
© Lina Andersson 2014 
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By 
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~oOo~ 

 

M-Theory: This theory combines the five different string theories into one. It states 
that strings are really 1-dimensional slices of a 2-dimensional membrane vibrating in 

11-dimensional space and that the five different versions of string theory might 
describe the same thing seen from different perspectives.  

In plain text: it's a fucking mystery.  

 

~oOo~ 
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~oOo~ 

 
There was no way in hell I'd let that damn kid get away with my bike. 
Even if I'd been in heels, which I wasn't, I wouldn't have let him get away. 
I'd still be running after him with my shoes in my hand, if necessary. 
Luckily, I was on my way out for a jog when I caught the little shit stealing 
it, and I'd immediately started running after him. Even more luckily, the 
chain did its usual thing when he tried to change gear and unhooked from 
its wheel. It always did that if you changed gear in the wrong way, and he 
had to get off and start running as well. He held on to the bike though. 
Which I found funny, because if I were him, I would've just dropped it. 
But he seemed to really want my bike. Or he was just panicking and didn't 
even think about dropping it. Either way, the little shit didn't have a 
snowball’s shot in hell to get away from me. None, zero, nil, zilch, nada, 
squat, fuck all and jack shit-chance.  

He probably figured that if he just kept running I'd give up. I didn't 
look particularly well trained, but I was. Sort of, at least. I used the bike he 
was trying to steal to get to work every day, and also took longer rides 
with it. I worked out, and once in a while, I jogged. My big boobs and 
round hips didn't mean I couldn't run. It was the 21st century, after all. 
Sports bras had been invented.  

To add to that, I was a very determined person, and at the moment I 
was very determined to catch him and haul him to his parents. I’d let 
them know what I thought about their son and their ability to raise him 
into a decent human being.  

He took a narrow turn into the lot of a garage. I followed him and to 
my amazement, he ran straight into the garage and turned around and 
stared at me in horror as he stood between three big guys. That didn't 
stop me—that was my fucking bike. I might not have paid a lot of money 
for it, but I loved it. I'd re-painted it, changed the tires, kept the chain 
oiled and in general took care of it—because I loved it.  

So, I followed him into the garage, and while trying to catch my breath, 
yelled at him.  

“You little shit! Give that back!” I yanked the bike from him and then 
glanced at the closest adult. “Is he your kid? Because if he is, you're doing 
a shit job as a parent!”  

“Ma'am,” another guy said and took a step towards me. That's when I 
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realized that these were some big men. Huge.  
“Stay back!” I yelled at him. “And I'm not a ma'am. This is my bike and 

I'm going to take my bike and walk the fuck out of here! Does anyone have 
a problem with that?”  

“No,” the kid who'd stole it mumbled. “Sorry I broke it.”  
“Broke it! I have no fucking problem with you breaking it, I can fix that. 

I do have a huge damn problem with you stealing it, though. I should call 
the police.” The words had barely left my mouth before I realized that it 
might've been a stupid thing to say.  

He looked at me with big eyes, and they got even bigger when a man in 
his forties man came walking through a door close to us. He was tall, had 
long dark hair with streaks of gray and a massive mustache, going past the 
corners of his mouth and halfway down his chin. Even in my fury, I 
realized he got away with it. Very few men did, the only ones I could think 
about at that moment was Tom Selleck and Burt Reynolds. And this 
guy—he pulled it off, he made it work. He looked at the kid, at me and 
then back at the kid.  

“What the fuck is going on?” he finally asked in a calm voice.  
“Is he your kid?” I asked, because it looked like he was. There was a 

resemblance. The eyes, especially, were the same. “Because he just stole 
and broke my bike. I had to chase him five damn blocks, and I might've 
been on my way out for a jog, but this was not what I had in mind.”  

The man didn't say anything, just looked at the scrawny kids who 
seemed to be doing his best to look any anything but the man staring him 
down. He seemed mostly pissed at the kid, and I decided that I had a good 
shot at getting out of there, but I was still angry that no one said anything. 
They all just stared at me, mostly at my boobs.  

“Is anyone of you mountains gonna say shit?!” I looked around and all 
of them looked at the latest addition to our little group, the mustache. 
“Fuck this!” I finally said and started to walk out of there.  

