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   There are a ton of people that I’d like to thank but I don’t have the space. 
 
   First, I want to thank Frank Margini for being the cover model for Creed. After talking with you, you are beyond amazing! You are such a sweet, good-hearted person! I can’t thank you enough for this. Everyone  LOVES looking at you on there!
 
   Second is Melisa Gillis. Without her, I wouldn’t have had the pleasure of talking to Frank! I really appreciate all of your help. I am so excited about this cover! You’re a great friend!
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   Creed
 
    “Nice pass!” Hollering at my best friend Jason from the stands, his sister Jada slaps me.
 
   “Creed! Do you have to yell in my damn ear?”  That pretty little blonde haired brown eyed piece of hot ass sits next to me looking perfect as always.
 
   I have known Jason and Jada for the last ten years. My family moved in next door to them when I was thirteen. Jason and Jada are twins and Jason has been the best friend I could have ever asked for.  
 
   Jason got me when no one else did. He made me feel like I was worthy of having him as a friend when everyone else turned their backs on the strange new kid. We went to high school together until I graduated and now I sit here watching him play in one of his last football games of his high school career.
 
   “You know we could always sneak out behind the snack stand sweetheart.” Wiggling my eyebrows at Jada, I see the slight blush that creeps up her neck.  I have lusted after this girl for so fucking long. Jason always told me to stay away from her though; I have tried so hard to do just that.
 
   “You are a pig. Didn’t you sneak out there the other day with Melissa?” The fake shudder that she throws off makes me smile. I would give anything to fuck this girl senseless. One day.
 
   Turning my attention back to the game, I try to keep thoughts of Jada’s naked body out of my head. Feeling her sliding against me while I plunge inside of her. Fuck, my dick’s getting hard already.
 
   “Did I make you remember her?” Jada leans closer to me, whispering in my ear while she looks at my ever-hardening dick in my jeans. She knows she’s doing it to me.
 
   Reaching over I grip her around the back of her neck.
 
   “The only person that has my dick hard is you. One fuckin’ day, Jada.” Sticking my tongue out, I run it across her bottom lip watching her shiver. I love the reactions I get out of her even though I shouldn’t.
 
   Jada watches my eyes, breathless. I know she fucking wants me as much as I want her, she just won’t admit it because of Jason, and I don’t push it for the same reason. 
 
   We watch the rest of the game in an awkward silence. I can feel the tension rolling off her, she fucking wants me. Jada and I have always had an awkward tension between us. We both know we want each other but we both respect Jason too much to act on it.
 
   With the game over and the crowd screaming since we just won, I head towards the field with a huge smile on my face. 
 
   “That was a nice game J.”  Throwing my arm around his shoulder, I congratulate him. Star of the football team, he deserves much more.
 
   “Thanks Creed. We got fucking playoffs man.” Jason is super excited and I can’t blame him. He has thrown himself into football and trains hard. He wants to play college ball so he works his ass off.
 
   “We celebratin’ tonight?” Jason gives me a sideways glance making me laugh. I should have known the answer to that.
 
   “I’ll meet you over at Jerry’s. I’m hitting the shower.”  Standing there, I watch my best friend head to the locker room. I couldn’t be prouder of him if I tried.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada
 
   “Your brother is so hot.” Cher says as she bounces along next to me as I walk back towards the parking lot.
 
   “You’re demented.” I say shaking my head as Cher laughs. She is about my only friend here aside from Creed and my brother. She has always been a little out there if you know what I mean. She is a good friend though and that I cherish.
 
   “I saw what Creed was doing to you back there. When are you going to just hook up with him?” she asks.  Turning to look at her, I shake my head.
 
   “For one thing, he is fucking vulgar. Another, he’s Jason’s friend and I wouldn’t get in the middle of that. Besides, he is the biggest player I have ever met in my life.” Cher nods knowing I’m telling the truth. There has always been something about Creed that has pushes my buttons and draws me in but I stay my distance just like Jason asked. 
 
   My brother may be the same age as me but he acts like the older brother. He watches out for me and makes sure I stay out of trouble.
 
   “He’s so fucking hot, though.” Cher is a mess of a girl when she thinks a guy is hot. I will never hear the end of this.
 
   “He is hot. I never said he wasn’t. He’s just off limits.” As I climb into the car, Cher gets in the passenger seat. 
 
   I pull out of the parking lot and head towards the house. We are all going to the big after party at one of the other football player’s house. He’s one of the rich kids at our school and likes to show it off at these parties.
 
   “You think Creed will be there?” Glancing over as I drive, I know what she’s doing. 
 
   “I’m not doing it, Cher.” Giggling slightly she lets up a little. Cher is little miss matchmaker of the so-called strange kids. My brother is a complete jock but I fit into the strange category perfectly. I never was popular and I never really cared. I mean, I would love to have the friends my brother has but I’m ok just being me.
 
   As I pull into the driveway, I find myself looking over at Creed’s house. We have been neighbors for a long time. He’s always been nice to me because of Jason.
 
   Our houses are so close together that Creed used to jump from his roof to ours and the three of us would sit outside on the roof and talk for hours.
 
   “Let’s go get sexy.” Cher says and jumps out running towards the house while I lag behind like usual. 
 
   Parties aren’t really my thing, never have been. I go to support my brother and of course because Cher is mental.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Creed
 
   Sitting at this damn party waiting for Jason is like having my fucking teeth ripped out. I don’t usually mind the stares but fuck, it gets old.
 
   I catch a glimpse of Cher and I know Jada’s hot ass isn’t far behind. Like if she was cued in with music, there she is walking into the room.
 
   My heart rate speeds up when I see her in that tiny dress she has on. She doesn’t know the things she does to me. I don’t know that anyone has made me feel the way Jada does and I haven’t even touched her, but god do I want to.
 
   “You look fuckin’ sexy as hell.” I sneak up behind Jada and whisper against her neck. I watch the shiver roll over her body as my breath tickles her skin.
 
   “Where’s my brother?” Jada tries to play off the shiver like I didn’t see it. Yeah, right girl. Nice try. 
 
   “Not here yet. Fuck, Jada.” My hands come up to rest on her waist, her ass pushing against my hard on.  Damn this girl for making me feel like this.
 
   “What are you doing, Creed?” My name leaving her lips sounding so damn good. It would sound better if I was balls deep inside of her though.
 
   “Jada, you know we both want it. I don’t know why you won’t let me have you.”  I swipe my tongue up her neck when a soft moan escapes her lips. Fuck, now that I like.
 
   “What are you two doing?” Jason the cock blocker shows up just in time to ruin my moment and a perfectly good hard on.
 
   “Nothin’. Just checkin’ on her.” Pulling back, I spin around to look at my boy. 
 
   “Uh huh. Let’s go find some drinks. Jada you good?” Jada nods her head before walking off, my eyes glued to her ass the whole time she walks the other way.
 
   Jason’s hand slams into my chest causing me to gasp while I was watching her ass and not paying attention.
 
   “What the fuck?” My hand flies to my chest as I look at him.
 
   “Stop trying to fuck my sister.” Jason shakes his head as he walks away smiling. One day I will get that girl’s ass. Jason just doesn’t know it yet, but that girl holds a piece of me.
 
   I follow Jason outside and watch as he works the girls. He always was a girl magnet for his jock appearance and me, well; I’m the badass with the tattoos. 
 
   “Hey man, I’m going to run down to Jonny’s for a few more cases. You keep an eye on Jada?” I respect Jason for the way he looks out for his sister. He has always been that way.
 
   “Sure thing.” I say tipping my bottle towards him; my eyes scan the room for Jada. When I find her across the room smiling and talking animatedly with one of the other football players I feel an ache in my chest.  
 
   I’ve always harbored feelings for her but I always thought it was from growing up with her. As I get older and my life sits still at a crossroads, I realize it’s more than that. 
 
   Jada hasn’t always had the easy life. Her mom was a single parent after their dad left them when they were 2. Her mom always seemed more in tune with Jason and Jada was just kind of there. It always tugged at something in me to see the way she was treated but I never said anything.
 
   I run my eyes up and down those sexy as hell legs of Jada’s before I hear screaming. When I turn my head, I see Jerry rushing towards us in tears.
 
   “There’s an accident! It looks bad.” He isn’t looking at anyone in general but I can feel it in my bones. Something happened to Jason. 
 
   With a glance at Jada, she nods and I take off running.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada
 
   Something in my gut told me something was wrong. I could feel it deep inside. I knew it was Jason before anyone ever said a word to me. I saw the look in Creed’s eyes too when he looked at me, he felt it.
 
   There has always been a strange connection between Jason and Creed, one I never did understand. They are complete opposites. Jason is a jock where Creed is a straight up bad boy. I guess there is something deeper to the two that I will never know.
 
   Running down the road my heart slams in my chest. I don’t know for sure that it was Jason but I have the feeling. 
 
   Dead stopping when I see the mangled car wrapped around the telephone pole my heart stops. It’s Jason’s car. 
 
   “Shit!” I hear someone yell behind me before Cher’s hands are on my shoulders. I can’t move. I stand there not speaking as I take in the scene before me. 
 
   “There’s Creed.” Cher points over my shoulder as my eyes follow her gaze.
 
   Creed is on the ground a few feet away from the car. He’s holding someone in his arms as he screams. Shaking my head, I just know it is Jason. I can’t force myself to move, though.
 
   “Oh god!” Cher screams in my ear as the paramedics and police start pulling up. I can see the struggle Creed is having with the paramedics. 
 
   Finally forcing my legs to move, I head towards him. 
 
   “Jada, wait!” Cher hollers at me but I don’t stop now. I have to see if it’s Jason.
 
   Suddenly before I can get close enough, Creed is on his feet moving towards me, blood staining his clothes. My eyes travel over him, that’s a lot of blood.
 
   Creed’s hands grip my shoulders pushing me back before he speaks.
 
   “You don’t want to go over there.” I can see the tears leaking down his face as my heart rips in two. It has to be bad if Creed is crying.
 
   “I need to see him Creed.” Trying to push my way past him doesn’t work. He just blocks me again.
 
   “NO! You don’t want to go over there.” His voice gets louder as I look up at him. A now serious look crosses his face. I need to see my brother. 
 
   Slamming my fists into his chest, he finally gives up and lets me past him. I run around him as his head drops and he was right.
 
   I didn’t need to see that.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    Creed
 
   It was hard to say goodbye to my best friend today. My heart doesn’t feel whole anymore. I never thought I would lose him and now that he’s gone, I’m unsettled. 
 
   Climbing out onto the roof, I hear Jada crying. She has been on that rooftop for the last 4 days but I didn’t have the balls to go over to her. I know she needs someone to talk to but what the fuck kind of comfort can I offer her? I’m a complete fucking mess myself but I know her mother isn’t doing anything to help her.
 
   Taking in a deep breath, I climb from our rooftop to hers. I see her sitting, curled in ball a sobbing mess.
 
   “Can I sit?” Her head pops up to look at me but I just get a small nod. Seeing Jada like this is crushing me inside. 
 
   “I miss him too.”  Putting my arm around her, I pull her against my body. Something inside of me cracks wide open. I know I shouldn’t be feeling like this with her but I do. She awakens something inside of me.
 
   “I shouldn’t have let him go.” Jada cries as she turns and wraps herself around me. I know this is completely wrong but my dick is stirring now. 
 
   “It wasn’t you. I let him go. I should have gone or gone with him.” Jada’s head snaps up from my shoulder looking me in the eyes.
 
   “Don’t say that! If you would have gone too I would have lost both of you!” There’s a panic in her now. Jada and I were never super close but we are friends. I never thought she would react this way.
 
   “If I went you would still have Jason.” While trying to reason with her she does the unthinkable.
 
   Leaning in she brushes her lips over mine. That strain in my jeans now evident to her where she’s sitting in my lap with her arms around my neck. What started as a hug is turning into something she never wanted. Or I don’t think she did.
 
   “Jada.” Her name comes from my lips as more of a warning than anything else. She doesn’t stop though and that’s what’s killing me.
 
   Kissing her soft lips, I lose myself in her. She tastes amazing and I want to taste her even more. I deepen our kiss as she rocks in my lap. This is going to end badly.
 
   “I need you Creed.” Her voice is so soft, like a feather caressing my skin. The way my body shudders from her touch is nothing I’ve experienced before.
 
   “You’re just hurtin’ right now Jada.” Her eyes catch a new fire that blazes into me. 
 
   “No, I need to feel. I want to feel Creed. I haven’t felt anything in days. Just make me feel.” Her lips are on my neck before I can respond to her. Her tongue swiping up and down is killing me right now. 
 
   My eyes roll back at the feelings she’s instilling in me. Without prompting my hands roam around her waist pulling her closer into me. The only thing running through my head is how wrong this is. Jason didn’t want any of this.
 
   “Your brother wouldn’t want this.”  The words barely come out; she has me choking for air.
 
   “He isn’t here anymore. Please Creed.” I don’t miss the begging or the sadness in her voice when she speaks but at the same time, I don’t know if I can pull away from her now.
 
   Flipping us in one motion, I lay her on the roof with my body looming over her. She looks so beautiful even through the tears. The tears just intensify her beauty.
 
   Running a hand over her cheek, I need to tell her something important but I don’t want to ruin this moment with her.
 
   Swallowing hard, I look into her sad lost eyes.
 
   “I’m leavin’ town.” Jada swallows hard, her chest heaving. 
 
   “You can’t.” Her tears start falling harder before I lean in and kiss her. I hate that she feels like this and the fact that I’m causing her any more pain but I can’t stay around here.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada
 
   He’s leaving me too. That’s the only thing flying around in my brain right now. How can I lose him too? I just lost Jason and my mom doesn’t like me much. I’m lost.
 
   “You sure you want this?” I love how sweet he’s being right now but I know Creed is a player. I’ll be another notch on his belt but that’s fine with me. I just need this, no I need him.
 
   Nodding my head, he pulls back and yanks his jeans down as I shimmy out of my own. Lying in just a t-shirt Creed smiles down at me, his hard on clear for me to see. Thank god it’s dark out.
 
   Creed is gentle as he moves my legs to make room for him to slide in between.
 
   “Jada, I thought you were a virgin?” Suddenly the realization hits me. How the hell does he even know that anyway?
 
   “Are you kidding me? Get the fuck off me!” I don’t know why I’m so angry or why what he said even matters. He’s here isn’t he?
 
   “Don’t fuckin’ move.” His hands are on my shoulders pushing me back against the roof. His eyes search mine, for what I don’t know.
 
   “Just forget it, Creed.” The tears clog my throat, a blush creeping up my cheeks. I’m so embarrassed right now. 
 
   “Oh god!” I cry out as Creed slides inside of me quickly. Rocking his hips slowly, he looks me in the eyes. I wasn’t expecting him to do that!
 
   “I don’t want to hurt you, Jada.”  I shake my head to reassure him that he isn’t hurting me and that I need this from him. I know his words were meant to be taken in a different way too; I just can’t take it right now.
 
   Creed moves slowly inside of me at first but when I pull at his back, he speeds up.
 
   The feeling of him inside of me is something I never expected. The pleasure flows through me when his lips come down on my neck.
 
   Whines and whimpers fall from my lips before he captures those too.
 
   His tongue sneaks into my mouth as he plunges into me. I never knew his lips could feel so good against my own.
 
   Creed pulls back but his determination doesn’t slow down. He slams into me rougher and harder with each thrust. 
 
   His eyes burn into me something dark taking over him. 
 
   “Creed.”  I watch him for a reaction but there isn’t one, he’s lost. He’s inside of himself, he’s gone.
 
   His hips roll and I feel like he’s breaking me in half. Something is happening inside of him, something fierce and scary.
 
   Lifting my leg, he pushes in harder as tears run down my cheeks. He’s using me, just like I knew he would and I asked for it.
 
   Feeling him explode inside of me should have been fulfilling but it wasn’t. It was horrifying and painful. 
 
   Creed pulls out of me and grabs his jeans, sliding them back on before reaching for my hand. I let him pull me up wrapping his arms around me.
 
   “I’m sorry Jada. I didn’t mean to…. Fuck! I need to go. I’m so fuckin’ sorry.” 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Creed
 
   One year later
 
   “Lay still motherfucker. You’re  makin’ this shit worse.” Growling out between my teeth, I press the end of my gun closer to this assholes head. I don’t know why they have to wiggle and cry when we show up. You knew we were coming.
 
   “Please, just don’t shoot me. I know I owe you but I just need time.” The fucking loser Dan lies on the floor in a puddle of his own fucking tears. I shake my head as I look at him damn near pissing his own pants. What kind of man is he?
 
   “You know we come to collect, Dan. I think my brother there warned you a few times too didn’t you Trig?” Looking over at my boy, he nods while he ransacks the office were in.
 
   “Come on, Creed. You don’t have to do this.” I hate when they beg me. It annoys the fuck out of me and the fact that I don’t have a heart anymore, well that  just makes it that much easier on me.
 
   “Last chance. You have the money or not?” Shoving the gun closer to his head, I’m really getting irritated with all this shit. I always get sent out on the kill runs and it’s really pissing me off. I guess since Pres. knows I will fucking shoot anything and everything in sight that I’m top choice.
 
   “I don’t have..” I don’t let him finish that sentence. I pull the trigger and watch his now lifeless body lay there. Visions of Jason’s lifeless body replace his. His eyes were half open although he looked peaceful. 
 
   Jason wasn’t wearing a seatbelt when he lost control and hit that pole. He was thrown from the car and they said he died on impact. The paramedics said he didn’t feel a thing but I don’t believe that. Everyone feels pain. Here I am a year later and I still fucking feel it like it was yesterday.
 
   “You alright brother?” Trig’s voice pulls me back to reality. Looking up I realize just how lost I was in my own mind. That’s usually where I am though, inside myself.
 
   “Yeah, I’m good. We ready?”  Trig nods his head as we grab what we can and head out the door. Taking one last look over my shoulder at the life I just took, something settles over me.
 
   This is what I’ve become in the last year. I have become a killer.
 
   “You want to grab a beer before we head back?” Trig slaps a hand on my shoulder. I guess getting back later wouldn’t hurt shit.
 
   “Fuck it.” I say shrugging as we walk a few blocks down to the local bar and head inside. We never have a care in the world these days. Business is running smoothly and so is my trigger finger.
 
   “Hot damn look at the pussy in this joint.” Trig chuckles next to me as I scan the room. It’s an older style bar, not a club run. There are a lot of nice looking bitches in here.
 
   “Trig, I think you made my fuckin’ night, brother.” I smile over at him before I order a beer and head towards the back booth.
 
   A hot piece of ass follows me back there and I know what she wants. 
 
   “Hey there handsome.” Her long red hair is streaming down her neck. I’d like to fucking pull that while I’m behind her. Dirty thoughts are running rampant in my mind right now.
 
   “How are you, gorgeous? Wanna take a seat?” Scooting over, her green eyes blaze to life. Her hand lands on my thigh as it works closer to my dick. A few strokes and she has me hard as a rock. Shit, that didn’t take long.
 
   “You like that darlin’?” She licks her lips and hot fuck; I want to come all over those. 
 
   “You picked that ass up quick brother.” Trig slides in across from us making her a little uneasy.
 
   “She was just about to show me what those fuckin’ lips of hers can do.” The little red heads hand tightens on my thigh when I grip her wrist. Fuck this bitch; she started this now she is going to finish it.
 
   “I don’t think that’s a good idea.” Glaring over at her, I narrow my eyes. She doesn’t fucking realize who the hell we are or what we just did but I’d hate to have to show her.
 
   “You’ll give my boy there anythin’ he wants sweetheart, if you don’t want your brains all over that motherfuckin’ wall.” Something breaks in Trig. I’ve never heard him talk to a woman like that and I can’t say that I don’t like it. I’m not the type that’s violent towards women usually.
 
   Feeling her shudder at his words just makes me harder. I am one twisted fuck these days I guess.
 
   “Get to it.” Snapping at her, she flinches slightly before reaching for my zipper. She drags my dick out slowly before licking her lips again.
 
   “Baby, get your fuckin’ sweet lips wrapped around me now.” Growling she leans down quickly.
 
   As soon as her mouth is wrapped around me, she bobs her head up and down. I knot my hand in the back of her hair forcing her to take me deeper. I want this bitch to gag on the sheer size of me.
 
   “That’s right. Suck it hard.” Growling I can feel my heart rate kick up. Damn her lips are amazing. The suction this girl puts behind it has me bucking my hips to meet her.
 
   Glancing over I see Trig with his hand under the table. Nasty motherfucker is getting himself off to this.
 
   I feel my fucking balls tighten up. I jerk my dick out of her mouth but keep her head in place. I spray my seed all over her face. She is going to be a fucking sticky mess when she gets up.
 
   “Lick it up darlin’. Every fuckin’ drop.” Pushing back towards her lips, I finish up before moving her to the side to tuck my dick back in my jeans. 
 
   Red sits up and wipes at her face before grabbing for the napkins and trying to clean herself off. Good luck.
 
   “You look good like that baby.” Trig adjusts himself while he watches her wiping at her face. She doesn’t look too happy though.
 
   “You want to hang out?” She takes the chance to ask me but that isn’t going to happen.
 
   “Hell no. You did your job.” Redness creeps across her face before she quickly slides out of the seat and Trig laughs.
 
   “Fuck man. That was nice.” Trig laughs before I motion to the waitress for some more beers.
 
   “That was fuckin’ very nice. Glad we came.” I lean back and wait for my beer to arrive.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Creed
 
   Four years later
 
    “Give me another beer.” Yelling down the bar at the pretty little whore with big tits may not have been necessary but I still did it. 
 
   The club sent us out on a run that went to hell. A few drinks aren’t going to drown that shit out anytime soon.
 
   “Here you go, Creed. Let me know if you need anything else and I mean anything.” Leaning across the bar so her tits spill from the top of her low cut shirt, she gives me an eye full. God I love these Angel chasers. That’s what we call the whores around here.
 
   “What the fuck is goin’ on, Creed?” Fly, the club VP sits down next to me motioning for his own drink. Shit, this motherfucker is the last person I wanted to deal with today.
 
   “Shit happened Fly. It is what it is.” Tipping my beer up to take a long drink before Fly’s hand knocks the bottle from mine. That officially seals the deal on my bad mood.
 
   I stand up and grab Fly by the back of his neck before my other hand connects with his jaw. I’ve had just about enough shit for one day.
 
   Fists fly and we go into an all-out battle. Fly has never liked me from the day I started prospecting to the day I was patched in. He needs to grow a fucking pair and realize that I’m moving up the ranks and his old ass might lose his spot, that’s what it all comes down to.
 
   “What the fuck?”  Hands land on my shoulders yanking me back when I see the same being done to Fly.
 
   “Fly, take a fuckin’ walk.” Sharp, the club president, growls between his teeth. He doesn’t tolerate fighting in the clubhouse but I don’t tolerate fucking assholes either. 
 
   “What the fuck is goin’ on around this motherfucker? Every goddamn second is a fight around here!” Clearly, Sharp is pissed. I guess that makes two of us.
 
   “VP or not, this motherfucker is done messin’ around with me. He wants to square up, I’m fuckin’ game.” Sliding my sunglasses back in place over my eyes, I ignore the stares. I don’t give a fuck about much anymore, not since Jason died. All I am to this club is a fucking killer. A shot man or at least that’s the way I see it.
 
   “Look, Creed. I know you think you’re fuckin’ invincible but fuck man! One day that shit is goin’ to catch up to you.” Sharp tries to lower his voice and talk to me. He knows my past and all about Jason, he knows that’s why I am the way I am today, not that it makes a difference.
 
   “Sharp, I don’t care brother. I have nothin’ to live for besides this club. Pretty sure none of you motherfuckers will miss me either.” Reaching around him, I grab another beer taking a long pull from the bottle.
 
   “Watch your fuckin’ ass will you?”  Nodding my head, I walk towards my room. Fuck all these guys. As much as I think I need them, in reality there is nothing I need. Nothing but her and that is long gone.
 
   Dropping onto my bed, the door cracks open and Jenny, a small little blonde walks in swishing her ass. Fuck, my dick is stirring. 
 
   “You need to be alone?” Shaking my head, she walks in. I eye her up and down in those little tiny shorts and half a fucking shirt. That’s what I like about Jenny; she will suck a dick like a pro and not stay long after. She isn’t attached and that’s how I like it.
 
   Jenny drops to her knees in front of me while I light up a joint. I’d rather be high as fuck and not think about those lips that aren’t Jada’s.
 
   “Rough ride?” Jenny’s blue eyes look up at me with a slight concern. Jenny is one of the Angel chasers that are always around here trying to be someone’s old lady. In fucking reality she is nothing more than a common whore. 
 
   “Yeah, real fucked up.” Puffing the joint, I watch as Jenny gets to work. Her blonde curls bouncing with each bob of her head. There’s a small pleasure I get when she sucks me off but nothing ever fully satisfies me. Not since that day on the roof so many fucking years ago.
 
   “Fuck girl!” Growling as my hand falls down to her head, I can’t get her to suck me deep enough. I push her head down and force her to take me all the way, well, as much as she can anyways.
 
   “Yeah, like that! Fuckin’ suck it good.”  My balls tighten when I feel her tongue sweeping around. Fuck me, I haven’t felt that good in a while. A few more sucks and that’s it for me.
 
   I fucking come all in her mouth watching her take it all from me.
 
   Jenny finishes pulling my dick out of her mouth while she licks away any come she may have lost before standing.
 
   “You want to fuck me now?” Jenny starts to strip her clothes off but I shake my head.
 
   “Nope. Got shit to do.” Reaching over I grab my wooly pulling it back on my head before I head out of the room. I have zero time to deal with her tonight.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada 
 
   Sitting in the back of this dingy bar I have a horrible feeling in the pit of my stomach. Whenever I feel like this that usually means Kenny is here and I’m about to get my ass beat again.
 
   This is what my life has become in the last few years. I left my mom’s house a little after Jason died and stayed with Cher until she went off to college. After that, there wasn’t really anywhere else for me to go. 
 
   I got a job at a little hotel working the front desk. That’s where I met Kenny. Him and his motorcycle club, Shadows Heat was meeting some people there.
 
   Kenny was from a whole different world than I was. He was rough and hard-core and I wanted something different, craved it.
 
   We hooked up after that and he brought me into his world. The world of the unknown was scary at first but I kind of fit in now. At least as much as I can.
 
   “Why are you sittin’ back here?” As if on cue, there is Kenny.
 
   “Taking a fucking break. If Snake puts his hand up my fucking skirt one more time I’ll shoot him myself.” Puffing my cigarette, I lean back in the chair and await my punishment.
 
   Kenny stalks around me grabbing a bottle of Jack off the table before throwing it back. Holding the bottle in one hand he points at me.
 
   “You are really pissin’ me off these days. Every time I fuckin’ come in this shit hole you’re on your ass!” His screams pierce my ears and have everyone looking over at us. That isn’t anything new though, they just turn back around. They are used to the two of us now.
 
   “I didn’t come here to be a whore to these motherfuckers. You make me!” Taking the chance of raising my voice to him is one I didn’t contemplate the repercussions of and I should have.
 
   Kenny grabs me by the throat and slams me against the wall knocking the breath out of me before his hand slams into the side of my face. I can taste the metallic blood in my mouth and I know he split my lip again. That should go nicely with my bruised eye.
 
