast, hard

and aching. What the fucking hell?“I had my reasons,” she said quietly. She extended a hand a

second later. “I’m-”He shook his head. “No. No names. You can be whoever you want to be for

tonight. And I can be whatever it is you came looking for.” The blonde’s brows knitted together

in confusion. Even the line that appeared on her forehead was beautiful and sensual. Jesus,

really, what the fuck?“I didn’t- I mean- I came over just to get another drink. I’m a little drunk to-

to make it back, but I feel better now.”“You could have taken any seat. You were staring at me

for a good five minutes before I turned around and let you know that I was aware of

it.”“Seriously? You knew?”“Yes. I knew.”“I guess I should apologize.”“Why?”“For being

rude.”“Maybe you were just being direct. Maybe I appreciate a hint of honesty here and there.

Maybe it’s a little refreshing to just have people say what they want. To just be real for a

second.”“How- how do you know that I- that I want anything?” She swallowed hard,

audibly.Percy didn’t blink. His gaze remained on her, unwavering. He could tell he was making

her a little uncomfortable by the way her hands clenched in her lap. Good. It’s good to be

uncomfortable sometimes. “Don’t you?”She sighed. Her capitulation was easier than expected.

Almost a little disappointing. Almost. Or it should have been, but his cock didn’t think so. The

damn thing was drilling against his zipper so hard it might cause permanent damage.Her eyes

searched his and she tried to look inside of him, to figure him out, to peg him for one thing or

another, a good guy or a bad one. He let her. He let her, because after a few hours, he’d never

see her again. Which was a little sad, actually, because she was very pretty. Despite her

doubts, he did use the word once and a while. Mostly for the sky or the water or his bike, or in

front of sayings like pretty fucked up or pretty damn stupid, but he did use it.She nodded once,

briefly, as though embarrassed at her own desires. He could tell that she wasn’t the kind of

woman who had one night stands very often.He leaned in, seeking to reassure her. “Don’t

worry,” he whispered by her ear. He inhaled the sweet scent of her perfume and something

hard and violent knotted up inside of his stomach. His cock went right on drilling into his damn

fly. “This isn’t going to be a one night stand.”“I’m not looking for anything-”“I know,” he said

smoothly. Her hair was parted and thrown over her shoulders. The nape of her neck was

exposed and he watched those little frizzy baby hairs stand up on the back of her neck. Was

she aroused or afraid or was it just something as simple as the reaction caused by the heat of

his breath so close to that beautiful nape of her neck? “It’s not going to take all night. I’ll have

your legs shaking and you screaming my name within a few hours. The rest of the night,

nameless angel, is all yours and yours alone.”Chapter 4SHANNAShanna was trying to cut

down on the swearing, even in her own head, but holy fuck. She realized, as the guy whipped



out a wad of bills and threw them down on the counter, as he slipped a strong, steadying hand

around her waist and guided her off the bar stool, through the bar and out the front door, that

she might have bit off a little more than she could chew.If that guy was a buffet, she’d definitely

be one of those people who filled up her plate and couldn’t eat half of it. But since the buffet

had rules about paying for leftovers, she ended up stuffing it into her napkin and her purse or

hiding it in a crevice under the table when she thought no one was looking. Okay, seriously,

how drunk am I?Really fucking drunk obviously, because she realized the guy was leading her

along the street. He didn’t touch her skin. His hand stayed at her waist. He made the

assumption she was too drunk to walk and he was probably right. Four inch heels never made

for good balance at the best of times.There were other shops along the small street. It was the

typical tourist trap: souvenirs, restaurants, bars. There were people milling about here and

there. The night was surprisingly dark and there were hardly any streetlights.It was the perfect

night for some illicit, hot as fuck, behavior that she’d regret later. How apt that instead of taking

her back to her place, which was impossible since he didn’t even know her name let alone

where she was staying, or taking her back to his place, the guy steered her towards the space

between two buildings.It was a small alley, tight and dark. It didn’t smell. She noticed that right

away. Even in the heat of the day, which had dissipated little with the dark, and the earlier rain,

it smelled fresh. When Shanna breathed in, she could still smell salty ocean air.How very

fucking apt that he took her into an alley, since that was the exact place she’d fantasized

about.“Are you a warlock?” she asked giddily. She wasn’t sure if it was nerves or the tequila

talking. Certainly it wasn’t the safe, sensible, old Shanna from Cincinnati that arrived in Mexico

just that morning.“What?” The stranger, the dark stranger who she was about to fuck or do

something close to that effect, stared at her. He was oddly enough, less menacing in the

darkness. His hand on her waist was steady and comforting, solid and warm. She liked it. She

liked it far more than she should.“Are you a warlock? Or a telepath? A mind reader?”“Why?

Because I brought you here? This is what you wanted, isn’t it? A quick fuck, a dirty fuck, where

no one is going to see it? One you’ll remember forever and won’t quite have the ability to regret

because it will be that incredible?”“You’re pretty sure of yourself.”“Or I have a lot of

practice.”“Don’t say that. Ewww. Seriously. That is not a turn on.”“You know, a lot of women say

that to me.” The guy, damn it she wished she knew his name, stared down at her, unblinking.

“It’s funny how they change their tune after.”“I don’t like to think about the person I’m with

fucking other women,” Shanna said sullenly. Unbidden, an image of Bill’s face, his dick, his

body, fucking some unknown woman, flashed through her mind. She shook her head, in a rush

to clear it.“I’m clean. I can promise you that. I do have condoms anyway, since of course I’m a

sensible person.”“Thank god for that,” Shanna said, her voice a mix between sarcasm and

bitterness. “Wouldn’t want you to fuck up your perfect dick.”“How do you know it’s perfect? You

haven’t felt it inside of you. Yet.”God, the way he talks… No one had ever used that kind of

language with her before. Her sex throbbed painfully and she knew if she ran a finger over her

panties, it would come away soaked. Obviously she liked it. But hell, why not? Why not enjoy it?

She was there on holidays. There to enjoy herself for the first time in forever. There as a

reprieve from the shit going on in her life. There to get away from it all. There to have

experiences and regrets for the first time ever. Might as well get to it then.“So you think you’re a

lady’s man?” She stared at him, challenging him. He just shrugged.“It’s not important what I

think. The only thing that matters is how you feel.”A shudder that was purely animalistic in

nature ripped up her spine. The hair on the back of her neck stood on end again.“Take off your

heels,” the stranger commanded. His voice was deep and authoritative and smooth as fucking

butter.“Why?” She asked, shocked. “Do you have some kind of foot fetish or something?”“No.



Because you’re not going to need them with your legs wrapped around my waist.”Fuck. There

he was again with that dirty talk. God, she had to give him a name. Something so she wouldn’t

keep thinking of him as the stranger. Hmmmm… something sexy. Romeo? No. God no. Brent?

Worse yet. Then it came to her, cutting through the fog of tequila. Percy. His name is Percy.

How could I forget that?His name was so at odds with how he seemed, dark, steamy, not just

sexy, but erotic, that she was sure it was a mistake. A nickname. A joke?“Are you going to take

off those shoes or not? Maybe you need a little convincing in the form of my tongue buried in

your cunt.”Shanna gasped. “You talk so- so- uh- dirty.” It came out sounding about as mature as

a five year old and as offended as her prim and proper mother would be to hear that kind of

language.“Cunt? It’s just a word. Should I call it your pussy? Or your sex? Or maybe you prefer

scientific words like vagina.”“Stop.” She had to smile. “I’ll take my fucking shoes off. You’ll be

lucky if I don’t throw them at you.”“Maybe I’d like that. What’s wrong with me putting my mouth

between your legs? Is that better? A euphemism?” She stared at him in surprise and he

laughed. “What? You don’t think a man like me can use big words?”“I- no, it’s not that.” She

struggled to lift one foot off the ground while maintaining balance with the other. She tried for a

minute to undo the strap on her shoe, but just kept falling over.“You know what, fuck it.” Percy

let out a low growl and before she knew what was happening, he had her lifted, easily, with one

arm. Just like she’d imagined earlier. He was strong. Much stronger than he looked like he’d be.

She had the feeling, even though she was drunk, that there was far more to Percy in a whole

hell of a lot of other ways too.He slammed her up against the wall, not hard enough to hurt, but

hard enough to jar her a little. Hard enough to wake her up and turn her right the fuck on. She’d

never been handled roughly before. That kind of shit was for the few secret moments she ever

gave herself pleasure. Stolen moments, in the bathtub or when she couldn’t imagine fumbling

around with Bill for an hour before he actually got off. Sometimes she just wanted it to be about

her.“I should have known it would never work.” Too late she realized she’d spoken out

loud.“Don’t worry. I’ll get your fucking shoes off later.”“I wasn’t talking about my shoes.” Stupid,

stupid, stupid. Why did I say that?Percy let it be. He had her up against the wall, an arm around

her waist. When he dropped down to his knees, he hooked her legs neatly around his

shoulders, so that she wasn’t touching the ground at all.“It’s wet,” she protested, meaning the

ground.“I know. Lord, I know.” He hiked up her already short dress and her cheeks flushed at

his words, but also that the fact that she could literally smell her arousal. She smelled like sex.

Not in a gross, stale way, in a sharp, ripe, animal way.He left her that way, pressed up against

the wall to support herself, her legs over his shoulders. It was a ridiculous position, but one that

was surprisingly comfortable. At least it worked. Percy freed his hands and ran one over her

and Shanna stopped thinking about brick walls or wet alley floors or anything at all.“Since you

don’t like me to be vulgar, I’ll call it a pussy. That’s sweet and gentle, don’t you

think?”“I…”“Don’t answer that, my good girl.”“How do you know I’m a good girl. Maybe I’m just

the type of person who likes to get to know someone first, so that it means something.”“Are

you?” He ran his finger over the lace of her panties, caressing her from bottom to top, grazing

over her already swollen clit. She gasped. “And it will mean something. If it doesn’t, you’ve

been doing something wrong.”“Yeah, I have,” she rasped, because she couldn’t seem to shut

the hell up. “His name was Bill. And he was an asshole of the finest variety.”“Well. You’ve come

to the right place to forget Bill the asshole of the finest variety. After tonight, I promise you won’t

look at this the same way again. When was the last time you came?”“Uh…”Percy made a little

tsking sound. He dipped his fingers below her panties and continued to stroke her, smearing

her wetness all over herself, all over his finger. She let out a little whimper of pleasure. She was

trying to contain the sounds, in case someone happened to hear them and ducked into the



alley to see what the hell was going on. They were in an alley. An alley. She’d have to

remember that. Remember she wasn’t just lost in some fantasy. This is fucking real.“Don’t

answer that. You probably can’t, because you can’t remember.”“You’re probably right.”“You’ll

remember this. I promise you that.” His finger found her entrance and he didn’t hesitate before

he pushed it inside. Lord, he filled her up so fucking sweetly, even with that finger. She

squirmed and bucked, held her breath and bit her lip so she wouldn’t make any sound. “Nice.

You have a beautiful pussy. Nice and tight. So wet. I like that you shave.”“I don’t fucking shave,”

she hissed. “That there is the product of a very painful, very expensive, waxing job.”“Yeah? I

like it.”He didn’t let her say anything else. She could have, but she knew it wasn’t possible. He

lowered his mouth to her sex and he ate at her like there wasn’t any coming up for air. Like all

there was going to be, was coming. He licked her right through her lace panties, licked and

suckled, bit and pleasured, forced his tongue onto her clit, gave her pure bliss was the sensual

warmth of his beautiful, talented mouth. All the while he fucked her with his finger. She pulsed

around him, soaked him, soaked his mouth and tongue and probably his damn face too.She

imagined licking it off of him, tasting her own… her own cunt. She shivered violently at the

naughty word and the naughtier thought.She shrugged inwardly. She was done with caring for

a few minutes. Done with thinking. Done with the past few years, the cheating, the lying, her ex.

Done with her interfering mother, the bad sex, the no sex, the sloppy sex, the having to get

herself off. She was done with the anxiety and the worry, the fighting for something and

someone that never truly wanted her. She was done. For the next however many minutes it

took Percy to take her to that promised climax to end all climaxes, she was going to live out her

fantasy. She’d probably never get the chance again.Another minute under Percy’s talented

mouth and hands and she was melting into the wall, into his shoulders, into the crazy

sensations. She’d never felt anything like it. The shivers wracking her body were violent and

unstoppable. Her thighs were trembling, just as he promised. She’d never felt so… so alive in

her entire life. And she was sure it wasn’t just the tequila doing the feeling for her.She was

close. So close. And then Percy’s tongue flicked to her clit. He knew just the right moment to hit

it. He fucked her hard with his finger and another swirl over her clit sent her flying toward the

edge. Lights burst behind her closed lids. She let out a frantic moan, and then it was all

darkness. All black. Shanna let herself fall into it, into the pleasure, into the

nothingness.Chapter 5PERCYWhat the fucking hell? In all his twenty-nine years, Percy had

never experienced a blackout. It didn’t matter how drunk he got, he’d never passed out.