“Is your bed comfortable?” the mustache asked.  
I refused to believe that I heard that right and slowly turned around to 

look at him.  
“Excuse me?”  
He took a step towards me with a big shiteating grin. “I asked if your 

bed was comfortable,” he answered. I stared at him with my jaw on the 
floor and he laughed. “Give me the bike and I'll fix it for you.”  

“Don't bother, I can do that myself.”  
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“Give me the bike, and I'll fix it for you,” he repeated and took it from 
me. Then he turned towards the kid. “And you—you better fucking give 
this lady the apology of your life.”  

The boy walked up, twisting his hands in front of him, “I'm sorry 
ma'am... I mean, miss. I'm sorry that I stole it and made you run after me.” 
Then he looked up and gave me a big smile, he was definitely mustache’s 
kid, because his smile looked exactly the same. “You really run fast.”  

“Yeah.” I reached for the bike, but mustache moved it further away 
with another one of those smiles. “Can I please have my bike?”  

He seemed to completely ignore anything I was saying. “What's your 
name?”  

That was the first time I started to really look around. I'd notice that 
they were big, but now I noticed other things about the three guys 
standing behind the dad and his son. They all had a full beard and various 
versions of long hair. The biggest and oldest had reddish brown hair in a 
ponytail and a beard down to his chest. He had light brown—almost 
amber—eyes that were watching me curiously. He looked about the same 
age as the dad with the mustache.  

The second was a guy with dark, almost black hair down to his 
shoulders, a full beard and piercing blue eyes, and he seemed to be doing 
his best to not laugh. Then it was the youngest one, probably younger 
than me, a handsome guy with a beanie. Handsome in the 'I know I'm hot' 
kind of way, and I never liked those. And they were all covered in ink.  

The second thing I noticed was the bikes. Bikes as in motorbikes. They 
were working on bikes and after a quick glance outside, I realized that 
there was a long line of bikes parked outside. And it hit me. I had run into 
the Marauder Rider's garage, yelled at everyone, and threatened to call the 
police. Probably not the smartest moment in my life. I looked back at the 
man holding my bike, and now I was a little worried.  

“I just want my bike back, that's all.”  
“I'll give it back to you when I've fixed it, hun', but I need your name 

and address to give it back.” He didn't look angry, he looked amused and 
that made me annoyed.  

“Are you saying that you're stealing my bike, now? Because that's what 
it sounds like. That I can't have it back.”  

“You'll get it back—once I’ve fixed it.”  
His smile didn't falter for a second, and he kept looking at me as if he 

was going to eat me. I'd seen that look before, usually when guys were 
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looking at my boobs. I was wearing yoga pants and a t-shirt, the latter 
soaked in sweat. My appearance in combination with the men standing 
behind him didn't make me feel like I had the upper hand in the given 
situation. Quite the opposite. I gave it one last try.  

“I need that bike. I use it every day to get to work.”  
“All the more reason to make sure my son didn't break it.”  
I sighed. “I work at Greenville Lumber, you can drop it off there.”  
“And your name?”  
“I'm the receptionist. I'll be the first one you meet.”  
I turned around and walked out before we ended up in another 

discussion. All I wanted was to get the hell out of there, go home, take a 
shower and write my frustrations off in an email to Edie.  

~oOo~ 

Wade 'Brick' Baxter watched the very nice ass leave the compound of his 
club, and then turned his attention to his son Marcus. If this had been 
Mitch, he wouldn't even have been surprised; Mitch did idiotic shit all the 
time out of pure boredom, but this was very unlike Markus.  

“Wanna tell me what the fuck you were thinking?”  
“I don't know...” Marcus started.  
“If you're gonna lie about shit, you better make damn sure you know 

how to lie, and you don't. So I'm asking again: what the fuck were you 
thinking?”  

“It was this girl...”  
That was really all he needed to know. Marcus had fallen in love with a 

girl the year before and had cleared out his mom's rose bushes of flowers 
to give to the girl. It gave him clear visions of the future: Marcus maxing 
out his credit cards to lavish some girl in shit she didn't need.  

“And how is that connected to this bike?”  
“She liked it. We saw it yesterday and she said it was the prettiest bike 

she'd ever seen.”  
He could've told him that not all that many girls liked stolen things as a 

gift, or that he shouldn't ever get a credit card, or that no woman was 
worth that kind of trouble, but he didn't. He looked down at the bike. It 
was painted in some weird pink color, had flowers and leafs panted all 
over the frame. The saddle was white, also with flowers on it. It was the 
pussiest fucking bike he'd ever seen.  

