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More from the Riding Steele series

From Part 1

Laurie sat on the bed and wondered what to do next. If she just stayed up here, Steele was bound to come and get her. Maybe at that point his patient manner would change, just like Donovan’s charming manner had changed when he became annoyed with her. She didn’t want to chance it.

Anyway, she could use a cup of coffee, and she was getting hungry.

She walked to the door and grasped the heavy black doorknob, then turned it, her heart thumping loudly. She peered out the door and saw no one in the long, wide hallway. She slipped from the room and closed the door, then walked along the hardwood toward the stairs. She could hear masculine voices talking downstairs.

“There you are,” an unfamiliar male voice said behind her, then strong arms wrapped around her waist and she sucked in a breath as she was tugged through a doorway and spun around.

Laurie’s hair swirled in her face and she found herself encased in big strong arms, and a raspy masculine face brushed her cheek as the man’s mouth found hers through the curtain of hair. His tongue teased her lips but she turned her face away as she pushed against his chest.

“Baby, what’s wrong?” he asked as he loosened his hold, but didn’t let her go. Then he pushed back the hair covering her face. “Oh, shit.”

“Oh, shit is right,” a woman said behind her. “What are you doing, Rip?”

The man named Rip released Laurie and she scurried back, then he glanced at the woman in the doorway. She simply stared at him with an amused smile.

“Raven, I thought it was you. Those
are
your jeans with the rhinestones on the pockets.”

Raven pushed herself from the doorway and stepped forward.

“Because my ass looks like any other woman’s in those jeans.” She circled around behind Laurie. Then she smiled.

“Okay, if you think my ass is as great as that, you’re forgiven.” She stepped into Rip’s arms and kissed him, then he pulled her tighter and deepened the kiss.

Laurie just stood frozen to the spot. She was still trembling from being dragged into the bedroom with yet another rough biker. The fact that it had been a case of mistaken identity didn’t alleviate the rush of adrenaline through her.

Finally, the couple parted and the woman gazed at her, then stuck out her hand.

“Hi, I’m Raven.”

Laurie took the offered hand and shook it.

Raven nudged the man beside her, who had slipped his arm around her waist. “And this crazy man is Rip.”

Rip held out his hand, but Laurie couldn’t bring herself to take it. He drew it back.

“Sorry about the kiss. I didn’t mean to scare you,” he said.

Laurie pushed her shoulders back. “I wasn’t scared.”

Raven grinned. “You’re probably hungry. Shock makes a mean omelet and I smell bacon. Why don’t you go ahead down? We’ll be along later.”

Laurie nodded, then left the room. As she walked down the hall, they closed the door and from the way they’d looked at each other, she had no doubt about what the couple would be doing in there.

They didn’t seem to be worried about her escaping, but why should they knowing others were downstairs.

She started along the dark-stained oak hardwood toward the stairs again, her heart thumping. It had been dark when Wild Card had brought her in last night, but she remembered that on the main floor the stairway was a short straight path from the door. She took the first few steps down the solid wood stairs. She could see the entryway and the front door ahead. The stairway was wide, but closed on either side.

She clung to the smooth, wall-mounted wood railing as she continued. As she approached the bottom, she peered around. There was a large room with big sunny windows to the left and a small hall with a couple of doorways on the right. She could smell bacon from that direction.

Maybe the others were in the kitchen eating.

As quietly as she could, she hurried toward the door, then reached for the knob.

“Don’t even think about it.”

Steele’s commanding voice stopped her in her tracks. She couldn’t see him, but his voice came from the big, bright room on her left.

“Come in here and sit down,” he said.

Defeated, she turned away from her possible escape.

Wild Card, the man who kidnapped her last night and brought her here, came out of the room and walked toward her. He wasn’t as tall as Steele, but was still intimidating towering over her. She still remembered leaning against his big, hard chest, his arm around her waist as they had sped through the night on his motorcycle. And how frightened she’d been.

And still was.

She drew in a breath.

“You okay?” His hazel eyes were warm and concerned.

She shook her head. “I’ve been kidnapped and brought here against my will, and I’m being held captive.” She stared up at him with as much defiance as she could muster. “So to answer your question, no, I’m not all right.”

Instead of looking apologetic, he simply held her gaze. “I know you don’t like the situation you’re in, but I’m not sorry about bringing you here. Have you thought about what would have happened if I hadn’t come along and gotten you away from that asshole?”

A shiver shuddered through her.

“That guy was going to hurt you,” he continued, “and you know that. I couldn’t let that happen.”

He gestured toward the other room and she walked toward it.