Apparently the same didn’t hold true for his partner. He heard her gasp of pleasure. Her body

stiffened and he knew she was going to come. He couldn’t fucking wait. Not because he was

tired of eating her out. God, not that.He couldn’t remember the last time he’d enjoyed it so

much. He didn’t even know her name, but she was like sweet fucking heaven. Sex for him was

just a physical function. He needed it like anyone else, but when it was done, he didn’t think

about it again until the next time he needed it. Sometimes that was months between. He’d gone

over a year once. He wasn’t like other people. He didn’t crave companionship. He didn’t need

that shit. He didn’t need another person. Sex was just physical. A dick. A vagina. A vagina. A

mouth. A hand. A vagina. Repeat.Not this time. The fist caress of that woman whose name he

didn’t know… he knew it was different. He’d nearly stopped, but that would have done

something to him, so he’d kept going. It wasn’t just physical chemistry. Not that he’d really ever

experienced that before either, but it was something deeper, something unknown, something

that hit him square in the chest and lower in the stomach. For one, his heart was pounding. His

pulse jumped at his neck and wrists. His head swam and his breathing was rapid. His entire

body, not just his cock, felt heavy. The sensation, he realized, was hunger. Hunger. Like he’d



been starved for her.Just when the quivering in her thighs started, it stopped. His finger slowed

inside of her. He raised his head and stared at the woman who brought actual real feeling to

the surface, who dredged up emotion and sensation he’d never once known in his life.And

realized she wasn’t just giving herself over to her climax.She was blacked out. Done. Right in

the fucking middle of it.What the fucking hell?Percy slid his finger out of her. He shifted her

away, gently, untangling her legs from his shoulders. He made sure she didn’t fall over. It was

awkward as hell, but he supported her weight until he was out from underneath of her. It was a

good thing she was on the thin side, since her dead weight made her heavy and hard to

support.He tucked an arm under her waist and lifted her easily, once he got her into the right

position. Now what the fuck do I do?He’d never once been in such a strange situation before.

He was in an alley with a woman who currently wasn’t conscious. Which meant that she sure

as hell couldn’t tell him where she was staying or where she’d come from. He couldn’t just

leave her there. No, god, he wouldn’t leave his worst enemy there.It left one alternative, one

Percy definitely didn’t like. The house. He lived a few blocks away, in a small place just off the

beach. It wasn’t much, a few rooms, sparsely furnished, with few charms to make it homey, but

it was everything he wanted. He’d dreamed about Mexico. He’d dreamed of escape and

healing. Even a guy with a fucked up past, literal physical scars, and a hardened interior,

longed for a bit of grace and peace.He’d never brought another person to his house. He’d never

had someone else in his space. It was his sanctuary, those walls.She isn’t even awake. When

she does come to, she’ll only be there for a few minutes before I take her back to her resort or

wherever she’s staying.He could thank Mateo for that one. The guy’s free pouring was

notorious. He could make half a bottle of tequila taste good in any blender drink and the person

on the other end wasn’t the wiser. It was Mexico though. Everyone made their drinks strong. It’s

what people wanted, what they came chasing. Escape.With no other alternative and the weight

in his arms growing increasingly heavy, Percy exited the alley. He carried the nameless woman

down the street, to the left, over a block, and to the right. He still paused just a moment outside

his front door before he pushed it in. It shut behind him and he didn’t stop to lock it.There

wasn’t a place to lay her, other than on his bed. Not in it, since he sure as hell wasn’t going to

peel back the covers and set her inside. It was bad enough that her scent was already flooding

the bedroom. It was sweet and feminine, angelic.He paused and studied her face again. She

really did look like an angel, especially at rest. It gave him pause. He’d never looked at a

woman while she was asleep. Never. Sex was sex for him. It wasn’t about connection. Even if

he wanted it to be, it was never going to happen for him.Percy gave his head a shake. He

walked back to the front door and slid the deadbolt in place. His small living room didn’t have a

couch. There was a chair there, one of those overstuffed recliner things that was so huge it

could fit two people. I should have set her there.Instead, he took it himself. Which he thought

as a good idea.It would have been, had sleep come easy. But it didn’t. He remained awake,

turning over from side to the other, trying to get comfortable. It wasn’t the chair. He knew it

wasn’t. It was the stranger sleeping it off in his bedroom. He’d been careful to make sure she

was on her side. Never lay a drunk person on their back. He knew that lesson far too well.He

closed his eyes again, but behind those closed lids, he saw her face. Her beautiful, sweet,

angelic face. Those huge gray blue eyes haunted him. The taste of her lingered on his tongue

and lips. He should get up and wash his damn face, but he didn’t really want to. He’d rather

torture himself than lose the taste of her. He could still smell her too, a mix of sweet perfume

and the dusky scent of womanly arousal. Her voice was as lyrical and pure as the rest of

her.Despite everything, he found himself smiling. A real smile. God, it had been a long time. As

in, he couldn’t remember the last time it happened.He closed his eyes once more and finally



felt the tug of sleep. She was there, in his mind again, wreaking havoc on his senses, but

maybe it was the lessor of evils. He’d rather be haunted by an angel than the shit he’d done in

his past. Or had done to him. Because that was far, far worse.Chapter 6SHANNAThe scream of

a wild animal drove her from the darkest recess of whatever dreams she might have had. The

sound cut through the blackness, rousing her, pulling her from it, aching head and all. The

wicked wailing shredded her nerves. It struck a chord of terror deep inside of her that she didn’t

know existed. It was agonizing, gut wrenching, horrible.She came fully awake and sat upright in

bed. She stared into the darkness. At first she didn’t remember where she was or what

happened. Then it all came back. The bar. The tequila. Something in the alley, though that part

was hazy. She must have somehow made it back to the little guest house. She didn’t remember

that either.The scream sounded again, followed by a deep moan. Her blood chilled when she

realized that it wasn’t the sound of a wild animal outside, but something much closer. It

sounded like it was in the next room.Shanna shook her head. The instant she did, she

regretted it. White hot pain sluiced through her brain, the after effects of an unspecified amount

of tequila. How much was in those drinks? Half a bottle? A full one?She recalled something, a

face. Dark. Broody. Incredibly handsome, though she doubted most people would think so.

Sexual. That look on the man’s face. A picture of a brick wall flashed through her agonized,

probably still drunk, brain. The alley. I went to an alley with him. That man. Percy. His name was

Percy.Had she brought him back to her place? Continued things there? Why couldn’t she

remember? Was he in the other room? If he was, why was he screaming like that? Had

someone broken in?Shanna wanted to pull the blankets up around her head, as that would

somehow protect her from whatever terror was in the other room, but she quickly realized she

was on top of the bed. Fully dressed.Her eyes flew open and she made herself move. She

swung her legs over the bed. A pale wash of light crept under the closed door. A door in the

wrong place. I’m not in the guest house. I must be in… his place?Though her body protested

every single movement and her head felt like someone had crammed it full of broken glass and

cotton, Shanna forced herself to move. She pulled open the door and blinked into the light

filtering down from a single bare bulb in a small hallway. Definitely not the guest house.A

wretched moan came louder, closer. She forced herself to take a few more steps. She didn’t

know why she was doing it, when what she really wanted to do was either lock herself in the

bedroom or get the hell out of there. The sound was so terrible, so heartbreaking. Is he in

trouble? Percy?She found him in the smallest living room. The only piece of furniture in the

area was a large chair. It was the kind that reclined, leather, though most of that had peeled

away. He was there, the man from the alley, the man from the bar. He was there,

sleeping.Dreaming. No, not dreaming. Those sounds aren’t from any kind of good dream. A

nightmare maybe.Even though she had her doubts, though she just wanted to get out of there,

Shanna reached out and put her hand on Percy’s shoulder. Her touch was all it took to bring

him round.He flew forward, sprang out of the chair like a wild beast. His eyes were wild,

terrified. She screamed as his weight fell on top of her, knocked the breath out of her. That

sound seemed to bring him round.He stared down at her, hands pinning her shoulders to the

floor, his knee between her legs. He’d jumped on her like he was ready to throttle her, like she’d

meant him harm.“Jesus, god…” he backed off as quickly as he’d exploded out of that chair. He

rolled away to the side and scrambled back a few feet. He buried his face in his hands for a

moment, trying to get his shit together. “Fuck…”Shanna was too afraid to sit up. Too shocked.

Too… too much of everything. That crash to the floor hadn’t helped the pain in her head any. It

was nearly blinding. It hurt to even blink. Finally, she forced herself upright. It took more

strength than she thought it would. She reached out, but Percy dropped his hands from his



face and scrambled back another foot, out of reach.“Please, don’t touch me,” he said

hoarsely.“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I seriously- I wasn’t- you were just making these terrible

sounds. I woke up and had no idea where I was. I came out here and tried to wake you. That’s

it. I promise I-”“Fuck.” He shook his head. “Fuck.”Doesn’t that just sum everything up about

right. “I…”“I brought you here because you blacked out in the alley. I swear I didn’t do anything

to you.”“No, no of course not,” she mumbled. “I believe you. I didn’t think you would have. You

seem like a decent guy.” He looked at her ruefully and she regretted her words almost instantly.

A decent guy? Can I be any more pathetic?“That, I am not.”“Well… you brought me here.

Where I was safe. You must have carried me, god knows how far. You made sure I was okay,

when you could have just left me there in the alley for anyone to find. I wouldn’t have known the

difference.”“I would never have done that.”“I know. Which is why you’re- decent.” She wanted to

wince at that word. It was so… so ridiculous. She couldn’t come up with anything better, which

made her a little ashamed of herself. If her brain was functioning normally, she wouldn’t have

had to embarrass herself with such a limited vocabulary. “Uh…” he didn’t say anything. He

remained frozen on the floor. “Are you okay? You were making the- these noises. It was

frightening. It sounded like you were in pain. I wouldn’t have disturbed you otherwise.”“It’s fine.

I’m fine. I’m sorry that I scared you.”“No, that’s okay. Really. I- are you really fine?” She leveled

a direct gaze his way, but Percy was the kind of man who was well trained in giving little away.

His face betrayed nothing of what he was feeling, if he felt anything at all. For some reason,

she knew he did. Behind that careful façade there was probably a mass of pain festering. “I- I’m

only asking because people used to ask me that same question all the time. I’d always say I

was. Fine that is. But I knew- I knew that I wasn’t really. I was fucked up inside. I was in a

relationship with a man I didn’t even love. No wonder he fucking cheated on me. He didn’t love

me either. He probably didn’t love her. Just- he was just lost. I was lost. And we were together, I

guess because we were too lazy or afraid to start our lives over doing something else with

someone else.” She was rambling. She wanted to stop herself, but the words just poured out.“I

see,” Percy finally said. He heaved a sigh. His face still didn’t change. “That explains why you’re

in Mexico, getting drunk on tequila, looking for a quick fuck in an alley.”Shanna’s body heated,

not from embarrassment like it should have, but with a rush of pure, erotic energy. She

suddenly recalled the way Percy’s mouth felt on her sex, the dirty words he used, the feel of his

finger inside of her, fucking her so very sweetly. She recalled how he made her feel alive. Alive

for the first time in her whole damn life. She tried to make herself feel embarrassment or

shame, but she just couldn’t. And what the hell does that say about me?“I wasn’t looking for a

quick fuck,” she said softly. She had to look away, down at her hands, which were folded in front

of her. She sat sideways, her legs tucked in against her, exposing nothing even in the short

dress.The room was suddenly filled up with a short, hard burst of laughter. It was so

unexpected, Shanna actually jerked a little. Her eyes flew to Percy, who actually looked a little

astounded.“Lord,” he muttered. “It’s been a long time since someone made me laugh.” His lips,

which she had thought were a tad too thin in the bar, but had felt so fucking good pressed

against her body, filled out when they smiled. He had a sensual mouth, she realized, a beautiful

mouth. A mouth made for passion and kissing and… and loving.Loving. She didn’t know why,

but she had the feeling, a painful, hollowed out kind of feeling, that no one had ever really loved

Percy. Had he ever loved anyone either? Have I? Truly? The answer, she was shocked to

realize, was no. She hadn’t truly loved Bill. They’d met through a mutual friend and the

attraction was there, but it quickly fizzled out. The rest of the time they were what? Filling time?

Killing time? She realized it in hindsight. It was true what people said. You always could see

clearest looking back. What a pair we are. Maybe I’m making it up. Maybe he’s been loved and



loved, but I don’t think so.“You look good like that,” she said softly. “When you laugh. It makes

your face softer.”“Do I have a hard face?”She was finally brave enough to look at him. His face

was softer, even just a little. Her body responded instantly, her heart thumping, her breath

coming a little more erratic. She needed to distance herself, but she couldn’t force her body to

move. She cleared her throat instead.“I don’t know. I shouldn’t have said anything. It’s not my

business what your face is.”“But you liked it, at the bar. Maybe because you were drunk.”No. I

would have liked it even if I was sober. “Uh… I don’t know. I’ve never done anything like that. I

remember you accused me of being a good girl. Maybe I was kind of a good girl at home. I was

just like everyone else. I guess I wanted that life more than I wanted it to mean something with

someone.”“So that guy who cheated on you…”“It still hurts. But maybe it was for the best. I

didn’t feel that way when it happened. I actually threw a kettle at his head.”“You what?”“Yup.

That’s right. Shanna the good girl. I picked it up and launched it at him. He called the cops.”

She realized, when Percy’s lips parted just a little, that she’d told him her name. Fair was fair.

She knew his.“And were you arrested?”“No. He didn’t press charges. He cleared everything up.

Said he overreacted. They ended up leaving and nothing was done. I packed up and left. Went

and got my stuff the next day. We were just renting a house so he’s stuck with it for now, unless

he’s moved already. I don’t know. It was a few weeks ago. I went and stayed with my mom.

She’s- uh- well, she’s not that easy to get along with. I don’t know why, but I was out, probably

because I couldn’t stand being at home. I worked and then I just stayed and walked around

downtown and- and I walked past a travel place and they had this poster advertising this

amazing deal to Mexico. I hadn’t taken any holidays. Like ever. I thought that it would be a good

break. I didn’t book with them. I found this little private place and got myself a plane ticket. It

was way cheaper that way. I just came to decompress. To think about things. I guess, to heal,

as corny as that sounds.”“And your way of healing is to fuck a stranger?”That time her face did

heat up. She felt the painful blush and knew her cheeks were beyond pink. “I don’t know. Is that

so horrible?”“Nope. Just wondering.” Percy shifted. He pushed himself off the floor. He didn’t

offer a hand. Just stared down at her and finally she got the hint. She stood shakily. “I should

probably take you back home. It’s not raining anymore. I can take you on my bike.”“On your

bike?” Of course he had a bike. I fucking knew it.“Yes. Or I could call you a cab. I just don’t

know if you’ll get one at…” he pulled his phone out of his back pocket. “At four in the morning. It

might be a long wait.”“I wasn’t staying far from the bar. A few miles.”One of Percy’s dark brows

lifted in question. “You walked all that way in heels?”Her feet were bare. Which meant he had

removed her shoes before he put her in his bed. They were probably in his bedroom

somewhere. “Yeah,” she admitted. “I don’t mind. I wear heels almost every single day for

work.”“You work in retail.”“How did you know?”“You said so, last night.”“Oh.” Shanna was

immediately flustered. He wasn’t some crazy mind reader after all. A warlock? Had she called

him that last night? She seemed to remember saying something along those lines, something

incredibly stupid.“I don’t live that far from the bar. You could walk if you like, but I wouldn’t. Not

at this hour. Not when it’s still dark and you’re probably still drunk.”“I couldn’t make it,” she

admitted. “If you want to take me on your bike, it would be appreciated.” Her body warmed at

the thought of being pressed up against Percy’s back, holding tight to his midsection, her

cheek to the leather jacket.Percy nodded once, gruffly. “Find your shoes and meet me out front.