   “I didn’t ask you bitch. If my boys want a little ass you will fuckin’ give it to them or find your ass on the street where I found you.” I know Kenny isn’t playing with his threats. He never has since I met him, but there’s a rebellious part that lives inside of me, one that wants to test his patience to see how far I can go.
 
   “Fine.” I grit through my teeth before another backhand lands on my cheek. One day I will shoot this motherfucker between his eyes when he’s asleep. I just need to figure out how to get out of this clubhouse after I do. Haha, at least that’s what I tell myself.
 
   “You are goin’ out with Cherry tonight too. You better bring daddy somethin’ good back. Go wash your fuckin’ face.” With one last squeeze of my throat, Kenny releases me before pushing me out from in front of him.
 
   I think about what could have been different if Jason hadn’t died. I miss my brother with all my heart. I know I would have never turned to this shit if he were around. I made my own decisions though and now I live with the consequences. 
 
   “You talk back again?” Cherry pops out of the other room as I open the door to mine.
 
   “Yep. I never learn.” I smile slightly as I walk in with her behind me. I guess I like the feeling of the pain when Kenny hits me. At least I feel something. I haven’t felt shit since Creed left me on that rooftop and I’m not sure I ever will.
 
   Shaking all thoughts of him from my mind, I try to focus on getting ready. He left me there alone and that’s all I need to remember.
 
   “Well, you need to. Those bumps and bruises are only getting worse sweetheart. One day they are going to turn serious.” Cherry has been in this lifestyle for a long time. She tells me stories of the old days before the new president, her old man took over. She said the guys were never allowed to hit their women the way they do now. She never did say why he is the way he is though.
 
   “I’m ready for it when it comes.” Piling my hair on top of my head, I glance over at Cherry.
 
   “You ever thought about finding a new club? One that you don’t have to be beat on all the time.” I’m pretty sure I already know the answer to that before she ever opens her mouth but I felt the need to ask.
 
   “Yeah, I have. More than you know but once they find out who we’re with they will throw us out on our asses. The clubs don’t mix baby girl.” Looking down I hate the feeling that floods me. 
 
   “Hey, I didn’t say it was impossible.” Cherry grabs my arm and pulls me into a hug. Of everyone here she’s the only one that knows about my past. 
 
   “Hey, cheer up. I’ll take to you a special spot tonight.” Cherry winks before she walks out of the room. I hope her special spot doesn’t include a bunch of assholes.
 
   I hate that I live like this but then there’s a part of me that loves it. I love the way the club is like a big family and aside from the guys, the girls are pretty nice. They all live the same way though and eventually it will take a toll on me. Right now though, I feel and that’s all that matters to me.
 
   Cherry comes back a few minutes later ready to go. I follow her out to the car thankful that I didn’t have to see Kenny before I left. I’m sure he would have complained about my clothes or hair or some shit.
 
   “Where are we going tonight?” I ask glancing over at Cherry.  She smiles at me. That’s never good. She is up to something.
 
   “I told you it’s somewhere special.” Her pretty green eyes sparkle in the moonlight. I wonder what she was like when she was younger. She never really talks about her past.
 
   We drive in silence for the most part knowing what kind of whores we have to go out and be tonight. I can’t say that I hate it because I don’t feel much of anything when I do have to do it. It’s a means to an end is what I always think. I just don’t know what that end will be or when it will take me.
 
   We turn off the main road and onto a dirt road. It’s dark for the most part and my mind reels with that. What if Kenny paid Cherry to take me somewhere I shouldn’t be? She wouldn’t do that would she?
 
   My heart pounds in my chest as we make our way up the dirt road. My palms sweat as I slide them up and down the seat next to me.
 
   “Fallen Angel’s?” I read the sign aloud when we pull up in front of a building. I’m so fucking confused right now.
 
   “Fallen Angel’s MC.” Cherry puts the car in park before hopping out. Did she just bring me to a fucking rival MC?
 
   “What the fuck is this about, Cherry? A fucking rival MC?” Shaking my head, I don’t want to leave the car. I saw the other girl’s faces when they met up with a rival. I don’t fucking think so. I am not going out like that.
 
   “I know the president. We are fine here, plus he will cover our night. We don’t have to do shit tonight but relax and enjoy.” 
 
   Following her inside the club, I sure as hell hope she’s right.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Creed
 
   I sit in my usual back corner avoiding the fuck out of people. My mind is a fucking buzzing mess as always. Some nights, even the drinking and drugs won’t drown out the past. Tonight is one of those nights. The fucking demons swim through all the vodka I consume and that typically never ends well.
 
   “What’s up Creed? You gonna sulk in the fuckin’ corner all night brother?” Tank drops on the seat next to me passing me a joint, which I take. Shit I need a good smoke tonight.
 
   “Fuck sulkin’ man. I’m waitin’ on the good pussy to roll in. It is Friday.” Tank chuckles as he nods his head. He knows what’s up. Every Friday we have a shit ton of whores roll through the clubhouse. 
 
   “Thought you had a thing with Jenny?” Shaking my head, I knew that would come up. Fucking girl wishes too much.
 
   “Fuck no. She can suck like a pro though. Hey, you on the ride Tuesday?” Motioning to one of the Angel chasers to bring me a beer, I turn to look at him.
 
   “Fuck yeah. You on too?” Nodding he smiles at me. When Tank and I go out on rides, no one fucks us over. Some of the other guys here, mostly the newer ones I get stuck with, can’t be trusted to back you up for shit.
 
   “Fuck that! We gonna be on that shit brother.” Tank slaps my shoulder as the girl hands me my beer. I take it from her without another glance. 
 
   “Who the fuck is that over there with Sharp?” My eyes are on the nice ass of some dark haired beauty. Well, at least from this view she is fucking hot. My dick stirs in my jeans, something it hasn’t done in a long ass time.
 
   “Oh shit. That’s Cherry. She’s with the Shadows. Her and Sharp had a thing for each other a long time ago. She went with her old man over at the Shadows though. She pops up to see him when shit gets rough over there.” Listening to him talk, I can’t pull my eyes off that ass though. The way it calls to me sends unknown feelings throughout my body.
 
   “Who’s the other?” Still staring, Tank laughs.
 
   “Who the fuck knows. She brings a bitch around every once in a while to cover her own ass. Sharp pays out for both of them for the night.” Confused by what the fuck he is even talking about I look over at him. He must notice the confusion. Smug bastard.
 
   “They send their bitches out in shifts. Pick up and fuck some johns. Cherry only comes when shit gets crazy over at Shadows.” Tank stands and walks off leaving me there to stare at that immaculate piece of ass. I wonder what kind of shit goes on over there the way he keeps repeating it. It doesn’t settle well with me.
 
   Lighting up a cigarette I decide to get a closer look. I stand up and walk over towards the bar where the hot piece of ass is now talking to Jimmy. The fuck he will be getting any of that tonight. If anyone is having that it’s going to be me.
 
   Taking the chance I wrap my arm around her little waist pulling her back against me. Her warmth is something I’ve never felt. Tingles flow through my body.
 
   “You showin’ a whole lotta ass tonight darlin’.” Whispering close to her ear, she shivers. Oh she likes that huh? 
 
   “This little leather skirt would look a lot better wrapped around my head.” Tugging her earlobe with my teeth, I don’t miss the moan she lets out. Fuck me; this is going to be easier than I thought.
 
   “Take a step back brother. We were havin’ a nice talk here.” Jimmy stands but I already know he isn’t about shit. He won’t step up to me even if it is for a new pussy.
 
   Yanking the girl closer to me, I eye Jimmy for a minute.
 
   “I think the choice has already been made.” Dragging her with me, I walk backwards smirking at Jimmy who is clearly pissed but doesn’t say a word. Yeah, I didn’t think so motherfucker.
 
   As soon as we are back by the pool tables I spin the little girl pushing her against the wall ready to kiss those lips and fuck her like crazy but I dead stop.
 
   Holy fucking hell. There is no fucking way this is her. It can’t be. She wasn’t involved with this shit, she can’t be. Especially not the Shadows.
 
   “Jada.” The words barely leave my mouth when her eyes are on mine. Her mouth drops open and the bruise and busted lip is clearly evident. 
 
   Fire replaces the blood in my veins as I look her little face over. She has changed her hair color but those piercing eyes will never change.
 
   “What the fuck are you doing here?” My heart pounds in my ears. This can’t be happening.
 
   “Why.. What are you doing here?” Jada tries to break eye contact with me, looking around anywhere but my face. Like fucking hell she will.
 
   Grabbing her face in my hand, I force her to look at me. I grip her a little harder than I wanted to but she is fucking killing me here.
 
   “Answer me.” Growling through my now gritted teeth I watch her face for a reaction. 
 
   “I’m with Cherry.” I swallow hard, shaking my head. No. She cannot fucking be involved with that shit over there. No, not after everything Tank has been talking about.
 
   Pulling my hat off, I let go of her face and run my hand through my hair. This is completely fucked up. What the hell do I do now?
 
   “FUCK!”  Screaming sounded like a good plan but then so did punching the wall, which I did.
 
   Jada flinches back away from me when I grab her hand and drag her down the hall with me. No way in fuck is this shit happening.
 
   Kicking the fucking door to my room shut, I pin her against it. Whether she likes it or not she is going to give me answers.
 
   “What the fuck is goin’ on?” 
 
   Jada stares at me with a scared look in her eyes. It hurts me like hell to see it there again after I saw it so long ago.  That face and the look plastered across it is the same one that haunts my mind every day since I left her.
 
   I hope like hell she isn’t involved with them like I think she is.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada
 
   When I don’t answer right away, Creed slams his hands against the door beside my head. I try to tuck away into myself but that isn’t working. I never saw this side of Creed before but his beautiful face brings back every fucking memory that I wanted to keep locked away. 
 
   “You have one more fuckin’ chance to answer me.” His growl scares the shit out of me. This side of him scares the shit out of me. He isn’t the Creed I used to know. I guess I’m not the Jada he used to know either. We’ve both changed.
 
   “I came with Cherry, I told you.” Trying to put on my brave face isn’t working out so well with the look in his eyes. It’s downright scary.
 
   “You better give me more than that, Jada.” Those deep dark eyes pierce my heart. The man that I have thought about and tried to forget for years stands in front of me demanding answers that I’m not ready to give him.
 
   “We were sent out to work tonight. Cherry brought me here. End of story.” Crossing my arms over my chest, I won’t let him push my buttons. He left me. I asked him to stay.
 
   “You an old lady?” His voice clearly drops an octave when he asks me that. I don’t know how to answer that since I don’t know what me and Kenny are anymore.
 
   “I don’t know.” I can see the look in his eyes. Creed thinks I’m being defiant which I’m not. Well, ok, I am a little. Fuck him. Who is he to demand answers from me?
 
   “You don’t know? How the fuck don’t you know?” Creed pushes off the door and paces the room, his hand running through his hair. It’s longer than it used to be, I think I like it grown out like it is. 
 
   Shaking my head, I have to stop thinking about him. He has a life and so do I, well, if that’s what you want to call it.
 
   “Your man do that to your face too?”  I know he’s looking at me but I refuse to make eye contact with him.
 
   “That’s not your concern.” The slight chuckle that I hear leave him pisses me off. Who the fuck does he think he is? 
 
   “You walk up into my club and think you are not my fuckin’ concern? Is that right?” I look up at him now. Big fucking mistake. Those eyes are drilling into my soul.
 
   “Leave me alone, Creed. I am not your concern anymore.” Turning I grab the door handle and try to pull it open before his hard body is behind me. Fuck the heat coming off of him is stifling. 
 
   His hands push the door back closed. God, he’s so close to me. I can’t take him being this close.
 
   “I promised Jason I would watch out for you and I will.” That strikes a nerve. My body shakes with a new rage and not from him being so close. Where was he the last five years? He would have known the hell I was living if he was supposedly watching out for me.
 
   Rounding on him, I look up into his eyes. That fire building inside of me is consuming me.
 
   “You told him you would watch out for me? Well, where were you when I was raped four years ago by the scum that my mom brought home? Or the one that broke my arm? Were you watching the whole time I popped pills to kill the dreams I had? Where were you Creed? That’s right you left me! On a fucking roof top! I don’t think you have anything to watch anymore!” My words sting him I can see it. Good! He wants to play the tough shit hero, let that soak in.
 
   When his hands drop from the door, I turn and quickly rush out of it. I can’t handle being near him, not anymore.
 
   “Don’t you walk away from me!” Creed comes out into the hall yelling at me, I turn to face him. His eyes are full of rage and hurt. I hate seeing him like this but he brought it on himself.
 
   “You walked out on me Creed.” I see him begging me with his eyes not to do this but I have to. We are different people now, both of us. 
 
   Walking back out into the main room I spot Cherry by the bar. I quickly make my way over to her and sit. I know I’m shaken but this whole night is complete shit.
 
   “You ok?  You look like you seen a ghost sweetheart.” Cherry wraps her arm around my shoulders in that sisterly manner she’s always taken with me. I love seeing her like this though, she’s all smiles.
 
   “I did.” My voice barely comes out and she didn’t hear me. That’s good. I didn’t feel like explaining right now anyway.
 
   “Sharp. Come meet my girl Jada.” Cherry hollers over to an older man with a long grey beard. I watch as he smiles and walks towards us. He walks with such authority that you can tell right away the man is dangerous in his own right.
 
   “Nice to meet you. Cherry talks highly of you.” He reaches out his hand which I take. 
 
   “You too.” I avoid making eye contact with him too. The less I know of these people the safer I’ll be when we go home.
 
   “Nobody here will hurt you like they do over there.” When he says that my eyes automatically jerk to his. How could he know that?
 
   “I know all about them darlin’.  In fact, I know one of them pretty well.”
 
   Jesus Christ this just got worse than I ever thought it could.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Creed
 
   I sit back and watch her like a fucking hawk. While she’s here she isn’t getting out of my fucking sight. I made a promise to Jason when he died that I would watch her and I fucked that up when I left but now that I know where she is, I will not fuck up again.
 
   Jada looks amazing and I can’t get the scent of her berry shampoo out of my head when I had her in my room. All I wanted to do was hold her and tell her everything would be ok now but I knew it wasn’t as much as I wanted to make it to be.
 
   I couldn’t save her before and I sure as hell can’t now. She is a fucking old lady to one of the Shadow’s. How the hell do I get past that? Besides that fact, I don’t think she wants to leave. Jada seems to be right in a shit storm that I can’t pull her out of.
 
   “You know that bitch?” Tank slaps my shoulder before sitting next to me. The way he says bitch shouldn’t surprise me or piss me off the way it does but this is Jada.
 
   Cutting my eyes at him, he raises his hands in defeat. He will learn not to say that shit around me.
 
   “I know her alright.” Sliding my shades back onto my face, I don’t want Tank to see the way Jada affects me. I would never live that down. 
 
   My world feels like it’s crumbling around me while I watch the guys talking to Jada. I can’t stand the thought of any of them near her. My stomach knots up at the mere thought. I will fucking break their necks if they put a fucking hand on her. 
 
   The things she said to me in my room set off a new kind of rage inside of me, one I don’t know if I can control.
 
   “Why you so fuckin’ tensed up?” Tank looks over at me again. How the fuck do I explain to him what I’m about to do? I guess he will find out sooner or later.
 
   “I don’t know, brother. I think I’m about to lose my cut.” Pushing off the couch I stalk towards where Jada is standing. I’ve decided I go all in or I lose her forever. 
 
   Gripping Jada around the waist I start to lead her towards the side door when Sharp yells.
 
   “What the fuck Creed? She was havin’ a nice chat.” His hateful tone doesn’t go unnoticed. 
 
   “Guess she is done now.” Jada doesn’t object so I keep going. I need to handle this shit right now once and for all. I don’t know if I can handle losing her again. I drag her outside and push the door closed behind me.
 
   “I need to ask you somethin’ darlin’ and I want a fuckin’ answer this time.” Pinning her against the wall of the club, I demand answers.
 
   Jada shakes under my touch and I could almost guarantee it isn’t from fear. She’s missed me as much as I’ve missed her, I can feel it.
 
   “What do you want from me Creed?”  She had to ask me that question. I have to wonder if she really wants me to answer that. 
 
   “Look Jada, this is bullshit. I want to know what the fuck you’re doin’ with them?” I’m starting to get pissed when she takes me by surprise. 
 
   Her lips slam into mine, frantically trying to get closer. I grip her hips in my hands roughly pushing my already hard dick against her. What the fuck is she trying to do to me?
 
   Pulling back slightly, she looks up at me, tears threatening to spill over her beautiful cheeks.
 
   “I didn’t mean to get into anything with him Creed. At first I didn’t know how ruthless they were.” Before she can finish I kiss her. Those lips that have haunted my dreams for years are just as soft as I remember them being and I want to savor every bit of her. God, I have fucking missed her. 
 
   Jada’s tears wet my skin as I press my cheek to hers. I can’t let her go again. It will fucking rip me up if I do.
 
   “You asked me what I wanted from you. Jada, I fuckin’ want you. I always have.” Jada gasps. She tries to look at anything that isn’t me but I won’t let her, I can’t. I need her to see how much this is hurting me.
 
   “I can’t Creed. You left me. Do you understand what that felt like? What that did to me?” Tears spring to life as I watch her. I know what I did to her. I knew what I did to myself leaving her that day but I didn’t have a choice.
 
   “I’m so fuckin’ sorry I left you that night.  If I could fuckin’ take it all back baby I would!”
 
   God this is fucking tearing me up. I hurt her; hurt her badly when she needed me most.
 
   “I have to go.” Jada whispers softly. Why doesn’t she fucking understand that that isn’t an option? I don’t think I can let her go.
 
   I step back but shake my head.
 
   “You think I would let you fuckin’ leave here? You are fuckin’ crazy darlin’.” Jada’s eyes shoot to mine and hold there. Confusion etched across her face. She really doesn’t get it. Any of this.
 
   The door flies open and Cherry walks out smiling and looking between us.
 
   “You ready sweetheart? We need to be getting back.” Cherry smiles unknowing that I am not letting her leave here tonight, or at least that was my plan.
 
   “I’m ready. I’m sorry Creed.” Jada turns and tries to walk away from me again. Punching the brick wall, my hand throbs.
 
   “You are not fuckin’ leavin’ here!” The scream rips from my chest.  I can’t help myself. My heart is on fire and burning me alive.
 
   “I don’t have a choice!” Jada screams back at me taking me by surprise. I never knew she had it in her. My dick stirs at the sound of her voice. I want this girl so fucking bad.
 
   “You have a choice to make right here and now. I fucked up, Jada. How many times do you want me to say I’m fuckin’ sorry?”  Cherry looks between us but doesn’t speak. It’s like she wants to know what Jada is going to say, well that makes two of us.
 
   “I know you are. I can see it in your eyes, Creed but that was a long time ago. I’m sorry.” Turning away from me, she walks back inside with Cherry.
 
   Just like the day I left her on that fucking rooftop, my heart feels like it stopped beating.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada
 
   “What the hell was that all about?” Cherry questions me just like I knew she would. I was ready to answer them all but now I feel lost. My throat is dry and there’s a knot forming in my stomach. 
 
   Looking out the window as we drive I don’t know how much to say to her. I don’t need any of this getting back to Kenny. Fuck! Kenny will go after Creed if he knows there’s a past there. I’ve heard them talk about the Fallen Angel’s before and it was never kind words.
 
   “He was just a guy I knew a long time ago.” Deciding the less she knows the better it will be on her in the long run, I don’t say anything further.
 
   “He looked pretty torn up sweetheart. Let me just speak from experience for a minute. If you are trying to play man against man you shouldn’t do it with the clubs. They play rough Jada. It will end in blood. If he was the past you need to leave him there or leave Kenny. Either way shit will go off. You know what you crawled in bed with.”
 
   Keeping my eyes trained on the world outside of this car, I replay her words in my mind. It will end in blood. She’s right, I know it will and I can only pray that it’s mine.
 
   Pulling into the clubhouse I notice a lot more bikes here tonight. That means more assholes to please.
 
   “Looks busy. You should try to steer clear of Kenny.” Nodding at Cherry we head towards the door when it flies open.
 
   “You bitches have a good fuckin’ night?” Kenny staggers over to me throwing his arm around my shoulders. The smell of stale liquor and smoke consumes me. So much for steering clear.
 
   “Hell yeah. You’re girl did good.” Cherry passes Kenny a stack of cash as I watch the wretched smile tug across his face. It makes me sick that he enjoys the fact that he makes money off other men touching me.
 
   Watching him flip the cash in his hands stirs the bile in my stomach. 
 
   “You did do good huh?” His lips slam into mine, kissing me roughly. His tongue slips into my mouth and I contemplate losing everything in my stomach. 
 
   Swallowing it back down, I let him kiss me. It isn’t the kiss I want, though. I want Creed’s lips on me, not this pig’s. With that, the realization of what Cherry said on the ride back comes back to mind. I made my choice getting into bed with Kenny and this club and now I have to deal with it.
 
   But how can seeing Creed one time make me want to rethink everything that I had set out to do? The plan was to live this type of life until it ended me. That’s all I really wanted since my brother died. There isn’t anything left for me to live for.
 
   “You taste so fuckin’ good.” Kenny growls against my neck, the slight buzz I feel making me sick to even think I like it. I am a woman though and I guess I still have feelings.
 
   “Kenny, can we just go to the room tonight?” I say risking the chance of pissing him off since I see how many people are here, I ask anyway.  I don’t want to be passed around like piece of meat tonight.
 
   “You want me all to yourself tonight darlin’?” The look in his eyes is hard to read. I can’t tell if he is glad I asked or pissed.
 
   “I just thought we could be together.” Running my hand up his chest I watch his eyes fall closed. I reach around his neck, pulling his lips to mine. 
 
   Kenny wasn’t always this bad. When we first met he was sweet and considerate. He went out on a ride a while back and when he came back shit completely changed around here. Everyone was off and the women got treated like shit. I’ve tried to bring back the old Kenny and at times I think I’ve found him.
 
   “I want you too.” Kenny’s hands wrap around my waist pulling me closer to him. This is the way it used to feel, I felt safe.
 
   “You have me.” A soft light flickers in those lost eyes of his. There are times I want to believe that that’s all he is is lost. I think a piece of my heart knows it’s more than that though.
 
   “I’m taking you to bed, darlin’.” The slight growl that comes from him sends shivers over my body. 
 
   Kenny grips my hand in his as we walk back inside. A piece of my heart jolts to life that he is actually acting like the old Kenny, the one I fell in love with. 
 
   “Where you fuckin’ goin’?” Dunk, one of the other brothers hollers over to Kenny. I knew it was too good to be true. Dunk is a real piece of shit if you ask me. He drags the other guys into a lot of shit. In fact, he is the reason for a lot of the shitty behavior around here.
 
   “Takin’ my girl to bed man.” Kenny keeps walking which really surprises me.
 
   “You gonna let me join in on that?”  He asks. Fuck, fuck, fuck! This was what I was afraid of. I knew if I got too excited about the old Kenny being back something would fuck up on me.
 
   “Give me ten minutes.” The evil look on Dunk’s face makes me want to vomit. I don’t want any part of his nasty body near me but it’s not my choice.
 
   “Thought it was just me and you?” I snuggle into Kenny’s arm rubbing my breasts up and down on him trying to convince him to give me this tonight.
 
   With his hand gripping my ass roughly he leans in closer to me.
 
   “He can’t fuck you like I can sweetheart but he is a brother.” His lips graze my neck but the shudder it causes wasn’t from his lips. I already know what’s coming.
 
   Kenny kicks the bedroom door closed and rips my shirt off quickly.
 
   “You looked so fuckin’ hot in that shirt darlin’ but I need you naked.” His lips touch my neck before sucking slightly.  For the moment I just let myself go. I need to feel this, I need to feel wanted.
 
   Kenny pulls his clothes off quickly before pushing me on the bed. His eyes flicker to life as he looks at me. My body betrays my mind when I start feeling myself get wet waiting for him.
 
   “Fuck darlin’ you want me?” Kenny climbs on the bed pushing himself between my legs, his rock hard dick waiting to be inside of me.
 
   “Kenny please.” I find myself begging him. I still have needs and Kenny usually fulfills them but I know Dunk will be coming in here soon.
 
   When Kenny slides inside of me, I throw my head back. He’s so slow and gentle at first, just like he was when I met him.
 
   “You are so fuckin’ tight.” Pushing in further I look into his eyes. The caring guy I used to know is in there, I can see it.
 
   Kenny rocks into me when the door opens. He doesn’t stop or look over but I already know it is Dunk.
 
   “You savin’ me some brother?” His voice is like nails on a chalkboard. Shivers rake my body as I hear him coming closer.
 
   The bed shifts near my head as I close my eyes.
 
   “Suck his dick while I fuck this pussy.” The old Kenny is gone when I look up at him. The new, evil Kenny is back in place. The one I don’t argue with. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Creed
 
   It’s been four days since I saw her. Four agonizing days. I feel like my heart was ripped out of my chest when she walked away from me. I busted everything in sight. I even busted up my hands punching the fucking walls. 
 
   I never knew how much I’ve missed seeing her until that moment. 
 
   “You ok brother?” Tank stops next to me where I smoke a joint. I need to relieve some of this stress that’s shaking me. Taking a puff I look over at him.
 
   “Do I fuckin’ look okay?” I feel like shit and I’m sure I look it too. I don’t give a fuck though.
 
   “You gotta move past her, Creed. She fuckin’ made it clear she didn’t want to stay. You gave her the option man.” I told Tank everything about that night and about our past. If there was anyone that I trusted with that information in this club its Tank.
 
   “I know but fuck man!” Grabbing the beer Tank is holding out to me, I take it and swallow a long drink. I need to shake this out of my system but I don’t know how.
 
   “You ready to ride or you wanna hang back?” Looking over at Tank he already knows there is no way in hell that I’m not taking this ride. What kind of pussy ass shit was that?
 
   “I was just sayin’ brother. Fuck you look like you want to shoot a motherfucker.” Tank chuckles as he heads towards his bike. If he only fucking knew the things rolling around in this fucked up head of mine he wouldn’t talk shit to me like that.
 
   Throwing the bottle over my shoulder, I walk over towards my bike. I climb on and revel in the pleasure it gives me to ride. I feel free from everything that haunts me on a daily basis. I know I could have chosen a different path when I left but the guys found me in a world of shit and pulled me out. 
 
   I can’t say that I’m sorry for being in the club because I’m not. I just know that a piece of me still misses the old times when I jumped from rooftop to rooftop.
 
   Starting up my bike we file out in a perfect row. I love the way the bike rumbles beneath me when we hit the open road.  The wind blowing around me, the darkness swallowing me. I fucking love it!
 
   We don’t have a long ride, only around 2 hours which flies by way too fucking fast for me.
 
   “Let’s scope it first.” Tank speaks but I don’t listen. I’m so fucking amped up right now. I don’t give a fuck what’s inside that building.
 
   With my gun drawn, I head towards the door in fucking stealth mode. I never went to the military but I have learned over the years how to quiet my steps and make myself invisible.
 
   “What the fuck, Creed?” Tank growls behind me. Yeah, I know he’s pissed but I don’t give a fuck.
 
