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ABOUT THE BOOK

Bringing home a human can only go two ways. All out war or death.

Robert Gage is surrounded by sex and his wolf is ready to climb the walls. He doesn't
need
a mate, but he could use an outlet for his frustration. Someone to warm his bed until morning and then go on her way. He especially doesn't
need
a human woman who likes to poke her adorable nose in everyone's business. Except her scent and her curves are already messing with his head.
 

Sienna has about had it with the male species after her latest boyfriend leaves her behind with a stupid note and a mountain of debt. Unfortunately, the only job she can get is in a bar full of rough and scary bikers that seem to think she's an easy lay. She's about to teach them a ball-breaking lesson when one of them growls and the other turns into a creature right out of her worst nightmare.

Now a hunk-a-licious big biker is screaming at her to run because her life depends on it. He wants to take her home where she'll be safe. Yeah...okay.

Chapter One

Sienna Templeton squeezed her steering wheel as she stared at the run down bar across the parking lot. The long row of bikes parked out in front of the building taunted her, making her more nervous than normal. The idea of working in a biker bar almost made her break out in hives. Not only did it sound vaguely dangerous, she had no idea if she’d fit in.
 

However, this was it as far as job prospects went. All of her other options were exhausted and this was the only opening she hadn’t already applied for and been turned down. The — she glanced up at the red lettered sign above the front door — Thunderhog Roadhouse, was her last chance at avoiding bankruptcy court or at the very least homelessness.
 

Ever since she discovered her boyfriend of sixteen months, thirteen days and one ridiculous hour had split town with the entirety of their savings and anything she owned of value after racking up thousands of dollars in charges on her credit card, she'd been camped out on her best friend's couch while looking for a new job.

That was six weeks ago and she was either going to get her own place or end up in jail for killing Marcy, her best friend and sex addict. God love her, she was a good woman with a great heart, but to live with her was the equivalent of a new level of hell.
 

She kept odd hours due to her job as a rotating nurse at several hospitals and she played lover's roulette with what felt like half the male staff. This meant that any given time of day or night some strange guy or guys would come through the apartment, often naked, asking if she wanted to join in.

No, she most certainly did
not
.
 

Sienna didn't want to look down on Marcy's swinging lifestyle, but when she was confronted with it on an almost daily basis it made her crazy and a little grossed out.
 

So much for moving back to her small hometown and a simpler life. It was crazier here in Sweetwater, Tennessee than anything she'd seen while living in Nashville.

The shrill ring of Sienna's cell phone went off and she dug through her purse to find it. From the tone alone she knew it had to be an unidentified caller. She scooped it up and looked at the screen. An eight hundred number she didn't recognize. Which meant another bill collector had found her. She sighed, putting the phone on silent and dropping it back into her purse.
 

Time to get her ass out of the car and get this show on the road. Somehow someway she'd get this waitressing job if only to save herself from having to apply over at the Redneck Resort out by the highway. She'd much rather deal with surly bikers over redneck tourists watching her climb into the mud-wrestling ring any day.

Sienna exited her car and walked toward the dilapidated building and the new beginning she needed. She stopped in front of the door and started second guessing her outfit. The jean skirt that fell below her knees was the only thing she owned that might make her fit in at a rough place like this, but with her recent stress eating it was pretty snug across her butt.
 

Fortunately, she’d paired it with a hot pink silk shirt with short sleeves that drew the eye to her well endowed chest instead of her ever spreading ass. Her well-worn and well-loved snake skin cowboy boots that had definitely seen better days, topped off what she hoped would be suitable attire.
 

With one last deep breath, she pulled open the door and stepped into the dim interior. At first she couldn’t see a thing as her eyes adjusted to the darkness after the bright light of the Tennessee sun.

“Can I help you?” An amused male voice came from her left.
 

“I—uh—” She still couldn’t see very well, but turned in the direction of the voice anyway.
 

“She looks confused.” this time she heard a female voice. “You lost?”

Sienna shook her head and stepped closer to the bar at the back of the room. Her eyes had finally adjusted and she saw a tall, wide man standing behind the bar next to the taps and a much older woman sitting behind the bar with a laptop in front of her.

“Not lost,” she said, her gaze going back and forth between the man and the woman. “I’m here to apply for the waitressing job.”

The woman took off her glasses and surveyed Sienna from head to toe. “I don’t think so.”

Sienna stared at her, stunned into silence for several long seconds before her brain kicked back in. “Excuse me?”

The woman peered down her nose. “Honey, you can’t work here. These boys will eat you alive. And I ain’t got time to babysit you.”

Her back stiffened at the woman’s dismissive words. “I didn’t ask to be babysat, I’m asking to apply for a waitressing job. I’ve got experience and “these boys” as you put it, will not be eating me alive.”

She wasn’t sure what came over and she had a hunch her smart mouth pretty much killed the deal, but after the day she’d had she was in no mood for someone’s grandma to dismiss her without even giving her a chance.