I’ll have the bike ready.” He turned and disappeared out the front door she noticed for the first

time. Left her alone in his place, all alone, with her jumbled, scrambled thoughts and the

throbbing deep inside that refused to go away.Chapter 7PERCYShanna. The beautiful angel

now had a name. And after a ride that shouldn’t have been torturous, but was, he now knew

where she lived. She’d spent the ride pressed up against him, hanging on for dear life,



thankfully only gripping him through his clothes. It was a small mercy. He wouldn’t have made it

through the ride if she’d grazed his skin. He hated being touched more than anything,

especially after one of his nightmares. They happened far less than they used to, but when

they did come, they came with a force that was haunting and brutal. Sometimes he’d drink for

days, ride for days, do anything, just to shake the memories.Even though the cool sweat

remained, his skin prickled and the hair on his neck and arms hadn’t quite set down, his angel

did something to him. He was fucking hard. Again. His dick stood at full attention, amazingly

enough.It was a first. After one of those nightmares, he was too flooded with terror to even

think of his body as anything but the enemy.Shanna’s touch, astoundingly enough, eased him.

She brought him through it, that terror, that disgust, the flood of memories, without even

knowing it. She healed him as she clung to him, with her sweet presence, her easy smile,

flashing eyes, and delicate beauty. She dispelled the horror with her humor, the way she

laughed at herself. And made him laugh.It was a feat no one else had been able to achieve.

Not for years, and seldom before that.Shanna slid off the bike behind him. He braced the heavy

machine with his feet, unsure if he wanted to park it. He finally decided he would, seeing as he

pulled up in front of a large white house and it was still dark. He wanted to see that she got

safely inside, or he wouldn’t be able to live with himself after.She fumbled with the strap of the

helmet he’d given her. He opted to go without, as he usually did. Will it smell like her after? His

eyes were drawn to the protective wear. He couldn’t believe how strong his desire was to wear

it on the way home, to breathe in and make her presence last just a little longer.His eyes raked

over her and in that quick assessment, he memorized every single detail. Her face. Her

beautiful, strangely colored eyes. Her rose hued lips that looked so petal soft. Her slender

neck, the way her collar bones jutted up a little by her shoulders, the swell of her breasts, her

narrow waist and long, creamy legs. The ridiculous heels she somehow walked so well in. He’d

remember it all.“Here.” She passed back the helmet when he’d parked the bike.He took it from

her gently and barely resisted the urge to bring it to his face and inhale. Soon enough. His dick

jerked hard.“Thanks.”“No, thank you. For- for looking after me. For keeping me safe and driving

me home. You have no idea how grateful I am.”“Let me walk you to your door. So I know you

got there.”“I’m fine from here. The guest house is just in the back.”“Still.” Incredibly enough, he

insisted. Anyone else, he would have been happy to just wash off his hands. He held her gaze,

sure she’d say no, but then she blinked and nodded.“Alright.”He set the helmet on the

handlebars of his bike and followed Shanna past the larger pretty white house with the perfect

yard into the back. He tried very hard, tried and failed, not to stare at her tight ass as she

walked. Her dress was short though, and tight, framing that round sweet ass of hers. There

was a smaller guest house. It was pretty, complete with a red door. Like something out of a

story book. Something quaint and delicate. Of course Shanna would pick this place. It’s perfect

for her.“Well, this is it.” Shanna looked down at her feet before she looked back at him. “Thanks

again. For everything.”“Everything?” Impossibly enough, he nearly smiled again.That pretty

pink stain of a blush was back on her cheeks. She was shyer, when she wasn’t quite so drunk.

He had the feeling if she hadn’t had those drinks she never would have spoken a single word

to him, even if she wanted to. And it was pretty damn astounding that she’d even considered

it.“I- I guess so. It was good. You know- before I blacked out.” She laughed at herself, wryly. Her

smile and her laugh were contagious.He found himself lifted, found himself in a place where it

was just him and her. Neither of them had a past. For that moment, there was no bullshit. No

cheating partners, no breakups, no gang, no father who was supposed to protect and did the

exact opposite, no mothers who died of breast cancer.“It was good.” What the fuck? Did I really

just say that? “I- I hope you get everything figured out.” Just leave… stop.“Thanks.” Shanna



hesitated, like she was going to say something else, but she pressed her lips together into a

hard line instead.“Goodnight. Or good morning. Or whatever.” Could I make this any

worse?“Percy…” her name on his lips brought both their heads up.Her name on his lips was

dangerous. It made him want to grab her, to do things to her, with her. He stared at her mouth

and for the first time in his life, he wanted to kiss someone. No, not someone. Her. Shanna. My

back alley angel. His cock throbbed and kicked up. His heart rate sped up, pumping blood to

parts of his body he didn’t know could tingle like they did. That lead heaviness in his stomach

settled in. Settled in for good.“I thought we said no names,” he finally choked out roughly.“You

said no names. I don’t know that I agreed. And maybe that was drunk me talking. This is still

drunk me, but not quite as drunk me. This is… I’m Shanna. And you’re Percy.”She didn’t make

fun of his name. She didn’t say a damn thing about it, the name he loved and hated in turns.

Loved because it was his mother’s father’s name. Because every single minute of the day he

wished she was still with him. Her death had started a landslide of events that changed the

course of his life. A life he’d been lucky to make it out of alive. A life that still haunted him,

asleep and awake.His desire to kiss her was just a biological urge. A strange one, but one that

was bound to happen at some time in his life. His throbbing dick and the fact that their session

was cut short in the alley probably brought it on. But there had been that nightmare, the

nightmare that fucked him up every single time it came. Sometimes for weeks, sometimes for

months. She’d dispelled his fear and the memory as quickly as it came on. Dispelled it just by

being there. By existing. He’d searched his entire life for something that would be that effective.

Alcohol, bikes, the open road, the gang, his brotherhood… nothing helped. Nothing. He would

have tried meditation if he thought it would work.And there she was, standing there, her chin

lifted just a little, eyes shining in the gray light of early dawn, hair mussed, makeup imperfect…

Percy didn’t even know what he was doing when he grabbed her. That touch, the soft warm

skin of her shoulders under his rough calloused palms, woke a beast inside of him that he

didn’t even know was there.Shanna’s blue gray eyes went wide. Her beautiful rose petal lips

parted. Percy pulled her into him. She was a good few inches taller than him in those damn

shoes, but it wasn’t something he cared about. All his life he’d had to prove to people that he

was more than he looked like he was. When he’d joined the gang, they didn’t give a shit if he

was short or tall, fat or thin. He hadn’t been healthy then, but as fucked up as it was, it was his

first step on a long hard road to recovery. He was healthy now, at least- his body was. He’d put

on weight and bulked up. He was strong. He could run for miles, swim for hours. Carry an

unconscious woman home to his house…Shanna melted against him. There was nothing

about her that wasn’t sexy including those long legs. If she took off the heels, they’d be almost

equal and that… it was a fucking turn on. Along with her scent. Along with the feel of her skin.

Along with her breath on his lips.When their mouths met, it wasn’t light or sweet or gentle. It

was hungry. Terrifying. Brutal. They attacked each other, ate at each other, clashed their teeth

together. He thrust his tongue into her mouth and she met him halfway.His father’s face flashed

through his mind, the sick fucker. He panicked as a hard swell of loathing rose up in his gut. He

tried to pull away, but Shanna’s arms wrapped around his neck and her curves melted against

the hardness of him. His knee came between her legs and he felt the delicious heat of her

thighs, her sweet pussy, right through his clothes. She grounded him and miraculously, the

panic disappeared. His mind cleared and he thought of nothing but Shanna’s sweet face.She

nipped his bottom lip gently and he groaned. His cock nearly tore through his jeans. He

wrapped his hands around her tiny little waist. She whimpered and the kiss changed, becoming

softer, sweeter. She took her time exploring his mouth and he let her.When he finally had to

come up for breath, he reached up and gripped her neck. He tilted it back and moved his face



to the pale column. He inhaled her sweet womanly scent, the perfume and her skin and his

body sang. It sang and ached.Percy broke away. He let her go and took a faltering step

backward. “Goodnight, Shanna. Or good morning.” He turned and fled. His steps carried him

past the larger house, out of the yard. He had to put distance between himself and her, the

woman who turned him inside out and upside down. She dispelled his fears as easily as if

they’d never been and did something… something he couldn’t begin to name or define or

fathom. It felt pretty damn close to healing.She didn’t call him back. She didn’t run after him.

Which was a damn good thing. He’d come apart into a thousand broken pieces, if she

tried.Percy threw on the helmet Shanna had worn, mounted his bike and took off down the

street. It was loud and he didn’t give a shit if people were sleeping and he woke them. He just

needed to get out of there and sort through whatever the fuck was happening to him.He’d

driven for twenty minutes before he finally pulled over on the side of the road. He couldn’t see.

The rain had started up again and it was blinding.As he ripped off the helmet, he was mystified

to find that the sun was shining. The sunrise, off to his left, was glorious. Reds and oranges,

purples and pinks painted the sky. The rain was coming from inside his helmet.Chapter

8SHANNATwo days of rest and relaxation, sunbathing, fresh fruit and careless hours had

Shanna feeling just about right. But not back to normal. She didn’t want to go back to her

normal again. She didn’t want to be the old Shanna, the one who settled, the one who stayed

with a guy because she thought she should, because she was too afraid to start over, the

Shanna who had never truly been in love with anyone before. She wanted to be the new

Shanna, the one who traveled fearlessly by herself, who made new friends, who swapped

stories over coffee with Mrs. Lewis, the one who was attracted to dark men with illicit

pasts.Percy. Shanna wished she could have said that she’d spent two days not thinking about

him, but it was impossible to wipe him from her mind. She wasn’t fixated on him exactly, she

just couldn’t stop thinking about, or reliving, that kiss. God, that kiss.He kissed her like it was

his first time, his only time, his last. He kissed her breathless, like she was the only woman in

the world. He kissed her like he meant it and meant for her to remember it.And then he’d fled,

fear flashing in his eyes, a wounded expression twisting his features. He’d fled like she was

dangerous.The jarring ring of Shanna’s phone startled her. She hadn’t had it on much

throughout the past few days, mostly to avoid receiving an insane phone bill when she arrived

back home. She’d heard people’s stories about getting bills for a couple grand after being down

in Mexico. So far, she’d taken care.It was just about dark and she’d gone into the little guest

house to shower away the sand from the beach and the salt from the ocean. She emerged

feeling completely refreshed. Until she heard her phone go off. She realized that she hadn’t

turned it back off after checking her emails and sneaking a peak at her social media. It had

only been an hour. Hopefully that didn’t cost her…Wearing a fluffy white towel, Shanna ran to

the kitchen and picked her phone off the small kitchen table. She was dismayed to see it was

her mother calling.Of course. Obviously she thinks I died. She only left twenty-two voice mails

in three days. She winced. She really didn’t want her mother to report her missing or call the

police or anything. She saw no other choice but to answer.“Hello?”“Shanna!” Her mother’s high

pitched screech was like nails on a chalkboard.“Yes, it’s me. Your one and only daughter on her

one and only cell phone.”“Why don’t you answer it more often then! I’ve been so

worried!”Shanna rolled her eyes. “Mom. I texted you when I landed and said I got here fine. I

told you I was turning off my phone and wouldn’t have it on very often. By very often, I meant

almost never. I’m trying to avoid getting a huge bill when I’m back. I have better things to spend

my money on.” Like getting a new apartment away from you.“Still! You think that you’d call me

back! So what if you texted me when you landed? That was three days ago! Three whole days!



Anything could have happened to you. You could have been murdered, robbed, abducted…”Or

fucked in some dark alley. A wave of heat rushed over her. Astoundingly enough, it traveled up

her thighs. Her pussy throbbed violently and she knew that if she put her hand between her

legs, it would get wet with more than just the water from her shower.“I’m fine, mom. Really.

Please don’t worry about me. I only have five more days here. I want to make sure they’re good

ones. I’m not going to spend time on my phone. I want to unplug and unwind while I’m here.

That was the point of going away.”“You should have let me come with you! If you’d given me

more notice-”“Mom,” Shanna said softly. She kept her voice moderate. That would be the last

thing I would ever do. I said rest and relaxation, not nagging and constant worry about being so

much less than perfect. “I’m really glad you called. Seriously. I am. But I don’t want you to worry.