   “Wait Creed. You son of a bitch.” I smile when he says that. I know what the fuck I am and so does he.
 
   Crossing over the tiny ledge that was blocking me, I slide up along the door. I motion to Tank to watch the back. Thankfully he nods his head and doesn’t give me any shit for it. 
 
   Reaching for the knob slowly, I turn it and pull the door open. Sliding around it, I peer inside the darkened room.
 
   Out of nowhere, shots are fired. Fuck! 
 
   I start to shoot as I move into the room. I blink my eyes rapidly to try to focus on anything in the fucking room but come up blank until Tank throws a fucking flair into the room.
 
   Now that it’s fucking lit up like a Christmas tree I can make out where the shots came from.
 
   “Motherfucker!” I growl as I make my way, guns blazing toward the asshole. The more shots  Tank and I fire the less I hear until it’s finally silent.
 
   “I fuckin’ told you to wait motherfucker!” Tank steps closer to me when I spin around on him, my gun aimed at his head.
 
   “Stop bein’ a little bitch, Tank.” Lowering the gun I slide it back into the back of my jeans before turning my attention to the room.
 
   “Look at this shit. These motherfuckers were runnin’ more than your average green.” Picking up a packet of meth, I toss it over to Tank. He still looks pissed but once Sharp hears about this shit, it will be a whole different story.
 
   As we look around some more my adrenaline is running high. You never know in these kinds of places what might lurk around the corner. Demons love the dark places.
 
   My chest feels tight and a little hard to breath. Fuck, it almost hurts. Glancing down I see blood.
 
   “Fuck me!” Grumbling to myself, I reach up and touch the blood only to find a hole. Isn’t that all I need?
 
   “What the fuck you bitchin’ about?” Tank walks around me before he sees it too.
 
   “Son of a bitch. They shot you brother. Let me see.” Tank moves in to look when I jerk back. Fuck that, if it’s my time to go I’ve been ready for a while now.
 
   My eyes blur slightly and I start to sway. Tank grabs me around my shoulders holding me up.
 
   “Fuck man. Let me look at it!” He growls before I step away and sit in the closest chair I can find. 
 
   “Fuck you. Leave my fuckin’ ass here. Get that shit and roll Tank.”  Tipping my head back, I close my eyes and let the visions of Jada’s beautiful face fill my darkness.


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada
 
   As I clean myself up in the shower my heart races. I don’t know what the fuck Kenny shot into my arm but it is messing with me badly. 
 
   My eyes can’t focus and my mind feels like it is running laps as I let the cool water caress my skin. 
 
   After the last four days with Kenny and these assholes they have staying here, I almost wished that I would have taken Creed up on his offer to stay there. 
 
   As much as I know that would have turned into a shit storm anything has to be better than this.
 
   I wash my hair in a complete fog. I really hate whatever this is. It makes me feel like I’m drowning within myself.
 
   “Jada? You in here?” Cherry’s voice fills me with joy. Maybe she can help me out of this fucking shower that I seem to be stuck in.
 
   I open my mouth but words won’t form. My breathing kicks up a pace and I don’t feel right. Something is wrong.
 
   “Jada?” I can hear her coming closer but I feel like my body is shutting down on me. This can’t be happening. I feel myself sliding down the shower wall but I can’t comprehend what’s actually going on.
 
   The shower curtain flies open and I hear Cherry yell.
 
   “JADA! My god what’s wrong? What happened?” Her hands are on me but no sounds can come from my mouth. I feel like I’m gasping for air.
 
   “Jada! What did he give you?  TIM!!” Cherry screams as tears fall down her cheeks. If I wasn’t mistaken I’d swear they were falling down mine too.
 
   “TIM!!” She calls out to her old man. I hear yelling when catch a glimpse of Tim, the president come in the room. 
 
   Everything starts to turn to fuzz after that. I can make out shapes and movements but that’s about it. I feel like I’m in my own little world and I may not want to come back from it.
 
   “Jada, can you hear me?” I hear Tim talk to me but the visions of Jason override his words. I don’t care what he has to say when my brother’s face is floating in front of me.
 
   “You have to go back Jada.” What the hell? There is no way that can be him, he’s gone. 
 
   Slowly I feel like I’m drifting further away. It’s getting darker and I can no longer hear Tim or Cherry.
 
   The one thing that I can hear is the words Creed said to me. 
 
   “I’m so fuckin’ sorry I left you that night.  If I could fuckin’ take it all back baby I would!”
 
   I’m sorry too, Creed. So fucking sorry.
 
   “You asked me what I wanted from you. Jada, I fuckin’ want you. I always have.”
 
    How could he have always wanted me? How could he when he just left me there? Maybe he had his reasons and I just didn’t listen to them. It’s too late now.
 
   I wonder what I could have been if Jason didn’t leave me when he did. I wish he’d had the chance to go on with his dreams of being a college football player. He was the best person in the world. 
 
   Maybe this is my chance to finally see him again.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Creed
 
   Forcing my eyes to open, I look around the bright room. It’s like I’m on the fucking sun. Everything smells like fucking bleach. I know right away where the fuck I am and I’m pissed.
 
   “Glad you’re wakin’ up asshole.” Tank’s voice grates on a nerve and I just fucking woke up.
 
   “What the fuck am I doin’ here?” Pushing myself back against the bed, my fucking chest hurts until I see a fucking tube sticking out of it.
 
   “The fuck is this shit?” I start to reach for it when someone else speaks. I turn to see a pretty little nurse walking towards me. Well fuck me she is pretty hot.
 
   “You don’t want to pull that out honey. It’s helping your lung.” She smiles when I lower my hand and look over at her. I could get used to seeing that ass. Damn.
 
   “Why the fuck am I even here Tank?” Getting a little more pissed off, I want to rip his fucking throat out. He knows better than to bring me to a fucking hospital.
 
   “Don’t grill him too hard. If he didn’t bring you in you may have died.” The little nurse checks the wires and shit that are hanging out of me while Tank smirks in the corner. Son of a bitch.
 
   “I need to piss.” Nursey smiles at me like I’ve lost my mind. What the fuck is with this bitch?
 
   “You have a catheter in place. You can’t get up.” Oh like hell! 
 
   “You got tubes stickin’ out of my fuckin’ dick? Fuck this!” Pushing myself up slightly, I’m getting the hell out of here. 
 
   Before I can do anything Tank is slamming my ass back into place. 
 
   “What the fuck?” I growl out breathlessly. His big ass hands knocked the fucking air right out of me.
 
   “Move again and I will fuckin’ break your rib.” His gruff words have me lying back down. This is fucking ridiculous. 
 
   “I can give you something to help you sleep if you’d like.” Nursey smiles slightly but I shake my head. No way in hell are they knocking me out.
 
   “He will be a good little bastard now won’t you?” He chuckles as he sits back in the chair.
 
   “Yeah, I’ll be a fuckin’ boy scout.” Nursey nods and leaves the room when I cut my eyes at Tank.
 
   “What the hell brother? You know I didn’t want this shit.”  Looking away from him, I don’t know if I want the answer. I wanted to just fucking die and be over this.
 
   “I know Creed. I know you didn’t want this but fuck man. I heard some shit and I figured you’d want to be alive to hear it.” Glancing back over he has my fucking attention although he better make it good.
 
   “That Jada bitch.” He starts to talk and pisses me off all over again. Fucking Christ!
 
   “Sorry. Anyway. The Jada bitch, uh chick. I heard Kenny pumped her full of shit. She almost died brother.” The words ring in my ears and my heart rate picks up. My pulse is practically pounding out of my body. The machines are screaming now.
 
   “What do you mean almost? She’s okay though?” Tank shrugs his shoulders until he sees me reaching for the tube again. My chest is heavy and it’s hard to breath but fuck I need to know.
 
   “From what I heard. I can go see what I can find out.” Tank stands and heads towards the door. 
 
   A million things run around in this fucked up head of mine. If I wouldn’t have left her that night. Fuck this is all my fault. If I would have kept her at the clubhouse, she would have been safe.
 
   Would she though? Would she be safer with me? A fucking killer. That’s all I’ve become. Maybe she is better off with that bastard. There is no telling what would happen to her if she was with me and I fucking lost my head. Kind of like I did earlier.
 
   Tank walks back in with a smug look on his face.
 
   “You find out?” He nods as he drops back in the chair. Fuck if I could get up I would fucking kick his ass.
 
   “She’s in this hospital, that’s all I know right now.” Dropping my head back on the pillow I let out a breath. I need to know if she’s ok. I have to see her.
 
   Pressing the call button I wait on nursey to walk back in. This shit is coming out right the fuck now.
 
   “What can I do for you?” She smiles brightly as she comes in.
 
   “Get the fuckin’ doctor in here and I want this shit out or I’ll do it.” I know she can tell by the look on my face that I’m not joking. Nodding quickly, she leaves the room.
 
   “You really do have a fuckin’ death wish brother.” Shaking his head, he knows exactly what I’m about to do.
 
   The doctor comes in and removes the tubes and IV’s but wasn’t happy about it.  I stand up and pull my clothes on which was a fucking chore all in itself. My chest feels like it wants to explode out of my body.
 
   “You want a hand brother?” Tank stands and offers his arm but I don’t fucking need this shit.
 
   Walking past him, well, I don’t know if you could call this walking since I feel like I’m carrying a load of lead sitting on my chest, I shuffle out into the hallway.
 
   “Where the fuck would they take her?” Breathless, I look over at Tank.
 
   “Let’s go find out right there.” I watch Tank suck in a breath before he stands to full height. When the man wants to he looks like a fucking beast.
 
   I watch him stalk up to the nurse’s desk that now holds the drooling nurses staring at his big giant ass. That man is fucking massive and comes in handy when we have idiots getting out of hand.
 
   Lost in my own thoughts, Tank walks back over grinning.
 
   “You gettin’ that pussy aren’t you?” I shake my head and  he laughs.
 
   “Which one? I’m gettin’ a few of those. Room 312.” He winks at me like a fucking schoolgirl. I can’t believe this motherfucker walks around picking up fucking nurses of all things. That will work out well until they figure out who the fuck he is, then it will all go downhill.
 
   I drag myself down the hallway feeling like I’m going to pass the fuck out. I can’t believe how shitty I fucking feel.
 
   “Right here brother. What the fuck you gonna do?” Tank stops me before I just barge into the room. Maybe that’s a good thing. I don’t have a fucking clue what to say to her.
 
   I’m done thinking about this shit. I need to see if she’s ok. Shoving the door open my heart drops to my stomach. I swallow hard as I take her in. 
 
   Cherry is by her side but my eyes are pinned to Jada. She has IV’s sticking out of her body.
 
   “You can’t be here.” Cherry catches my attention as I walk towards Jada.
 
   “Fuck you.” I grit my teeth to keep from slapping this bitch in the face. She probably knew all about what that bastard was doing to her.
 
   “He is coming back. You need to leave.” She starts to get a little louder when Tank walks in quickly and steps around me.
 
   “I’ll deal with him. You take a fuckin’ walk or a seat and let him have a minute.” Cherry’s eyes bug out of her head but she moves away to stand in the far corner.
 
   Stepping up next to the bed, I feel sick to my stomach. I lay my forehead to hers before a tear escapes. I can’t stand to see her like this. Maybe this will be what gets her away from that bastard.
 
   “I ruined you, Jada. I messed up when I left you sweetheart and this is what you became. I’m so fuckin’ sorry, but I can’t be any better. I just need you to know that I fuckin’ love you with everything in me.” Kissing her gently I pull back and look at her perfect face. God, I hope I’m making the right choice walking away again.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada
 
   Waking up, feeling like shit. I notice right away, that I’m no longer in the shitty ass clubhouse. 
 
   “You’re awake.” Cherry’s voice makes me happy. There is no one else I would want to hear right now. 
 
   “What happened?” I swallow, my throat is so dry. Shit I have a horrible headache.
 
   “Kenny gave you something. I don’t know what sweetheart. I’m so sorry.”  Cherry moves to grab my hand when a tear escapes my eye. I know shit is getting bad but how do I get out of it?
 
   “It’s not your fault. Has he been here?” Cherry shakes her head which is somewhat of a relief. I didn’t want him in here anyway after what he did to me.
 
   “The other guy was here though. He looked like hell. I think he was shot or something.” Cherry twirls her hair around her finger like she wasn’t sure if she should tell me that.
 
   “Who? What guy?” I sit up slightly which isn’t the best idea as my head swims. 
 
   “You need to rest.” Cherry stands and pushes me back down. 
 
   “The guy from the Fallen Angel’s. He was here and so was Tank.”  My heart leaps in my chest. Creed was here. Why? How? I don’t know what to say.
 
   “What did he say?” Cherry grabs a glass of water from the table and holds the straw to my lips. Drinking water feels like heaven on my throat.
 
   “He was whispering to you. He said he loved you but he couldn’t be any better for you.” The words sting me. I can’t believe that he was here. Wait? She said he was shot.
 
   “You said he was shot? Was he ok?” In a panic she grips my hand again.
 
   “He was walking and talking sweetheart. I think he was ok.” The door flies open and my stomach drops. No, he can’t be here. 
 
   “Lookie who’s awake.” Kenny walks towards the bed and my heart hammers in my chest. I don’t know what the fuck he did to me or why but I don’t want to deal with him anymore.
 
   “What did you do?” Tears choke me when I speak. I don’t want him anywhere near me after what he’s done.
 
   “I didn’t do anythin’ darlin’. I made you feel good baby that’s all. You ready to ride out?” I swallow hard when he says that. I don’t want to go anywhere with him.
 
   Shaking my head, I see his smile fall. He’s getting pissed but he wouldn’t hurt me in the hospital, would he?
 
   “I’m not going anywhere with you.” My voice is softer than I’d like but all things considered I think I held my ground or at least tried too.
 
   “You aren’t goin’ with me? You are mine bitch. You are goin’ with me.” His hand grips my hair causing my head to cry out in pain. It’s already swimming and his grip is making it worse. 
 
   Bile rises in my throat and I know I’m going to lose it.
 
   “She needs to rest Kenny. I’ll look after her.” Cherry chimes in when the door opens again. Tim walks in taking in the scene.
 
   “She good?” He doesn’t look at Cherry though, he looks at Kenny instead.
 
   “Yeah, she’ll be fine. She’s ready to go.” Kenny yanks the IV’s from my arm causing me to cry out from the pain. Kenny roughly drags me out of the bed and stands me on my feet. 
 
   My head spins and my body sways until I feel like I’m going to fall over. Just when I think I’m going down, Kenny’s arms come around me. There is one thing I’m grateful for from this asshole.
 
   “We are goin’ home and you better keep your fuckin’ mouth shut. I don’t wanna hear nothin’ else out of your goddamn mouth.” Growling into my ear, I know better than to test him right now.
 
   “You sure you got this Kenny? This shit is your fuckup!” Tim roars behind us as Kenny carries me out of the room.
 
   “She isn’t discharged.” The little nurse walks up to us. Kenny snickers down at her before slapping the clipboard out of her hands.
 
   “She is now , bitch. Take a fuckin’ walk.”  Kenny spits at her. He actually spits at that poor nurse. Closing my eyes, I lean into his chest not wanting to see anything else that he is going to do on the way out of here.
 
   Kenny walks us out to a van where he tosses me into the back with a thud.  Curling into a ball I lay on the floor wishing I didn’t wake up. Creed left me again and it was all my fault.
 
   Tears slide down my cheeks as the van bumps along. I hate this, I hate my life.
 
   “You might as well get used to it bitch. I fuckin’ own you now.” Kenny’s voice hits me hard but I don’t look up at him. I can’t. I don’t want to see the biggest mistake of my life sitting across from me.
 
   “You hear me bitch!” He screams making me jump. Sitting myself up I nod my head.
 
   “Yes. I hear you.” Leaning against the back of the van, I await my upcoming punishment.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Creed
 
   Weeks drag by the same way. I hang out in the clubhouse while everyone else goes out on runs.  Sharp put my ass on bed rest until this fucking lung heals. I feel like I’m losing my mind and going stir crazy.
 
   Chugging this bottle of Jack isn’t helping ease my mind much either. I can’t think about anything but slitting that motherfucker’s throat. 
 
   “You need anything?” Jenny swishes her ass into my room only pissing me off a little further. 
 
   “Get the fuck out of here.”  Screaming at her is the only thing I can think to do. I don’t want her pity and I sure as fuck don’t want to fuck her either.
 
   I watch as Jenny stomps out of the room slamming my door closed. Taking another big gulp of Jack the door opens again.
 
   “Fuck off motherfucker!” Thinking its Jenny again, I don’t give a fuck.
 
   “Brought you a present motherfucker. You should be talkin’ nice to me.” Tank steps into the room with a completely fucked up Jada. Seeing his arms around her only sends a surge of adrenaline through my body. I’m off the bed in a fucking flash.
 
   “What the fuck is she doin’ here?” I rush forward wrapping my arms around her waist. God, just to feel her heals my heart. She’s alive. 
 
   “Found her like that. She was supposed to be out with one of those new bitches. Looks like Kenny shot her the fuck up again brother.” Holding her in my arms is the best feeling in the world but not like this.
 
   “Why is she here, Tank? Sharp is gonna lose his shit.” I lift Jada and carry her to my bed, lying her down gently. She is so fucking high she doesn’t know what’s happening to her. My body reacts to that. Tension runs through me when I think of what could have happened to her out there on her own.
 
   My hands clench at my sides when Sharp walks in the room. Isn’t this fucking great.
 
   “Relax those fists brother. I knew she was comin’. Honestly, I’m glad she is here. You have been a fuckin’ mess since you saw her.” Confused by what the fuck is happening, I look at the two of them. I don’t know what the hell this is or why she’s here, but what I do know is that she needs to go.
 
   “She can’t stay, Sharp. That’s a fuckin’ war we aren’t ready for. Besides the fuckin’ fact that she doesn’t wanna be here!” Feeling my temperature rising, I grab a cigarette and light it up. Taking a long drawl, I look at the smirk on Sharp’s face. 
 
   “I don’t give one fuck what she wants. She’s here now so fuckin’ deal with it.”   Sharp snaps and turns leaving the room so I turn my attention to Tank.
 
   “Don’t look at me like that, brother. Sharp told me to bring her in.” Tank turns to leave when I turn back to Jada. I can’t fucking believe she is lying here in my fucking bed. 
 
   With a hard swallow I walk over and sit on the side of my bed and watch her sleep. She is a complete high fucking mess. Her eyes roll around her head and the fire inside of me heats up. I want that motherfucker to pay for what he’s done to her.
 
   I watch her a little longer when she starts to gag. Son of a bitch she’s fucking choking on her own vomit. This is so damn wrong. 
 
   I stand and rush to the bathroom turning the cold water on in the shower. She needs to fucking wake up.
 
   Grabbing her off the bed, I carry her into the bathroom calling her name the whole time.
 
   “Jada, come on. You need to wake up!” Screaming at her her head rolls around in my arms. This is fucked up!
 
   I climb in the shower with Jada in my arms, sliding to the floor and holding her under the water. I don’t give a fuck that both of us are still fully dressed I just need her to wake up.
 
   Jada starts to fight me and I thank god for that. At least she is waking up a little.
 
   “Jada. Come on baby.” Rubbing her hair out of her face, she struggles against me but I don’t ease my grip on her. I have missed her so fucking much I don’t want to let her go. Even if it means sitting in this cold ass shower with her.
 
   “Don’t fucking touch me! Leave me alone!” Jada thrashes around trying to get out of my grip but I don’t let her.
 
   “It’s me, Jada. It’s Creed. Calm down sweetheart.” I press my lips to her temple in hopes of soothing her, calming her.
 
   “Creed? Oh god.” Jada cries and cries hard. Her body shakes as she twists and turns in my arms. Her arms slide around my neck as she holds me in a death grip. Snaking my arms around her body tighter I pull her against me.
 
   I run my hand down her hair. I don’t know who it’s calming more, me or her.
 
   “I’m sorry, Creed. I shouldn’t be here.” Her little groggy voice fills my heart. I’m so fucking glad that she’s here and she’s alive but I can’t stop the thoughts of hurting her again. 
 
   “I know but you are. Let’s get you dry.” Standing up I lift her with me before setting her on the floor in the bedroom. I walk over and grab a t-shirt from the dresser before turning to face her.
 
   My breath catches in my throat. The beauty that I left on that rooftop stands in front of me, broken and abused. 
 
   Her shirt clings to her wet body in ways that make my dick spring to life. Her nipples are hard pebbles peeking through the flimsy material at me. Begging me. Water dripping down her face and shoulders. God fucking help me.
 
   “I was so mad at you for leaving me. I went to Cher’s but she left for college. Mom was mom. She had boyfriends and they did things… they did things to me, Creed.” Her tears turn to sobs that choke her. I stand still watching the emotions flowing from her and I fucking hate myself for everything she had to endure. If I would have just sucked it up and stayed none of this shit would be happening to her right now.
 
   Shaking my head, I take a step towards her shaking body.
 
   “I didn’t know. I watched you for a while before I left for good. I couldn’t be there and see you without touching you. Fuck! If only I had known.” Jada chews her lip trying not to look at me. I know she’s hurting and I’m the cause of it but fuck if I don’t want to be inside of her right now.
 
   “You watched me?” Her head comes up and she stares into my eyes now. Her eyes pierce my soul. God, my poor broken Jada.
 
   Stepping closer, I grab the hem of her flimsy shirt trying to control my breathing since her body is setting off  millions of nerves, I slide the shirt over her head.
 
   “I wanted to make sure you were safe. I promised Jason and I tried.  I tried to stay there, Jada.” I step back and drop the wet shirt to the floor while her eyes stay locked on mine. 
 
   Swallowing hard, I need to force my dick to stay away from her but that motherfucker has a mind of his own.
 
   “I needed you. So many nights I needed you.” New tears spring to her eyes and I can’t fucking stop myself. I rip my shirt over my head and throw it down before stepping into her, pulling her against me roughly.
 
   Fuck, the feeling of her soft body pressed against mine is causing me to come undone.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada
 
   With his arms so tightly wrapped around me, I can’t breathe. I can’t think or move. I feel an overwhelming sense of peace fill me in this moment. I know I shouldn’t since he left me before and it hurt. I never want to hurt that bad again.
 
   “I’m sorry, Jada. I didn’t know how to be there for you.”  Creed doesn’t let up on his hold on me. I still feel groggy but I think the drugs are wearing off now. 
 
   “Me either.” Like my mouth has a mind of its own, I kiss his bare chest. His body shudders under my touch. Memories of the time we were together flash behind my eyes as his grip tightens.
 
   “We aren’t the same people that we were before.” Creed’s breathe catches in his throat when he tries to speak.
 
   “I know that.” I brush my lips across his chest one more time when I feel his dick hard against me. God, I missed this man.
 
   In one motion Creed has me lifted off my feet carrying me to the bed. Laying me down gently his lips crush mine. His tongue is in my mouth tangled with my own. His taste heightens everything I’m feeling inside of me. I know this is wrong but I want him so bad.
 
   “I don’t want to hurt you anymore.” Before he can finish I’m dragging my skirt down my legs before grabbing his jeans and doing the same.
 
   “Jada.” His tone is a warning that I ignore. I don’t care if he hurts me, at least not in this moment.
 
   Pulling Creed on top of me, all I want is him. I want him kissing me, touching me, owning me.
 
   “This is a bad idea, darlin’.” God, his voice. I have missed that voice so much. 
 
   Pressing my lips against his softly, he melts into me. Creed rocks his body against mine sending jolts of electricity through me. I don’t remember him feeling this good in the past.
 
   His dick is rock hard grazing against me as I buck my hips getting closer to him. 
 
   “Creed.”  The slight groan that leaves his lips vibrates against my throat where his lips now rest. 
 
   I grip Creed around his back, pulling him closer letting him know what I want as if he couldn’t tell.
 
   “I’m no better than he is.” His tongue flicks across my throat. Soft noises bubble up into my throat before escaping my lips.
 
   When I lean up and suck his slick skin into my mouth he loses all control. His dick slams against me before he lowers his hand and positions it at my entrance.
 
   “You have to be sure, sweetheart. We’ve gone too far for me to stop now.” His shaky breaths send me over the edge. I need him more than I need air to breathe.
 
   “I’m sure.” That’s all he needed to hear from me. Creed slides into me so slowly but filling. 
 
   He feels amazing inside of me. Amazing! 
 
   “Creed. God, I missed you so much.” On the verge of tears, I raise my hips pleading silently with him to take me deeper. Creed knows what I want and he gives it to me. 
 
   Rocking his hips into me he touches every piece of me. Grinding his hips against me, my clit throbs for more. 
 
   “Fuck, darlin’. You are so fuckin’ soft.” His teeth nip my earlobe and my body ignites in a new fire. One I haven’t felt before. 
 
   His thrusts become more and more forced slamming deeper into me. I never knew a man could get that deep but Creed is doing just that. 
 
   I dig my nails into his back encouraging him to keep going which he does. Our sweaty bodies are now connected in a way that makes me want to never let go of him. Something snaps inside of me and I want him more than anything in the world.
 
   “Oh god, Creed.” Whining before his teeth graze down my neck, I lose it. My body hums with excitement.
 
   “You wanna come, sweetheart? You want me to fuckin’ fill you up?” His growls send my body into overdrive.  Shoving my hips up I meet his thrusts. We grind against each other in such a perfect rhythm.
 
   “Yes! Creed please.” I beg him shamelessly. I want him to fill me with everything he’s been holding out from me these last five years. 
 
   The harder the thrusts come, the closer I feel myself coming to the edge. My body shakes as I feel his dick swelling inside of me. God, he feels beyond miraculous.
 
   “Do it, Jada. Fuckin’ come all over my fuckin’ dick.” The way he growls against my neck, I lose it. I come in a series of convulsions, my body locking up around him. 
 
   “Fuck!” Creed growls as he fills me full of his seed. Bucking his hips roughly he doesn’t stop either. I can feel him exploding, shooting every last drop deep inside of me.
 
   His lips softly caress my neck moving their way up to my mouth. The gentle kisses are mind blowing and I want so much more.
 
   “I’ve missed you so much.” His words touch my heart. He doesn’t know how many nights I spent lying in bed, awake thinking about him. How many times his face drifted into my dreams.
 
   “I missed you too. More than you know.” Creed pulls out of me rolling onto his side before pulling me against him.
 
   “What happened to you?” My finger traces the marks on his skin. I remember Cherry saying something about him being shot.
 
   “I got shot when we went on a run. It’s nothin’.” Leaning closer I kiss the mark that will definitely leave a scar there. His body quivers.
 
   “Oh it’s something. Are you ok?” I ask. Creed’s lips plant a kiss on my forehead before he speaks again, his arms pulling me closer.
 
   “I thought about you a lot. I knew what I did was fuckin’ wrong. I should have never left you.”  I can hear the regret in his voice. I don’t want to look up and see the look on his face, it would kill me.
 
   “I get it, Creed. I know why you left. It was the same reason I left.”  With a sigh, Creed’s lips come down on my head again. This feels so right but the fact of the matter remains. Kenny will come looking for me. Lying with my head on his chest, I doze off.
 
   Waking up next to Creed is like a dream. His warmth floods me. I never knew waking up next to someone you actually cared about could be so exhilarating.  I feel a new strength flowing through me.
 