“And when she started chasing you, you thought it was a good idea to 
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bring it in here?”  
Marcus looked embarrassed, and finally Brick pointed at him. “If you'd 

been a member bringing that kind of heat on the club, I would've taken 
you up in the ring, and you wouldn't have been able to walk out if it—and 
that's if you were lucky.”  

“I'm sorry, Dad.”  
“Yeah. I know you are.” He handed over the bike. There was no point 

in going apeshit on a kid that already looked like he was going to explode 
out of embarrassment. “You fix this. I want it running flawlessly.”  

“Okay.”  
With his head hanging, Marcus walked out of the garage, pulling the 

pussy bike with him. Once he was out of sight, Bear laughed behind Brick.  
“That boy would've been in so much more trouble if there hadn't been 

such a hot woman running after him.”  
“Yup,” Brick agreed. Very hot, and he was gonna make damn sure he 

found out if her bed was comfortable. “I'm gonna go find out her name 
and address.”  

He walked into the office and found the number to Lloyd Crowley, the 
owner of Greenville Lumber. He picked up almost immediately.  

“Hey, Lloyd, it's Brick, got an ask.”  
“Sure. What?”  
“You have a blond, hot receptionist in her late twenties or early thirties. 

What's her name and address?”  
“She in trouble?”  
“Nothing like that,” he assured Lloyd. “I promised to fix her bike, but 

she was a bit pissed and left before I got her info.”  
“A bit pissed?” Lloyd chuckled. “Since I know her, I know what she 

looks like, which makes me think you hit on her.”  
“Might've.”  
“Melanie Yates. I don't have her address here, but I'll get it for you. But 

trust me, you're not the first one who's had a go at her, and she's not easy.”  
“I got her bike.”  
“And she loves that bike. I'll have the address for you tomorrow when 

I'm back at work.”  
“Thanks, Lloyd.”  
“Just to be clear: I like her, she's good and a nice girl, don't want 

anything bad happening to her.”  
“It won't. Just giving her bike back.” And possibly fuck her. He wouldn't 
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mind that. Not at all.  
Three days later he was sitting outside her house with her bike in front 

of him. The only reason it had been that long was that he'd forced Marcus 
to do all the work on his own, and he'd done a good job. Brick'd only 
helped with the final checkup and it was working perfectly now.  

He chuckled when she came walking, wearing a tight black skirt, red 
high heels and a red shirt. The woman had curves—amazing curves—light 
pink full lips, a straight nose, blond hair, and the bluest fucking eyes he'd 
ever seen. He did however wonder how the fuck she rode her bike if that's 
what she usually wore to work. She halted when she saw him, glaring.  

“Melanie Yates,” he said with a smile. “Whatta pleasure.”  
“What are you doing here?”  
“Returning your bike. It's fixed.”  
“Thank you,” she said and took it, walking towards her door.  
“You're not going to invite me in?”  
“No. Why should I?”  
“I fixed your bike for free,” he suggested.  
“Because your son stole it.”  
“I'd say he borrowed it without asking—you did get it back. Almost 

immediately.”  
“Semantics,” she muttered, but he saw that smile. She liked this 

conversation as much as he did. “The gears?”  
“All good.” He smiled at her. “I can cook for you.”  
“No. I don't let anyone mess up my kitchen. I love my kitchen, almost 

as much as I love my bike.”  
Oh, he liked that. A woman who was protective of her kitchen was a 

woman who liked to cook.  
“I'll let you cook for me.”  
“What an honor.” She still sounded grumpy, but she was definitely 

smiling, biting her cheeks to try to hide it.  
He'd had her checked. Melanie Ruth Yates, thirty-three, soon thirty-

four years old, born in New York. No priors, not even a fucking speeding 
ticket, and he didn't need the picture from her drivers license to know 
that she was hot as fuck, beautiful even. Looked like a model, just a little 
too curvy to ever become one. But those tits, much more than a handful—
a man could lose himself in tits like that for hours. He tore his eyes from 
her boobs and met her blue eyes. She was obviously smart and funny to 
talk to. And she might be trying to hide a smile, but she still looked a bit 
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agitated. He liked that. Not many women looked at him like that. In fact, 
it had been quite a while since a woman looked at him like that.  

“Even if I send you away, you're gonna keep showing up here, aren't 
you?”  

“I always assume that women are like jews when it comes to sending 
people away.”  