So please, if I don’t talk to you for a couple days, don’t panic.”“No! I want you to promise to call

me every single night, Shanna. Just to report back to me that you’re still alive.”“Can I text

you?”“Text me?” Her mom screeched. Shanna held the phone away from her ear before her

mom had a chance to blister it right off. She really hoped that Helen didn’t get going on one of

her tirades. She’d never be able to hang up then and still maintain the peace. “Text me? Your

mother, who brought you into the world, who looked after you, who has given you everything,

who has worked so hard for you? You can’t call your own mother, you have to text

her?”“Everyone texts now, mom.” Everyone but you. Because you refuse. Because you’re

stubborn. Because you like to get me on the phone and pour out your woes to me for an hour

every time.“I don’t. You can call me.”“Well, even if you don’t, you know how to read them. I know

you know how to read them.”“That’s not the point.” Shanna held the phone away from her and

sighed. “I heard that!” Helen screeched again.“Okay, okay. I’ll call you tomorrow night. At seven

your time. Okay? So you don’t worry. And don’t you dare call the cops if it’s one or two minutes

late. Or even five. Please. Don’t do anything ridiculous."“You’re my only child. I have a right to

worry.”And apparently to be overbearing and smothering and judgmental as hell. Shanna

closed her eyes. Maybe that wasn’t fair. Her mom loved her. Other people weren’t nearly as

lucky as she was. Some of her friends didn’t have supportive parents or nice parents or even

not so nice or judgmental parents. Some of them would have given anything to be able to go

home or have someone to fall back on, annoying or suffocating or not.“Yes, mom. I know. I’m

sorry that I made you worry. I’ll call you tomorrow night, okay? I was just getting ready for

bed?”“At eight at night?”“Yes. At eight at night. I’m tired. I’ve had a long day. I was up early, did

some swimming, sat on the beach, read a little bit of this trashy romance novel, the kind you

hate, walked to town for lunch, bought a few souvenirs. Now I’m exhausted.”“I thought you said

you were trying to relax,” Helen humphed.“I am trying to relax. All those things were relaxing,

but now I’m tired. Is that alright with you?”“I suppose it has to be. If you don’t want to stay on

the line and talk with your dear old mom, then what can I do?”“My phone bill, mom. Seriously.

It’s going to be out of control. Unless you want to pay it for me?”“I’ll do what it takes-”“No,

mom.” Shanna could feel the beginnings of a headache coming on. “Please. I’ll call you

tomorrow. Alright? I love you. Bye now.” She hung up before her mom could respond. Then she

turned off her phone. Powered it right down and set it back on the table.She felt a little guilty.

Not just for hanging up on her mom, but for lying. The truth was, she wasn’t going to bed. She

wasn’t tired. She’d spent the entire day formulating a plan and trying to talk herself out of it.

She’d lost the battle. She already knew she was going to go into that back bedroom, put on her

matching black lace bra and panties, throw a loose sundress over it, pull on a pair of flip flops,

brush out her hair, but leave it wet to dry in the warm night air, dab a hint of perfume on her

neck right behind her ears, and walk back to that bar where she’d drank way too much

tequila.She wouldn’t go in. No, she’d walk right past it. Down the street and over a few blocks.



She hadn’t just stepped out Percy’s door and jumped on the back of his bike when he drove

her home. She made sure she stole a glance at the front of the house and at the street sign as

it whizzed by.The new Shanna, the one she tried to think of as fearless, the one who lives

without regrets, even if her actions should have been regrettable, would go right up to that front

door and knock on it.In her fantasies, Percy answered. He’d tug her inside, wrap his strong

arms around her and kiss her breathless. Again. She’d drop her sundress, exposing her pretty

matching lingerie and he’d take her to the bedroom. Where he’d fuck her. And she wouldn’t

black out again. There might be a little of him telling her what to do and how to do it.

Commanding her. Because, hell, it was a fantasy.Shanna walked back into the little bedroom to

get ready. She knew the most she could hope for was probably a cup of coffee. Maybe he

wasn’t even home? Maybe he wouldn’t answer the door. The old Shanna wouldn’t even try.

She’d think of a thousand good reasons why she shouldn’t go to Percy’s house. The new

Shanna though… she wasn’t much for common sense.Chapter 9PERCYAll his life he’d been

afraid. Afraid of physical contact. Afraid that being touched would bring back all those

memories he wished he could forget. He’d been afraid, ultimately, of being helpless. That kiss

with Shanna had made him feel helpless, but in a completely different context than he thought.

He wasn’t even sure that he knew what the definition of the word helpless was, or why people

used it in a negative connotation.Days later, she was still on his mind. He’d done all the riding

he could to try and banish her, but her image stubbornly clung to his brain. The scent of her

perfume and her skin refused to leave his nose. The sweet sounds of her throaty whimpers in

the alley echoed through his ears. She filled him up, each and every single one of his senses.

She held him enthralled and she wouldn’t let him go.It was late by the time Percy went back to

the house. He parked his bike in the little lean to shelter that was built off the side of the house.

It was quite effective in keeping out the rain and not much else. The locals around there knew

him though. They knew he wasn’t someone to fuck with, just by looking at him. It pretty much

eliminated any worries he had about theft.He’d left the front door unlocked. Again, he didn’t

often bother with the deadbolt. No one had bothered his house. Not that there was much inside

to steal anyway. He had a few valuables, his passport, his cash, a watch. He kept those locked

up in a small safe hidden at the back of the closet. No one would be able to even find the damn

thing he had it hidden so well.The second Percy stepped inside the house, he knew something

was off. Something was wrong. He couldn’t say why or what gave him the feeling, but the hair

on his arms stood up under his leather jacket. He was the kind of guy who’d survived by

listening to his gut instincts.He slowly shut the door behind him. Someone was here. There

were no tracks in the house, and nothing appeared to be touched, but he just knew.A sharp

sound, the shifting of a bed spring, froze him in position in the middle of the living room. Percy

glanced around the darkened room. He closed his eyes and inhaled sharply. As always, the

sweet scent of perfume lingered in his memory. This time… it was too sharp. It was too real

and too fresh to be a figment of his imagination.He walked swiftly down the hall to the bedroom

and threw open the door. His footsteps announced his presence and the woman on the bed

wasn’t shocked or surprised to see him. Shanna blinked up at him, those sweet honey lashes

fluttering wildly over eyes that appeared darker in the glow of the bedside lamp. She was on

top of the covers, her clothes cast aside on the floor. She wore nothing other than a lace bra

and panties which left little to the imagination, as they were quite sheer and the lamplight was

strong.“What the fuck?” He relaxed hands that had automatically balled into fists at his sides.

He purposely looked away from her breasts, to where the strawberry tips of her nipples stood

up under that sheer lace, but it was too late. His dick was already at full mast. He didn’t dare

steal a second glance at her panties if he wanted to remain sane. “What the hell are you doing



here? Don’t you know you shouldn’t just walk into someone’s house and lay yourself out on

their bed? Especially. Not. Mine.”Because she was a good girl, because she was innocent,

protected, raised right, a person who did the right thing and followed laws, she stared back at

him innocently.“Why not?” She was so sweet, so sweet and naïve and trusting. Worse, she

looked at him with a light in her eyes, like she was happy he was there.“Because it’s- it’s

dangerous.”She scoffed. “Why would it be dangerous?”“Sneaking into someone’s house

without them knowing you’re there? I don’t know, what’s the worst that could happen? What if I

had a gun on me?”Her eyes widened, like she really hadn’t considered the possibility. Like she

hadn’t quite realized that he was dangerous and not to be trusted. Then again, she knew

nothing of his past. To her, he was probably exciting, a mystery. He represented something, an

opportunity to do the one thing that she’d never really done in her life. Live.“I… do you have a

gun?”He raised a brow. “It’s Mexico. Everyone has a gun somewhere.”“Are you serious?”

Shanna sat up slowly. “Do you have it on you right now?”He shrugged, but when he saw the

real fear shining in her eyes, he wanted to alley her fears. “No. No, I was riding. I do have a

knife in my boot though.”He bent down pulled out the handle and popped out the thin, but

wicked steel blade. Shanna’s rose hued lips parted and she let out a little gasp. The sound,

though she obviously didn’t intend it to be, was purely erotic. His cock throbbed and his pulse

spiked. His hand tightened on the handle of his knife. He slowly set the knife down on top of the

dresser. He made sure his hand didn’t curl back into a fist. He ground his teeth instead, trying

to retain a shred of his equilibrium.“What- what do you do with that knife,” Shanna

stammered.“Nothing.” Just because he hadn’t had cause to use the knife in a few years didn’t

mean he didn’t know how. Or that he hadn’t, but she didn’t need to know that. She didn’t need

to know what he’d done with it in the past. What he’d been forced to do to stay alive.Shanna’s

eyes fixed on his face and Percy felt a shiver sweep up his spine. His heart knocked hard

against his ribs and his stomach hollowed out. He didn’t know his dick could get so hard that it

actually was physically painful. He’d never once felt the urge for sex as anything more than a

physical need. When he looked at Shanna, her hair naturally curly and a bit frizzy from the

humidity, her beautiful face, sweet and devoid of makeup, her guileless eyes, the sweet curve

of her lips, her sensual jawline… he felt. He felt want. Need. Hunger.Just like he’d felt for the

past two days since he left her at her doorstep, but it was stronger. It was animalistic and wild

and frightening because it was unknown. He thought of that kiss, how it hadn’t harmed him.

How he hadn’t died at all. No, he’d actually enjoyed it. He wanted to kiss her again.She kept

looking at him and her eyes changed, darkening. A shadow passed over them. “You know, I’m

not stupid. I might have led a pretty normal life before now, but that doesn’t mean I don’t know

about things. Or that I’m naïve.”She has no idea. No fucking idea. Percy crossed his arms. His

leather jacket creaked with the movement as it strained over his biceps and over his chest.

He’d bought the thing, or stolen it, he couldn’t actually remember, long before he’d come to

Mexico. He’d bulked up since then and even though it was tight, he couldn’t bring himself to

throw it out.“Did you come here to talk about that?”“No,” she admitted, ducking her head prettily

for a second, but then her eyes swept back to his face. She stared at him like she actually saw

him. Like she wanted to know him. His secrets, his truths, his lies, his past. “But that doesn’t

mean that I’m stupid. You carry a knife in your boot. You drive a bike. You have nightmares that

would frighten the devil himself. You’re in Mexico. You live here…”“So?” He shrugged, but it

wasn’t as casual as he wanted it to be. His stomach changed from that hollowed out feeling to

a tight clenched up knot.“You don’t have to hide from me, Percy. I don’t care what your past

was. I’ll be gone in a few days.”“So you wanted what? One last hard fuck first? Maybe the first

of your life? Certainly the first with someone like me.”She shook her head vehemently. “No.



Well- yes. But not just that. I- I think you need this too.”That knot tightened violently in his

stomach. “Oh, you think so?” His hands went to the zipper of his jacket. He undid it slowly and

peeled it off, revealing the dark t-shirt underneath and the black ink that scrolled up and down

both of his arms. They weren’t good tattoos. They were shitty, the home kind done in

someone’s basement, or, in reality, done in the backroom of the garage that served as their

home base for their shitty little gang. A gang that kept him off the streets and kept him alive.Her

eyes flew to the ink and widened. “I…”“So now you see me. Really, see me.” He ripped his t-

shirt off in one swift motion. He pulled it over his head so hard his ears stung from the force of

it. He let her have a good look at his torso. Muscled, hard, inked with a huge angel. That one

was good at least. He’d got it done after leaving the gang. Forced the guy to do it in three days,

back to back to back. It didn’t matter that it hurt. He ate up the pain. He lived on it back

then.Shanna’s eyes fixed on a jagged scar that extended from his abdomen all the way, nearly

to his throat. It wasn’t visible from above his clothes, but barely. Yes, look at it. Look at what my

life has been. He didn’t know why he was doing it. He’d never once showed himself to anyone,

but his brothers. They were just like him. They understood. They’d lived lives of hell before they

found the gang. As bad as it was stealing cars and bikes and all the other shit they did, it

wasn’t as bad as where they’d come from.He couldn’t stop there. He needed her to see all of it,

every single scar, or leave. Leave and leave him alone. Stop haunting him. Get out of his damn

mind.She let out a pained gasp when she saw his back. It was covered in scars. Those were

compliments of his father. Though he’d had his back inked as well, also done in back to back

sittings as soon as he got to Mexico, the scars were livid under the ink. He’d gone to eight

different places before he found an artist who would cover that shit up. They’d done the best

they could. He had a picture of it on his phone, the finished product. He hadn’t seen his own

back in a long fucking time, until that photo. The ink was an improvement. A slight

improvement.He turned back at Shanna and the pity on her face angered him. “Don’t feel sorry

for me,” he hissed. “Don’t feel anything at all. I am no one to you. Get your clothes on and leave.

Call a cab and go back to that little beach house. Go swim and sunbathe and drink too much

tequila and take someone else home, if you really need to. It just- it can’t be me.”She surprised

him, his sweet little good girl, his angel. Twin lines appeared on her brow when she frowned

and her eyes flashed with fire. Her jaw set as hard as her lips. “Why not?”“Why not?” he

snarled. “Why not what?”“Why not you?”“I think that’s fairly obvious,” he let out a snort of

derision before he bent at the waist and grabbed up his t-shit. He rammed it on just as angrily

as he’d ripped it off.Shanna scrambled off the bed. “What if it isn’t?” Her eyes implored him,

begged him, but he had no idea what she truly wanted.He froze and watched warily as she

came to stand right in front of him. He was right. Without her massive heels, she was only a

few inches taller, nearly level. Percy froze when her hand descended to his arm. She set it

there lightly, like the touch of air, as though she sensed that he could barely stand the

contact.She finally turned her eyes to his face and he couldn’t look away. “Percy,” she said

softly, but it was like her voice boomed through the room. “When you kissed me, I felt you

tremble.”He wanted to deny it. Shrug her away. Insist that she leave. No, I don’t. I don’t want

that at all. What he wanted was to crush her to him. Kiss her breathless. Figure out if that first

one had been a mistake or not. He needed to know if it was a mistake or not.His arm tightened

around Shanna’s back and he pulled her into him. He wasn’t gentle and neither was she. Her

hands scrabbled at his neck, pulling his face to hers. She was ready for him. When their

mouths met, it was brutal, white hot, fire. He ate at her mouth, nipped her lips and she nipped

him back, tangled their tongues together, consumed her, let her bruise him back.And when he

pulled away, it was just like the first time. He was trembling. Shaking. Breathless. Helpless. He



thought for a second he might weep again. He’d never cried as an adult. He’d cried as a child,

the day his mother died and not once after. He’d needed his strength every single day after.