   “Mornin’ beautiful” Creed’s sleepy voice is so rough and gravely. God I love that sound.
 
   “Morning.” I smile up at his handsome face. Reaching up I run my hand through the softness of his hair.
 
   “You like it grown out?” Giving it a little tug, he laughs. 
 
   “Take that as a yes.”  Leaning up I brush my lips across his. His soft groans heating me from the inside out.
 
   “I don't know why they brought me here, Creed. I know it will cause a war if they find out.” 
 
   Shaking his head, he looks down at me. 
 
   “My boys are careful, darlin’. Chances are low that anyone saw them movin’ you.” A slight relief washes over me until I think of Ginger, the girl I was out with. She was new and I was supposed to keep an eye on her until Kenny decided to drug me up again.
 
   “The girl I was with. Is she ok?” Creed’s lips touch my forehead in a gentle kiss before he speaks.
 
   “She was with a john. We left her alone. I need to ask you though. Why the fuck is he pumpin’ you full of this shit?” His hand runs a line down my back and then back up causing bumps to form along that line.
 
   “I don't know, honestly. I was drunk the first time when he did it. Last night he just had one the guys hold me down before he shoved that needle in my arm.”  I can feel Creed vibrate with anger beneath me. There's a new rage burning in him and I know it.
 
   “He won't touch you again. I'll make that motherfucker pay for every little thing he did to you, sweetheart.”   I can feel it deep within me. I know that he means what he said. 
 
   “I can't stay here. I don't belong here.” I state the obvious.  I don't want to go back to Kenny but I have nowhere else to go.
 
   Creed wiggles out from under me before standing up, his magnificent ass for me to admire. I take in the view as he runs his hand through his hair. This man is beautiful, way beyond words.
 
   “Do you think I'm so fuckin’ cold that I would send you back to that?” His words surprise me. I didn't think about that though.
 
   “I didn't say that, Creed.” I sit up shifting against the headboard.
 
   “You pretty much did. Fuck Jada! You aren't leavin’ this clubhouse and you'll be damn fuckin’ lucky if I let you leave this room!” The growl rips from his throat like a crazed animal. My heart skips a beat but I know this isn't just his decision.
 
   “As perfect as that sounds right now I know it isn't up to you, Creed. I don't know why I was even kidnapped and brought here!” My nerves have been worked and thinking about it pisses me off. As glad as I am that they took me from being hurt I was kidnapped and brought here without my knowledge.
 
   “Kidnapped? Are you fuckin’ with me right now? If my boys didn't pick you up you'd probably be dead somewhere!” Rage sizzles in his dark eyes. I can see it on the verge of an explosion. He has changed so much from the Creed I knew.
 
   “How the hell do I know your boys didn't do something to me?” Ok now I'm pissed. I stand up from the bed, completely forgetting about being naked.
 
   Creed’s eyes travel my body making me shiver from his looks alone.
 
   “You think one of my boys would touch you? We aren't them! You got us fucked up sweetheart. He did you a goddamn favor!” Creed grabs a pair of sweatpants out of the dresser and pulls them on quickly before putting his boots on.
 
   “Where are you going?” Creed cuts his eyes at me before he storms from the room. Looking around I grab his T-shirt pulling it over my head and wonder if I should go look for him. I debate it with myself but maybe he needs to cool off. This new Creed is strange to me. The old Creed would never have talked to me like that but then I wasn’t fucking the old Creed.
 
   Deciding I am done sitting here, I head out into the hallway. The clubhouse is pretty quiet except for a few random girls roaming around. Once I get into the main room I look around but don't see Creed anywhere.
 
   “Your man is in the weight room.” An older man speaks behind me. I turn around and notice the president patch.
 
   “He's not my man.” Looking down I don't make eye contact he must notice but that's how it was over there with Shadows.
 
   “We aren't them darlin’. You can relax a little while your here. Weight rooms down the hall on the left.” As fast as he appeared he was gone. Something was oddly familiar about that man, but I can't place it.
 
   I walk down the dark hallway surprised at how nice this place is compared to the Shadows.
 
   I hear noises from the last room. Pushing the door open I find Creed beating the shit out of a punching bag with sweat glistening on his skin.
 
   He glances over but turns back to his bag ignoring me. Walking over to him, I wrap my arms around his sweaty waist reveling in the feel of his muscles beneath my hands.
 
   “I'm sorry Creed.” I brush my lips over his muscled back amazed at the feelings it gives me.
 
   Creed drops his head but doesn’t speak.
 
   “I believe you Creed.” His hands come to rest on mine before he drags me around in front of him.
 
   “You just don't understand, Jada. I have put my life in danger so many fuckin’ times in the last five years. All I wanted was a fuckin’ way out, a way to erase you and Jason from my mind. But nothin’ fuckin’ worked. Then you walked that pretty little ass of yours into my club and my world stopped. You fuckin’ broke everything in me Jada. I don't know what the fuck I'm supposed to do anymore.” The look in his eyes pulls at my heart.  He's a beautiful mess but what happens next.
 
   “I never wanted to lose you, Creed.”
 
   I can see the storm raging in his eyes as he tries to hash out his new reality, hell I feel it within myself.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Creed
 
   I had to work out some stress after having Jada here so Sharp let me take on a local run. I was thankful for the run but I hated leaving Jada alone. I know Tank has an eye on her but the Angel chasers are coming in tonight and that’s some bullshit I don’t need.
 
   I just finished up the run and I’m heading back to the club when I hear engines revving up behind me.  I glance over my shoulder and see a few bikes behind me and try to make out their cuts. Oh fuck, it’s the Shadows.
 
   Pulling over isn’t a fucking option when it’s one against seven.  I slide out my cell phone with one hand and control my bike with the other. Hitting the speed dial to Sharp I wait for him to pick up.
 
   “Where you at motherfucker?” I can hear the music in the background and I know the party is underway.
 
   “Got company.” Watching in my mirrors I see they are still on me. This shit could be bad.
 
   “FUCK! Where you at? How many?” I can hear him silencing the people in the background before I give him the info.
 
   “About seven. Out on the 23 headed home.” 
 
   “On our way.” The line goes dead but I know I’m only about fifteen minutes out from the clubhouse still. It will take them a while to get to me.
 
   I track the assholes behind me as I accelerate my bike. The only thing on my mind is getting back to Jada. I don’t know what the fuck my life is supposed to be or how she plays into it but I sure as hell want to find out. 
 
   With my mind in another world, I hear shots going off behind me. FUCK! These motherfuckers are shooting at me.
 
   “Bastards.” I grumble to myself when I see my boys coming dead ahead. Sharp waves me to go on but there is no way in hell that I’m letting that shit ride.
 
   I drive past when I hear more shots before I slide my bike around. Heading back towards the sounds, I find my boys all off their bikes now circling the Shadows. 
 
   I pull up and park next to them before hopping off my bike to join them.
 
   “Thought you headed out?” Sharp gives me a crooked grin but I just shrug. He knew I wasn’t going home without my boys.
 
   “You wanna tell me why the fuck you’re followin’ me and shootin’ at my bike?” I ask.  Moving in closer I recognize one of the pigs. We had a run in with him a while back. 
 
   “We think you got somethin’ that belongs to us.” One of the other guys speaks up now. My heart starts pumping harder now. I know he’s talking about Jada.
 
   “I don’t think we have shit that is yours.” I growl taking a step forward when Sharp steps next to me.
 
   “I agree with my boy. We don’t run any of your shit through our club. You should be flattered that I haven’t shot you dead on the spot for crossin’ territory.” The Shadows look to one another. They knew they fucked up and now it’s time to redeem that.
 
   “We heard one of your boys picked up one of our girls. You say you don’t have her, well, then we’ll be goin’.” Smart motherfucker right there. I love watching these little bitches squirm under our glares.
 
   “Not so fast there, pretty boy. You shot at my boy here and I don’t think he liked that too much. Did you like that, Creed?” Sharp turns to me making me smile. Shaking my head I look at the leader of the group or at least the loser they put in charge of coming after me.
 
   “No Pres. I didn’t like it much. I think a few fire offs should make me happy though.” Pointing my gun at the little prick in the front, I almost piss myself laughing when he shakes.
 
   “I don’t think that’s necessary.” Flipping my gun in my hand I bring the butt of it down across his face. So much for being the pretty boy. 
 
   “I don’t believe we asked you.” Sharp sounds off next to me as the other guys laugh and chuckle to themselves.
 
   “Take pretty boy’s bike out.” Sharp points over the punks shoulder towards the bikes. Now this I will enjoy.
 
   I fire off a shot straight through his gas tank igniting that shit. In a big boom the bike explodes into a million pieces. I watch the pieces fall to the ground. It gives me a bit of satisfaction to watch that bike blow.
 
   “You feel better, Creed or you want to shoot somethin’ else.” Sharp laughs as the eyes of the Shadow’s widen. Yeah, we have them a little on edge now.
 
   “I don’t know Pres. I mean, the motherfuckers did try to blow my fuckin’ head clean off.” Sharp looks down at the pretty boy before he waves Tank forward.
 
   “Hold his hand out. Let’s make sure he doesn’t try to shoot at any more of our boys.” The Shadow’s all panic now. The guys move in closer. We have the number on them now and they know we won’t play games. 
 
   Tank smiles as he grabs pretty boy’s hand pulling it out in front of him, holding it to the ground.
 
   “Don’t miss brother.” Tank chuckles as he looks up at me. If there was one thing I was superior at, it’s shooting. I never have missed a target.
 
   “Oh, I got this.” Firing my gun off pretty boy screams like a little girl. The sounds make me laugh hard. 
 
   “You tell your Pres. That he better stop sendin’ you little bitches after my boys or we will rain a shit parade down on you.” Sharp spits at them before heading back towards his bike where we all follow. 
 
   “You good?” He looks over at me before I nod and hop back on my bike.
 
   Revving the engines we all file out behind Sharp and make our way back to the clubhouse.
 
   I enjoy the short drive back before pulling in and seeing all the bikes and cars there. The cool night makes it that much better to ride. I’ve always enjoyed the night rides more than any other. I like the dark I guess.
 
   Parking the bikes we all climb off before I grab the bag I was initially set out to get, throwing it over my shoulder.
 
   “You got that?” Walking towards the door, I nod at Sharp.
 
   “Meet me in the office.” I nod and follow suit through the door. 
 
   As soon as I walk I see the place is lit up like a fucking dance club. Hell, this is going to be one hell of a night.
 
   I follow Sharp up the stairs to the office not even looking for Jada. I didn’t see her when I walked in, maybe she stayed in the room.
 
   I drop the bag on Sharp’s desk and watch as he unzips it.
 
   “You did good back there. I’m proud of you. Go on and have some fun but at church on Sunday, we discuss the girl.” I nod my head before I turn and leave the office. I don’t know what he wants to discuss about her but I don’t have a very good fucking feeling about it either.
 
   Walking back down the stairs my eyes catch on Jada. A new fire burns through my body when I see Timmy’s hands on her hips. Oh this is going to be one hell of a night.


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada
 
   Everyone left in a big fucking hurry earlier and I had no clue why. Jenny, one of the girls here said there was an emergency but that’s all I heard. 
 
   Creed went on a run earlier but hasn’t come back yet. I’ve been hanging out with Jenny and a few other girls just having a good time. Jenny doesn’t seem to like me a whole lot but I don’t let that damper my fun.
 
   “You ladies wanna dance?” Timmy one of the guys I met earlier comes over to me and Jenny. Of course she jumps at the chance but I’m a little unsure.
 
   “It’s just a dance sweetheart.” After I see him wrap his arm around Jenny I figure what the hell. He’s right, it is just a dance.
 
   “Alright.” I climb up and follow him out on the dance floor and start to dance. It feels good to let loose and relax. I haven’t had this feeling in a long time.
 
   The music is blasting and I’m a little tipsy but still in control. My body buzzes as I sway to the music. Timmy puts his hands around my hips and we just dance. I don’t pay attention to where Jenny went but then again I don’t really give a shit. She was a little rude anyway.
 
   “You havin’ fun darlin’?” Timmy leans in closer to me whispering in my ear. A slight discomfort forms in the pit of my stomach. I don’t want him getting the wrong idea.
 
   “I am.” I pull away slightly, he doesn’t try to hold me and I’m grateful for that. We dance some more when I hear a commotion behind us. Timmy pulls away quickly and before I can spin around to see what’s going on, Creed has his hands wrapped around my shoulders.
 
   “What the fuck you think your doin’?” He shakes me slightly making me startle. What the hell did I do? This reminds me too much of Kenny.
 
   I try to pull away from his grasp but his hold is too strong.
 
   “I didn’t do anything. Creed, you’re hurting me.” His hands tighten almost of their own accord while his eyes glue me in place.
 
   “You lettin’ my brother’s grind all over you and that’s nothin’ huh?” Shaking me again, I can feel everyone’s stares. I know all eyes are on us now.
 
   “I didn’t do anything but dance.”  Creed looks like he’s about to fucking explode at any second. Jenny walks over putting her hand on his arm causing something to stir within me. What the hell is wrong with me? Am I jealous?
 
   “She didn’t do anything, hon. We were all dancing together.” Creed looks at me with a hard glare before he looks over at Jenny.
 
   “Oh yeah? So I guess it’s ok if we dance then huh?” Jenny’s smile isn’t a fake one this time. No, this bitch is all too happy to have Creed letting go of me and moving towards her.
 
   I watch like a fool as he grips her hips roughly dragging her against his body.  Hatred sparks inside of me and I want to slap that bitch.
 
   “Guess you’re just an Angel chaser too.” One of the other guys walks past me and says. I turn to look at him but he just walks away. Is that all I am here? Is that why I was brought here? 
 
   Thoughts flood my mind but nothing makes sense to me. With the sudden urge to run, I do just that. 
 
   I head straight towards the door. I push my way through the growing crowd of people until I reach the main door. Pushing through it, I stop to take a deep breath of the cool night air.
 
   Is that all I am to Creed? He would have told me if that was the case wouldn’t he?
 
   “You don’t know him anymore Jada.” Talking to myself, I realize I need to face the facts.
 
   “You still know my heart.” I didn’t even hear that asshole come out behind me. Damn he is sneaky.
 
   I don’t turn to look at him because I know I will lose it. Instead, I start to walk towards the tree line needing to be alone. I’m so lost in my own head that I don’t notice him walking behind me until I drop to my knees.
 
   “Jada!” Creed yells my name and drops next to me trying to pull me into his grasp but I shake him off. I don’t need this shit. 
 
   “Don’t touch me, Creed. You should have told me that’s all I was here.” A lone tear slides down my cheek but I wipe it away quickly. I won’t let him break me too. Not after Kenny.
 
   “What the fuck are you talkin’ about woman?”  Creed moves to sit in front of me now when his hands dart to my face.
 
   “One of those guys said I was a fucking Angel chaser. I will not stay here and be the same thing I was forced to be there, Creed. I can’t handle that shit anymore.” I lose it at the thought. I don’t want to be a whore for anyone. I thought he was different.
 
   “Who the fuck said that? If that’s what you think you’re here for get the fuck up and walk. I don’t know how else to say this to you. I don’t know why the hell Pres. brought you here that night but we can damn sure find out.” Standing I see the pissed look in his eyes. He grabs my hand yanking me from the ground and drags me towards the door. I try to struggle against him but there is no use in that.
 
   Creed drags me through the door and up the stairs all under my protest. The fucking man is acting like some primal caveman. 
 
   “Pres. You in?” Creed yells through the open door without even looking over at me.
 
   “Yeah, come on in Creed.” Without a second glance, he drags me through the door. Sharp looks between the two of us and down at his giant hand wrapped around my wrist.
 
   “The hell is goin’ on now?” His eyes move back to Creed but I speak first. Fuck Creed.
 
   “I want to know why the hell I was brought here.” I may have just blurted it out but damn, these men are pissing me off around here.
 
   “You don’t come in here talkin’ to me like that but since it’s been a fuckin’ hell storm of a night I’ll let that slide. Sit your ass down.” His bark startles me slightly. Creed chuckles when he feels me jerk but I sit in the chair anyways.
 
   “You were out on our turf sweetheart. One of the boys saw you and wasn’t real sure where you belonged. You were drugged up pretty fuckin’ good and we don’t do harm to women. Once I knew who you were though, that just sealed the goddamn deal. This motherfucker has sulked around this goddamn clubhouse since day one pining over your ass. Son of a bitch had a fuckin’ death wish.” I twist my head to look at Creed but his eyes are glued to the floor. No way was he doing all that.
 
   “I don’t understand. You brought me here for him?” Looking back at Sharp he shakes his head.
 
   “You don’t need to understand sweetheart. You are free to leave this clubhouse anytime you choose. No one will hold you here but know that that man sittin’ next to you could have lost his life tonight to keep you safe.” Creed’s head pops up as anger rolls off him.
 
   “Shut the fuck up, Sharp. That shit isn’t her concern.” He growls through his teeth at his president.
 
   “You watch your tone boy. I’m lettin’ shit slide tonight just because of what happened. You have a few choices here.  You either make her your old lady, let her go, or give her to another brother. In the end it’s her choosin’ but you play a fuckin’ role here too. I’ve seen the difference in you since she has been here. I don’t give a fuck about your past either.” My heart slams into my chest. I don’t know what the hell I’m supposed to do here. He could have died tonight because of me? I can’t deal with that shit.
 
   “Get the fuck outta my office both of you. You are fuckin’ adults go the fuck on and act like it.” Standing quickly, I leave before Creed can even get a word in. The crazy bastard.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Creed
 
    I swear on all that is holy I want to spank that girls ass like she’s never been spanked before. The way she talks only makes it that much harder on me. I couldn’t believe she went into that office and talked the way she did to Sharp. I’m even more surprised that he didn’t flip his shit.
 
   Heading back down stairs I don’t see her anywhere so I head towards the back to my room. I need to rest and think shit through. I don’t know if having Jada here is a good idea but I sure as hell can’t throw her out on her ass and there is no fucking way in hell any of my brothers are touching her.
 
   Pushing my door open I walk in closing it behind me when I see Jada curled up in the middle of my bed.
 
   “I didn’t ask for any of this.” Her words hit me like a fucking punch to the face. 
 
   “I know you didn’t. Like he said though, it’s your choice darlin’.”  I walk over and sit on the edge of the bed but she doesn’t move at first. I leave my wooly in place on my head before I flip my glasses onto the table. I don’t know what the fuck to do here.
 
   “I want to go home, Creed.” I can hear the tears in her voice. She’s hurting again and I know it.
 
   “You want to go back to that motherfucker?” Standing now, I’m pissed. I will chain her ass to the bed if I have to. I won’t let him use her and fuck her up like that. It isn’t happening.
 
   Jada sits up and looks over at me, tears streaming down her cheeks.
 
   “Not to him. I want to go home Creed. I want to go see my brother. I want my life back.” Choking on her sobs, I pull my hat off and drop it to the floor. Running my hand through my hair, I climb on the bed and straight towards her. 
 
   Pulling Jada into my chest I’m ecstatic that she lets me.
 
   “I miss him too. More than you fuckin’ know.” I rock her in my arms as tears fall from my eyes. I don’t cry anymore or at least I haven’t. Not since Jason died. I miss my best friend, my brother.
 
   “He would hate this for you sweetheart. He would  be pissed at me for lettin’ shit happen to you but worst of all he would be pissed that I can’t fuckin’ help myself when I’m around you. He warned me to stay away from you and I didn’t fuckin’ listen.” My chest heaves from all the tears but Jada still sobs louder. My heart rips in half.
 
   “He would be proud of you, Creed. He was always proud of you.” I know she’s trying to help but she isn’t. Not when I know the truth.
 
   “I’ve become a monster, a killer. I have killed so many people. I don’t deserve anything, I don’t deserve you.” I’ve just laid it all on the line right then and there for her. She knew I had a past but she didn’t know I killed. That’s a part of me I didn’t want her to have but I just gave it.
 
   “You’re not a monster. You deserve a lot more than I can give you Creed but that doesn’t change the fact that I love you.” I sit dead still. She really loves me after everything else? How could she?
 
   “I think I want to go home too.”  Jada pulls back and looks up at me. Her little teary eyes haunting my soul. She leans up and runs her lips across mine. I can’t get used to this.
 
   Against my better judgment I crush her lips with mine. I savor the feel of her. I want to be inside of her, owning her. 
 
   “I love you, Jada.” Laying her back on the bed slowly, I climb on top of her. I yank her jeans down first I move to her shirt next.
 
   “You are so perfect.” Leaning down I suck her nipple into my mouth. Teasing it with my teeth and flicking it with my tongue, her hips grind against me. She is so fucking horny already.
 
   “Creed I have always loved you.” Her whispers touch me. The desire I have for her is clearly visible. I want every drop of her. She is the most beautiful person that I have ever laid my eyes on and she is here with me,  in my bed.
 
   After I have us both naked I slide down kissing her stomach before moving lower. Shoving her legs apart I enjoy my view. I lean in sliding my tongue over her wetness as she arches her back. I knew she would taste good but this is downright amazing. 
 
   “Creed!” Just the way she says my name makes my dick ache with a whole new need. I slide my tongue in her perfect little hole before I bring my finger down to her clit. 
 
   Small, soft rubs at first while I tongue fuck her to no end. Sliding it in and out, her hands fly down to grip my hair. Jada tugs it roughly but little does she know that only encourages me to move my fingers faster. 
 
   I work her little clit over before sucking it into my mouth. Her cries could wake up the whole clubhouse if there wasn’t a party going on. Thank god for the extra noise.
 
   “Creed. Oh god, Creed.”  Sucking a few more rough ones, I know she’s close to coming and she isn’t doing that until my dicks inside of her. 
 
   I pull back quickly but before she can react, I have my dick slamming into her. 
 
   “Scratch me baby. I want to feel you everywhere.” Growling against her neck, I bite down gently at first. My body’s on fire and I know she is feeling it too.
 
   “You like this darlin’? You like me fuckin’ you hard?” The way my body slams into hers sets me off. My balls’ slapping her ass is a whole other level of lust that I didn’t know I could feel.
 
   “Harder!” Her cries send a shiver through my body. Damn, she wants me harder I will fuck her harder.
 
   Gripping her leg in one hand, I go in deeper. Thrust after thrust I drive my dick down into her tight little pussy. I never knew being this deep would make me feel so connected to her but it does on a deeper level.
 
   “Creed!” Her nails dig into my back until I feel the burn of her breaking skin before I lose all control. 
 
   I come inside of her harder than I ever have before when I feel her tighten and explode. I never knew coming with her could send me into oblivion but everything about Jada seems to set me off.
 
   I let my dick finish twitching before I  pull out of her.
 
   “I will talk to Sharp about gettin’ a little break and ridin’ home for a few days.” I pull Jada against me and the sigh that leaves her throat settles me. I don’t know what I’m going to do if she chooses to not stay here but then again I never asked her to stay. Taking on an old lady isn’t something you take lightly and I’m not 100% sure that I’m ready for that but I know for damn sure that I don’t want to lose Jada again. She means too much to me.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada
 
   Being at the Fallen Angel’s clubhouse has been a little strange to me. After spending so much time at Kenny’s this one seems to be the exact opposite. 
 
   Creed went to talk to Sharp about getting a break so we can head back to our hometown for a few days. The thought of it scares me a little since it’s been so long since I’ve been there but I need to see my brother. Well, what’s left of him anyways. I used to go to his grave every day before I left and it somehow calmed me, like I knew he was with me. Now I just feel like I’ve lost him again and I can’t handle that anymore.
 
   A knock on the door pulls me out of my droopy thoughts of the past.
 
   I walk over and pull the door open to find the little whore that Creed was dancing with the other night.
 
   “Did you want something?” I watch the little bitch roll her eyes at me and I want slap the shit out of her before she speaks.
 
   “Yeah, I want to talk to Creed.” Wow, this bitch doesn’t take a hint. 
 
   “Clearly he isn’t here or I wouldn’t be dressed.” Smiling to myself I must say that was well played.
 
   “You think you are something special but I was in that bed long before you.”  Oh hell no she didn’t! Taking a step towards her, she takes a step back.
 
   “Well, he obviously didn’t like what you had to offer. You know that moving on to bigger and better things? He did that.” I obviously struck a nerve with this bitch because she comes at me full force. That’s ok I’m ready for her.
 
   Fists fly from me but she is a typical female, pulling at my hair and scratching me. That isn’t my style anymore not after living with Kenny.
 
   We go at it pretty good until I hear yelling and someone’s hands are on me pulling me off of her. Dumb bitch better not knock on my door again. The reality of what I was just thinking hits me hard as I calm down in someone’s arms. I thought my room. Could that be possible? I don’t know if I want this kind of life forever but I don’t want to lose Creed again either.
 
   “What the fuck you two doin’?” The man’s voice startles me a little but he is right by my ear.
 
   “Get the fuck off me!” I struggle against the man not wanting anyone’s hands on me right now but he doesn’t loosen his grip.
 
   “Calm down darlin’.” His voice is starting to piss me off being so close. He needs to take his hands off me.
 
   “You little bitch! I will have him again. You are temporary.” Did she just call me temporary? What the fuck? 
 
   “You were temporary.” Creed’s voice booms behind her before I see him walking down the hallway towards us. His eyes are wide as he takes in his brother holding onto me the way he is, that doesn’t seem to faze the monstrous man behind me either.
 
   “Seems you have a little situation here brother.” The man behind me chuckles before Creed looks at his hands then back to his face.
 
   “You think you might wanna take your hands off my girl?” Creed’s eyes hold a new power to them as he looks at the guy over my shoulder.  
 
   “Just breakin’ up your little girlfriend’s brother.” The man’s hands let me go before I surge back at the bitch that called me temporary. Why call someone that anyway? Illiterate bitch.
 
   My hands ball into fists as I move towards her again but before I can get to her Creed scoops me up in his arms.
 
   “What the hell? Put me down!” Screaming at him only gets him to laugh which seems to be what the guys do around here.
 
   “Settle down darlin’.” His breath tickles my neck making me squirm.
 
   “You got a little situation back here brother.” The guy holding the bitch back laughs before I notice the fat lip I gave her. Then I lose it, I can’t stop the giggles that burst from me.
 
   Everyone looks at me like I lost my mind but this is the first time I have felt any kind of freedom. If I would have went after anyone at the Shadow’s clubhouse it would have been my ass getting beat right now.
 
   “As sexy as that giggle is you wanna tell me what the hell is goin’ on?” Creed brushes his lips over my neck before nipping at my earlobe. Jesus Christ this man is melting my insides.
 
   “That bitch came knocking on my fucking door looking for you.” Shit before I realize it I said it out loud although no one corrects me.
 
   “I wanted to talk to you, Creed. This bitch just flew at me out of nowhere.” Fat lip over there keeps looking at me like she is and I may hit her again when Creed let’s go of me.
 
   Creed must feel the tension mounting up in me because his lips come down on my neck again. Asshole. He knows how to calm me down and I wasn’t ready to calm down yet.
 
   “You have nothin’ to say to me, Jenny. That shit is over.” Feeling the laugh creep up again I try to suppress it but the look on her face is making if difficult. 
 
   “We have been together, Creed! I was supposed to be your old lady.” Creed cuts her off before she finishes what she’s saying.
 