The man standing at the taps whistled long and low. “She might look out of place, but she’s got sass. Maybe you should give her a chance.”

The older woman turned to him, rising from her seat. “Shut up, Luke.” She walked around the bar and approached Sienna.

“Why does someone like you want to work in a bar full of bikers, who will most certainly chew you up and spit you out every time you get near them.”

Again, she bristled at the woman’s words, but this time swallowed down the retort sure to get her kicked out. Instead she decided a healthy dose of the truth was called for. “I need a job like yesterday. I’ve got a mountain of bills courtesy of an asshole that walked out on me and if I don’t get enough money soon to get an apartment of my own, I’m going to end up a sex addict just like my friend Marcy and I really don’t want to be a sex addict.”

For several long beats no one said anything. Then the man named Luke burst into loud, deep-throated laughter that filled the room. “Now you’ve got to hire her, Mae. If for no other reason than the poor girl doesn’t want to become a sex addict.” He laughed harder, drawing attention from some of the bikers concentrated at the other end of the room.
 

Sienna bit her lip to keep from laughing herself. She had no idea what possessed her to say those things. The words just popped out.

“Go see if those boys need refills, me and—”
 

“Sienna.”

“Me and Sienna are going to talk for a minute.”

“Oh for fuck’s sake, Mae. Just give her the waitress test. If she fails, she fails. It ain’t like we aren’t desperate for help around here. Might as well give her a shot.”

Mae’s eyes narrowed on Luke, her face transforming into a very scary woman.
 

He held up his hands in surrender. “Okay, I’m going.” And he did, walking around the bar and towards the big group of leather clad men huddled around several tables pulled together.

When Sienna turned back to Mae, she found the woman studying her. “You aren’t the first one to come in here with a sad story that I sent right on back out of here, but I gotta say that’s the first time anyone said they’d become some kinda sex addict if they didn’t get a job.”

She started to say something, but Mae cut her off.

“Don’t say anymore, you might mess up the generosity I’m feeling. You got experience serving drinks?”

She nodded.

“In a bar?”

“Restaurant. Through four years of college.”

“Good enough for now I guess.” Mae reached behind the bar and pulled out a small black waist apron with the Thunderhog logo emblazoned across the front of it. “Here, put this on.”

Sienna blinked, unsure what to say or do. “Now?”

“Yep. Waitress test is now or never. You’ve got from now till closing to prove to me you can handle this job. I don’t think you can.”

About to ask if the she was crazy, Sienna paused. “You don’t know me from Adam. To say you don’t think I can handle the job is a bit harsh.”

The woman shrugged. “Call em how I see em, sweetheart. You wanna prove me wrong? Then take this apron and do it. Talk is cheap creampuff.”

Feeling a little incensed, but more than ready to take on the challenge, she pasted a smile she didn’t feel an ounce of and tied the apron around her waist.

“Everything you need is in those pockets. Normally we let the waitresses handle the cash out from the apron and then settle up after closing, but not during the test. You’ll have to bring all your checks up to the register and let Luke ring them out for you. Whatever tips you bring in tonight are yours to keep whether you pass or fail. Any questions?”

“Where do I start? Will I have a section?”

Mae snorted. “Floor’s yours babe. Wouldn’t be much of a test if we only gave you a section now would it?”

She guessed not.

“Here this’ll help you keep up with the serving and clearing all the empties.” The silver haired demon, as she was becoming, reached underneath the bar and returned with a small tray. “Oh and babe, one more thing. If you’d like to see some decent tips, I’d suggest you at least undo a couple of those buttons on your fancy pants shirt. Can’t do much about your church skirt, but some cleavage might help.”

Sienna looked down at her clothes and shook her head. When she’d dressed before the trip over here she’d done the best she could and thought she looked pretty good. With no other waitress in sight there was no other reference to figure out exactly how far off she was.

“Is there a uniform or something I should know about?”

Mae clucked. Seriously clucked at her.

“This ain’t hooters, babe. But like it or not it’s a fact that tips in a joint like this begin and end with a little bit of skin.” She stepped a little closer and lowered her voice. “These roughnecks aren’t all that hard to please, but they ain’t looking to come in a place called Thunderhog and be greeted by a kindergarten teacher. You get me?”

I nodded. “Yeah.”

“Good. Now get down there and find out who needs a fresh drink. Prove you really want this job.”

Sienna nodded, turning toward the bikers. She had not come prepared to start work that very minute, but she had nowhere else to be and this was farther than she’d gotten with any of the other interviews she suffered through.
 

You can do this.

She shook out her hair, tugged the skirt around her hips once again and started to—

Mae’s lecture on skin still ran through her head. Fine, whatever. She hastily undid two buttons and tucked the ends of her blouse tight enough in her waistband that the shirt drew taught across her breasts. The little, sharp tongued boss wanted skin, she’d give a little skin. Generous tips sounded like a great idea.
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