Tears were a weakness he couldn’t afford. That day on his bike, he’d found his cheeks wet and

he’d amazed himself.“Make love to me, Percy,” Shanna whispered in his ear. Her arms

remained locked at his neck and the warmth of her hands burned right into him, warming him.

That warmth spread right to the middle of his chest.Love. He didn’t know the meaning of the

word. Love was a fucked up word that didn’t apply to him. It had no place in his life. But he

couldn’t deny her. Just because all he could do was fuck her, didn’t mean she had to know the

difference.Chapter 10SHANNAOne minute she was standing there kissing Percy and the next

she was propelled backward onto his bed. He fell on top of her, hard, nearly crushing her. She

didn’t care. Fuck, she liked the way the breath rushed out of her lungs, the way he took her

completely by surprise, how he didn’t worry about being gentle.His knee fell in between her

thighs and she spread her legs, eager to have him there, the thick solidness of his body. She

writhed against him, letting loose everything she’d kept pent up for the past few days.Percy’s

head bent and he suckled her breast right through her bra. It was just a scrap of lace, hardly a

bra at all. Her nipples were already hard and aching, but his mouth made them even harder. He

suckled her so fiercely she cried out. It was painful, the way he rolled his tongue over her

nipple, the force of his lips. And then he bit her, gently, but not sweetly.She cried out next to his

ear. One hand locked on his shoulder and she curled her fingers into his t-shirt, surprised at

how soft it was. Her other hand reached up and smoothed through his short hair. It was also so

much softer than she ever could have known.Percy took her other breast into his mouth, paying

it equal attention. He ate it desperately, like a man possessed. It was painful, but those twinges

of pain were mixed with the most erotic pleasure she’d ever known. It was amazing, how two

opposite sensations could merge and end up being so fucking incredible.He left her aching

breast when her nipple was so hard it felt like stone. His mouth, hot, talented, glorious, trailed

kisses down over the flat plains of her stomach, over the swell of her hips, down to the juncture

of her thighs.He’d shifted away, removing his knee. He replaced that emptiness with his mouth.

Lord, it was as amazing as the first time she’d felt him there and she wasn’t even drunk. She

might have had a shot of tequila before she left the guest house, for some courage, but that

was it. The rest of it was straight up molten desire.“Fuck, you’re just as wet as you were before,”

Percy said thickly. He reached up and nearly ripped her panties away. He tore them down her

legs and she kicked them away, leaving them around the ankle of the other. He dove into her,

pushing his tongue through her folds right to her tight entrance. He didn’t hesitate to delve

inside. She mewled and arched up, bucked into his face, trying to take him further inside. He

pulled away instead, just enough to pierce her with his blue eyes. “I love the taste of your

cunt.”The heavy ache in Shanna’s stomach intensified. Him and his dirty words. His eyes. I

knew they’d be blue. She remembered thinking about that at the bar. They were blue, that kind

of blue that is absolutely piercing, the kind that almost didn’t look real, like they could be color

contacts, but she knew they weren’t.“What do you want, Shanna?” he growled. “I want you to

tell me.”She squirmed as his tongue played over her entrance and gasped as he found her clit.

“I don’t know,” she panted. “I just want you. Inside of me.”“Inside of you?” Percy pulled his face

away and she wanted to beg him to bring it back. She was so fucking wet she was actually cold

without the warmth of his mouth against her. “Just how would you like me inside of you?”“Bare,”

she said without thinking. “I’m on the pill.”In the light of the lamp, which hadn’t been turned off,

his eyes flashed. He let out a low groan. She had the feeling he hadn’t actually meant to make

the sound.“Fuck, Shanna. I didn’t mean- I meant, what position.”“Oh.” Her face heated. Her

entire body heated. Not just because she was embarrassed, which she was, but also because



her mind whirled, thinking of a hundred positions she’d liked to be fucked in.“Just like this. You

on top of me.”Percy smiled slowly, a real smile that caught her off guard. “So vanilla, my good

girl.”“It’s not vanilla,” she protested. “I won’t just lay here and let you pound away on me. I’ll

wrap my legs around your waist and-”He slowly shook his head. His eyes changed, became

shadowed. She was sure it wasn’t just a trick of the light. “No. No, I’ll turn you around. I’ll fuck

you from behind, where you can feel me enter you, nice and slow and deep. Where you can

watch my cock slide into your beautiful waxed pussy.”She shivered violently. She wanted to ask

him how he could talk like that without being the least bit embarrassed, but she swallowed back

the words. She’d just appear more naïve than he already thought she was. Does he really think

I’ve never been fucked from behind before? She had. But she’d never enjoyed it. Maybe that

was the difference. She knew that she’d gladly roll onto all fours and take him. She knew that

she’d beg for him to do it. And she’d enjoy it. Every single second of it.That was the difference.

With Bill, it got to the point that he’d actually ask her for sex in the morning and give her the day

to get herself prepped for it. As in mentally psyched. She’d spend most of the day dreading it

and the other half coming to terms with it. She’d let him do it, usually on top. She’d lay there

and pretend to be into it, make the right little moans and motions with her hips, but really she

was just hoping like hell he’d hurry up and finish.“You’re overthinking this,” Percy said smoothly.

The shadows never left his eyes.“No, I’m not,” she protested. She maneuvered one of her

hands between them. Her palm landed on the bulge in his jeans. “Let me touch you first. Let

me take you into my mouth.”“No,” he hissed, too quickly. He looked away, but not before she

saw a flash of panic in his eyes. He stiffened and so did she. He masked whatever it was he felt

quickly, smoothly, like a true professional. His hand descended to her thigh and he plunged a

finger inside of her. “Does this feel good?” he purred next to her ear.“Of course,” she panted.

“But why can’t I touch you?”“This isn’t about me,” he said smoothly.“I want it to be about you.”“It

will be about me when I’m buried balls deep inside of your sweet slit.”Fuck me. The image of it

in her head was so erotic, she could have come. Her inner muscles clenched hard around his

finger and Percy sighed in satisfaction.“You like that. I can tell. You like thinking about me, thick

and deep inside of you.”“I’ve thought of nothing else for the past two days,” she admitted. “So

will you just fucking do it already, before I die?”“Die?” he chuckled, but it was a practiced sound.

“Do you know that the French call an orgasm a mini death? So yes, you’ll die. Over and over

and over again.”Oh lord. Is there anything he can say that isn’t a straight up fucking turn on?

Percy’s language, as much as what his hand was currently doing to her, nearly brought her

there. She was so close, so of course he chose to slip his finger out of her at that exact

moment.“Turn around,” he ordered. “Get on your hands and knees.”“What if I want to watch you

undress?”“No. I want you to close your eyes. Close your eyes until you feel me sliding into you

and then, then and only then, can you watch.”She’d craved this. She’d wanted it. Him

commanding her. She’d fantasized about it, but for some reason, it felt off. Her hand ached to

touch him. Her mouth watered when she thought of tasting him. She’d never really enjoyed

giving head before, but with Percy… god, she’d do almost anything for the opportunity.One of

her friends once told her that she was with the wrong person if she wasn’t enjoying sex. She’d

passed that off, since almost everyone else did their best to assure her that sex was what you

made it, that she was the one in charge of how she felt, or like her mother said, that it wasn’t

what marriage was really about anyway. She’d nearly believed them and they were wrong.

They’d been so very wrong. That one opinion, her friend’s, was right. She’d been dead fucking

right.“I…” she opened her mouth to protest, to tell him that she knew something wasn’t quite

right, but no sound came out. She stared up into Percy’s face, into the darkness of his eyes.

Her body went rigid as she recalled those scars on his back, the one on his chest. The ink,



some of it crude and obviously done at home, maybe not even with a tattoo machine. She

thought of that wicked blade he’d pulled out of his boot. What kind of life has he led? Certainly

not a happy one. You don’t get scars like that…He doesn’t like to be touched. The realization

rocked her. It made sense. The scars. The nightmares. The way he was so practiced at giving

pleasure, at talking dirty… that detracted from himself. If he was busy enough giving pleasure,

then he didn’t have to receive it. That first kiss they’d shared, really felt like the first. It was the

first time anyone kissed her and she felt it down to the tips of her toes. Was it the first time for

Percy too? Really the first?She gave herself a mental shake. She was probably overthinking

things. Letting her thoughts get away from her.“Are you going to do as I asked you?” Percy

asked smoothly, a shade of darkness in his tone that hadn’t been there before. “Are you going

to turn around and close your eyes and let me take you up to the fucking clouds?”No. I want

you to take me to whatever hell you’re living. I’ll fight for you. I’d fight your demons. I’d go to

battle for you. Whoa. Okay. She wasn’t even drunk and there she was, splayed open for a

damn stranger, thinking that she could actually make a difference in his life. I don’t even know

him. I’m here for a couple days and I’ll never see him again.Shanna sank her top teeth deep

into her bottom lip. She wanted to weep for him, but she didn’t dare. Later. When I’m alone.

She’d let the tears fall later, for his ruined back, for his darkness, for the way she ached for him.

Has anyone else seen his back? She very much doubted it. Why did he choose to show

me?“Shanna?” Percy growled. “Maybe you need more persuasion.” His hand tightened on her

thigh before she could even think about moving.She stared up into those crystal blue eyes of

his. Eyes that were so dark blue they looked black in the lamplight.“No,” she panted. “What I

need is your dick. Right. Now.” She nearly smiled when he seemed taken aback at her

language. Two can play at that game.He shifted away from her, let her turn over and face the

wall. He might be a stranger, but I do care. I care about him too much. She closed her eyes, like

he’d said. She didn’t want to hurt him. Stranger or not, he meant something to her. Far more

than he should. I’m not letting him go. Even if she went home in a few days as planned, she’d

find a way. She’d find a way to help him.Chapter 11PERCYHe knew. He could tell the exact

second that Shanna thought she could save him. She was like the rest of the women who

looked at him and sensed something deeply wrong and horribly broken. She’s not like the rest

at all. He’d removed his shirt and shown her. He’d given her a glimpse inside of his life, inside

his black soul and hard as a stone heart. He’d shown her, what he’d never shown another

woman. She’s not like the rest at all.Percy gave himself a shake. He couldn’t focus on that. He

couldn’t let an ounce of feeling inside. Feeling, softness, mercy, emotion… it was dangerous.

Hope. That was the worst one of all. He wouldn’t let himself feel it. He’d learned long ago that

feeling anything only led to weakness which cut him to shreds inside.He blinked hard and

focused on Shanna’s pretty round ass as she turned around. There was a slight tan line from

her bathing suit. Her skin was whiter where it had been covered up, than her thighs and her

stomach. Only just. The lamplight betrayed it. He’d never found a tan line so fucking sexy in his

life. He focused on the sweet spot between her legs, soaking wet, warm, waiting for him.It

worked. His brain turned off and his dick turned on.It pulsed and kicked in his pants. He’d never

felt that way, so close to the edge, so prickly, like he could actually lose control. It wasn’t just a

bodily function with Shanna. It wasn’t just his dick inside of her until she came, until he created

enough friction that he came as well. It wasn’t going to be biology or nature or science. That

scared the hell out of him, the fact that he knew it already and he hadn’t even taken his cock

out of his pants, but he couldn’t stop himself.His entire body vibrated with a need that was so

deep it was painful. Percy tore off his jeans and boxers, but left the t-shirt on. Shanna had seen

enough. He stood at the edge of the bed. Shanna was facing the headboard. Percy grabbed



her ankle and spun her around, gripped her hips after and pulled her roughly in against him.

Her body stiffened and she let out a little gasp.“Is this too rough?” He’d never asked that

before.“No,” she whispered a second later. “No, I like it.” She wiggled her hips wickedly and he

had to stifle a groan. “I want to feel you, like you said. Deep inside of me.”“Are you sure?” He

ground his teeth together. Why am I trying to dissuade her from doing this? God knows I want

her. He wanted her so bad it was almost like a physical ache gnawing at his insides. He’d

wanted her like that for days. Now, when relief was finally in sight, he was asking her if she’d

rather leave?“Yes.” The sound came out as a throaty moan. “Yes, of course I’m sure.”Percy

wanted to take it slow. For once in his life, he actually wanted to savor something. Shanna. I

want to savor Shanna. He wanted to make it special for her, but he had no fucking idea how to

do that. Make love, she said. He’d never done that once in his life.He gripped his cock and it

kicked in his hand. The tip was wet with droplets of arousal and he smeared that quickly over

the shaft. Not that he’d need the lubrication. Shanna was more than wet enough for them both.

He inhaled and the sharp scent of their desire reached his nose. It was underlaid with that

muskier odor of sex. He’d never actually liked that before either, but since he’d apparently

completely lost his head, he found it erotic. His cock throbbed harder.“Percy?” Shanna turned

and blinked at him.He swallowed the urge to apologize. Instead he set a hand on her ass. She

whipped her head back around to face the other direction. He stepped in and when Shanna felt

his cock head nuzzled against the beautiful swell of her bottom, she tensed hard. He rubbed

his cock over her ass, smearing her pale cheeks with silvery streaks.“Please,” Shanna

begged.“Please what?” His voice echoed in the room, far more confident than he felt.His

insides were a damn mess and so was his head. He was barely holding it together, but he

didn’t want Shanna to know that. To her, he was pretty sure he represented danger, an escape

from her everyday life. Hell, he was probably just a rebound for her, a way to prove to herself

that she was sexy, that she was naughty, a way for her to build back her self-worth after that

asshole cheated on her.“I want to feel you inside of me. I want you to fill me up and be so deep

that it hurts. I want to be so sore it hurts to walk tomorrow morning.”Percy nearly smiled. She

learns fast. Hearing her say the words was like a damn kick to his middle. He breathed out

hard. He positioned his cock right at Shanna’s entrance. She bucked her hips wildly, squirming

back into him when she felt him. He had to commend her eagerness. Fuck, did he commend it.