As soon as she stepped into the big room, filled with sunshine from the huge windows overlooking a glittering lake, she was aware of Steele. He sat in a big armchair, his booted foot resting on the wooden coffee table with wrought iron trim in front of him as he stared outside, sipping from a steaming mug.

The blended décor continued through the rest of the house, with the log walls and heavy wooden cabinets and shelves, and the latest electronics tucked into place in the rustic furniture. The upholstered furniture was big and comfortable looking, in earth tones.

“You can sit at the table. Shock is making you some breakfast,” Wild Card said as he followed her.

Laurie walked to the dining table at the far end of the room and sat down.

“Coffee?” Wild Card picked up a thermal jug and poured steaming coffee into one of several empty mugs sitting on the table.

Laurie nodded, her throat too choked up from memories of last night and the way Donovan had treated her. And the realization that if this man hadn’t shown up, Donovan would have hurt her. If he’d stopped even pretending to be civilized, she was sure he was capable of raping her, beating her … hurting her badly. And with his money, he would make any potential consequences just go away.

Wild Card pushed the filled mug toward her, then poured another. Laurie poured cream into her cup, then added a spoonful of sugar and stirred. As she lifted the cup, the aroma helped draw her from her dark thoughts. When she took a sip, her taste buds danced at the delightful flavor.

Wild Card smiled. “Yeah, the people who own this place have great taste in coffee.”

Her gaze darted to his. “Did you break into this house?”

“No,” Steele said. “A friend arranged for us to stay here.”

A few minutes later, another tattooed man came into the room with a plate of food. He had the darkest brown eyes she’d ever seen, with an even darker rim around the edges. His hair was thick and wavy, long on top and cut tight at the sides, accentuating his ruggedly handsome face. On his bicep was a bright colored star tattoo. As he walked closer, she realized that there were two dragons, one red, one blue, framed in the star, facing each other, each with a claw on a single sphere between them.

He walked toward the table and smiled.

“Hi. My name’s Shock.” He placed the plate in front of her. “I hope you like western omelets.”

She glanced at the perfect half-moon-shaped omelet with two strips of bacon lying beside it and a sprig of parsley. It smelled heavenly. Who knew a rough-and-tumble, badass biker could cook. And with such a flourish.

She nodded. “Thank you.”

Shock poured himself a coffee and sat beside Steele.

Laurie ate in silence. She could only manage half of the omelet and didn’t even touch the bacon, before she pushed away the plate. She glanced at Steele, still taken aback at his stunning good looks. Her gaze shifted to Shock, then to Wild Card who sat across the table from her. He watched her but didn’t say anything.

She drew in a deep breath. “So what happens now?”

Wild Card pulled her plate toward him and grabbed a strip of bacon. “Well, since Shock cooked, I guess I’ll be doing dishes.”

She pursed her lips. “How long are you going to keep me here?”

“That’s a good question,” Steele said. “One I don’t have an answer for.”

Her stomach tightened. What did they want from her?

The sound of footsteps hurrying down the stairway and a woman laughing interrupted the flow of questions swirling through her brain. Raven burst around the corner followed by Rip. He grabbed her arm and pulled her back to him, then drew her into a deep kiss. She wore an oversized T-shirt and nothing else and when his arm tightened around her waist, the hem of the garment hiked up and Laurie assumed they’d all get a good view of lacy undies, or maybe bare flesh if Raven was wearing a thong, but the flash of red fabric under the shirt covered the essentials.

“I’m going into town to pick up the list of groceries Shock asked for,” Rip said. “Anyone else want anything?”

“If cream’s not on the list, add it,” Steele said.

“And more beer,” Shock added.

“Cream and beer. You got it.” Rip kissed Raven again. “You be good.”

Raven grinned. “Oh, I’ll be better than good. I’ll be exceptional.” She glanced at the men in the living room. “Right guys?”

“She’s always been exceptional when I’ve been with her,” Shock said with a grin.

“Me, too,” said Wild Card.

Rip chuckled then kissed her again. “I’ll see you when I get back.” He strode to the door and went outside.

“I’m going for a swim.” She smiled enticingly. “Anyone want to join me?”

“Not me,” Wild Card said. “I’m on cleanup duty.”

“And I’m resting up after slaving over a hot stove,” said Shock.

“Steele?”

He shook his head. “Maybe later, Rave.”

Her gaze slid to Laurie, but then flickered away. “Okay, you know where to find me.”

She walked to a big cupboard by the window and pulled out a beach towel, then slipped out the front door. Laurie watched her through the big window facing the driveway as she trotted along a grassy path heading toward bushes, instead of toward the beach they could see from the window facing the lake.
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