“What?”  
“Not a jew then?” Not that he gave a shit about what religion she 

belonged to.  
“No,” she said in an exhale as she sighed. “Gnocchi pasta with bacon, 

mozzarella and tomatoes.”  
“Is that what's for dinner?”  
“Yes,” she muttered and handed the bike over to him. “And you're 

carrying this up the stairs.”  
“You're taking it inside?”  
“Some pissy little shit stole it which led to a creepy man stalking me, so, 

yes, now I'm taking it inside.”  
Definitely very quick. Having dinner and talking to her would be a lot 

of fun. He was looking forward to it.  

~oOo~ 

It turned out that mustache's name was Wade—“but everyone calls me 
Brick”— and now he was sitting opposite me at my tiny table, eating half 
of my gnocci pasta. We'd talked while I cooked and during the beginning 
of dinner. It had been nice, I'd laughed several times and when I realized I 
actually had a good time, I got angry at myself. What damn caveman part 
of me was it that found him... hot?  

“Do you live here alone?” he asked.  
“A bit late to ask me if I have a boyfriend, isn't it?”  
“Not really. You're still wearing your clothes.”  
The man was pissing me off beyond words. I couldn't believe him, and 

I still kept smiling like a moron, because I had fun. I thought he was funny! 
What the hell? “I'm sorry, does this usually work for you? Barging in and... 
being like this?”  

“Don't know. Never tried it before. You seemed like you needed a 
different approach.”  

“Compared to who?”  
“Well, my ex-wife, and then there's the other girls at the club, but I'm 
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not sure those counts. Doesn't really take much at all with them.”  
“Ex-wife and one kid?” I ignored any further questions about the 

women at the club. I was sure I knew the purpose of women at a biker 
club without even asking.  

“Two. You met my oldest. He's usually the calm one.”  
“Wow. Can't wait to meet your youngest,” I said sarcastically and then 

bit my tongue. I wasn't going to meet any of them. I was going to get him 
out of my fucking apartment, go to bed, and enjoy my bike ride to work 
the next morning.  

“I might be a bit rusty on this—wooing.”  
“You think?”  
“I brought you a bike.”  
“No, you brought me my bike. You gave it back to me. Try... flowers or 

chocolate.”  
He laughed. “Yeah, that's not gonna happen, hun', I don't do flowers. 

But I'll think of something until next time.”  
Next time. There was going to be a next time? And why did the 

caveman part of my brain like that? Probably because I'd had fun. I stood 
up and took my plate to the sink and put it down next to the frying pan. 
For a few seconds, I contemplated on picking it up and smacking him over 
the head, then I realized wouldn't want to do that, because he wouldn't 
come back.  

My brain was suddenly a mystery to me.  
Or it was possibly my body that was a mystery, because it liked this. 

Whatever part of me it was that wanted him to come back, that was a 
mystery to me. When I turned around he was holding up a cigarette with 
a questioning face.  

“Outside,” I said and pointed at the balcony door. Not like I'd be able to 
fool him to go out to the street. “I'm guessing you're going to want coffee 
with that?”  

“Coffee sounds good,” he answered with another one of those annoying 
smiles, making it perfectly clear that he didn't give a damn about my 
sarcasm.  

I made a cup of coffee, poured it, grabbed a glass and a bottle of 
whiskey and then went out and sat down next to him. He watched me 
pour two fingers of whiskey into the glass and down it, before I poured an 
equal amount again and started to sip it.  

“Impressive.”  
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“Frustration helps.”  
“By all means, get yourself stupid drunk.”  
“Really? You'd get me drunk just to get me into bed—because that is 

what you're trying to do here, isn't it?”  
“Yup.”  
“You have a really backwards way of doing that. Do you know that?”  
“Just makes it all the more interesting,” he said with a smile while 

lighting another cigarette. “But if you get stupid drunk, I'll just drop you in 
your bed. Don't fuck passed out women.”  

“Good to know,” I said and downed the rest of the whiskey. I was 
actually calming down, but I knew too much would just make me angry 
again. “So if you're going to get all forcefully friendly with me, tell me 
about you.”  

“Not much to tell.”  
“I doubt that. President of the local MC, I'm sure there's a lot to tell. 

Just not things I'm supposed to know.”  
“Exactly. So you tell me about you instead.”  
“I'm a thirty-three-year-old, single woman working as a receptionist. I 

get up, go to work, work out, go home, and go to bed. That pretty much 
sums up my entire life.”  