He’d never had anyone respond to him like she did. It made his head swim.He wasn’t gentle

when he slid into her. He didn’t give her time to get used to his size. He didn’t hesitate or wait

or take it easy. He gave her what she wanted. What she’d asked for.Shanna cried out, a sweet

mewling noise. Percy withdrew and plunged in again, deeper. He did it again and again before

he thought to watch. He watched his cock slide in, he watched himself withdraw, come out slick

and shiny and wet. Shanna’s hips bucked against his, rocked back and forth with his thrusts.

Normally he would have told her to stay still, but he didn’t. He didn’t make any further

commands. He couldn’t. It was so damn sexy to watch her grind and writhe against him, to take

her pleasure from him even as he was giving it.He plunged in deeper and Shanna cried out.

“Do it again,” she moaned. “Don’t hold back.”Fuck. His cock kicked inside of her tight warm

passage and Percy had to grind his teeth nearly to powder just to keep it under control. He

could feel Shanna’s legs trembling, feel the spasms starting, gripping his cock. He knew it

wouldn’t be long until she came, but fuck, she had to come first. It would be completely

humiliating if he couldn’t last…He’d never had that problem before. He’d never once actually

just come. He’d always had to think about it. To close his eyes and fucking will it to

happen.Percy froze as Shanna pulled away. She turned so fast, he barely had time to register

it. She rose up on the bed, up on her knees and before he knew what was happening, she



wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him down to her. He collapsed on top of her. Her

mouth found his and she kissed him, kissed the life right out of him. He couldn’t move. He

couldn’t make himself do anything.Despite the fact that he was probably crushing her, Shanna

reached between them and gripped his cock. She pumped her sleek little hand up and down

his shaft and it was… glorious. Not hideous or disgusting or horrifying or sickening as he

thought it would be.She has no way of knowing that she’s the first person who has touched me

in fifteen years.The nails of the other hand, dug into his shoulders. They would have done

some serious damage if they were longer. The pain was just a sharp burst, followed up with a

hot wave of pleasure as she fit his dick to her entrance once more. She lifted her hips and took

him inside. He didn’t even have to thrust to sink into her.He finally got his wits about him

enough to plant an elbow on either side of her shoulders. She went with him when he lifted his

body off of hers, her hips rocking upwards, her legs tangling around his waist.She’s so sweet.

So fucking sweet. He’d never felt anything close to the paradise that was Shanna’s body. He

plunged into her, going so deep that his balls smacked her flesh. He drove into her, again and

again, harder, faster. She clung to him, her inner muscles clenching tight, pulsing along with

him, in time to his throbbing need. Her heels dug into the muscles of his ass. She was as wild

as he was, as urgent, as animalistic in her desire.She writhed wildly, ground harder, panted,

whimpered, dug her nails in, scoring his shoulder. Percy held his breath until he was on the

verge of damn well blacking out. He was afraid if he took oxygen he’d come so hard he’d see

stars. She has to be first.Even as he was thinking about it, Shanna reached up and gripped his

face. She brought him to her with enough force that he couldn’t pull away. When her lips met

his, they were scalding. She bit down on his bottom lip and his entire body jerked.It was

astounding to him that he hadn’t kissed anyone in his lifetime and now he kissed Shanna,

repeatedly, in the span of a few minutes. He almost liked it. Almost. Who the fuck am I kidding?

I like it. I like it because it’s her.Shanna trembled beneath him. Those tremors turned into a full

body shaking. Her inner muscles clenched and released in a series of wild patterns. She was

so quiet, their kiss so intense, her lips ground into his, that he almost didn’t realize she’d finally

pushed herself over the edge. She hadn’t made a single sound. Somehow that was sexier than

her screaming and moaning and panting and crying his name. Percy. It isn’t a very sexy name

anyway.Percy’s own breath hitched up in his lungs as he let himself go. All it took was one

more hard thrust. He drove into her and he was gone. He fucking saw black behind his lids and

thought for a moment he was going to pass out. His arms felt like water, but he was able to

keep himself upright, keep himself from crushing Shanna. He trembled and shook and she

shook and trembled right along with him.They clung to each other as the waves subsided.

Shanna finally untangled her arms from his neck and he rolled away, off to the side. He hit the

covers hard, breathing even harder. Shanna panted right beside him. He had no idea if he’d

made love to her or not, but it felt so fucking good. Strangely good. Way too good.He slammed

his eyes shut and ground his teeth together again. It was good. That’s the fucking problem. A

hard wave of terror washed over him. He didn’t want this. This… this connection. He’d never

wanted that with another person. He didn’t want sex to mean anything. He didn’t want emotions

and feelings and… and the softness glowing in his chest to be a part of it. I don’t want to miss

her when she’s gone.“Percy?” Shanna draped an arm over his t-shirt clad chest. She snuggled

up behind him, warm and solid and far too real for him. Her breath was hot against his neck,

little puffs that weren’t quite regular yet.He stiffened. He didn’t respond. Neither of them said

anything for a long time. The quiet of the night surrounded them. For once there was no noise

from the street. The lamplight filtered down on them, golden, but behind his closed lids, all

Percy saw was black.Something is wrong with my throat. It felt like someone had jammed



cotton down it, from the base of it, right into his mouth. It hurt to swallow. It stung and

burned.“Percy?” She tried again. Her arm fell to his waist and tightened. She was holding him.

Holding him. He’d never been held before. At least, not in a very long time. “Are you okay?

Should I go?”“Do what you want,” he ground out thickly past his shuttered throat. Why is it still

burning? Why didn’t I tell her to leave?“I want to lay right here with you. I want to sleep beside

you until morning.”The thought of having her there, in his bed, watching her sleep, listening to

the sounds she made, smelling her scent, watching her wake, the vestiges of sleep still clinging

to her beautiful face… he didn’t even know how to define what he felt when he thought of her

like that. He did realize that something tight and ugly inside of him eased. Loneliness? He’d

been alone for a very long time, even when he had his brothers, and he told himself he didn’t

mind it. Like everything else, shutting people out had been a way for him to keep himself

safe.His heart beat wildly. Thundered in his chest so loudly he wondered what the fuck was

happening outside that was causing the house to shake. It took him a minute to realize it was

the sound of blood rushing in his ears, the shaking was his own trembling.He opened his

mouth to tell Shanna to leave. To tell her that he couldn’t fucking do it. That she couldn’t sleep

there in his bed and undo every single stone in the fortress he’d spent a decade and a half

building up around himself. Longer than that. He’d been walling himself up, toughening up,

since he found out that his mom had cancer.I need her to leave. I can’t do this. When he finally

forced the words out, which came out barely audible, he realized that Shanna never heard. Her

deep even breaths told him that she was already asleep.Chapter 12SHANNAIn life there was a

first for everything. As she opened her eyes, Shanna knew exactly where she was. She was in

Percy’s bed, snuggled up next to him. There was one small window in the room, to the left of

the bed, and sunlight streamed in. She blinked hard, letting her eyes adjust. It was the kind of

bright sunlight that told her it wasn’t early or late. Probably eight or nine.Her legs were stiff and

cramped from being curled up so she slowly stretched them out. She moved gingerly, one

muscle at a time. She was sore. Obviously. Deliciously. It felt wicked. Wickedly good.Shanna

closed her eyes and did a quick assessment of the situation. I’m lying in bed with a man I

barely know. I just spent the entire night with him. He’s pretty much a stranger. I let him fuck

me. Really fuck me. After ten minutes of knowing him, I went into a back alley with him. She

knew she should care. The old Shanna would have been appalled. She didn’t do things like go

into dark alleys, drink too much, black out, or have random sex with strangers. She always

thought she needed to be in a relationship for it to mean something. But it did mean something.

He’s the best I ever had.On a slow exhale, Shanna relaxed. She gave herself permission, for

the first time in her life, to just be. To just enjoy the moment. To enjoy the memories of what

she’d done. She liked her new mindset. She liked the new Shanna. The one who took risks and

lived in the moment, the one who experienced life to the fullest. I experienced it to the fullest

alright.Her face heated and she slowly opened her eyes. Percy was still sleeping soundly

beside her. At some point in the night, he’d rolled away. He must have, because he wasn’t

tucked up beside her any longer. His bed wasn’t huge, probably just a queen, so he hadn’t

rolled far. He was on his side, facing away from her, breathing evenly. The arm draped across

his chest rose and fell with his breaths. She couldn’t see his face, but Shanna knew he was at

peace.There had been no nightmare again, no horrible wounded sounds to wake her out of a

deep sleep. When was the last time he rested easy? It made her sad, that she could do

nothing to help him. She didn’t know him and she wouldn’t get the chance to. She was going

back home in a few days. He didn’t seem like the kind of guy who kept in touch.I should leave

now. Before he wakes up. Before it gets awkward. She didn’t wait around to lose the debate

with herself. Shanna slipped out of bed, inch by inch, with the utmost care. Percy didn’t stir. She



wished that she could take one last look at his face, but if she did, she was afraid she’d never

leave.She gathered her clothes, dressed quickly, and slipped out of the house without a sound.

Her heart squeezed in her chest as she shut the front door behind her. She stared at the street.

A few people were milling around, mostly tourists. It was odd that a man who wanted to be left

alone chose a house in such a touristy area. Although, it really wasn’t that bad. The streets

weren’t flooded or anything and it probably was the middle of the morning.Shanna walked back

slowly. She took in the sights and sounds around her, smiled at those she passed, even waved

at those who waved to her. Everyone was friendly and nice, the sun was shining, the air was

warm, she’d just had the best lay of her life… she had every reason to be happy, but she

couldn’t erase the heavy weight that settled like lead in her stomach. What did I expect? That

Percy would ask me to stay? That somehow we could make this work. There was never a this

to make work. That was the whole point of it all, wasn’t it?Shanna squared her shoulders and

walked faster. What she needed was a good visit with Mrs. Lewis and an even better cup of

coffee and she’d be fine. She’d go and sunbathe and regain her common sense and think of

Percy as a part of her past and lose whatever useless hopes she held out for him as a part of

her future.Even though it was probably mid-morning, Shanna slipped past the main house

quietly. She’d put on a pot of coffee in the beach house before she went and knocked on the

Mrs. Lewis’ back door to invite her over. It would give her a few minutes to shower and change

her clothes.A wave of irrational sadness swept over her. I don’t want to shower. I don’t want to

wash him away. She gave her head a shake and told herself she was being pathetic. That was

the thing about no strings attached sex. It was exactly that. It’s the way I was raised, to think

that there should be something attached.Shanna was nearly at the front door of the little beach

house before she raised her head again. She stopped so abruptly she nearly toppled over. She

let out a loud, completely undignified, horribly unfeminine gasp.“Percy!” She yelped. “What-

what are you doing here?” She thought again of her foolish question that night in the alley,

when she’d asked him if he was a male witch. He seemed to appear out of thin air.He

shrugged. “There’s more than one way to get here. In case you didn’t realize.”His face, as

always, remained impassive, his eyes hard, giving little away. He was dressed as he always

was, a black leather jacket, black t-shirt, dark jeans. Shanna resisted the urge to rush up to

him, put her nose to that t-shirt and breathe in, just to see if it was the same one he’d worn to

bed the night before. The one he’d fallen asleep in. Next to me. The one he fucked me in. His

hair wasn’t long enough to be mussed and his face was as darkly handsome as always.

Handsome as sin. That’s what it is.“So- so what are you doing here?”“You left.”“Yes, I left.”He

blinked slowly and those incredible blue eyes fixed on her face. “I…” he gave his head a hard

shake. “I don’t know why, but I couldn’t let you just leave. I woke up and you were gone, so I

came here to find you. I saw you, on one of the roads and I knew I could beat you here.”“You

could have just shown up after and knocked on the door. Like a regular person.”His lips actually

twitched as his eyes glistened with amusement. “I’m sorry. I’ve never quite managed to do what

a normal person does.”“I’ve noticed.”“Do you have coffee inside? I might be- I might be what

some people would call a lost cause, but… I had a mother once. I remember she told me to be

good. To do the right thing. I didn’t want to come here. I know I shouldn’t see you again. I

should have let you leave, like you wanted to, but… there’s one thing I had to tell you first.”I had

a mother once. Those words cut straight to her soul. Shanna let out a shuddery breath. Her

throat burned right along with the backs of her eyes. She felt the tears rise to the surface, but

she blinked them away. Percy wasn’t the kind of man who wanted to be pitied. She’d seen that

last night in his eyes, after he’d shown her his back.“Yeah.” She swallowed past the lump

lodged in her airway. “Please, come in. I can make coffee. Let me guess. You take it



black?”“Cream and sugar actually.” Impossibly, he smiled. She knew it was rare, that turning up

of his lips, and they were all the more beautiful for it. “If you have it.”“I do. Thanks to the lady

who owns this place. She stocked the fridge for me before I came. It was really nice of her,

since I thought I was going to have to fend for myself when it came to meals.”“Little old ladies

generally are quite nice.”“How did you know she’s a little old lady? Did I say that?”“No. But I

know the place. I know most people around here. Or know of them.”Of course. It reminded her

of just how little she knew of Percy. She was in his world, not the other way around. This wasn’t

her real life. They had no future. She wanted to believe that. She had to make herself believe it.

She could never go home and keep her heart intact otherwise.It shocked her, as she stepped

through the doorway, Percy behind her, a shadow in her wake, that it was happening. She’d

never truly loved anyone in her life. Not when it came to men. She thought she had. There had

been a teenage romance, her first, but it was brief and of course in hindsight, immature. She’d

had a few boyfriends in college, but had always been too busy to make them stick. She’d

convinced herself that she loved Bill, but now, she knew different. She might have loved things

about him, but she didn’t truly love him.Oh, and I know because I what? Love Percy? The man

from the alley? The man I don’t even know? The man with the wounded back and the dark

past? The man who had a mother once? The man who takes cream and sugar in his coffee?