   “You’re a goddamn Angel chaser, Jenny! Don’t you ever think you will be more than that around here.” Everyone standing there breaks into laughter. The guys all look at her like she lost her mind. Clearly this girl thought she had something going on around this club but that looks like it backfired on her.
 
   “You don’t mean that.”  Jenny’s eyes fill with tears and I almost feel sorry for her. No, actually I don’t.  She brought that on herself. 
 
   “Tank take this bitch outta here.” Creed points to Jenny before gripping me tighter.
 
   “You take that sweet ass of yours back in our room so I don’t have to see my brother’s hands on you again. I almost ripped his heart out right then.” The way he growls against my neck and the tone of his voice lets me know he would do just that.
 
   “I’m sorry I shouldn’t have gone after her.” Creed spins me in his arms so I’m looking at him.
 
   “Fuck that, Jada. She came to the wrong door darlin’. She got what she deserved.” The slight smile that plays at his lips makes me smile.
 
   “Were you really with her?” I can’t stop myself from asking him. 
 
   “That was before you, sweetheart. I promise you I want no one else but you.” His lips crush mine in a frantic kiss. He is putting his heart in this and I can feel it.
 
   “I got it approved for our little trip but there is a catch.” Creed pulls back smiling at me like a crazy man. My heart leaps in my chest though at the thought of going home.
 
   “What is it?”  I snake my arms around his waist waiting for him to talk.
 
   “We have to take one of the guys with us. Just for protection.” I know there is more to it that he isn’t telling me, I can see it in his eyes.
 
   “But not until after I fuck you like crazy again.” His words send shivers through me. I love this man beyond words.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Creed
 
   Feeling Jada wrapped around me on the back of my bike feels so fucking good. Her thighs wrapped around mine are heavenly. She is so fucking warm against me, her head resting on my back. 
 
   Tank follows closely behind us on his bike. With all the shit with the Shadow’s, Sharp didn’t want us to go alone. I get his concern and I appreciate him giving me the time off to handle this.
 
   It wasn’t just about going home for a break, it’s more than that. I need to make a decision on what to do about Jada. I know she has to make her own choices too but if I decide she’s staying then I made her choice for her.
 
   Pulling into our hometown my body buzzes with anticipation. I don’t know what’s going to happen while we’re here and it makes me nervous. I haven’t been back here in years and I never thought I would until Jada asked. I would give this girl anything she ever wanted.
 
   We roll through town slowly as I feel Jada’s hands tighten around me. I know she’s just as nervous as I am about this.
 
   Pulling off into the hotel parking lot, I called ahead and made the reservations.
 
   “You grew up here Creed?” Tank climbs off his bike next to us smiling.
 
   “Yeah. Long time ago brother.” My face never changes. It’s true; I haven’t been that Creed in a long fucking time.
 
   I help Jada off the bike before I notice the look on her face. She looks so sad and distant.
 
   “You know everything’s gonna be ok right?”  Gripping her shoulders I pull her into my chest, soothing her.
 
   “I don’t know if it is Creed. What if Kenny comes after me?”  Pulling her back slightly, I look down into her eyes.
 
   “I won’t let him hurt you. Do you trust me?” The look in her eyes gives me the answer to that. She doesn’t trust me anymore. I can’t say that I blame her though, I did fuck up.
 
   I drop my hands from her before running my hand through my hair. I don’t know how I’m going to convince her that I’m not the same man I was years ago. Hell, I need to convince myself because I’ve become worse than I ever was.
 
   “Creed, it’s all been so much. I just… I don’t know.” Shaking my head, I don’t want to hear it. I know what she has running through her head; it’s basically on display for everyone to see. 
 
   Creed the piece of shit that walked away when she needed him the most. The bastard that fucked her on the roof of her house and ran like a bitch. It might as well be a fucking banner flying above my head.
 
   “Don’t worry about it. Let’s get checked in.” Pulling the small bags we packed out of the saddlebags, I turn to walk towards the entrance. I know she wants to say something else but I close myself off from her. She should fear me, I’m a monster.
 
   “You two are some fucked up motherfuckers.” Tank laughs as he stands next to me at the desk. Glancing over my shoulder I see Jada off in the corner.
 
   “I fucked up brother. I made a mess of that girl a long fuckin’ time ago.”  Tank nods his head as I check us in. The man at the desk passes us our keys and I turn to head towards the room.
 
   “She loves you though brother. I can see that shit.” Shaking my head, I walk over to where she stands looking out the window.
 
   “Rooms ready.”  Jada nods her head slightly but doesn’t look up at me. This is going to be a long fucking trip if it keeps going like this.
 
   Heading towards the rooms, I feel uncomfortable. I hate that Jada feels the way she does and I hate that I fucking caused it.
 
   “This is me. Let me know what we're doin’ brother.” Stopping I look at Tank. 
 
   “Thanks brother.” Nodding his head, he goes in his room closing the door behind him. The fucking tension is mounting between me and Jada and I feel like a weight is on my damn chest.
 
   Sliding the key card, I walk in first dropping the bags to the floor as soon as Jada closes the door. I spin around grabbing her shoulders, slamming her against the wall. Her eyes are wide and scared. She’s been through this before but this is different. It’s deliberate.
 
   My mouth crushes hers before she can object. I need to taste every drop of her. My dick responds to every little moan that escapes her. 
 
   “What are you doing?” Her eyes dart to mine sending waves of desire through my body. Those eyes are all I see when I go to sleep.
 
   “Jada, I don’t know what the fuck I’m doin’ here. Since I saw you again, I can’t fuckin’ stop thinkin’ about you.” Jada shakes her head slowly, her eyes welling with tears.
 
   “I don’t know how to do this anymore. I don’t even know how to live anymore.” Shoving her face into my chest, I hold her. Rubbing her hair down her back, I want to take all the pain away from her. Every bad memory she has I want to erase.
 
   I pull away from her before wiping the tears away from her eyes.
 
   “Let’s just go see Jason.” Jada nods her head before we head back to the door. 
 
   Knocking on Tank’s door I watch Jada chew on her bottom lip behind me. She seems to be contemplating something. I’m sure there’s a lot going on inside her head.
 
   “We ridin’?” Tank grabs his cut as I nod.
 
   “Headin’ to the cemetery.” Tank nods and follows us awkwardly out to the parking lot. Jada doesn’t look like she wants to be anywhere near me at the moment but I guess that’s just too fucking bad for her.
 
   “Get on the bike.” Snapping at her, she flickers her eyes towards me. The pure look of hatred flows through them. 
 
   I shake my head and look towards Tank.
 
   “Drive her.” Tank gives me an unknowing look considering I almost ripped his throat out before we left for touching her.
 
   “I can walk.” Jada snaps and walks off. This girl is going to fucking have me tie her sexy ass to a bed before this day is over.
 
   “You ain’t walkin’ anywhere sweetheart. Pick a god damn bike and get the fuck on it.” The growl rips my throat; frankly I’m sick of playing these little games with her.
 
   “You aren’t my husband Creed. Don’t fucking tell me what to do!” Her yells are a little louder getting some stares from other people walking around.
 
   “If I had my fuckin’ way you’d be a lot more than that to me! Now get the fuck on the bike.” Just as I’m about to take a step towards her she turns around and stomps over to my bike. I watch her throw her sexy little leg over it and sit with such an attitude I want to bend her over and spank her ass on the damn bike.
 
   Glancing over at Tank he smirks and shakes his head. This is such bullshit.
 
   Climbing on I grab her hands roughly and yank them around my waist before I take off.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada
 
    Tank gave us some space once we pulled into the cemetery. I still don’t know why he needs to be here in the first place. Probably some club bullshit that I fell into the middle of. That’s just what I need.
 
   “When’s the last time you came out here?” Creed sits in front of Jason’s headstone pulling old weeds and overgrown grass.
 
   “Right before I left. Around 4 years, I guess.” Dusting off his name, I don’t look over at Creed. The way he talked to me and what he said earlier still lingers in my mind. He wants more than that? What does he want? I want to ask but I won’t.
 
   Before I know what the hell is going Creed breaks down. I’ve never seen him lose it the way he is right now. He sobs uncontrollably. My heart sinks into my chest while I let him have his moment.
 
   “I’m fuckin’ sorry Jas. You were my family man. All I ever wanted was to make you proud of me. I fucked up. I ruined everything brother. You always gave me hope and now I have nothin’. I messed up man.” Creed hunches over, tears trailing down his face. 
 
   I put my hand on his back trying to soothe him but he shrugs it away. I don’t know what to do or say to him so I don’t say anything at all.
 
   I scoot away from him and stand ready to walk away. Something pulls at me though. I don’t want to walk away from him. I love him but he’s just as lost as I am.
 
   Turning to walk away thinking it’s for the best I hear him.
 
   “Who the fuck told you to walk off?” The Creed I came here with is now back and in full force.
 
   I don’t answer him but I keep walking. He needs time to figure himself out as much as I do.
 
   Hands wrap around my waist before I’m yanked into his hard chest.
 
   “I didn’t fuckin’ tell you to move did I?” The slight growl has my pussy throbbing for him. I don’t understand how he can do this to me.
 
   “You need to be alone. I can see it.” I try to reason it out with him but that doesn’t go so well.
 
   “If I wanted to be alone darlin’ you wouldn’t be here.” His voice is rough and sexy as hell. 
 
   “What do you want from me Creed?” I decide to put it out there and at least get an answer from him. I don’t know what’s running through his head.
 
   His hands let go of me, I turn to face him.
 
   “What do you want?” My voice pleads with him. I need to know what he’s thinking. I hate not knowing.
 
   “I want you Jada. You are all I’ve ever wanted. I tried to move past you and find someone else but I can’t.”  His eyes burn into my soul. 
 
   “I love you Creed. I’ve always loved you. Since we were kids you stole my heart.” Tears clog my throat as I look at him. His eyes fill with unshed tears.
 
   “You mean everything to me.” I lean into him, brushing my lips across his. My body shudders from the touch of him. He makes me crave things that I never knew I wanted. His body owns mine and his heart has mine its grasp.
 
   “I want to own every piece of you Jada.” Creed’s tongue runs across my lips before he crushes his mouth against mine. I savor the flavor of his lips, his tongue.
 
   “This is a fucking cemetery.” A voice sounds off behind us. Creed let’s go of me quickly shoving me behind him in a protective move. 
 
   “Creed?” Is that Cher? Oh my god!
 
   “Cher?” Stepping out from behind Creed, I see her standing there with a bouquet of flowers. I swallow hard as I take in my old best friend.
 
   “Jada? Oh my god!” Tears fill her eyes before we rush towards each other.  We grab each other in a teary embrace, holding tight to our old friendship.
 
   “What are you doing here? Where have you been?” A million questions rip from Cher’s mouth as I smile at her. She looks beyond amazing.
 
   “It’s a long story. What are you doing back?” Wiping my eyes, she wipes her as well. God, I have missed this girl.
 
   “I graduated but I came back for my mom. She was a mess when my dad died.” Her dad died? Oh my god, I didn’t know.
 
   “Cher, I’m so sorry I didn’t know.” Cher shakes her head.
 
   “You were already gone when I came back. No one knew how to find you.” Her eyes dart from me to Creed and back again.
 
   “You too. I saw you around from time to time but you never stayed.” Turning to Creed, I remember what he said. He watched me for a while. Cher must have seen him around.
 
   “I was around for a while. You look good Cher.” Creed doesn’t smile or move. He just stands there still as could be.
 
   “So do you. Different.” She smiles over at him before looking back at me.
 
   “Are you two together?” She looks back and forth when Creed speaks.
 
   “Yeah, we are.” My heart slams in my chest when he says it. I want to jump on him and kiss him but I don’t.
 
   “Everything good brother?” Tank walks up behind us. Cher and I both turn at the same time to see the massive man standing there.
 
   “God damn!” Cher’s words make me laugh. This girl has never been shy about what she thinks of men.
 
   “This is Tank. Tank this Cher, an old friend.” Creed introduces them before Tank steps forward gripping her hand. A slight giggle bubbles into my throat at the blush on Cher’s cheeks.
 
   “Nice to meet you darlin’.” Creed steps forward grabbing my hand to pull me away.
 
   “We are goin’ to eat. You can join us. Tank drive that woman.” Tank doesn’t even think twice before he pulls Cher along with him.
 
   “You are not playing matchmaker.” Looking up at Creed his smirk says it all.
 
   “Not matchmaker. I’m losin’ our bodyguard. I want to fuck every inch of you in this town.” My body shakes before Creed laughs. He loves everything he’s doing to me.
 
   “Is that why you brought me here?” Laying my head on his shoulder, he wraps his arm around me.
 
   “No but that won’t stop me from what I want.” A quick kiss on the forehead and Creed scoops me up in his arms, throwing me over his shoulder. His hand comes down slapping my ass roughly causing me to yelp.
 
   “Put me down!” I giggle but he just keeps going.
 
   I think I am truly falling in love with this man all over again.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Creed
 
    After we ate and I got rid of Tank’s hovering ass Jada and I head to her mom’s house. I haven’t seen my family either and I may stop in say hi. They didn’t really care when I left but then again they never really got into my business anyways.
 
   “You sure this is a good idea?” Jada is so nervous but I know she wants a few things from her house. She told me about the photos of her and Jason that she wanted to have with her for so long but Kenny wouldn’t let her come back for them.
 
   “It’s fine sweetheart. I’m right here.” We walk up the steps towards the front door and knock. The door starts to open and a man stands in front of us. He looks like a fucking asshole just standing there.
 
   “You again?” His eyes zero in on Jada. She tenses up next to me, her hand tightening in mine. She doesn’t say a word and I know exactly who this motherfucker is.
 
   “She wants to see her mother. You wanna run along and get her.” I speak for her and not in a friendly tone. The man looks between us before turning and walking inside.
 
   “Is that the motherfucker that raped you? You fuckin’ tell me now and.” Before I can finish Jada’s mother steps up to the door. She looks so old and worn down. 
 
   “Mom.” Jada’s voice is barely audible. Her mother’s eyes dart between us before settling on Jada.
 
   “What are you doing here?” I can feel Jada shaking and I hate this for her.
 
   “Let’s go sweetheart. Fuck this.”  I start to pull her with me away from the door but she speaks before I can so I stop.
 
   “I wanted to see if I could get a few things from my old room. Pictures of Jason.” The look on her mother’s face says all I need to know. She isn’t going to let her have anything.
 
   “You run away and you think you can come back here? You accuse Tom of raping you and you have the nerve to show your face here again?” The accusatory sound of her voice pisses me off.
 
   “I just wanted my pictures.” Jada is trying so hard to stay strong, I can feel it but she’s cracking under the surface.
 
   “Let’s go darlin’.” Pulling her slightly she rips her arm from my grasp.
 
   “He was all I ever had. I’m sorry I wasn’t the perfect daughter but I was still your daughter!” The man I assume to be Tom steps up next to her mother eyeing my girl again. Rage boils in my blood as I take in the son of a bitch that hurt her.  
 
   With my hands balled into fists at my side I step up next to Jada again.
 
   “Creed could you give us a minute.” Her mother’s words slap me in the face. I didn’t expect her to even acknowledge me but I won’t ever walk away from Jada again.
 
   “Can’t do that Mrs. Dells. Now if you want to hand that motherfucker there over to me, I will gladly walk away.” Pointing over her shoulder at Tom, I watch him quake under my glare before quickly retreating into the house again.
 
   “What do you want mom? Why don’t you love me?”  Tears stream down Jada’s cheeks and I want nothing more than to take them away but I can’t, she needs to deal with this on her own.
 
   “You don’t understand Jada. You lusted after that boy for a long time. I saw you. I knew the look. I saw so much of myself in you that I hated it. I screwed my life up a long time ago when I met your father and had kids too early. You were so like me and I hated it.” I watch the tears now on her mother’s face. 
 
   “I’m not you. I couldn’t ever do that to my kids. I couldn’t play favorites and push the other away!” Grabbing Jada around the waist I pull her away from the door. 
 
   “You tell Tom, I will make him pay for what he did to her. As for you, she doesn’t need you anymore. She has me.” I make a promise right then and there. Not only to Tom but to myself. I have to be a better man to her. She deserves so much more than I have given her.
 
   Pulling her towards the sidewalk, I see my mother out of the corner of my eye.
 
   “Creed?” She practically yells at me. Jada looks up with a slight smile and nods.
 
   We walk over towards my old house where my mother stands.
 
   “Hey, mom.” Her eyes tear up as she looks me over before throwing her arms around me.
 
   “Oh Creed. I have missed you so much.” I never thought I would come back here and see her but I’m glad I did.
 
   “I missed you too.” She pulls back and looks up at me, her hand running along my cheek. She looks just the same as when I left.
 
   “You’re ok? You look good.” She looks me over one more time making me smile. We may not have always gotten along but she is my mother.
 
   “I’m perfect mom. We just wanted to say hi.” Her eyes look from me to Jada and hold there.
 
   “Jada? Oh my god!” She grabs Jada hugging her next. 
 
   “I heard what Tom did. Your mother tried to hide it when you left but I knew. He is a nasty piece of man.” Wiping at Jada’s tears I wonder how much my mom has changed the last few years.
 
   “We need to get goin’.” I grip Jada’s hand in mine.
 
   “You just got here. Don’t leave, not yet.” Her eyes plead with me but I want to get Jada alone. We need to talk things out.
 
   “We’ll come by before we head out of town.  We have shit to do right now.” My mom’s smile grows as she nods.
 
   “I’m so glad to see you both.” Nodding with a slight smile, I pull Jada away and back towards the sidewalk.
 
   “What are we doing?” Jada’s eyes lock onto mine. 
 
   “Gettin’ a tattoo. Want one?” She giggles like I was joking which I’m not. I have a fucking plan and I’m going with it.
 
   We head back towards town and meet up with Tank and Cher at the tattoo parlor.
 
   “You weren’t joking?” Jada gives me a sideways glance. She is so fucking beautiful she just doesn’t know.
 
   “Fuck no. Come on.” Dragging her inside, I stop at the desk.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada
 
   “Tank I need a favor.” Smiling sweetly up at him, he looks confused.
 
   “Whatever you need, your man got it.” He chuckles slightly but I just look at him.
 
   “What is it?” He finally cracks when I don’t budge. I like getting my own way.
 
   I whisper my request to him and he laughs. Asshole.
 
   “You’re not playin’?” Shaking my head, he walks away. I can’t stop the smile that tugs at me. I know what I’m doing.
 
   “He’s fucking hot!” Cher grabs my arm giggling.
 
   “He’s a nice guy. Come on.” I drag Cher along with me towards the back following one of the tattoo artists into a room.
 
   “Have a seat and take of that shirt.” The man says and I do.
 
   “Are you really getting a tattoo?” Cher smiles over at me where I sit.
 
   “Not just a tattoo. It’s a brand.” Her eyes narrow as the man starts to work his magic. The feelings that I have flowing through me skyrocket my mood. I want so much for Creed to love this and I hope he doesn’t flip his shit.
 
   We sit in the back for hours even after I heard Creed screaming about leaving me alone with some guy. Cher laughed her ass off. 
 
   “You really love him still don’t you?” Cher smiles as the man finishes up. I hope this is the right choice I just made. It is permanent. 
 
   “I never stopped. I just got lost for a while. I love him more than anything.” Smiling at her she beams.
 
   “You always have loved him. I could always tell.” 
 
   “What’s up with you and Tank?” Wiggling my eyebrows at her, she laughs.
 
   “I just met him but he seems nice. I don’t know a thing about your lifestyle though. He invited me to come out to the clubhouse for a while if I wanted to check it out.” Suddenly I’m taken aback. I don’t think I have ever seen Tank with a woman and I know how the other guys are.
 
   “Are you going to?” She looks over at me shrugging.
 
   “I have nothing left here. I thought I might. Why is it bad?”  Shaking my head, I feel like I need to tell her all of my past.
 
   “Things can get rough Cher. I mean, I was with another club before I found Creed again. They were horrible. Fallen Angels are different though. They aren’t completely clean though.” Cher nods her head. I would hate to drag her into something that she wasn’t ready for. I don’t think Tank would do anything to hurt her, not on purpose but she still needs to know.
 
   “He said you guys were leaving in a few days.” I nod my head as I pull my shirt back on. 
 
   “We needed to work some things out between us.” She nods like she already knows. Maybe she does, Tank does have a big mouth.
 
   “I get it. You ready?” Her upbeat attitude sets the mood for me too. I’m glad we ran into her. We talked all afternoon like I never left.
 
   Walking back out front laughing, Creed flies to his feet.
 
   “What the fuck were you doin’ gettin’ a whole body tattoo?” His eyes track my body but doesn’t seem satisfied that he doesn’t see a tattoo.
 
   “No! That’s crazy Creed. What did you get anyway?” I look over his arms in that tight t-shirt he has on but I don’t see anything either.
 
   “That’s a fuckin’ surprise sweetheart.” His lips press a gentle kiss to mine as I smile.
 
   “So is mine.” The growl that leaves his throat sets my body on fire. I want this man with every fiber of my being.
 
   “I want to take you to the hotel darlin’.” His teeth graze my neck causing me to suck in a breath. How does he feel so perfect?
 
   “I want you to fuck me hard and rough. Make me scream your name.” His eyes sear into mine. It’s like he’s seeing into my soul. He knows what I want from him without ever saying the words.
 
   “My name better be the last one you ever scream.” The soft nod I give him must be enough because he pulls me against him.
 
   “Be right back.”  Creed grabs my hand and pulls me towards the back before sliding us into the bathroom.
 
   “What are you doing?” I watch his eyes as he unzips his jeans, pulling his dick free. Fisting it in his hand, he strokes it up and down.
 
   “Jada, you have me so fuckin’ horny I can barely stand it.” His hand pumps faster as my eyes widen.
 
   “Pull those pants down.” He nods towards my jeans, which I do with a new found quickness. 
 
   “Climb up there on the counter. Spread your legs darlin’.” His voice is strained as he continues to stroke himself. My breathing picks up its pace.
 
   “Oh god Jada. Fuck babe, just like that.” Sitting with my legs spread wide, he licks his lips.
 
   “You’re so fuckin’ wet. FUCK! Tell me what you want Jada. You want me to lick that pussy hard and rough? You want me to make you come all over that counter?” He takes slow deliberate steps towards me. My body quivers with his words and what’s to come. 
 
   Without another word my hand slides between my legs, stroking my clit in the same rhythm as he is his dick.
 
   “Fuck me! Jada that’s so fuckin’ sexy.” He growls before he lets go of himself and dips his head between my legs. 
 
   Gripping my thighs he pulls me towards the edge of the counter before he drops to his knees.
 
   “You smell so fuckin’ good.” His tongue flicks over my clit. I moan and groan while his tongue whips around caressing me. 
 
   Creed sticks his tongue straight into my pussy while my finger goes back to circling my clit. God, he can set off so much pleasure within me I can hardly be still.
 
   “Fuck babe. Let me suck that clit. You want me to make you come?” His lips suction onto my clit and I almost die right there on the spot. He sucks so hard, I have to bite my tongue to keep from screaming.
 
   “Oh god, Creed. I’m going to come.” He growls before shoving his face further into my pussy sucking like he never has before. 
 
   I feel myself ready to blow when he sucks harder. 
 
   “Creed!” I come so hard my body feels like it may shake right off this counter but Creed holds me in place. He sucks and licks softly until I finish shaking.
 
   Licking my lips I look down at his hand between his legs. 
 
   “My turn.”
 
   Sliding off the counter, I drop straight to my knees.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Creed
 
   “Oh fuck me Jada.” Her lips are so fucking soft. She sucks me off like she may never get another chance. I don’t fucking complain though, hell no, it’s too fucking good.
 
   “Yeah, darlin’.” Knotting my hand in the back of hair, I tilt my head back. Her lips slide up and down on my shaft making my body quake. This girl sucks like she can’t get enough.
 
   Her tongue twirls around the tip before sliding me all the way back in. I can feel my dick hitting the back of her throat, my balls slapping her chin. Fuck this is the best feeling I’ve ever had.
 
   “Ohhhh. Babe, I’m about to lose it.” Her moan has me fucking her mouth faster. I didn’t want to push her but the way she is pleasing me right now, I can’t stop myself. 
 
   My dick swells between those sexy lips and after the next two bobs of her head, I come all in her mouth. Hot, wet spurts hit the back of her throat. I didn’t know I could fucking nut that hard but here I am doing it.
 
   A few more thrusts inside her mouth, I pull my dick free, rubbing it around her lips. Her tongue chases it like it’s a sweet candy treat.
 
   “You love my dick darlin’?” Jada licks her lips before I pull her up in front of me.
 
   “You are amazing. I love every fucking piece of you.” My eyes stay on hers. I can see the realness in them. My heart fills with so much unknown emotion that I don’t know how to handle it.
 
   Kissing her lips gently I remember that we left Tank and Cher out in the waiting area. 
 
   “Oh shit darlin’. We left those two.” Chuckling, Jada pulls her jeans up while I adjust myself before she looks up at me.
 
   “Are we ok Creed?” Her words are like a slap in the face. I hate that she even has to question us. Of everything I want in life, I want Jada happy and safe. I want her to understand how much I love her and that there is nothing going to pull us apart again. I need her more than I need air.
 
   “We’re always good sweetheart.” Pressing my lips to her forehead, I know we still need to discuss what happens when we go back.
 
   “Hey, Creed. Don’t wanna rush your party but Sharp called we need to hit the hotel brother.” I can tell by the sound of his voice something's off. I don’t ask though, I don’t need Jada any more stressed than she already is.
 
   “Got it brother.” Hooking my arm around Jada I lead her from the bathroom reaching over to wipe a little something she missed. Jada reaches for my hand and sucks my finger into her mouth before she walks away.
 
   “You’re gonna pay for that.” I chase behind her slapping her ass before pulling my glasses over my eyes.
 
   Damn that girl has a hold on me.
 
   Walking out front of the building I stop off with Tank while Jada runs over to Cher.
 
   “What’s goin’ on?”  Tank shakes his head and he doesn’t look happy. I know something is going on.
 
   “Sharp wants us to head back tomorrow. Someone’s been watchin’ us. Feds been on the Shadow’s you know and came up with shit. I don’t know fuckin’ details or anything. He wants us to stay inside and keep watch. Even ole’ girl right there has to roll. Sharp said the mention was for both of us and two ladies. That’s the only ladies around brother.” Shit! How did they follow us out here? 
 
   “Fuck brother. Don’t get the girls stirred up. I don’t want Jada panickin’ about these motherfuckers again. As for that one, shit brother you’re on your own.” Chuckling, I walk away from him and straight towards Jada.
 
   “That’s some fucked up shit Creed. You know I don’t handle that girly shit well.” The sarcastic tone in his voice makes me laugh harder.
 
   “You can do it brother. I believe in you.” Grabbing Jada around the waist, Tank laughs.
 
   “You owe me motherfucker.” Huffing around, I can’t stop laughing. If anyone can handle a random female it’s Tank.
 
   “What’s that about?” Jada smiles up at me with those innocent eyes.
 
   “Girl troubles. Hey, Sharp said we need to head back tomorrow. I’m sorry we have to cut this short but we can always come back.” Jada looks up at me and I fall apart inside. If any of the Shadow’s get their hands on her, I’ll lose her forever. They will put a bullet in her head and not think twice about it. I can’t let that happen to her. I won’t.
 