“Sounds exciting. And the longtime plan would be to keep doing that?” 
“No.”  
“What's the long time plan?”  
The long time plan was to wait for my sister to come home, make sure 

she was all right, possibly find 'the one', have a kid or two, and then just 
love them to death. But I didn't say that. I shrugged and looked at him.  

“How long are you planning on staying today?”  
“I think I'll leave you to your whiskey and thoughts on that longtime 

plan,” he said and stood up, but leaned down to give my cheek a kiss. “But 
I'll be back.”  

“Had a feeling you would.”  
He left, and I locked the door behind him. I sat in front of my 

computer for a while. I was going to write to Edie, but had no idea what to 
write.  

That some rude biker guy seemed determined to find out how 
comfortable my bed is didn't seem like something I should worry her with. 
She had enough on her mind. And this visit had calmed me down. He 
wasn't going to force me, other than being forcefully nice. Because he had 
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been nice. Even the talk had been nice. I'd laughed and more than once.  
I still felt a bit tipsy from the whiskey and took a bath before going to 

bed.  
My very comfortable bed.  
He showed up two days later, knocking on my door, and once again I 

let him in. I didn't see any flowers or chocolate, but he did have a leather 
jacket in his hand.  

“Do I wanna know?” I asked when I took it from him.  
“We're going for a ride.”  
“A ride?”  
“Yup. Put that on, jeans, and those very hot boots you have there on 

the floor.”  
He pointed at the knee-high leather boots I'd bought in an attack of 

insanity, since it was rarely cold enough to actually use them in Greenville. 
At least I'd have some use for them. If I agreed to go, which I wasn't sure I 
would, or should, do.  

“Helmet?” I asked.  
“Got one. Wouldn't want you to ruin that pretty face of yours or hurt 

that bright head.”  
Comments like that almost made me gag and he knew it—very well, 

because he said it with that amused smile, just waiting to see my reaction. 
I didn't give him the satisfaction and instead handed the jacket back.  

“I don't have any jeans.”  
“Sure you do.”  
“I really don't.”  
He stared at me. “You don't own a pair of jeans?”  
“Nope.”  
It was the god honest truth. I didn't do jeans. I was not a jeans girl. In 

combination with having a body that hardly any jeans fit on, I didn't even 
bother to try to find a pair.  

“So if I go into your bedroom and check your closet, I won't find any 
jeans.”  

“You are not going to go through my closet.” I hadn't even finished the 
sentence until he started towards my bedroom. “Hey! There is now way in 
hell you're going to do that!”  

He laughed and kept going, and that's when I grabbed his arm. The 
reaction wasn't what I had expected at all. He turned around, put his arm 
around my waist, and pulled me closer. His face was mere inches from 
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mine.  
“Whatta you have in your closet, baby?”  
“Clothes.”  
“That all? Because you're acting like a girl who's scared a guy is going to 

find her goody drawer.”  
“I have my goody drawer under my bed,” I answered and his smile grew 

even bigger. “But I have my underwear in my closet, and I don't want you 
to see them.”  

“I bet you have nice underwear.”  
“These breasts require class A bras.”  
“And I can see that they have that,” he mumbled and looked right 

down my cleavage.  
“You really aren't much for subtlety, are you?”  
“No. I figure it's better to just let you know where I stand, and then 

you'll decide if I get a shot or not.”  
“You know, being charming and nice is usually the best way to get into 

a girl's bed.”  
“I am charming.”  
It hit me—he sort of was. He was also standing very close ,and with 

that smile still intact, he dipped his chin, and I didn't step back, I didn't 
even move. Instead I mumbled.  

“I'm not going to have sex with you today.”  
“Okay,” he said and moved even closer. The grip around my waist got 

firmer. “I'm going to interpret that 'today' as you saying you might some 
other day.”  

He was close enough for me to feel his mustache tickle my upper lip, 
and I closed my eyes. His tongue carefully nudged my lower lip, so I 
opened my mouth. When he kissed me hard, with a lot of tongue, I 
realized what was happening and leaned my head back.  