It’s been like… four days. Two of those were spent alone. And I think I might love him? The idea

was laughable. This was going to be one of those things that in hindsight, that was just

something else she looked back on as silly. At least that thought. That word. Love. If she

thought she loved Percy, then she didn’t know the meaning of the word any more than she did

with Bill.If only she could convince herself that was true.Chapter 13PERCYThe little quaint

guesthouse seemed to suit Shanna just fine, but he didn’t know what the hell he was doing

there. He woke up, found her gone, the bed still warm beside him. He knew he couldn’t just let

her go. It shocked him more than it shocked her, and she’d been pretty damn surprised to find

him waiting for her on her doorstep.He stayed out of Shanna’s way until she was done making

coffee. He pulled out a chair at the small table and let her set a mug in front of him. It was so

normal and domestic, he almost couldn’t handle it. Is this how normal people live their lives?

Shanna pulled out the chair across from him. She was as beautiful as she ever was. She was

prettier without makeup, he decided. It let the real color of her rosy lips show through. Her skin

was absolutely flawless and her lashes were long and thick without the addition of

mascara.She raised a brow and didn’t move to touch her coffee cup. “So… are you going to tell

me why you’re here?” She leveled him with the most direct look he’d seen her give. “I mean,

why you’re really here?”He opened his mouth, but no words came out. He’d never actually told

anyone the truth before. Slim Rick, the leader of the gang he’d been in, had him vetted once he

wanted to join. He knew about his past, but only because he’d looked into it. Percy hadn’t told

anyone a damn thing.“I don’t know,” he admitted. His hand closed around his coffee mug. It was

hot enough to burn, but he didn’t move his hand away.“So you just woke up, realized that I left

and showed up here for no reason at all?”“No. Not no reason.”“Then why are you here?”“Do

you want me to leave?”Shanna sat back. “No. No, I don’t want you to leave.” Her voice

softened. “Look. I’m sorry I left without saying a word. I thought it would be better- for both of

us. I- I’m leaving in a few days. I don’t think you’re the kind of guy that likes to stay in touch.”“So

you just want to cut it off here and now and not see each other again?”Shanna shrugged, but

she couldn’t look at him. Her eyes stayed riveted to her coffee mug as though it was the most

interesting thing in the world. Maybe she was searching for answers there. God knew it was as

good as anywhere else to try and find them.“Yeah. I think that’s for the best. Don’t you?”“I don’t

know.” He answered her automatically, without thinking about it. He was a little astounded. He



didn’t even know why the hell he was there. It wasn’t like he could ask her not to leave. She

had a life back home in the States. “I don’t know anything at all,” he admitted when she

remained silent. I- I trust you.”Shanna’s head whipped up. She sensed the implications of that

statement. He wasn’t the kind of guy who trusted anyone. The words kind of just tumbled out,

but she found that they were true.“Why would you trust me? You don’t even know me? We’ve

hardly even shared a conversation that wasn’t about sex.” Her face turned a brilliant pink. It was

funny, that she still blushed after what they’d done the night before.“I don’t know.”“That’s a lot of

I don’t knows.” She sighed. He held up his hand to try and stop the rising tide of her temper

before it flared.“Look, I know. I don’t have any answers. I’ve- well, I haven’t exactly lived a life

where I sit down and talk about the shit that I feel and what’s going on.”“What kind of life have

you lived?”Percy had heard the expression about unburdening a soul. He never believed in that

shit. Words never fixed anything. In his experience, talking usually just made things a hell of a

lot worse. Although, what could it really hurt? I’m never going to see her again after today. He

wouldn’t have considered it in the past, but he just knew that he’d never really get another

chance. Maybe it would make his soul a hell of a lot lighter. He could sure as hell use a few

less burdens.That was also a first- realizing that he actually wanted to let it go. He didn’t want

the pain. He didn’t want the memories, the nightmare, the images that came back to haunt him.

But he’d never made an effort to let it go. He never tried because he just didn’t know how.“I

think you know the answer to that,” he forced out. “You saw my back last night.”Shanna did the

unthinkable. She reached over and set her hand on his. He had them in his lap, one on top the

other. His eyes flew down to where her small palm rested, warm and alive, on top of his hand.

Hers was pristine and flawless, his scarred and bronzed, leathered from so many years in the

sun.It was unreal that she dared to touch him. It was even more shocking that it didn’t kill him.

Like all the times she’d touched him the night before, like the way she kissed him. Her touch

didn’t break him. It didn’t shatter him into a thousand pieces, disgust him, bring back a deluge

of horrible memories or sensations. It did the exact opposite. It created a feeling of warmth

inside. It spread, saturating his limbs, soaking into the marrow of his bones.“I can imagine, but I

want to know, Percy. It’s okay. It’s okay if you tell me.” Amazingly enough, he could see by the

shine in her eyes, that Shanna really believed in what she was saying.“Is it? Is it really? Would

you be okay with hearing about how mothers die and leave their children alone, how fathers

beat and abuse them, how kids live on the street because it’s safer than being in their home?

How kids grow up and join gangs because they need a place to call home, even if it is fucked

up. Is that what you want to hear about? Or do you want a rosier version of the story?” He used

sarcasm and a biting acrid tone to protect him, but Shanna saw right through it.“I’m not okay

with any of that.” A tremor went through her hand and traveled right on through his. “But I want

you to tell me, however much or little you want to say. It might break my heart, but I’m tougher

than you think.”“I don’t want your pity…”“I don’t pity you, Percy. If anything, I admire you. I can’t

imagine what kind of fear you’ve known and just how resilient you are.”He snorted. “Resilient? I

don’t know that that’s the right word. Maybe I should have told you all those things before you

let me fuck you. That way you could decide if I was worthy of it or not.”“Worthy?” Shanna

frowned. He wanted to reach out and ease those lines on her brow. Or kiss them away.“You

might think I’m… dirty. Ruined. And you let that inside of you.”“Stop it!” Her hand tightened on

his. Her fingers dug in. “Don’t say those kinds of things. I would never think that. Never. This

isn’t about me. This is about you. It’s about what you need. If you feel like you need to talk to

someone, then I’m here. If not, it’s okay. I just want to know that you’re going to be alright after-

after I leave.”She swallowed audibly and it was obvious from the liquid forming up in her gray

blue eyes that she really did care. Her worry was authentic. It floored him. He’d never dreamed



anyone would look on him as less than… a thing, especially if they knew. In the past, people

recoiled from him. He just had that look, a soul that was obviously black, a menacing

countenance, and people didn’t fuck with that. They walked to the other side of the street to

avoid passing directly by him. And there Shanna was, sitting right across from him, her eyes

tearing up- for him. He could barely dare to believe it.“I’m sorry.” It came out rusty, as though

his voice had gone for too long without being used. “I- I don’t want to tell you any of it. I don’t

want to infect you with it.”“Like I said, I’m tougher than you think.”He waited, giving her a minute

to tell him she’d reconsidered, but she didn’t. Her hand left his and strayed to her mug and she

took a sip of coffee. He still didn’t touch his. She kept both hands on the tabletop after. He

almost missed her touch, him a man who was so afraid of others getting near him that he’d

taken great pains to always keep his distance. Even when he got close to someone, he was

never close.Percy leaned back in his chair. He ran a hand over his short hair and for the first

time in two years, thought about growing it out long again. It was thin before, too thin, but he

was healthier now than he’d ever been.“I don’t know where to start. I’m not going to give you

the details. You don’t need them. I don’t need to talk about that shit to make it better with me. I

just need to… to tell someone. Finally.”“Okay,” Shanna said softly. She waited silently, giving

him the time he needed to get his scrambled thoughts together and his frayed emotions under

control.“I… fuck.” He blew out a breath. Turns out talking is harder than just speaking words.

“My mom got cancer when I was nine. She died a year later. It was aggressive. She tried to

fight, but it took her fast. The marks on my back that you saw came compliments of my father.

He didn’t know how to deal with his grief. He was normal before she died, but after… god, he

just lost it. Got into drinking, drugs too. He’d go out of his fucking mind. Beat the shit out of me.

I’d do anything to avoid being at home, but I had to go at some point. I don’t know if people

knew what was happening or not. I didn’t want anyone to know. I was ashamed that I couldn’t

protect myself and be strong.”“You were ten years old!”“Yeah. Yeah, I was ten, but I promised

my mom before she died that I’d stay strong for her.”“I doubt that’s what she meant!” Shanna’s

hand twitched on the tabletop and he braced for her to touch him again, but she didn’t. He was

glad. He needed a clear head to keep going, to take the blackness that festered inside of him

and put it out there in an attempt at healing.“Yeah, well- it got bad. Real bad. He didn’t just beat

me… he’d do- other things.” He pressed his lips together hard, unable to put that out there, that

malignancy, that evil, but he could tell that Shanna knew. Her eyes filled up with tears. They

tracked down her cheeks and dripped off her chin. She didn’t wipe them away. Even though he

wanted to, he didn’t.“And so you left.”“Yeah, one night I just decided enough was enough. I was

fourteen. I packed a few clothes, stole some food from the kitchen, stole what money I could

find around the house. I took a few knives out of the knife block in the kitchen.”“Jesus,

Percy-”“Don’t worry. The streets were kinder than my house was. I guess I had a knack by

then, for staying alive. I bounced around here and there. I got real good at stealing shit. Some

I’d sell for some cash. That’s how I fed myself.”“Where did you sleep?”“Everywhere. Here and

there. Under bridges, abandoned houses, cemeteries.”“Cemeteries?”“It’s quiet there. Most

people won’t go there. They won’t bother you. It’s safer than pretty much anywhere else I’ve

found. I had a tent and sometimes I’d stay in the park, with the other homeless people. That

was the worst though. For the most part people didn’t bother me, but there was always one or

two, looking for a fight or so doped up they didn’t know what they were doing. Anyway, it was

Detroit. There was never a shortage of abandoned property when I needed it.”“Are you

serious?”He actually cracked a smile to lighten the mood, only because he didn’t want Shanna

to suffocate or drown in his suffering. “It’s not that bad. Parts of the city are actually quite

beautiful.”She picked up her mug and sipped at her coffee. “So you got older and got tired of



living on the streets?”“Yes and no. I wasn’t tired of it exactly. I came across this guy. We tried to

jack the same bike, if you can believe that. He was impressed. I’d never stolen anything as

large as a vehicle before, but got brave and decided having a set of wheels wouldn’t be so bad.

I was going to strip it down, sell the parts, and buy something shittier with the cash, so it would

be legit. He said he had some guys that did it for a living. Stole bikes, cars, stripped them

down, resold them. It was a good living. They were all good at it. They could teach me how to

do it.”“And so the gang you joined… it was just stealing cars and bikes?”He nodded. “Yeah.

Don’t worry. We never gave anyone cement shoes or made bodies disappear in the night. It

was just me and some other misfit guys who loved bikes for the most part. We loved to build

them, work on them, strip them down, but most of all, we loved to ride. It was actually nice,

being a part of it. I had a steady place to live. Food on a regular basis. I guess you could even

call some of those guys my friends. It was actually pretty decent until the guy who was in

charge, that Rick guy, started wanting to get involved with dealing blow.”“But that wasn’t what

you thought it was going to be when you got into it?”“No. I was not in for that and most of the

guys didn’t want to touch it. I didn’t move product. I flat out refused and since I was good at

jacking bikes and cars and shit, everyone was okay with that. I kept doing what I was doing, but

then Slim Rick got on his own product and things just fell apart. One of the guys left. He was

one of our mechanics. He was the first to get out. Slim Rick sent me and another guy to find

him before he came down there himself. We warned him instead. Long story short, there was a

big showdown. Slim Rick tried to kill the guy after swearing he’d let him go. It was really

dishonorable. It went against our vow of brotherhood. The gang disbanded after that. Jack and

I, the guy I came down with and the other guys who arrived with Rick, we took him back to

Detroit. We just left him there at the clubhouse. We got our shit and took off, each and every

one of us. Some of them stuck together in pairs or groups of three, but for the most part, we

just left. I heard, a few months later, that Rick died of an overdose. None of us were

surprised.”“That’s… I don’t know what it is.”He nodded. “Yeah, well, I got out. I said if that ever

happened then I’d come down south, down to Mexico, maybe further. I settled here for now, but

I still plan on moving on. One day soon.”Shanna swallowed hard. Her gaze locked with his and

he was moved by the depth of emotion he saw there. It wasn’t pity. She’d kept her

promise.“What are you trying to find? Peace? Or is it something else?”“Peace,” he said. He let

out a sigh that was tinged with bitterness. “I don’t know what that is. Peace isn’t for guys like

me. No matter how much talking I do, I’ll always have those memories. I’ll always have that

past.”“Do you feel better? At all?”He shook his head slowly. “I don’t know. It’s too soon to

tell.”“And the nightmares? How often do they come?”“Almost every single night,” he said too

quickly. “To some degree or other.”“But not last night?” she asked carefully. “Not last night when

I was with you?”“No,” he admitted, a little shocked. He’d woke feeling refreshed for the first time

in a long time, but the first thought he had was of Shanna and finding her. “Not last night.”“And-

and you don’t normally connect with anyone? You like being the one in control. I can tell. You

don’t let people touch you. You don’t let people in at all.”“No.”It wasn’t a stretch of the

imagination for her to come to that conclusion. She knew what very few other people now

knew. All of it. Not all the details, but enough to understand him. He’d had a few friends, Sean

and Jack, who knew about him. Really knew. They accepted him, fucked up as he was, as a

brother in the gang, but more than that, as someone they trusted. Almost a real brother. They

all had a love for bikes in common and they let that be enough. No questions asked. It was

alright that he was fucked up, because so were they. Not Sean. He just got in with the wrong

crowd. But Jack…“So last night was a fluke then?”“A fluke?” He finally reached for his coffee.