   “You ok Creed?” Her eyebrows pull together and a look of concern crosses her face. She can sense something's off, I know she can. 
 
   “Everything’s perfect. See if your girl wants to hang out tonight. We’re orderin’ in.” Kissing her cheek she smiles at me before running towards Cher again.
 
   “I don’t like this brother. Something just feels off.” Tank puts his hand on my shoulder. I nod because I feel it too.
 
   “I know. Let’s just get them back to the hotel.” We both agree when Jada rushes back over to me. I damn near drop the girl when she leaps into my arms.
 
   “You a little happy darlin’?” Spinning her in my arms her lips touch my neck. God the things she does to me.
 
   “I love you Creed. I mean it. I really love you.” Gripping her ass in my hands, I walk us towards my bike.
 
   “You can show me how much you fuckin’ love me when we get back.” Giving her ass a squeeze Jada giggles before I set her in front of the bike.
 
   I climb on and wait for Jada to throw that sexy leg over behind me, her hands gripped around me. I never knew I would love having a girl on the back of my bike but damn, she changes everything.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada
 
   Sitting here thinking about my life, I don’t want to imagine it without Creed. He has meant so much to me for so long and now that I have him back I never want to let him go.
 
   We ordered in and after the food was delivered we watched a ton of movies. I don’t know what’s going on but the guys are on edge tonight. I’m not the only one that’s noticed either. Cher has brought it up more times than I have.
 
   A new movie flashes onto the screen as I yawn and stretch out on the bed next to Cher.
 
   “They are some real buzz kills.” Cher whispers making me laugh.
 
   “I have no idea what’s wrong with them.” We both look over as Tank and Creed talk in the corner. They are so hushed I can’t make out shit they are saying. 
 
   Creed keeps shaking his head and running his hand through his hair. It completely mesmerizes me too. I can’t take my eyes off of him to focus on the movie.
 
   “That man lives up to his name doesn’t he?” Looking over at Cher I follow her gaze to Tank. She is a complete mess.
 
   “He is huge.” We both chuckle before Cher looks at the time. It must be late by the look on her face.
 
   “Shit I need to go. It’s almost one in the morning!” Grabbing her around her waist I hug her. I lay my head on her shoulder loving that I have my friend back.
 
   “I’ve really missed you Cher.” She turns her head, and kisses my cheek.
 
   “You will always be my best friend Jada. I’m glad we found each other again.” We hug for a minute in an awkward position until we hear the groans coming from the guys.
 
   We both look over at the same time to see them staring at us.
 
   “What the hell?” Cher jumps up off the bed, looking between the two.
 
   “Oh what the fuck? You can’t expect us to not fuckin’ get our dicks hard when two chicks are rollin’ around the bed together.” Tank stands his ground while I laugh. Creed looks so distant and lost though. 
 
   “We weren’t rolling around the bed! You are so nasty.” Cher starts to grab her purse when Tank’s eyes follow her movements.
 
   “Where do you think you’re goin’?” When Tank speaks, Creed’s eyes move too. They both share a nervous glance before Tank moves forward.
 
   “I’m going home. It’s late.”  The tension in this room is so thick I can barely breathe. I’ve lived around MC’s long enough to know when shits going down.
 
   “What the fuck is happening? They find me?” Standing up I look between the two of them. Tank looks over at Creed and so do I.
 
   “Not now Jada. Everything’s fine.”  I see the looks being passed around the room and everything is not fine.
 
   “You know what Creed. I lived with Kenny for a long fucking time. I know when shit isn’t right! Now tell me!” I snap at him. I’ve had enough of being the silent one. I want to know what the hell is going on when it involves me.
 
   “I’ll call you Jada.” Cher smiles at me but Tank steps in front of her.
 
   “There’s a little problem with you leavin’ sweetheart.” Cher’s eyes dart to Tanks with her hands on her hips.
 
   “Oh yeah? What would that problem be?” She is defiant and I love it. She isn’t backing down from him.
 
   “You’re not leavin’. So make this easy on all of us and sit that pretty little ass on the bed right there.” Tank’s big bald head glistens in the light of the room but Cher is getting pissed.
 
   “Creed? Why can’t she go home?” It’s my turn to be the bitch now. She’s my friend and I want answers.
 
   “We are leavin’ in the mornin’ and she’s gotta go with. I have fuckin’ orders and for everyone’s protection I’m fuckin’ followin’ them. Now both of you make this easier on us please.” Creed nods towards the bed but I’m ready for a fight. No way in hell is he forcing my friend to do anything she doesn’t want to do.
 
   “Creed, god damn it!” Before I can say another word, loud booms fill the room. The glass breaks and shatters, the lamp on the bedside table explodes into shards. 
 
   Creed is on me in seconds. He throws me to the ground with his body covering me. Cher screams become muffled and I start to panic.
 
   “She’s fine. Tank has her.” Shaking underneath him, I’m scared to death. I know this is Kenny’s doing. It has to be.
 
   “Get her and get in the bathroom. Don’t fuckin’ come out.” Creed growls before kissing me quickly. I do as I’m told when he moves, grabbing Cher and pulling her along with me.
 
   Creed and Tank are crouched low moving towards the door with guns in hand. My heart is hammering and I’m scared to death. I don’t know who it is but I’m pretty sure it has to do with Kenny.
 
   “What the hell was that?” Cher shakes as I wrap my arms around her. How do I explain this to her?
 
   “It’s all my mistakes Cher. I’m so sorry.” We hug each other for a minute when she pulls back.
 
   “I’m here for you Jada. I always will be.” Smiling slightly I pull her back into me. At least she isn’t flipping out on me.
 
   The bathroom door flies open and Creed is standing in front of us. We both jumped like we were ready to run which almost makes me laugh.
 
   “We gotta move.” Nodding I grab Cher and pull her with me. Tank is standing guard at the door before I realize that they already took our stuff out of the room.
 
   “Come on. Move when we say, understand?”  We both nod at Creed before I grab Tank.
 
   “She’s my best friend Tank. She’s all I have left.” He understands, I know he does, I can see the look in his eyes. Understanding and compassion.
 
   “Darlin’ I will protect that girl with my life. No worries.” He leans in quickly kissing my forehead. Creed sees the whole display but doesn’t comment. An unspoken agreement is made.
 
   Tank steps forward grabbing Cher from me.
 
   “You run when I say run. Never leave my side.” He doesn’t ask her he tells her and she understands.
 
   “Ready?” Creed grabs my hand as I nod. I don’t know what’s out there but I trust my man to protect me from it.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Creed
 
   Racing out of town was far from the way I wanted to spend my night but hell if that’s not what we’re doing right now.
 
   We didn’t get a look at whoever was shooting at us but I do know it was bikes. I saw one when we got outside. Those motherfuckers picked the wrong ones to shoot at that’s for sure.
 
   Once I’m satisfied that we are far enough out of town in the opposite direction of the clubhouse I pull off the road. Killing the engine on the bike I walk over to Tank.
 
   “We can’t head back tonight. They will know that route. I don’t trust the hotels tonight brother.” Tank scrubs his hand across his bald head before looking at me.
 
   “Me either. What are you thinkin’?” Cracking my neck to the side and back I look at the girls huddled together. I don’t want to do this to them but it’s our only choice.
 
   “Campout?” Tank looks at the girls before nodding his agreeance. I know this isn’t ideal but for tonight it’s the best chance we have. I know how these motherfuckers think, they will be watching for us to run back to the clubhouse right now, so we won’t.
 
   “You think little Miss Princess is gonna go for this?” Tank chuckles as he looks over at Cher. The thought is pretty funny.
 
   “Use your exceptional people skills brother.” Laughing I head towards the girls. Jada looks up just as I walk over.
 
   “Are we going home?” I can see the question in her eyes and I hate that I can’t give her the good news right now.
 
   “Not right now. We’re goin’ to have a little change of plans. We’re campin’ out tonight.”
 
   Both girls laugh hysterically until they see that I’m not laughing. Sorry I have to be the asshole this round.
 
   “Are you serious?” Jada looks up like I’m joking. Wish that was the case.
 
   “Nope. They can track us if we keep drivin’.” Tank walks over looking at their faces.
 
   “I’m not chasin’ no one around these damn woods I can fuckin’ tell you that right now.” Cher crosses her arms across her chest looking a little pissed off right now.
 
   “Look, Cher. I’m sorry you got in the middle of this. I won’t let a fuckin’ person anywhere near either one of you that I promise. I don’t fuckin’ promise anything either but this I am.” Cher looks up at me with a somewhat believable glint in her eyes.
 
   “That goes for me too. I will put myself in front of a fuckin’ bullet for either one of you.” Nodding over at Tank, I know he will. He would do it for any female, that’s the way he is.
 
   “This is crazy. Won’t they be able to find us out here? I mean, how the fuck are we going to hide?” Cher is pacing around and frankly annoying the shit out of me. The girl has always been a drama queen but she is taking that to a whole new level.
 
   “Baby, I will lay my body all over yours, they won’t see a fuckin’ thing.” I laugh but no one else does. 
 
   “Just wait right here.” Shaking my head, I walk back to the bikes.
 
   “Let’s get these far enough off the road to not be seen but close enough to ride the fuck out.” Tank agrees as we push the bikes off the road. 
 
   We get them far enough back that no one would see them unless they came out here looking for them. I don’t think the motherfuckers are that stupid.
 
   Tank and I walk back to the girls before leading them into the woods. We hike a good ways back but I make sure we are close enough to get the bikes if need be.
 
   “Are you sure this is ok?” Jada is slightly shaky in my arms. I know this is all scary to her but I need her to feel safe with me. 
 
   “Darlin’ I told you. I will take a bullet to the brain before I let them hurt you.”  She wraps her arms tighter around my waist until I decide we are far enough in. 
 
   “Let’s stay right here. We only have a few hours till daylight. Sun comes up, we ride.” Both girls nod as I slide my leather jacket off and wrap it around Jada.  Cher looks all out nervous which makes me smile. That girl used to be so calm and sure of herself, now she just looks scared.
 
   “Come here darlin’. I don’t bite unless you beg first.” Tank motions for Cher to go to him, which she surprisingly does.  Tank takes his jacket off and throws it around Cher. I wonder if that motherfucker has a thing for that girl.
 
   I drop to the ground pulling Jada into my lap before Tank does the same.
 
   “You girls get some rest.” Jada looks up at me a little crazy.
 
   “You need to sleep too.” I shake my head before kissing her lips.
 
   “I need to make sure you’re safe sweetheart. Sleep love.” I watch as she closes her eyes, the slight flutters make my heart thump harder. Damn it, I’ve fucking fallen hard for this girl again.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada
 
   Wiggling around I feel a backache from hell coming on. I pry my eyes open to see a small amount of light shining in the sky. 
 
   “You awake sweetheart?” Shifting my neck to the side, I look up at the hottest man I have ever seen.
 
   “Yeah. Is it time to go?” Shifting in Creed’s lap, he pulls me closer.
 
   “In a while. You sleep ok?” Lifting up I kiss his lips. I couldn’t stand them being there and not having them on me.
 
   “I take that as a yes.” Climbing up, I straddle his lap and sit. Snaking my arms around his neck I look him in the eyes.
 
   “Are you sure I’m what you want. I can’t share you Creed.” His eyes light up at my questions. I’m glad he is amused because I’m dead serious. I can’t bear the thought of him being with someone else.
 
   When Creed’s arms wrap around my waist, pulling me closer, I can feel his hard on. God my body reacts immediately.
 
   “I wouldn’t put my ass on the line if I wasn’t sure Jada. You are the only thing that matters to me.” I press my lips to his savoring every bit of him. 
 
   “You two ready?” Tank’s voice has me pulling back. I’ve thought about Creed a lot since we’ve been apart and the thought of him with someone else always hurt me.  I know we weren’t together when he left but it hurt just the same. I never thought I would have a second chance with him but here he is. 
 
   “Yeah brother. Let’s get the fuck outta here.”  Creed kisses me once more before I climb off his lap. My eyes travel his body as he stands, marveling at the muscles he’s added on since the last time I saw him.
 
   “You keep lookin’ at me like that darlin’ I’ll fuck you in these woods.” My eyes flicker to his and hold there. The threat of what he will do to me sends shivers across my body. I almost want to test that threat but I don’t want to get shot today either.
 
   Creed grabs up anything that we may have dropped before we follow Tank and Cher back towards the bikes.
 
   “They look a little close don’t they?” Creed looks up at them before looking back at me smiling.
 
   “Maybe she wants to be a biker chick too.” I smile at him before we walk up on the bikes. Tank is looking them over, inspecting them. I’m confused.
 
   “What is he doing?”  Tank glances over at me like I was talking to him.
 
   “Don’t wanna blow the fuck up when this shit starts.” Jesus! I get it now. Someone could have messed with the bikes. 
 
   “We good?” I start to take Creed’s jacket off as he talks to Tank but he stops me.
 
   “Wear it. You look fuckin’ hot as hell with my MC’s name all over you.” I smile knowing that I haven’t showed him my tattoo yet.  He will fucking love it.
 
   I walk over to Cher while Creed and Tank talk for a minute looking at the bikes.
 
   “You ok?” Bumping my shoulder with hers she smiles.
 
   “I’m good. This is all kind of weird.” I get what she means and I hate that she was dragged into it.
 
   “I’m sorry Cher. I know you have a life and I just got in the way of it.” I look down as I kick at some rocks. I know she has other things she could be doing right now.
 
   “Are you fucking kidding me? This is the most excitement I’ve had in a long time. I’d prefer not to be shot but it is pure excitement. Besides, Tank isn’t so bad.” Grabbing me around the waist we both look over at him and laugh. He is a good looking guy. 
 
   “What the fuck is funny?” His head pops up as the two of us ogle him. I can see why people are intimidated by him though. 
 
   “Nothing. Can we leave? I want a hot shower.” Whining a little, Tank shakes his head but Creed smiles that devilish smile he has. I know what he’s thinking and I’m all in.
 
   When the guys feel like they have checked the bikes enough, we finally leave. I’m thankful to be out of the woods and heading back home. Wow, I must have it bad to call it home.
 
   The ride back is nice and calm. The wind around me soothes my nerves slightly. I know Kenny is coming back for me and that it’s just a matter of time. It just scares me that Creed or Cher or Tank even could be caught in the crossfire. 
 
   Pulling up the clubhouse driveway my heart slams in my chest. Maybe Sharp is going to be pissed that I’m back and it’s causing problems for his club but I’ve made my decision, I just haven’t told Creed yet. 
 
   The parking lot is loaded with cars and bikes. It almost looks like a lockdown. We had that a few times when I was with Kenny but it wasn’t this massive.
 
   As the bike comes to a stop, Creed kills the engine. I climb off and watch as Tank helps Cher off his bike making me smile. 
 
   Turning to Creed he has the same grin on his face.
 
   “You think he really likes her?” Creed looks down at me with his tired eyes. He really didn’t sleep last night.
 
   “Couldn’t say sweetheart.” Grabbing my hand, he leads me towards the door.
 
   “Is the club on lockdown?” Creed stops walking before he looks at me. The uncertainty in his eyes bothers me but he has to get used to the fact that I have lived through this before. 
 
   “Yeah. I fuckin’ hate this for you Jada. Are you sure you want to stay in this kind of lifestyle?” I can see his eyes pleading with me to change my mind but that isn’t going to happen. I’ve made my decision to stay; besides, it’s the only life I’ve known.
 
   Before I can say anything the door flies open and Sharp and a few others walk out. 
 
   “You all good?”  He looks between us all but his gaze falls on me. I knew it. I knew it all came down to me.
 
   “Yeah, Pres. We’re good.” Creed looks at me before focusing back on Sharp.
 
   “We need to talk but you look like shit brother. Sleep and then we will figure shit out.” Nodding Creed grabs my hand leading me inside when I remember Cher.
 
   “Hey, Cher. Come on.” Looking over my shoulder Tank shakes his head at me. I almost want to slap the shit out of him but I see the blush on Cher’s cheek. 
 
   “What the hell?” Creed looks to see what I’m looking at before he laughs.
 
   “Want me to tell him she’s off limits?” My heart leaps in my chest when he says that. He would really do that for me?
 
   “No. She’s a big girl.” Mumbling Creed pulls me towards the back. I’m glad to be back and to lie down in a real bed although I’m not tired. 
 
   I follow Creed inside before he kicks the door closed. Yawning, he pulls his shirt over his head tossing it to the floor. My eyes travel over his muscled back but the tattoo of his MC is what catches my eye. It’s beautiful.
 
   “As much as I wanna fuck you, I’m dead darlin’.” I smile as I walk over to him and wrap my hands around his waist, kissing his back. His groans say the opposite of his mouth.
 
   “Sleep Creed. I’m going to check on Cher.” Spinning around quickly he pins me with his glare.
 
   “I don’t like you goin’ out around the clubhouse without me.” I know he’s trying to be protective of me but these are his brothers, not Kenny.
 
   “I know. Come on, I’ll lay with you.” Walking towards the bed I hear him sigh in relief. The man is so uptight.
 
   Creed wraps his arms around me holding me close. His breath warm against my neck makes my pulse sky rocket.
 
   I think back to when we were younger. Creed, Jason and I would run around and play. I would follow them to the park all the time. Even as we got older, I would follow them around. Jason would always get annoyed with me but Creed always smiled and winked. I know we were young but I believe I loved him even when we were kids.
 
   Waiting until his breathing evens out and I know he’s asleep; I slide out from under him and head out to talk to Sharp.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   Rolling over I notice Jada isn’t in bed. I hope like hell she’s in the bathroom. Pushing myself up I see the bathroom door open and the light off.
 
   “Damn that girl doesn’t listen.” Sitting on the edge of the bed I run my hand through my hair. I can hear the music out in the main room. I know we are on lockdown but that doesn’t stop the party. The kids are probably downstairs in the spare rooms having their own party. That’s usually how that goes.
 
   I grab my jeans and pull them and my boots on, not bothering with a shirt. I don’t give a shit about what anyone thinks about me, only Jada.
 
   Heading out towards the main room, I pass some of the Angel chaser’s but none even look my way. Damn, that’s a change. 
 
   As soon as I hit the main room I dead fucking stop. My mouth goes dry and my hands clench at my sides. Jada is standing by the bar talking and smiling with Sharp with a beer in her hand and a tiny fucking tank top.  No the fuck she is not out here dressed like that.
 
    “Stop lookin’ so hard.” Tank slaps my shoulder before I look at him, the “I just got fucked” grin all over his face.
 
   “You fuck that girl? God damn Tank. She isn’t one of us brother.” Shaking my head, I hear someone behind us but I don’t look back.
 
   “Creed don’t tell people what I am. You don’t know me any more either.”  Cher walks past me like she owns the damn place before Tank laughs.
 
   “Fuck that. She is hot as hell.” I look between the two of them shaking my head. Those two are a fucking mess.
 
   I walk away from the sex crazed idiots and straight towards Jada when she turns around completely with her back to me. 
 
   My heart fucking stops beating. Her low cut tank top shows off her beautiful back and hell help me if that tattoo isn’t shaking my dick awake.
 
   Right across the back of her shoulders is: Property of Creed Fallen Angel’s MC with the fucking skull and black angel wings. 
 
   I don’t know what the fuck to say. I don’t know what to do for that matter. She made the choice for me. I should be pissed but I’m not. I’m fucking happy beyond reason. Jada chose me.
 
   “God damn that’s why she wanted to see my tatt?” Tank steps up next to me looking at the same thing as me. Wait, what the fuck did he just say?
 
   “When the fuck she look at your shit?” Looking over at the man next to me he smiles.
 
   “Same time you got your shit. Apparently she was gettin’ that.” He points over at Jada while I shake my head. I had no idea she did that.
 
   Jada spins around and her eyes lock on mine as if she knew it was me watching her. Her eyes travel down my chest stopping on my tattoo. I hadn’t showed it to her and I was so tired when we got back that I crashed.
 
   I can see the tears in her eyes as she looks over the tattoo I got for her. 
 
   Property of Jada is written in dark letters over my heart. After being with her again, there is no one else I want.
 
   Slowly she moves towards me and it’s as if time stops. The world isn’t spinning and there is no one in this clubhouse. Just me and her. 
 
   With her hand over her mouth she stops in front of me, eyes full of tears.
 
   “You did this for me?” I reach around her shoulders and run my hand over her back.
 
   “I did it for us. I love you Creed. You’re the only one I want.” Her hand comes to rest on my chest and I swear my fucking heart is going to leap out of my chest.
 
   “I want you Jada, more than anything.” I lean down taking her lips with mine. The taste of her lips kicks my ass every time. I can’t get enough of her. 
 
   Cheers blow up around the room when I pull away from her, holding her to my chest. I can’t help but smile. Jada is making every fucking dream I’ve ever had come true.
 
   “Congratulations brother.” Sharp walks over pulling me into a hug.
 
   “You knew about this shit?” Looking over at Sharp, he smiles. Sneaky fucker.
 
   “Just found out after you went to sleep. She came to me.” Pulling Jada closer to my side, this girl never stops amazing me. 
 
   “We still need to talk shit out.” Sharp nods his head. I know he’s happy for me but the fact of the matter is the Shadows are still after Jada and now after us. That shit isn’t going to fly.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Jada
 
   Throwing back another beer I feel like one of the guys. It’s funny how different the clubs are. With the Shadows women were never allowed to drink with the guys. Here, they practically encourage it.
 
   “We gotta make sure you can hang with us sweetheart.” Tank laughs passing me another shot of vodka. These boys don’t know who they are talking to. Of course I can drink like a pro. 
 
   “Double it Tank.” Ohh’s and ahh’s go up around the bar when I say that. I know they think because I’m small I can’t handle my liquor. They will quickly learn.
 
   Tank slides another glass in front of me before I chug the shit out of both of them.
 
   “Holy fuckin’ Christ Creed. Your woman can drink.” Fly yells over from the end of the bar. I know him and Creed don’t get along well; at least that’s what I heard anyway.
 
   “Hell yeah she can. Don’t you men go doubting a woman.” Cher chimes in throwing her drink back. I watch as she drinks and smiles over her shoulder at Tank. 
 
   I wonder if those two will hook up. He seems to really like her although they just met. She looks happy though and I don’t think she has been in a long time.
 
   “You made my boy happy tonight.” Sharp is close to my ear now. I know he has something to say to me, I can feel it. Taking the cue, I walk away from the bar grabbing a cigarette from Cher before I head towards the door.
 
   Sharp comes out just as I light my cigarette up, standing next to me.
 
   “What is it you want from me?” Turning to face him, I know there is something.
 
   “Nice way to start a conversation sweetheart.” I watch him take a long pull from his bottle before shaking my head.
 
   “I’m not stupid. I lived with the Shadow’s long enough to pick up on things. You want something now spit it out.” I may be crossing the line here but there is no way in hell that I’m playing these little games.
 
   “You’re right. I do want somethin’. First I need to say somethin’ if that’s ok?” Taking another puff of my cigarette I nod my head.
 
   “Creed’s been a lost soul since he showed up here years ago. Always good to the club and the brothers. I knew about your brother and I’m sorry. I knew somethin’ was missin’ in that boy though. He always had a death wish and took all the shit runs to prove it. I saw a big change in him since you walked through that door and I don’t want to lose the new Creed.” I know what he means and I don’t either. 
 
   “I love Creed. Part of me always has. I never thought I would see him again but now that I have him I don’t plan on letting him go.” I see the light in Sharp’s eyes as he looks at me. I know he’s trying to size me up and see if I’m believable. I don’t care what he believes though, I know my heart.
 
   “Glad to hear that. Now down to business. Who were you with at the Shadow’s and why does he want you back so damn bad?” Here’s the million dollar question. I knew I would have to face this moment sooner or later.
 
   Taking a deep breath and another puff to calm my frazzled nerves I look to Sharp.
 
   “Kenny Roland. He wants me because no one else knows the secrets I know.”  Sharp’s eyes widen, he runs his hand over his face. He looks haunted. I don’t know what I said that would bother him but he is clearly shaken.
 
   “What the fuck did you just say?” His eyes don’t connect with mine as he speaks it’s like he is off in his own world.
 
   The door pops open but I don’t turn around. I want to know what the fuck is going on now. I can see somethings off by the way Sharp took in what I just said.
 
   “This is fuckin’ shit!” His screams pierce the night before I feel hands go around my waist. Looking over my shoulder Creed looks at his president.
 
   “What the fuck is this?” Creed pulls me back against his hard body while Sharp continues to mumble to himself.
 
   “What the hell happened?” Creed’s questions now come to me. Shrugging, I flick the cigarette to the ground.
 
   “He asked me who I was with at the Shadows. I told him Kenny Roland.”  Clearly this name means something to them or this club because Creed lets go of me and takes a step back. What the hell does Kenny have to do with the Fallen Angel’s?
 
   “Did I fuckin’ miss something here?”  Sharp turns to face Creed before giving him a small nod but Creed shakes his head no.
 
   “She’s gonna find out brother.” Sharp doesn’t look at me, his eyes stay on Creed as if I’m not even here.
 
   “Not like this. We need to figure shit out between us first.” The more these two talk around me the angrier I get. My hands clench at my sides before I head towards the driveway. 
 
   Fine, they don’t want to tell me what the hell is going on, I will find out myself from the source. As scared as I am that Kenny will kill me if he finds me, I have to know that Creed will be ok. If that means facing him, so be it.
 
   “Where the fuck do you think you’re goin’?” Creed grabs my arm pulling me back against him.
 
   “If you two don’t want to tell me why Kenny matters, I will find out myself.” The amusement that flashes in Creed’s eyes makes me want to slap the shit out of him.
 
   “You aren’t fuckin’ goin’ anywhere.” Creed leans into me, kissing my neck gently.
 
   “You can’t make me forget like that you know?” His chuckle sends a whole new wave of pleasure through me. 
 
   Why does this man do this to me?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   I love how Jada thought she was fucking walking off. The things that go through that girls head truly amaze me. She must be crazy to have thought she would walk off this MC’s property without me.
 
   “You going to tell me Creed?” With my lips plastered to her flesh, I don’t want to talk about any of this. I want to drag her inside and fuck her until she forgets the whole damn thing. That’s very unlikely to happen, Jada is hard headed.
 
   “I’m goin’ to fuck you like crazy.” I love the little huff that she lets out of her mouth. She knows she wants me.
 
   “Damn you Creed. I’m not playing.” Hearing her tone, I know she isn’t. I know she wants to know what the hell is going on.
 
   “Bring her to church in 20 minutes.” Nodding over at Sharp I know what he’s doing. 
 
   “Are you going to tell me?” I shake my head because I know Sharp wants this to be his way. I don’t plan on interfering with that either.
 
   “Nope. Church in 20 sweetheart.” Moving my head towards her to kiss her, she pulls back slightly. Damn this girl knows all kinds of ways to get me hard.
 
   I watch the slight curl of her lips when she looks up at me. 
 
   “Keep playin’ darlin’ and I will make your ass pay for that shit.” Pointing at her I take a step back turning to head inside when she leaps onto my back.
 
   Her lips are so close to my neck I can feel her warm breath.
 