“No!”  
“What?” he panted.  
“I can't...” I took a step back. “This is insane. I don't even like you.”  
“Why?”  
“Why? You barge into my house, eat my food, refuse to leave and you 

stole my bike.”  
“I fixed it.” He closed in on me again. “Lanie...”  
It was as if the ghost of Edie, the only person I truly loved, went 

through the room when he said that, and I shook my head. “Don't call me 
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that. You can't call me that!”  
“Okay. Melanie, why don't you buy a pair of jeans, and I'll take you on a 

ride? I'll even buy you dinner, and if you do your fucking best to not be 
prejudiced, I think you'll have a good time.”  

“Isn't this a lot of work for something you don't even know is going to 
happen? For some booty?”  

“I was thinking I'd work to get a repeat performance of it,” he said with 
that cocksure smile back on his face. “In plain words: I think you're worth 
it.”  

“I'm not even that good at sex,” I tried, but I didn't think that was true. 
In fact, I was pretty sure I was good at it. Never had any complaints, at 
least.  

“Doesn't really matter, I can fix that.”  
“Do you know how hard it is to buy jeans when you have an ass like 

this?”  
“What?” He looked honestly confused.  
“Never mind. Get out, I'll buy jeans and I'll come with you on a damn 

ride.”  
“Good. Then keep this,” he said and set the leather jacket down on a 

chair.  
“Whose is it?”  
“Ella. A friend's wife.” Just as he was on his way out, he grabbed me and 

gave me a rough kiss, not tongue, but he finished it with a light bite on my 
lower lip. “I'll see you tomorrow.”  

Tomorrow! How in the name of god was I supposed to find a pair of 
jeans that fit by tomorrow?  

~oOo~ 

“So how's it going with that blonde bombshell?” Bear asked as he sat down 
next to Brick by the bar. “Did you take her for a ride?”  

“No. Apparently the woman doesn't own a pair of jeans.”  
“That has to be bullshit.”  
“That's what I thought, but she said she'd buy a pair, and I could take 

her for a ride tomorrow.”  
“So she's eager, at least.”  
“I insisted.”  
That made Bear laugh. Just as he'd laughed when Brick'd asked him if 

Ella had a leather jacket he could borrow. In general, everything about 
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Melanie seemed to amuse him. And if Brick wanted something, he went 
for it and was very clear on what he wanted. It either worked out or they 
told him to go fuck himself. Melanie hadn't told him to go fuck himself yet. 
At least not in so many words, and she would have if that's what she 
wanted.  

“What is it about her?” Bear asked.  
“Did you see her?”  
“Yeah. I saw her. I've seen a lot like her. We have a strip club full of 

them.”  
“No, we don't. There is no one like her at the BB, I'm telling you. The 

woman doesn't even own a pair of jeans. She's classy.”  
“Classy usually means boring.”  
“Did she look boring to you?”  
“No,” Bear admitted after a slight hesitation. “She looked crazy.” 
“Classy crazy. I'm betting that's a good combination.”  
“Let me know if it is. I only have crazy at my house.”  
He honestly didn't know why he went through all that trouble. She was 

fun, beautiful and feisty. He liked it. He just knew that she would be worth 
the trouble and he also knew that despite all her protesting, she didn't 
really mind. She definitely looked like the kind of woman that would come 
out of her bedroom with a bat if she really didn't want him there. That 
was possibly the hottest thing about her.  

He picked her up the next day. He'd even called ahead, and she was 
waiting outside the house wearing jeans, the jacket, and the boots. She 
really didn't mind his company, he was sure. As far as he could tell she'd 
found jeans that fit her ass perfectly. And what a fucking ass she had.  

He handed her a helmet. “Ready?”  
“No.” She took the helmet and put it on, fiddling with the straps.  
“Just lean with me, watch out for the...”  
“I'm not not ready because I haven't done this before. I have. You make 

me nervous.”  
He made her nervous. He could live with that, it was a start, but he was 

a bit surprised about her being on a bike. That was a question for a later 
time, though. Once her helmet was on, he started the bike. If she said she 
knew what she was doing, he was going to trust her on that.  

When she swung her leg over the bike, put her feet up and grabbed 
him around the waist, it definitely appeared to be something she'd done 
before.  
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“I'm ready,” she said, and he took off.  
It was just a ride to begin with. A pretty long one, and he enjoyed 

having her behind him. He took her to a pub and grill, but a nicer one. 
They didn't talk much until they'd ordered and received their drinks. She 
looked at him with a smile.  