He downed most of it in a single sip since it was long cold. It was still good though, rich and



creamy, strong and dark. It hit his empty stomach almost right away and burned there. There

wasn’t much in life he couldn’t do without, but bikes and coffee were on the list.Her eyes met

his again and they narrowed slightly. A beam of sunlight slanted through the window by the

table, hitting Shanna’s face. He realized that they weren’t blue at all. No, they were gray. gray

with tiny blue flecks near the pupil.“I’m not going to sit here and say that- that I mean

something to you or that it was just the right person, right time thing that you always hear

about- but I- I kind of… want to. Unless you have a better explanation.”He didn’t. He had

absolutely no explanation. He didn’t believe in any of the shit that the rest of the world did. Any

happy endings, right people, chemistry, romance, any of it.“Maybe you’re right. Maybe it was a

fluke.” He drained the rest of his coffee. “Guys like me- we’re never right.”“You were what I

needed when I needed it. Maybe I was that for you as well.”“Makes sense.” It was a good way

to think about it. That their paths crossed at just the right time. He didn’t believe in fate, karma,

good deeds, any of that. Not because he was overly jaded. He’d just made his own luck, fought

his own battles, and grown old before his own time. He was much more logical and had more

common sense than that.“Well… I’m glad that it happened. I- will you think of me? After I go

home?”“Yes.” Percy had lied so many times over the years that it was second nature. He looked

Shanna right in the eyes and lied to her.Not because he didn’t want to think of her. Not

because he wouldn’t think of her. It was because he knew that after she went, hell after he left

that little beach house, she was the past. And like the past, if he ever wanted to move on and

survive, he had to put her out of his mind. He’d attempt to erase her right along with the rest of

everything else he didn’t want to remember. Pain was pain. Shanna’s was a unique pain, one

he’d never experienced before. It cut just as deep as the rest. Deeper, for the fact that she’d

done something to him. She’d got underneath his skin and changed him. She’d proved to him

that he did indeed still have something that other people might term a heart.She nodded, eyes

flooding with tears again. Neither of them said anything for a long time. He figured that it was

finally time to go. When he stood, she didn’t try and stop him. She blinked up at him and those

tears ran freely again, tracing the same lines and patterns down her cheeks that the first set

had.As soon as he walked out the door, Percy was already hard at work, erasing Shanna’s

face from his mind. Erasing everything of her. His mind, he realized, a block later, was actually

the easy part. It was much, much harder to erase her touch from his heart.Chapter

14SHANNAThe old Shanna had a ton of common sense. She was responsible. She showed up

on time. She did what people told her to do. The new Shanna, the wild Shanna, the one she

didn’t quite fully even know yet, wasn’t much for reason or making rational, thought out

decisions. Unless thought out decisions counted three days of having Percy constantly on her

mind. Then maybe she’d thought out the decision to end up on his doorstep well enough.Her

hand trembled as she raised it to knock on the door, but she made her fist firm and the sound

resonated outside the house and echoed in the street. If Percy was home, there was no way he

wouldn’t have heard it.His bike was in the little carport thing on the side. While that didn’t

guarantee that he was there, it did give her hope. He could choose not to let me in. He could

pretend like he isn’t there. In that case, if no one answered, she’d already decided that she’d try

the door handle and let herself in like she had before. She’d wait all night for him, if she had

to.As it turned out, she didn’t.Heavy footsteps sounded inside and then the handle turned and

the door swung open. Percy didn’t exactly seem surprised to see her. The last time they’d

talked he’d been so open, his features so tight with pain and the memories of a dark past.

She’d watched real emotion flicker in his eyes. Now they were the same as that first time she’d

seen him in the bar. Dark. Closed off. His walls were up again, probably because he’d spent the

past three days rebuilding them after coming so close to letting them down with her.“Percy,” she



breathed. “I… please don’t shut the door in my face. I’ve spent the past three days trying to

convince myself not to come here, but it didn’t work.”His hand remained on the door. “Why

not?” His hard expression didn’t change. “We both know that this isn’t going to go anywhere. It

can’t. You leave tomorrow?”“Yes. Tomorrow morning.”“Then we’ve said all there is to say. You’re

going north and I’m going further south.”“You are?” She clenched her hands at her side so he

couldn’t see how they began to shake. The thought of never seeing him again, although she

knew that it was the reality of things, hollowed out a painful pit in her stomach.“I guess so.” His

shoulders rose and fell. “I always said I would.”“But your house-”“Can always be put up for sale

or rented out.”“So you’re really going then? I…”Percy leaned against the door frame. It was

pretty clear that he wasn’t going to invite her in. Her hopes fell. She didn’t like to admit it, but in

her dark, illicit fantasies, she’d thought about them together, one last time.“Why did you really

come here, Shanna.” His eyes darkened, until they became that impossible blue, that blue she

couldn’t actually put a name to. No color descriptor seemed to suit. She knew she was blushing

violently and she did her best to pretend that it wasn’t happening. Percy slowly raised a brow. “I

see.”“It wasn’t just that.” She looked down at her toes peeking out of her sandals. “I- I might be

going back home and I know that we probably won’t run into each other again, but- well- I’d like

it if I- uh- I’m sure you aren’t online- but- if you have a phone number?”Percy tensed. His

already rigid shoulders seem to shrug back another few inches. He stood tall and proud and

stoic, which was a hell of a lot more than she could manage to do. She could barely look up at

him when she asked the question. She already knew what his answer was going to be.He

slowly crossed his arms and the leather jacket that he always seemed to have on creaked with

the movement.“Alright.”“What?” Her mouth dropped open.“Didn’t see that one coming, did

you?”“No- I- I didn’t know what you’d say, but I really doubted it was going to be the answer I

was hoping for.”Percy actually allowed her the shadow of a smile. Even that was enough. She’d

take even that small gesture. That horrible weight in her stomach vanished and her heart beat

so hard it actually felt like it was dancing in her chest. She felt like doing something ridiculous.

She debated about trying to turn a cartwheel or run into the street and sing. She couldn’t do

either. Instead she forced herself to remain standing. She forced herself not to grin like a

fool.“Well, I’ve decided something since that day we talked. I’ve decided that fuck it… I’ve had

enough of being miserable. I let that shit get a hold on me. You showed me that, Shanna. You. I

always thought that I was powerless to do anything about it, but that day we talked, it made me

feel better. A little, but it was something. If it was anyone else, it never would have happened.

We might technically be strangers, but you’ve helped me more than you will ever know. If you

want my number, then I’ll give it to you with no regrets. Who knows. Maybe we’ll run into each

other again someday.”“I didn’t think you were the kind of person who believed in

destiny.”Percy’s eyes darkened further. “I’m not, but who knows. I’ve experienced a lot of shit in

my life that was stranger than the things people make stories about.”“So you do kind of believe

if it’s meant to be, it will happen.”“Never said that. I just said I’d give you my number. You’re still

going north and I’m still going south. If that ever changes, then let me know.”“Would you let me

know if you change your mind? If you come back up to the States and are looking for a place to

land?”“I won’t be doing any landing. Anywhere I go, I’m going on my bike.”“It’s a figure of

speech. I think. Anyway, can I give you my address as well?” She was a little shocked when the

shadow of a smile became a full on grin that included teeth that were whiter and straighter than

she would have guessed.“Nope. You’ll have my number. I’m not changing my mind. I never did

believe in fate or any of that shit, but if it’s meant to work out, as you say, maybe it will. If it

does, it’s no doubt because you and I make it that way. It has nothing to do with the

universe.”“Yes, of course. That makes sense.”“Don’t tell me that you’ve changed your mind



about being a good girl and about believing in dreams and all that shit? I know you believe in

fate. I know you think there was a reason you met me down here.”“I don’t,” she hedged. “I

mean, I didn’t. Okay, maybe I did believe in fate when it came to romance. I wanted to believe

that if you’ve met the right person for you, it will work out. That it has to work out. As for

meeting you, I know there was a reason. I think we’ve both changed each other’s minds about

some things and maybe had a few eye openers. That’s definitely worth something to me.” And

I’ve had the best sex of my life. That went without saying. She was pretty sure Percy

knew.“Most people think I’m tough. I guess I’ve spent my whole life trying to prove that I am. My

name is Percy… I’ve never changed it, even though I was an instant target for it more times

than I can count.”“Why did you never change it?”“It was the name my mother gave me. She

liked it. It was her father’s name.”“I wanted to ask you… do you have any other family? How

come you didn’t go to them when shit got rough at home?”Percy shrugged again, in that way

he had of dismissing everything that was important to him. He was used to brushing off the

way he felt, to playing it down, to stuffing it all inside. Shanna had to wonder what the Percy

she might have met would have been like. The Percy who hadn’t been through all that shit and

hurt and pain. The Percy who wasn’t so wounded, who didn’t have a layer of ice around his

heart. I would never have been attracted to him. He wouldn’t have been him and he’s the man I

want. Just as he is.Shanna hoped he knew. She hoped that he knew that he was everything

she could want. How she knew that after a week, she couldn’t say. Maybe it was one of those

things that would have turned out a disaster. Maybe she’d get tired of being the one to pick up

the pieces and try and break through the defenses. Maybe he’d change a little, but never

enough to make it work. Good sex didn’t make for a lifetime of love. It didn’t make for love at all.

Maybe they’d end up hating each other. Maybe… but she’d never know for sure, and because

she had no way of knowing, she could only feel the way she did at the moment and at the

moment, she liked Percy far more than she had a right to.“I was an only child. I had a grandpa

on my dad’s side, but he was old. He knew what was happening, but liked to pretend it wasn’t.

To me that was just as bad as what my dad was doing. I had an uncle on my mom’s side, but

he lived far away. I didn’t know how to get in touch with him as a kid. My dad has two sisters

still, but they fell out after my mom died and they refused to have anything to do with him. I

didn’t want to go to them for help. I was too afraid they’d bring me back home. I didn’t want

anyone to know where I’d gone. I thought it was the only way to keep myself safe.”Shanna’s

breath caught. “Thank you,” she whispered. He blinked back at her.“For what?”“For just being

honest with me. Even now, you just answered me. I- I respect you so much for that. If I had

gone through any of that, I never would be able to talk about it. You’re very brave, to have lived

like that.”Percy made a choked sound in the back of his throat. “I might be something, but I

don’t know if brave is the right word.”“You’re brave to me.” You’ll always be the bravest person I

know. She resisted the urge to step forward and wrap her arms around his neck. It was pretty

clear that he wasn’t able to give her what she so desperately needed before she left. He’d

given as much of himself as he could and she didn’t want to hurt him anymore than he already

was. “Will you give me your number?” She produced her phone out of her pocket. “I’m going to

text you right away to make sure it’s actually you.”He smirked. “I never realized how crafty you

are.”“I have to be. I have a marketing degree and I work in retail. You need to pull out a few

stops once and a while. Or wait, no that’s not the right saying. Pull a rabbit out of a hat? I don’t

know.” She gave up on that. “There’s a reason I didn’t major in English I guess.”“Don’t feel bad,

good girl. I have a grade four education.”Shanna cocked her head and waited while Percy got

his phone out. He listed off a string of digits, the most important numbers in her life at the

moment, and she added the contact into her phone. She did text him after and he held up his



phone, proof that he wasn’t bullshitting her or giving her some random number in hopes that

she’d never know the difference. Or that if she did, she’d never be able to do anything about

it.“You never got your GED? How the hell are you so smart then?”“Don’t know. I guess what

more do you need in the world than to be able to read and write? I can do that decently. I was a

good kid in school before everything happened. No one thinks for themselves anymore. That’s

what technology is for. It makes up for anything I lack. I’ve never had to enter any math battles

or anything to keep myself alive, so I feel like I’m safe.”“That’s crazy,” Shanna whistled. “You

should try taking the test someday.”“Why? I have all the money I need right now.” He glanced

away, almost embarrassed. She had the feeling that most of that money had been earned by

his honest labor in a not so honest way.“I don’t know. I guess just to prove to yourself that you

did.”“If I was going to better myself, it would be to unload the rest of this shit that I’ve been

carrying around. I don’t know how, but one day, I’ll figure it out. Maybe I’ll take up yoga.”Shanna

burst out laughing. It was hilarious to imagine Percy in his leather jacket and jeans on top of a

yoga mat trying to do some ridiculous pose like raise a leg in the air above his head.“I can’t

imagine you doing yoga.”“Yeah, well, I’ll find something. So wait a while and call me then. If you

ever decide to come down south.”“Will you have a spot for me? Is that some kind of a veiled

promise?”Percy, in the fashion she’d come to expect, shook his head. He took a step back and

leaned up against the door frame again. “It’s nothing at all. If you believe in fantasies, it’s

probably one of them.”“I don’t know if fantasies are something you can believe in. They’re

something that you think of because your reality isn’t good enough.”“Obviously I didn’t major in

English either.” Percy gave her a long hard look before he slipped back inside and shut the

door.Shanna waited a few minutes, irrationally hoping that he’d come and open the door again.

That he’d come out and say he changed his mind. That he’d bruise her mouth with kisses, take

her inside, ram her up against the door and fuck her senseless. He didn’t.Finally she turned

and walked back the way she came. She had his number. As long as he didn’t change it, it was

more than she could hope for. He won’t change it. I know he won’t. Fantasies. She certainly

believed in those. All of hers had come true. Because of him. She should have told him that, but

she hadn’t. Dreams. She wasn’t sure if she believed in dreams. It was her dream to one day

see Percy again, to see him whole and well and ready to… to be with her. Fantasy or dream,

she was pretty sure it would never happen.Chapter 15PERCYPercy stared at the cryptic text

on his phone. Shanna. He’d spent every single day trying not to listen for the sound of her text,

trying not to believe that she cared. He’d stared at her number, over and over, until he barely

had the restraint he needed. She’d been there in Mexico for a week and she’d completely

turned his life upside down. She’d managed to achieve things he never thought possible. That

he hadn’t ever been able to do on his own, for himself. Her touch started the healing in a part

of himself that he always thought would be broken.
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