   “You think I’m scared of you? I want my ass to pay for it.” Her tongue glides along my neck and down my shoulder before she bites into my skin. Fucking Christ this girl is going to kill me before the day is over.
 
   “You should be scared of me sweetheart. I’m the big bad wolf.”  Nipping her arm, she lets go and drops to her feet. I spin around instantly grabbing her and crushing my lips to hers. 
 
   “I will never get enough of you.” Her eyes dance around while she looks at me. The sparkle in them touching something deeper inside of me. I want this girl more than I ever thought I could.
 
   “I love you Creed.” Her lips slam into mine before I can say another word. Our tongues duel for the win in her mouth. Her hands run up my chest and fuck me; I want to take her right here. 
 
   I want to slam my dick into her so hard she will never think about another man without being sore.
 
   “Let’s get in there so I can get you back in bed.” Squeezing her ass in my hands she yelps but doesn’t complain. As soon as church is over, I’m bending that beautiful ass over every surface I can find.
 
   Back inside the guys are all heading towards the chapel. I hope this shit doesn’t back fire on Sharp having Jada sit in on this. I know he wants whatever information she has but the fact that Kenny is who he is; well that shit doesn’t sit right with me.
 
   “Sit down and let’s get this shit over with.” Sharp eyes the guys as they all eye Jada. It isn’t normal for us to have a female in this room. I don’t think I have ever seen this happen before today.
 
   “We have a situation with the Shadows. We all know about it but what some of you don’t know is about Jada’s situation. She was in with the Shadows for a good while, with Kenny.” Everyone talks at once but Jada is lost. I know she needs to know this but the fact that I want her safe isn’t helping us. I don’t want her back in the middle of this shit.
 
   “What the fuck you mean?” Fly the asshole chimes in. Should have known that motherfucker would be the first to open his mouth.
 
   “Just what the fuck I said! Now shut the fuck up Fly. We need to get down to business.” Sharp looks over at me and Jada. I don’t let the girl out of my lap either.
 
   “What we want to do is lure him out. If I can get to him, I got shit handled.” Oh no. I know what he wants to do. My body shakes and my hands tighten around Jada’s thighs. I already know where this is heading and there is no fucking way I’m letting it go down.
 
   “How you wanna do that?” Tank looks at him already knowing the answer to that. Tank has always had my back and I know this time isn’t any different.
 
   My heart slams in my chest while I wait for it. This might be the day that I lose my cut all together.
 
   “Well we take a vote on that. I was thinkin’ we send Jada back in, monitored of course. Have her get Kenny out alone. We take it from the there.” I see a few heads nodding but the heat inside of me rises. There’s no way in hell that I’m sending her back to him. No fucking way at all.
 
   “Fuck that. Scratch that shit Pres. I am not sendin’ my girl anywhere.” Tightening my grip on Jada, she turns to look me in the eye.
 
   “I can handle it Creed. I’m not the same girl I was.” Shaking my head, this is out of the fucking question.
 
   “How do we know he will come out and tell you anything?” Blowing out a breath, I’d like to see Sharp sweet talk his way around this one. Jada shifts in my lap so she can turn to look at Sharp. This might get good.
 
   “I know he will. Kenny is my brother by blood.” I can feel Jada tense up in my arms. This shit is about to get out of control. 
 
   Tank flies to his feet along with a few other guys but Fly stays planted in place. That motherfucker knew he was too.
 
   “Kenny is your brother? You want me to believe that you would hurt your own brother? This is complete bullshit.” Jada snaps but the tension stays. 
 
   “I know my brother. He wants what he can’t have. He has gone against my club too many times and it’s time it stops.”  Jada straightens her back before standing from my lap. The new power she possesses in this moment sends a surge of pride through me.
 
   I try to grab her back but she just brushes me aside. Well shit this is getting worse than I thought.
 
   “So you want to use me to get Kenny. You want me to put my life in danger for your own family issues? You must have lost your fucking mind!” Jada roars as the room grows quiet. Oh fuck me!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    Jada
 
   “You better watch how you’re talkin’ right now sweetheart.” Sharp stands and so does Creed. I don’t give a shit what kind of vendetta he has with Kenny. I won’t be the fucking pawn in the middle of it.
 
   “No. You can’t make me put my own ass in the line of fire for a fucking family feud!” The fire that sparks inside of me is new to me. It’s almost overwhelming.
 
   Creed puts a hand on my shoulder and this time I let him. The tension in his grip only lets me know that he is backing me on this.
 
   “You made your choice when you chose that brother behind you. You are club property now sweetheart.” The way he says property makes my skin crawl. I left Kenny, Well, not by choice as much as kidnapped but never the less I left him for this reason. I will not be some club property.
 
   “I’m Creed’s property. That doesn’t make me shit to you.” Before things escalate any further, Creed steps in front of me.
 
   “Look, Pres. I ain’t into this idea no more than she is. You saw what the fuck they did to her.” Sharp pulls in a deep breath as Creed speaks. I know it’s time for me to keep my mouth shut and let my man handle this as much as I want to stab that asshole in the throat.
 
   “I didn’t ask you Creed.” Sharp’s tone is scary and dark. I have no doubt that he will do whatever it takes to use me as bait.
 
   “He’s right Pres. She was seekin’ safety here. We never used a woman as bait before; I don’t think we should start now. It’s not the way we roll.” Tank stands now and my eyes flicker to his. 
 
   The slight nod he gives me calms me somehow. It’s like I know he was saying, hey, I have Creed’s back here.
 
   Creed’s hand hangs in the back waistband of his jeans when I slide mine into it. I feel like I’m putting him against his club and that makes my stomach churn.
 
   I’m slightly reassured when he squeezes my hand.
 
   “Why don’t we give it a few days to register Pres. Come back and vote on it.” That’s got to be the first smart thing I have heard come out of Fly’s mouth since I’ve been here.
 
   Sharp looks around at the table as I follow his gaze. The other guys are all nodding along, thank god.
 
   “Fine. Today is Sunday. I’ll give it till Wednesday, and then we vote.” Sharps anger seems to flow straight at me when he looks my way again.
 
   “You get that bitch under control brother, or she will learn the ways quickly.” I want so bad to snap the fuck out but Creed squeezes my hand like he already knew what I was thinking.
 
   “We’ll talk with her.” Tank’s hand comes down on my shoulder before Sharp gives him a nod. I take it that Tank is the enforcer around here. I should have guessed that by the size of the man.
 
   With a quick slam of the gavel, Creed drags me out of the room followed by Tank.
 
   “Hey Tank.” Cher walks towards us until she sees the look on everyone’s faces.
 
   “Not now.” He growls as she jumps back but Creed keeps walking. I don’t know what the fuck is going on now but I won’t leave Cher by herself.
 
   Yanking my arm back, his grip tightens.
 
   “You can’t leave her out here. It’s my fault she’s even here.” Creed cuts his eyes at me before looking at Tank.
 
   “We need to talk.” Tank’s voice is low but I’m stubborn. I stop with my arm dangling from Creed’s hand with a very bored look on my face.
 
   “You are fuckin’ pissin’ off all kinds of people tonight darlin’.” Tank points at me before turning back to go get Cher. Oh, I won. 
 
   With a half grin, I follow Creed back into the room. As soon as we’re inside he slams the door closed and runs his hand through his hair.
 
   “I’m sorry.” He doesn’t look at me. He just runs his hand over his face pacing the room until the door flies back open. Tank leads Cher inside but she doesn’t say a word. She must be learning quickly.
 
   “We don’t need to talk in front of them.” Tank points to the both of us. I don’t care what he says, it’s my ass.
 
   “She ain’t leavin’ brother. I won’t send her to the fuckin’ wolves for his own shit or fuckin’ club shit for that matter. I know this club means a lot to you and you fuckin’ know you’re the best friend I got but I won’t fuckin’ do it.” Creed keeps moving as Tank runs his hand over his bald head. I know he is thinking shit through too.
 
   “This club has been goin’ downhill brother.  What’s to say we don’t put in for Nomad status? We walk from here and get her somewhere else.”  I take a step back and look between the two of them moving next to Cher.
 
   “He won’t approve that. He has his sights set on her. I won’t fuckin’ let her take this fall for him.” Creed runs his hand through his hair again. I can tell his nerves are on edge.
 
   “This is getting crazy.” Cher whispers in my ear. I look over at her and nod. She has no idea just how crazy.
 
   The guys pace the room and make comments every once in a while but that’s about it. I stay out of their way in the corner with Cher, watching and waiting.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   “I can go home.” Jada offers that suggestion after we have been in a crazed state in this room for over an hour. I’m sure the guys are sniffing around out there now too. I don’t want to draw any more attention to us than we already have.
 
   “They found us there once darlin’.” I pull out a cigarette and light it up. This is fucking crazy.
 
   “But then it wouldn’t be on you.” I cut my eyes at her stupid suggestions. That shit isn’t happening and she can get it the fuck out of her head.
 
   “We need to make a plan here. We got a few days to get this shit worked out but we can’t hide in the room. The brothers will know somethin’s up.”  Glancing at Tank I know he’s right. I was thinking the same thing.
 
   “You’re right. Let’s head out to the party and fuckin’ hang out for a while. Tomorrow we take a ride. I don’t give a fuck about the lock down. I’ll come fully fuckin’ loaded.”  Tank nods in agreement before looking over at Cher.
 
   “What are we doin’ about her?” Cher notices where he tilts his head when her hands fly to her hips.
 
   “You don’t do anything with me. I don’t need you.” Shaking my head that’s the same cocky ass girl that I knew years ago. 
 
   “You want in on this sweetheart? You think cause you’re an outsider he won’t throw your ass out there?” Tank snaps at her, causing her to jump. There’s a new anger in his eyes too. He doesn’t like this shit any more than I do.
 
   “Come on Tank. Let’s get out there before they start talkin’.” After a long stare off between the two, Tank turns and leaves the room.
 
   “Fuckin’ hell Cher. What did you do to him?” I smile slightly as I look over at her. Clearly she’s shaken but I still see the little shit that i used to know in her.
 
   “I didn’t do anything!” Watching her face, I think the girl really likes ole’ Tank.
 
   “You watch your ass with that one. When he falls he falls hard. You won’t get outta here without him.” Her eyes hold on mine, a silent understanding resonates between us.
 
   “Come on sweetheart.” Grabbing Jada by the hand we head back out to the main room. 
 
   The party is back in full swing just like nothing else happened. The Angel chasers are meandering around looking for a dick to suck while the guys take advantage of that.
 
   I drag Jada over to the bar and grab some beers before pulling her to the back of the room.
 
   I drop on the couch dragging her with me.
 
   “You think we can come up with something?” Her eyes look solid but I know she’s scared on the inside. Everything that Kenny did to her has brought her to this moment in time and she has learned to be brave no matter what hell she was living in.
 
   “I think I won’t let anythin’ happen to you. If I have to take you and run, I’ll fuckin’ live the rest of my life lookin’ over my shoulder to make sure you’re safe.” Her eyes sparkle with tears before she leans in kissing me. Fuck this party. I need to fuck my old lady.
 
   “Come on.” Laughing, Jada stands and follows me back towards the room. Fly stops us on the way back.
 
   “I don’t know what shit he’s got goin’ on brother but I never used a woman for bait. I may be the biggest motherfucker you ever met but that shit doesn’t sit well with me.” Watching him as he talks he seems genuine. Then again you never know with a guy like Fly. The kind of guy that only wants to cover his bases to keep his ass out of the line of fire.
 
   “I appreciate that brother. Right now I’m fuckin’ this little ass.” Laughing he steps aside to let us go through. I have to contain the growl that threatens to rip through me right now. 
 
   Shoving Jada through the door, I slam the door shut before she’s on me.
 
   “What the fuck?” She takes me by surprise. Her hands work frantically to rip my jeans off my body before throwing the t-shirt she’s wearing to the floor. Looking at her standing there perfectly naked with my motherfucking name across her back does something to my insides.
 
   “Get that pretty ass on the bed, hands and knees.” Growling through my gritted teeth she does as she’s told. She’s damn lucky she listens in the bedroom.
 
   “God damn Jada. You are the most beautiful thing I have ever seen.” Running my hands across her ass, I climb on the bed behind her. I slide my hands over the mounds of her ass and up her back to her shoulders.
 
   “You love me darlin’?” I want to hear it before I slam myself inside of her. 
 
   “Yes, I love you.” Running my dick along her wetness, she’s so fucking ready for me. I can’t believe I ever went so long without seeing her and having her.
 
   “You feel so good.” Jada groans as I push the tip of my dick inside of her. The warmth of her threatens to consume me. I wouldn’t care if she did.
 
   “I aim to please darlin’. And speakin’ of pleasin’.” Gripping her hips I thrust roughly into her. Her body reacts and clenches around me as she cries out in pleasure. That’s what I like to fucking hear.
 
   “Creed. God, I fucking love you.” Her words pierce me. Hitting me in the most vulnerable of places, my heart. She makes me feel so much.
 
   Holding her hips tighter I slam into her faster and rougher. I know she can take all of me, she has before. I give her everything that is built up inside of me. The anger, the frustration. Every little bit that is harbored in me, I let it out on her pussy. 
 
   “CREED!” Nothing and I mean nothing sounds as good as my balls slapping against her body while she screams my name. 
 
   “Fuck yeah Jada. Squeeze me.” Groaning as she tightens up around me I feel like my balls are about to explode. The way this female’s body works is fucking amazing to me.
 
   Reaching around I grab her nipple with one hand and roll it between my fingers. Jada arches her back pushing that sweet pussy of hers right back into me.
 
   “Damn it Jada!” Screaming, I pull back and slap her ass until its red. I love seeing the way I mark that sweet ass as mine.
 
   “Again!” Holy shit this girl is as horny as I am. Raising my hand I bring it down on the other side. Every slap, over and over her pussy squeezes me tighter. 
 
   Finally I can’t take it anymore. Jada’s hand runs down her body and starts playing with her clit.
 
   “Fuck Jada!” That is so fucking hot; I’m about to fucking blow.
 
   Her cries and panting come faster until I slam into her one more time. She loses it and so do I.
 
   We both come hard screaming each other’s name before I grip her around her waist, holding her.
 
   “Fuck!” The last few spurts of come shake my body as they seep into her. 
 
   Sweaty and well fucked, I pull out of her and flop on the bed. Her head turns to look at me, still on hands and knees.
 
   “You killed me.” She giggles making me smile.
 
   “Can you move?” I laugh as she shakes her head. She is the star of my life. I can’t lose her.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Jada
 
   The weekend went by so damn slow I thought I would die. There were constantly people around and hovering.
 
   We didn’t get out of the clubhouse but we have sat around and played our parts. I was the good little respectful girl I was expected to be even though it killed me to do it. I know it wasn’t just for me, it was for Creed too. I don’t want him in any more trouble than he’s already in with Sharp.
 
   “You ready?” Nodding my head  excitedly, Creed smiles at me. Finally we are getting out of here for a while. 
 
   “Let’s ride sweetheart.” Creed lifts me in his arms kissing my lips before dropping me back to the ground.
 
   “Where you ridin’ at?” Fly walks over towards the bikes. Shit, I hope he doesn’t fuck this up for us. Creed hands me my helmet before he turns to face Fly.
 
   “Out around the woods. I wanna show Jada that spot we got up there.” Creed smiles like he is really into this, like he is really taking me to see something. My man is a damn good actor.
 
   “Fuck yeah, brother. She will like that shit.” Slapping his shoulder Fly nods at me and walks away.
 
   “Stupid son of a bitch.” Creed mumbles under his breath while he pulls his helmet on. I giggle when he isn’t looking. 
 
   “Is Tank coming?” I ask as he climbs on his bike before I follow. God, I love being on here behind this man.
 
   “They are meetin’ us at the spot.” I wrap my arms around his waist savoring the feel of him in my arms. I don’t know that I have ever really felt at peace until now. I must admit that it’s an amazing feeling to have.
 
   I wrap my arms around him tighter when he takes off. The wind blows around us but all I can feel is Creed’s warmth. 
 
   My mind drifts as we ride. Thoughts of the last time we were together when we were younger float into my mind. Creed was so sweet but turned ruthless. He took a lot of his pain out on me but I now understand. 
 
   I miss Jason. The bond I had with my brother when we were younger was extraordinary. I never understood why he didn’t want me with Creed. I guess he knew the way he was and thought he could protect me from it. Little did he know I have loved Creed for a long time, I just kept my distance.
 
   I’m shaken from my thoughts when Creed pulls the bike to a stop. He climbs off stretching when I follow behind him.
 
   “What is this place?” Pulling my helmet off I set it on the seat looking around.
 
   “It’s a secret place. I can’t tell you.”  Creed winks at me before I jump on him. 
 
   “You are such an ass.” Brushing my lips across his, I want to melt into him. I want to be so close that no one can tell us apart. That’s how much I feel for this amazing man.
 
   “Me and Tank found this place a couple years ago. We kept it to ourselves though. Didn’t share it with club.” His lips find their way to my neck, nibbling before sucking. My body reacts the same way it always does. With so much want it almost hurts.
 
   “What is it like your secret fuck pad?”  Creed’s chuckles vibrate through my body as he carries me out into the trees.
 
   “A fuck pad huh? It wasn’t a fuck pad before but I guess I could fuck you in it.” As his tongue glides up the side of my neck before nipping my earlobe, my heart slams in my chest. I don’t know how I got so lucky with him.
 
   Creed stops and sets me on my feet before I turn around to see a small cabin nestled in the woods.
 
   “How do you know this wasn’t someone’s house?” Looking around it doesn’t seem like someone would live here but you never know.
 
   “It isn’t. We checked into the land once we found it. Shits been abandoned a long time. Me and Tank fixed it up a little bit.” Creed moves towards the door as I follow.
 
   Pushing the door open he ushers me inside. The cabin isn’t very large but it is cozy. It reminds me of the kinds you would see in the movies.
 
   “It’s cute.” Smiling I turn to look at Creed. His eyes are on fire as he watches me. The lust and want is clearly evident on his face. He makes my heart flop in my chest with the way he looks at me.
 
   “Do you remember when you were 12 and that kid tried to kiss you but bit your lip?” Creed laughs as he watches my face. My smile fades as I watch him. He remembers that?
 
   “You remember?” I have to ask him. I didn’t think he paid that much attention to me when we were younger.
 
   Creed’s smile just grows bigger as he looks at me shaking his head.
 
   “I remember when you were 14 and you punched that girl at the basketball court and when you were 15 you wanted to play football with Jason so bad you stole his equipment.” 
 
   I watch the amusement dance in his eyes as I take a step towards him. I can’t believe he really noticed all of that about me. 
 
   “I never knew you payed that much attention to me.” The little chuckles leaving his throat melt my insides into a little puddle. 
 
   “Yeah you did darlin’. You knew I wanted you. You’ve always known.” 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   She knows how much I’ve wanted her.  From the first day I laid eyes on her. Now that she’s grown up that feeling of want has only increased.
 
   “Come here.” I crook my finger at her and watch as she makes her way closer to me. With my arms outstretched she comes into me just like she was made to fit. 
 
   Brushing my lips across hers, she shivers under my touch. It never ceases to amaze me the way her body responds to me.  Snaking my hand around the back of her neck, I pull her in closer. I want her as close as I can get her. 
 
   Her body buzzes beneath me, I can feel it. 
 
   “I remember when I would follow you and Jason around.” The tears fill her eyes like fountains, sobs clogging her throat.  I hate that it still affects her the way it does. I know the pain, I still feel it too.
 
   “He loved you Jada. He loved you so much.” Running my hand down her back I try to soothe her. There is so much shit going on right now and the thought that it’s hurting her even more now doesn’t sit well with me.
 
   “He loved you too Creed. You were his brother.”  Tears stream down her cheeks ripping my heart to shreds. 
 
   “Jada, darlin’. Look at me.” Pulling her chin to look up at me, I hate seeing her this way.
 
   “You have been amazin’ through all of this. I don’t know how all this shit is goin’ to play out but I fuckin’ promise you that I will make sure you’re safe. You are the only thing that matters to me.” I wipe the tears away from her cheeks before kissing each of her eyes. 
 
   The door flies open interrupting our moment but I’m glad Tank is here. We need to get this shit figured out and handled soon.
 
   “Everythin’ good brother?” Tank’s face drops as he looks at Jada curled into my chest.
 
   “Yeah, we’re good.” Nodding he steps the rest of the way in with Cher behind him. Cher moves straight towards us when I pass Jada off to her. Maybe she needs a little girl time.
 
   Cher leads Jada over to the couch where they sit.
 
   “She ok?” Nodding towards her I watch the girls smile and hug.
 
   “Yeah, she will be. Let’s figure this shit out brother.” Tank smiles before pulling out a cigarette and lighting it up, passing me one.
 
   “Well, we know Sharp isn’t lettin’ this shit slide. I don’t know what the fuck Fly is doin’ but he isn’t helpin’ us.”  I nod at Tank since this is shit that I already knew. I know he is just playing us to get what he wants.
 
   “What are your thoughts?” I watch his face as it contorts into a new rage before an evil grin breaks out.
 
   “I think we do just what Sharp said. Get Kenny out in the open but not before settin’ a few traps of our own. I think we need to put brother against brother.” The evil smirk on his face seems to make its  way to mine. I get what he’s saying and I want nothing more than to do just that but there is always the threat of the club.
 
   “What about Fallen Angel’s?” Nodding his head, I can see he’s already thought this through too.
 
   “Angel’s need a new president. It’s about time we ran in the right direction brother. Sharp does nothin’ more than lead us down a dark path, we both know it.” Nodding slowly I know what he means. Sharp always has us into some questionable shit with the club as his back up. 
 
   “Fly?” Tank rubs his hand across his bald head before looking at the girls and back to me.
 
   “Fly isn’t a leader. The rest of the guys will follow suit once Sharp and Fly are out of the way. You’re next up for VP. We push that on them.” I shake my head because I don’t like this plan. I like the fact of getting Sharp out of the way using his own brother but Fly? I don’t know how that will go over with the rest of the club.
 
   “Can’t do it brother, not unless I know the others are in.” Tank nods knowing what I mean. I know there will be a few that won’t like the plan but the others will be all in. 
 
   “We talk it out then. Let’s see how they want to play this out. Whatever the cost, we keep those two safe.” When he says it he looks over at Cher. He must really have a thing for her. I have never seen him like this over a girl before.
 
   “What is it with you two?” Nodding at Cher he smiles.
 
   “I don’t know brother. Somethin’ about her gets to me. I don’t know how to explain it.” I laugh at that. I know all too well how that feels.
 
   “I get it. Jada does that shit to me.” Taking a drag of my cigarette I watch the girls talk and smile. I’m not sure our plan is going to work but I do agree with Tank, I will keep them safe no matter what it takes. Even my own life.
 
   “Let’s start headin’ back. We don’t want them to start sniffin’ around.” Tank nods as I walk towards the girls, Jada’s eyes lighting up.
 
   “We need to ride. Don’t want them knowin’ shit.” Jada stands brushing her lips across mine before I pull her against me.
 
   “We’ll head out a little after you.” I nod at Tank before looking back at Cher.
 
   “You good with all this?” I don’t want her to feel pushed into being with Tank because of the situation but I need her to be comfortable with how things are playing out.
 
   “Fuck off Creed. I know what I’m doing.” Her slight laugh has me shaking my head. Damn woman. 
 
   “Alright then. See you back at the clubhouse.” Pulling Jada along with me, I head out towards the bike.
 
   “Are we going to be ok?” I hate the tone of her voice. I know how strong Jada has been and she is trying her hardest to remain that way but I can hear the fear laced in it too. It kills me.
 
   “I won’t let anyone hurt you Jada. I will die before that happens.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada                                                             
 
   As much as our little adventure was needed it was over too fast. I didn’t want to leave that little cabin but I knew we had to.
 
   “Fuck!” Creed roars as he walks back into the room. Sharp called an emergency meeting with the guys a little over an hour ago, apparently it didn’t go well.
 
   Creed paces the room running his hand through his hair making me nervous.
 
   “What’s going on?” Standing I walk towards him before he spins around to grab me.
 
   With his arms securely around my waist, he looks down into my eyes.
 
   “Sharp pulled me and Tank on a ride.” I don’t understand why this is a bad thing but judging by the look on his face it is.
 
   “So why are you pissed?” Clearly I’m confused by this.
 
   “He won’t let anyone ride with. You and Cher will have to stay here.” Shaking his head, he lets go of me before pacing the room again.
 
   “Why is that a problem? Creed we can handle ourselves.” Putting my hands on my hips that kind of pissed me off. I can take care of myself.
 
   “You don’t fuckin’ get it Jada. He wants us out of the fuckin’ vote. I won’t have a fuckin’ say if they vote to use you as bait. Fuck, I won’t even be here. He planned that shit out like that.” The realization of what he’s saying slams into me. I get why he’s pissed now.
 
   “Oh god. Can they do that?” Creed stops to look over at me.
 
   “Yeah, they can. Sharp is the President Jada. The motherfucker can do whatever he wants.” Screaming at me I watch his face. He looks so worn out these days and I know I’m the cause of that. 
 
   “I can leave. I’ll go home or go to Cher’s.” Trying to shake it off he gets pissed.
 
   Gripping my shoulders he shakes me slightly.
 
   “Don’t you understand me? They will fuckin’ find you Jada. They will fuckin’ hunt you and use you to get what they want. This shit isn’t about us anymore. It’s about Sharp and his shit with his brother!” Tears fall down my cheeks as he looks at me angrily. I don’t know what to say to him to make it better. I don’t know what to do.
 
   “Fuck! I’m sorry Jada. I won’t fuckin’ let them use you.” Slamming me into his chest, I grip his shirt in my hands and cry.
 
   “What can I do? There has to be something.” Sobbing, I feel like all of this is my fault. It is all my fault. If I wasn’t brought back here, Creed wouldn’t be in the middle of this shit.
 
   My heart slams in my chest with that fact etched into my head. Why the hell did they have to bring me back here?
 
   “We’re goin’ to run. We need to form a plan and leavin’ you and Cher isn’t an option. We will hide out for a while until me and Tank can get shit handled.” Whispering like someone is listening Creed leans close to my ear. Maybe someone is listening, you never know in these places.
 
   “I don’t want you to get hurt.” Sobs fill my throat while Creed kisses my head. I know he’s doing everything he can to keep me safe.
 
   “I won’t sweetheart. Everything is goin’ to be fine. I will make it fine.” Leaning back I look up at his face. He looks so secure and trustworthy.
 
   “Kiss me.” My words barely leave my throat when his lips slam into mine. His tongue snaking into my mouth, caressing mine.
 
   Moans leave me and Creed swallows them all with his kisses. Walking me backwards my legs hit the edge of the bed before I fall back, my body bouncing.
 
   “I want you so much.” The growl that leaves his throat has me soaking wet for him. I quickly make short work of my clothes as I watch him strip out of his.
 
   “Come on Creed. I need you.” When he doesn’t move quickly enough I beg. I have no shame in begging my man either. 
 
   The flash of fire that tears through his eyes just heats my body more.
 
   Creed climbs on the bed not wasting any time before he slams himself inside of me. His hips roll and rock to touch every piece of me.
 
   “Fuck!” I cry out as he hits me deep inside. The way he holds me in this moment, so sweet and tender I know he would never let anything happen to me. He makes me feel whole.
 