“I'm not really sure what to ask you since it's all so secret.”  
“Not all of it.”  
“Okay. Where are you from?”  
“Wildwood, Missouri. Left my parents and a brother when I was 

twenty-five.” He'd been laid off from his job, had packed his bags, sold 
everything that anyone would be prepared to pay for, and gave the rest to 
charity. It had been the most relieving feeling in his entire life. “Ran into 
Bear by chance a while later. We rode together and ended up in 
Greenville.”  

“Why did you stay?”  
“Met my ex and we got an opportunity to join the club. Then I had two 

kids, became the president, and got a divorce.”  
“Did one have something to do with the other?”  
“No, not really. Main reason was remove that too much dick where it 

shouldn't have been.”  
“You cheated on her?”  
“Yes.”  
“Aren't you a catch.”  
“Just saying it like it is. You never cheated?”  
“I have,” she admitted with a smile. “But he was sort of an ass.”  
“You revenge-cheated?”  
“No. It was more complicated than that.”  
“I'm a pretty bright guy. Try me.”  
“It was a dead-end relationship. We loved each other, but it was the 

crushing, destroying kind of love, and eventually I cheated on him just to 
end it. To force myself to end it. He had been an ass, though, that was part 
of the problem. In all honesty, I was sort of an ass in that relationship as 
well.”  

It was surprising to hear her admit that. He hadn't met a woman who 
admitted that she'd been an ass in a relationship before. He'd met plenty 
of women who were asses in relationships, just never one who admitted it.  

“Didn't try to just tell him to get the fuck out?”  
“Are you really judging me here?”  
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“No. Just asking.” He knew she wasn't going to answer so he changed 
the subject. “Any family?”  

“A sister. Edie.”  
“Where is she?”  
“I— I actually don't know. She was in South America the last time I 

heard from her, but she was heading to Asia then. I haven't heard from 
her in a while.”  

That sounded... odd. “You worried?”  
“No. Sometimes there’s weeks between her being able to find a 

connection to email.”  
“No phone calls?”  
“Rarely. It's flakey, at best, and always really expensive for her. She's not 

hanging out in areas where they have things like that anymore. She called 
once in a while in the beginning.”  

“How long has she been away?”  
“Almost a year. She said she'd be away for a year, at least, so she might 

be back soon.”  
“What's she doing?”  
“Traveling. It's...”  
“Complicated,” he finished her sentence with a laugh. “I understand. 

Some kind of walkabout.”  
“Yes,” she said and smiled. She smiled a lot while talking about her 

sister; he assumed she meant a lot to her. “You're quite nice when you're 
not doing your best to piss me off.”  

“I'm not trying to piss you off. Agitate, maybe, but not piss off. I like 
you worked up,” he admitted.  

Their orders arrived and they ate while making small talk for the rest of 
the dinner. She mainly asked him about where he'd lived and his riding 
around. He tried to explain that it really was just going from one small 
town to another—one shit job to another—it hadn't been much more than 
that.  

“Dessert?” he asked, and she nodded.  
Watching her eat chocolate cake was fucking food porn, and he got a 

boner just watching her. And it got even worse. Some of the frosting fell 
from the spoon and down into her cleavage. With an embarrassed giggle, 
she scooped it up with her index finger and licked it off. To stifle a groan, 
he took a big mouthful of beer.  
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~oOo~ 

He pulled up outside my house and I got off and removed my helmet. I 
remembered the boyfriend I'd had—who I used to ride with—telling me 
that he liked me on a bike before he took me home because the vibrations 
got me horny. He was right. And I'd had a nice time. When Brick took a 
break from being an ass, he was nice company. But he stayed on his bike 
and took the helmet when I handed it to him.  

I took a shot. The way I figured it, this man'd had a lot of sex, was 
probably good at it, he wanted to have sex with me, and I hadn't had any 
in months. And that caveman part of my brain wanted to jump his bones, 
so why not?  

Some other things were pretty appealing as well. He was big, and if I 
was a very lucky girl he was proportional. A big dick on a guy who knew 
how to use it was very, very tempting at the moment. I looked at him, 
sitting on his bike and for the first time, he wasn't smiling, he was 
studying me. Finally I just said it.  

“Are you coming?”  
He leaned his elbow on the tank, looked at me, and nodded. Then he 

swung his leg over the bike, took the few steps that separated us and took 
my hand.  

“But I'm gonna try that bed of yours.”  
“It's okay. I can take the couch.”  
“No, you're not.” His arm went around my waist and swung me around, 

facing him. “But if you're nice, I'll eat you out first.”  
“How nice would I have to be?” I had missed that and not all guys did 

that on a one-night stand. Actually, quite few of them didn't. “I could be 
very nice if you promised me that.”  

“I bet you could,” he mumbled and started backing me up towards the 
door to the building. He pulled down the zipper on the jacket and pressed 
two fingers in my cleavage, grabbing on to the front of my bra. “Is that bra 
red?”  

“Yes.”  
Holding on to the front of the bra, he leaned down and kissed me. If his 

kisses were any indication of how he was in bed, I was in for a multiple 
orgasm night.  

Because that's how good it was. His tongue played with mine, his lips 
soft and now and then he nibbled my lower lip. His fingers slid down into 
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my bra and he stroked my nipple. My knees almost went out under me 
and with a chuckle, he broke off the kiss.  

“Maybe we should take this inside.”  
“Yes,” I said on an exhale.  
Most of our clothes were off before we even got to the bedroom—and 

my apartment wasn't that big.  
Brick lifted me up and threw me into the bed. There weren't that many 

men who'd been able to toss me around like that, and I liked it. I quite 
often felt big and clumsy when I was with guys, but not this one. Not at all. 
And when he stood by the edge of the bed, wearing nothing but his boxers, 
looking at me, I felt sexier than I ever had. His eyes raked my body, and 
then he looked up, meeting my stare.  

“Fucking hell, you are hot. Might just stand here, looking at you, while I 
jerk off.”  

I laughed and spread my legs. “Sure about that?”  
I was still wearing my panties and bra, but pulled a cup to the side, 

showing my breasts. He groaned, and with a knee on the bed, he leaned 
over me, pinching my nipple.  

“They're even better than I thought,” he smiled and leaned closer, 
giving it a lick. “Not even sure were to start on you, I wanna be all over 
you at once.”  

I pointed at my lips, as I liked his kisses. “I'd start here.”  
When he reached over her, I slipped my hand into his boxers, and I 

was not disappointed with what I found there. I could just barely get my 
hand around him and I didn't have small hands. He noticed me smiling.  

“Want that?”  
“Yes,” I panted.  
He stood up by the bed, grabbed my hips and pulled me towards the 

edge. Leaning over me, he slid the bra straps off my shoulders, and he 
didn't take his eyes off my breasts. Once again leaning over me, he 
grabbed my chin.  

“Ready?”  
I nodded. I was more than ready.  

~oOo~ 

Brick stroked Melanie’s side. Every part of her body felt good beneath his 
hands. She was soft, smooth, and all of her turned him on. There were no 
hard edges on her—curvy legs leading up to rounded hips, above them a 



© Lina Andersson 2014 
 

well-defined waist, and finally, those amazing fucking tits. Sliding his hand 
farther up, he cupped one of them in his hand. Much more than a handful 
and so soft. Nothing fake about them. She turned around and looked at 
him with a smile.  

“Wanna tell me why I can't call you Lanie?”  
“It's what Edie calls me.”  
“Okay.” He understood. He knew there was a story behind Edie going 

away and why Melanie looked like she talked about a daughter rather than 
a sister when she did. But he'd find out about it. Eventually.  

“Now what?” she asked.  
“I was thinking you'd give me a few minutes, and then we'd go for a 

second round.” He put his index finger under her chin and tilted her head 
up for a kiss. Even her mouth had curves to die for. Full and with a defined 
cupid bow. “And I think that mouth would look very nice around my dick.”  

“I think so, too,” she agreed. “So how do you like my bed?”  
“It's very comfortable. Think I'll camp out here a few nights a week for 

the foreseeable future—if you're okay with that?”  
“Would camping out in my bed include you pissing me off?”  
“No, but I'll agitate you to work you up.” He pushed her over to her 

back and lay on top of her, once again running his hands along the curve 
of her hip, waist and to her breasts. “And I'll make you cum, too. You'll 
like it.”  

“I think I will.”  
“I'm gonna make fucking sure you will.”  
He had no plans on letting her slip away anytime soon. A smart, sexy, 

funny woman who liked to ride and could drink whiskey as well as any of 
his fellow brothers—she was a keeper in his book. He was gonna take it 
slow, though. Make fucking sure he didn't scare her off, ease her into 
things. It would really piss him off if he fucked this up and let her slip 
away.  

 