   With his hands on either side of my face, he looks me in the eyes.
 
   “I will never want anyone more than I want you Jada.” His lips brush over mine, my body tingling from head to toe.
 
   “I love you Creed.” His hands stay firm as his lips kiss me gently. His body rocks in and out of me in a slow sensual pace causing all my nerves to explode. I can feel every bit of love this man holds for me and I can’t get enough.
 
   I can feel my orgasm build inside of me when I feel Creed swell. I love nothing more than coming with this man. The power he exudes and puts into every thrust sends me over the edge with him right behind.
 
   “FUCK! SHIT!” Creed curses as he fills me with this seed. The feel of this man against me is the best feeling in the world. 
 
   Creed tries to move but I grip him, holding him in place. 
 
   “You don’t want me to move darlin’?” His lips find the side of my neck kissing it softly.
 
   “No. I want to hold onto you forever.” The small groan that leaves him lets me know just how much he likes my words.
 
   “I want you to hold me forever.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   The day has come for us to ride. I don’t know what I’m feeling right now. Part of me is scared shitless of what will happen with the club but the better part of me knows that I need to keep Jada safe. That part overrides anything else that I may think about.
 
   “You ready?” Tank stands next to me at the bar. The guys think we are headed out on the fucking ride like usual but this shit is anything but usual. It pisses me off that Sharp specifically picked me and Tank to go anyways.
 
   “Fuck yeah. She means the world to me brother.” Tank nods his head. I hate that he has to be in the middle of this shit but each time I’ve asked him to vote against me and stay with the club he’s told me to fuck off. 
 
   “I got your back brother. They know the drill?” Taking a long pull of his beer, he looks around the room.
 
   “Yeah. They should be headin’ out the back now. We leave as usual pull over at the Gregor’s place and pick them up.” Blowing out a breath, I hope we are making the right choice here.
 
   “Stop stressin’ it brother. We will get this handled and get them safe.” Smiling at the one man that has been a constant friend, I know he has my back.
 
   “Let’s roll then.” Slapping my hand on his back we head towards the door.
 
   “You ridin’?” Fly stops us with a smile. I want to punch the son of a bitch in the mouth but I know I need to play cool.
 
   “Fuck yeah we ridin’. None of you girls wanted to do it.” Slapping his back I laugh as I make my way past him.
 
   “Got that shit right.” The door closes behind me and I’m fucking ecstatic.  I want to get the girls and get the fuck away from here until we figure out how to proceed with all this shit.
 
   Climbing on my bike, I nod over at Tank. His slight nod says he’s ready for this. I gave him an out and he didn’t take it, he’s the definition of a real brother. One that I’m fucking lucky to have.
 
   We pull out and head down the road towards our meeting spot with the girls. My heart kicks up a beat as we drive. I know where to get more weapons if we need them but the thought of having Jada around all that just pulls at something in me. 
 
   I see the Gregor’s place up ahead and I can’t help the excitement I feel. I finally have her away from the bullshit of both clubs but now what? She can’t spend her life in hiding, it isn’t fair.
 
   Pulling to a stop at the corner, I look around for any sign of the girls. 
 
   “You sure they should be here?” Tank looks around with me.
 
   “Yeah, Jada knows the area.” Looking around and not seeing them only sparks something evil to rear up inside of me. I will fucking cut someone’s throat for touching her.
 
   Out of the corner of my eye I spot movement and quickly turn in that direction.
 
   “You scared the shit out of us.” Pointing at the smirk on Jada’s face, god help me.
 
   “We had company. Someone must have heard us leaving. A few of the guys rode past but we hid. They didn’t see us.” As soon as she’s close enough, I yank Jada to me. My lips claiming her for what she is, mine.
 
   “You ever fuckin’ scare me like that I will spank that little ass of yours till you can’t sit for a week.” My lips a mere inch from hers is like a death wish itself. She holds a power over me.
 
   “Is that a promise?” Fuck, my dick gets hard as she talks to me, the fire dancing in her eyes.
 
   “It’s more than that. Get your ass on this bike we need to go.” Looking over Cher is already on and wrapped around Tank like she belongs there. I think I might like the look on my friends face right now. He looks almost happy which is something I never saw on his face.
 
   “Let’s ride.” Gripping Jada’s thigh with my hand I circle the bike back the way we came in. I make sure to check for any of the other guys before we pull out onto the main road. I know not to travel the main route but we have to for a little while. 
 
   Heading towards the side road there’s a gnawing feeling in the pit of my stomach. I don’t know what to make of it either but it’s bothering the hell out of me. 
 
   Jada tightens her grip on me as she feels me tense up under her hold. I don’t mean to but there is something off. 
 
   We drive a while before we get back to the cabin that we were at just a few days ago. I pull the bike up out front and kill the engine before climbing off.
 
   “What is it?” Jada looks at me as I pull my helmet off and walk around.
 
   “Don’t know. Somethin’ just doesn’t feel right.” Her hands wrap around my waist laying her head against my chest.
 
   “I’m sorry all of this is happening because of me.” Her breath is warm against me even with my clothes on. The thing she ignites within me is mind blowing.
 
   Wrapping my arms around her, I hold her to me.
 
   “It’s not about you anymore. I told you, Sharp has had a thing goin’ for a while now. You were just a bonus.” Kissing her head, I hate that she feels that way. 
 
   I hear Tank’s bike roaring up next to us before I let Jada go. I watch as he pulls up and parks next to me before climbing off.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Jada
 
   I don’t know what’s going on with Creed but I can tell that something is off with him. He hasn’t even come inside yet and it’s making me worry.
 
   “He’ll be alright. Give him a few minutes sweetheart.” Tank places his hand on my shoulder before I look up at him.
 
   “What’s wrong Tank? I know somethings not right.” Tank just shakes his head not interested in telling me or maybe he doesn’t know.
 
   “You have to understand what’s goin’ on right now Jada. We just left everything we’ve known for years to take care of you two. Just give him a minute to take it in.” I nod my head before I walk away and look out the window. It claws at my insides that I’m hurting him the way I am right now. 
 
   I hear Tank and Cher head towards the bedroom and decide to go outside to Creed.
 
   “You going to stay out here all night?” Creed turns to face me before sliding his glasses off his face, a haunted look in his eyes.
 
   “I’m comin’ darlin’.” Creed gives me a soft smile before walking towards me, his whole demeanor’s off.
 
   “I hate this Creed. I know this is partially my fault.” He can shake his head and tell me it isn’t true all he wants but I know it is. 
 
   Creed’s hands run up around my face, cupping my cheeks in his hands before licking his lips.
 
   “You need to understand Jada, our lives are  never goin’ to be the same after this. The club, the rides, all of it is over. We can never go back to that.” The fear of the unknown seems to shake something inside of him. I can see it in there and I fucking hate it.
 
   “That’s your life though Creed. You have lived it for 5 years and I’m fucking ripping it away from you.” Trying to reason with this man is like pulling teeth with your bare hands.
 
   “You are my life now Jada. Don’t fuckin’ think about this shit anymore.” His lips crush mine. His kiss is hot and frantic just like the man himself. My hands find their way into his hair, tugging it gently. 
 
   This man feels so damn good I can barely control myself.
 
   “I want to make love to you. I don’t want to fuck you Jada. I want to love every  piece of you.” His words make me shiver. He wants to love me? 
 
   “You amaze me every day Creed.”  His smug smile sets my heart on fire. I am so lucky to have him in my life again.
 
   “Hey, I am the best of the best sweetheart.” Slapping his arm, he pulls me against him, leaning in close my ear.
 
   “I mean it Jada. You are everything to me.” I hear the door open behind us before Creed looks to see who it is.
 
   “Figured we’d get some firewood in that shit.” Tank nods towards the house.
 
   “Yeah, I’ll help you then we need to set up.” Set up? What the hell is he setting up? As much as I want to know I don’t ask.
 
   “Go in with Cher. We’ll be back in a few minutes.” Kissing my forehead, I walk back inside.
 
   Walking back in I find Cher sitting on the couch looking as tired as ever.
 
   “You ok?” Plopping down next to her, I see her force a smile. She’s not ok and I know it.
 
   “Just tired. I’m not used to all this. This whole lifestyle is a crazy way to live.” I have to agree with her on that one. Being in a MC isn’t easy. The lifestyle is out there and way beyond the normal.
 
   “I can see if they can get you back home. I’m sorry Cher. I didn’t want any of this.” Shaking my head I just keep feeling bad. It wasn’t enough that I ruined shit for Creed now it’s Tank and Cher.
 
   “I didn’t say I wanted to go home Jada. I think I really like Tank. Besides, what the hell do I have back home anyways?” I guess she has a point but Cher is smart and went to college. She deserves more than this life will give her.
 
   “You deserve a life Cher. I fucked up when I met Kenny.” Looking at my hands, I know I messed up. I never intended to drag anyone else into my world of mess, yet here they all are.
 
   “You didn’t deserve this life either Jada, but look what it brought you. It brought you back to Creed and I know damn good and well that he has made you happier than you’ve ever been.” Looking over at her, I can’t deny that. Creed has always held my heart even when we were younger.
 
   “He means everything to me, Cher. The thought that he could get hurt and lose it all in the middle of this is scares the shit out of me.” Cher’s arms wrap around my shoulders holding me against her. My heart knows it belongs to Creed but what if something does happen? How will I ever survive that?
 
   “Don’t think about. Everything will work out.” Nodding my head, the door pops open, Creed walks in with an armful of firewood followed by Tank.
 
   “You ladies ok?” Creed’s eyes land on mine and that’s where they hold. My heart picks up a beat just from his beautiful gaze. 
 
   “Perfect.” The words come out so easily. Creed makes everything perfect even when there is a shit storm brewing outside.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Creed
 
    The fires lit and the girls made dinner. It feels like old times when I lived at my parent’s. Home cooked meals aren’t the usual at the club house.
 
   Sitting around the fire with Jada in my lap is the best feeling in the world. I don’t think I would trade this feeling for anything in the world. She’s incredible. She has lived through some of the worst things a person should have to and yet she’s still kicking.
 
   Nuzzling my face into her neck, I inhale that perfect scent of Jada. There are days I wonder how I ever walked away from her that night, how I left her. The thought doesn’t even cross my mind anymore because I know I can’t survive without her. 
 
   “Are you sure about all of this Creed?” I know it all makes her nervous but I have thought hard about this. 
 
   “I’m sure darlin’.” Her head turns to the side glancing at Tank. The slight chuckle I let out pulls his attention to us.
 
   “What are you thinkin’ sweetheart? I see the wheels spinnin’.” Tank laughs as he takes in Jada’s face. There is no way possible that you could look at her and not know she’s overthinking something.
 
   “I don’t want any of you hurt or in trouble. I feel like I’m ripping you away from your family.” Jada sighs leaning into my chest where I wrap my arms around her tighter.
 
   “The club hasn’t been right in a while Jada. You aren’t pullin’ me away from anything. Creed’s been my brother since he stepped foot through those doors and I will never turn my back on that. You want to see family, take a look at the man behind you. Creed’s all the family I need.” Such heartfelt words from one of the most badasses I know should make me laugh but it doesn’t. Something settles inside of me, a hole has started to fill. 
 
   Jason was my brother for a long time before he died. There isn’t a day that I don’t feel the gaping hole but slowly Tank has taken up space in that hole. He will never be Jason and I would never try to replace him either but Tank is becoming that second brother to me.
 
   “That means a lot to me brother.”  Tank gives me a knowing smile which is his way of responding. 
 
   “What about you Cher? You don’t have to do this.” Jada is such a sweet person at heart. She’s always been that way, worrying over others instead of herself.
 
   “I already told you, I’m fine here. Don’t worry about me.” Cher looks over her shoulder at the man sitting here behind her, that same reassuring smile on his face. I knew he had a thing for that girl.
 
   Shaking my head, I look back the fire that’s crackling in the fireplace. I hope we are making the right choice here.
 
   “We really should get set up Creed.” Tank pulls my eyes from the fire, back to him. I know he’s right but I hate to pull away from Jada right now, this moment is so perfect.
 
   “I need to handle some things. Wait for me in bed?” My question wasn’t really a question though and Jada knows it.
 
   “Naked.” Her one simple statement sends my dick into over drive. Damn that girl!
 
   I watch her perfect ass as she climbs out of my lap and stands there stretching that body of hers. She better stretch it good too, I plan on fucking her for hours!
 
   “What exactly are you setting up?” Cher moves to stand next to Jada. Tank and I share a look but we both know that we are going to have to tell them so no one gets hurt later.
 
   “We are settin’ up traps. Neither of you can open the door after we are done. You can’t leave or go outside until we disarm the traps in the mornin’. Last chance to leave.” I look between the girls. They both cross their arms over their chests staring at me. Damn those two.
 
   “Alright. Get that sexy ass in my bed.” Tank walks over slapping Cher’s ass making her yelp.
 
   Grabbing Jada around the waist I suck her sweet delicate skin into my mouth before twirling my tongue around it.
 
   “Creed.”  Her little breathless groan makes my dick stir in my jeans. Yeah, I need to get this shit set up quickly.
 
   “Get in that bed and be waitin’ for me darlin’.” Her body shivers before she moves away from me. 
 
   Swallowing hard I look over at Tank; he looks like he’s feeling the same way I am.
 
   “Quickly?” I smile over at him.
 
   “Damn quickly.” Laughing we both head outside to grab a few materials we will need.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Jada
 
   I lay here naked in bed waiting for Creed wondering how this will all play out. My mind drifts to scenarios that it shouldn’t but I know how ruthless Kenny can be. If he wants something bad enough I know damn well that he will get it and he doesn’t care who he has to take down with him, especially Creed.
 
   “Is that body naked?” Creed closes the door softly behind him before shrugging out of his cut and t-shirt. I watch the clothes hit the floor before he removes his jeans. My eyes travel his sculpted body following all the curves and plains that make him up. He is magnificent to say the least.
 
   “It might be. You want to come find out?” Shifting in the bed, I watch his dick come to life. He never ceases to amaze me with how comfortable he is with his own body, hell he should be.
 
   “You tryin’ to tease me darlin’?” His gaze darkens as he steps towards the bed. The heat in his stare is enough to make me come undone.
 
   “I’m not a tease. I would call it a preview.” The glint in his eyes causes me to shiver without knowing. Judging by the look that crosses his face, I would say Creed likes what he’s doing to me.
 
   “You ready to pay me for earlier?” I watch his muscles move as he walks towards the bed, so confident.
 
   “I’ve been ready.” Kicking the blankets down  I let him see just how ready I am.
 
   Creed let’s out a soft whistle as he looks over my body, his eyes burning into my skin.
 
   “You are a good listener.” Creed climbs on the edge of the bed as I spread my legs and wait. I know I may sound like a whore but I’m his whore.
 
   “Do you know how fuckin’ sexy that looks.” Leaning down his lips capture my nipple between them as he sucks and tugs roughly.
 
   My body responds to this man in ways I never knew possible. I arch my back pushing into him as he bites harder.
 
   “Creed!” I cry out from the feel of him. Creed moves to kiss his way up my chest to my neck where he sucks roughly. He might leave a mark but I don’t care. I want him to brand me the way I want to brand him. 
 
   “You ready for me?” His lips linger over mine, barely touching as he looks into my eyes. I can’t speak, he’s so close. I nod my head and get a smile in return.
 
   He reaches down gripping his dick before I feel it at my entrance. 
 
   “Take all of me, darlin’.” He growls as he thrusts roughly into me. The man makes me feel so many emotions that I can barely control myself when he’s in me.
 
   I dig my nails into his back as his teeth graze my neck. The way he pistons his hips, he touches every piece of me.
 
   “You love this Jada?” Biting my chin, I almost lose it. His lips feel so good against my skin.
 
   “More, harder.” I don’t mind begging him. Shit, the way he feels I would beg every time.
 
   “Turn over.” Pulling out of me quickly, he grabs my hips and flips me when I don’t move fast enough for his liking.
 
   With my ass in the air, Creed’s hands run up my back before I feel his dick pressing into me already.
 
   “Do you trust me, Jada?”  His hands travel over my skin like silk. I can’t stop the shivers that roll over me.
 
   “Yes.” Breathlessly, I try to focus on what he’s saying but there is just no way in hell when his hands are roaming my body.
 
   His dick slides into me slowly before his hands wrap around my neck. His grip tightens slightly as he pushes inside of me. I don’t know if I should be scared of what he’s doing but in a way I’m turned on by it.
 
   “Relax, Jada.” His body slides against my back as his hands grip my throat tighter. I can feel my body clenching around him as he swells within me.
 
   “Creed.” My voice is barely a whisper but the pressure he’s putting on my throat is making me insane. The harder he pushes the more I want. 
 
   I feel my release just seconds away before he thrusts into me harder. Oh god, the feelings he makes flow throughout my body are out of this world.
 
   “Fuckin’ hell, darlin’. Keep squeezin’ me like that.” Growling, his grip on me tightens slightly. 
 
   With one final rough thrust, I lose it. I come so hard I feel like I may pass out. I never knew anything could feel like this.
 
   Creed’s hands leave my neck as his dick jerks inside of me. I can feel everything hitting me deep inside as his hands roam back down my back.
 
   Gripping my ass in his hands his pulls my cheeks apart.
 
   “I want to fuck every piece of you but not tonight.” A rough slap on the ass, he pulls out. How does he do this to me? Make me feel like I’m floating?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   Having Jada curled up in my arms sets my heart on fire. She makes me come alive in ways that I didn’t think I ever could again. 
 
   I stroke her hair back away from her face as she snuggles closer to me. This whole situation has me under a lot of stress and the anxiety is a fucking killer. I need to make this plan flow smoothly in order to keep Jada out of the Shadow’s line of fire. This isn’t going to be an easy option and pulling it off is going to take some finesse. I guess it’s a good thing that I have the balls to do it.
 
   Not like it was much of a decision. I won’t let Jada out of my life again, not after before. A piece of myself stayed on that roof top and my life went downhill quickly but I refuse to let that happen again.
 
   “Do you realize how much you mean to me?” Her voice takes me by surprise just like the words that leave her lips.
 
   “I have an idea. My heart belongs to you, Jada.” Her lips touch my chest and heat floods my body. I hope I’m making the right choice here.
 
   Rubbing her hair, I hear her breathing even out. She’s asleep already.
 
   Sliding my phone off the night stand, I send out a few texts about the plan we have set into motion for tomorrow night.
 
   Tank has a few guys from the club covering our asses for now on that end too. After talking, Tank and I decided that tomorrow night would be perfect to set the plan into action since the Shadows have a big show then. 
 
   I check my messages as they come in and a sense of peace floods me. I don’t know if it’s the fact that Jada is in my arms right now or that I will finally be getting her free from those assholes but that feeling is there never the less.
 
   I lay my head back and think about my future. If I don’t have the club, it really wouldn’t hurt me. I mean, they took me in and made me who I am today but they don’t have the hold on me that Jada does. 
 
   I hate to see Tank throw away his brotherhood for me though. I know he’s a good man and he’s always had my back but this is the life he knows, it’s all he has.
 
   The thoughts of Cher also pull at me. She doesn’t deserve this life and she was just thrown into it. Sure it might be all shits and giggles now but she doesn’t know the club life. If shit goes down she could be in danger. I don’t think that has played a role in her thinking since she’s been held up fucking Tank. This life isn’t for the weak.
 
   I sigh as I think about all of it. Jason would be so fucking disappointed in me. The fact that he wanted me to stay away from Jada is what bothers me the most but how the hell do I walk away from the one that holds my beating heart in her hands?
 
   Jason warned me away because he knew what I was like back then but that’s changed now. I’m not the same asshole I used to be, not with woman anyway.
 
   As so many things whirl around this fucked up head of mine the one thing that remains a constant is Jada. She is the rock that holds me to this earth. She is my gravity, my air. The reason I breathe and wake up. She’s all I need in this world.
 
   With that thought, I lay back and let my eyes slowly flutter closed.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Jada
 
   Creed lays here sound asleep and looking as sexy as ever. He may be rough at times but I still see the sweetheart he once was in there. Of course he was a player back then but he seems so much different now. I can honestly say that he holds my world in his hands.
 
   My throats dry as I lay here watching him. I slide out from under his grasp and sneak off the bed. 
 
   Tiptoeing my way across the floor so I don’t wake him, I sneak out of the door. My body is on alert as I make my way down the hallway towards the stairs. I hate that we have to hide out like this and I hate the way it all happened but in my heart, I can honestly say that I’m glad I have Creed back.
 
   As I slink down the stairs my foot sticks on the last step, propelling me forward. I put my hands out to stop myself from hitting the floor face first when it snags something.
 
   I loud bang startles me as I feel something swoosh past my head as I hit the floor. It’s like everything happens in slow motion. Falling seems to take forever before I hit and roll.
 
   My eyes dart up to see the gun pointed at the door. My heart slams in my chest as I look over and see the hole it made as it whizzed past my head. 
 
   “Oh my god.” My body shakes as I slink into the corner and roll myself into a ball. I almost killed myself. The reality hits me as I hear everyone screaming and running down the stairs but the ringing in my ears is so loud.
 
   Hands are on my shoulders as I’m yanked up and slammed against the wall.
 
   “What the fuck happened?” Creed’s eyes are wild as he looks over my body. The fear in his eyes is what tugs at my heart. 
 
   “Answer me! Are you hurt?” Those wild eyes keep tracking over my body as I slowly shake my head. My body is in tremors before Creed jerks me against his chest. The tears I have been holding spill over as the realization of what almost happened hits me.
 
   I can hear Cher screaming as Tank talks loudly but my own sobs block out most of it. 
 
   “Look at me.” Creed has my face in his hands now, his eyes ripping through me.
 
   “Are you hurt?” I shake my head slowly as I watch his face. His eyes travel up the side of my head before his hand moves there too.
 
   “You’re bleedin’.” I don’t feel a thing so I take his word for it but my hand automatically moves to cover his.
 
   “How can I fuckin’ protect you if you don’t fuckin’ listen to me?” Rage takes hold of Creed as he steps back away from me. 
 
   His hand runs through his hair as Cher runs into me, hugging me to her.
 
   “Let’s calm down brother.” Tank goes to put his hand on Creed’s shoulder but he shakes it off.
 
   “Calm down? She could have blown her fuckin’ head off man!” Creed is beyond pissed and I can understand why.
 
   “She didn’t though!” Cher yells as Creed cuts his eyes at her. Tank steps in between blocking my view of him as he looks over at Cher.
 
   “Take her upstairs and clean that up.” Nodding towards my head, Cher nods. She wraps her arm around me and guides me back up the stairs. 
 
   I’m in a complete fog as I hear things breaking downstairs; I know Creed is going off when I hear Tank screaming.
 
   Cher leads me into the bathroom closing the door behind us as I sit on the toilet.
 
   “I didn’t mean to. I was going to get a drink and tripped.” Cher nods her head as she grabs a rag and wets it.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   I almost died on the spot when I saw her curled up in the corner. My whole life flashed before me. Losing Jason and then seeing her lying there. It almost killed me. My heart stopped in that second.
 
   Seeing that she was ok didn’t help to calm my nerves though. How could she be so stupid? What the hell was she doing near the door after I specifically told her not to?
 
   “Go up and check on her. I’ll take care of this shit.” Shaking my head at Tank he cuts his eyes at me.
 
   “I fucked it up man. I got it.” As I start to bend to pick up the glass I busted, Tank grabs me roughly.
 
   “I said go up there. I got this.”  With the fierce look in his eyes, I walk off. I don’t want to test his patience tonight but I don’t know what to say to her either.
 
   I make my way up the stairs and see the bathroom door closed. Taking a deep breath I push it open to see a shocked Jada pale as a fucking ghost sitting there while Cher dabs at her head.
 
   “She won’t let me clean it.” Cher glances over at me but the cut is the last thing on my mind. The fact that she looks the way she does is what hurts the most.
 
   “I got it.” Cher nods as she walks past me patting me on my shoulder on her way out. 
 
   I walk the rest of the way into the bathroom, closing the door behind me before grabbing supplies from under the sink.
 
   I set all my things out on the sink before I crouch down in front of her. I bring my hand up to touch her cheek but she never moves.
 
   “I’m sorry Jada. You scared the shit out me.” I notice my own hand shaking and so does she. Her head turns and watches it before I try to pull it away, she catches it in hers first.
 
   Bringing to her lap she looks at me.
 
   “I tripped, I didn’t mean to. I’m not ready to die Creed. As much as I wished it before, I just got you back. I don’t want to lose you yet.” Tears spill down that perfect face as I stand and pull her against me. I had no idea she felt like this.
 
   “You aren’t losin’ me. Let me clean this.” Kissing the side of her head, I sit her back down before grabbing the cleaner.
 
   I wipe at the cut that isn’t as bad as I originally thought. I put some cream on it before I look down at her again. She looks so lost.
 
   “I am goin’ to make it all ok for you.” Her head tilts up to look at me before I wipe the tears away from her eyes.
 
   “I love you.” Her words come out stronger than she looks right now. 
 
   “I love you too.”  I hold my hand out to her and wait. The pull we have towards each other is strong but I need it to be stronger, I need every piece of her.
 
   Jada slides her hand in mine as I pull her up and lead her out of the bathroom and back down the hall.
 
   “I should go help.” Her voice cracks slightly as I lead her into the bedroom.
 
   “No, you should be with me.” Walking us towards the bed, I grab the hem of the shirt she has on and pull it over her head. Her soft silken body glows in front of my eyes but that isn’t what this is about. Not right now. This is deeper on another level.
 
   I pull my shorts off so we are both completely naked before I help her into the bed. I follow before pulling the blankets up over the both of us.
 
   I drag Jada’s naked body against me and hold her there. Her soft sobs hurt to hear but she needs to know I’m not going anywhere.
 
   “We are doin’ this tonight. I need to know you will listen to what we tell you, I can’t lose you.” Jada tightens her grip around my waist.
 
   “I can’t lose you either.” She hiccups her way through those 5 little words as tears clog her throat. I know this is a dangerous game we’re playing but there is no other way around it.
 
   “You won’t lose me.” Kissing her head, I hold her until she falls asleep.
 
   As much as I want to close my eyes and rest, my heart is racing as fast as my mind and there is no way sleeping is even an option now so I opt to hold Jada and watch her sleep.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Jada
 
   “I feel bad. I don’t think he slept last night Tank.” Sitting at the kitchen table I only came down when I heard Tank and Cher. No way in hell was I doing that again.
 
   “He’s ok. He’s gone on less sleep.” He passes me a cup of coffee but that does little to ease my mind. 
 
   I must have slept in like everyone else but Creed. He was wide awake when I woke up at noon. Now he’s upstairs taking a shower to wake himself up.
 
   “He shouldn’t do this today without sleep.” Tank turns to look at me with a now serious look on his face.
 
   “We have a plan. We set it up the way we did for a reason darlin’. Now I know you’re scared and shit but Creed is a big boy. He knows how far he can push himself.” Looking at the sureness on Tank’s face does something to me. I know Creed would do anything for me but I also know he’s stronger than I give him credit for.
 
   “Ok.” Tank nods happily with my answer before I hear Creed coming down the stairs. Before I can turn to look at him, he’s leaning over the back of the chair kissing my neck.
 
   “Mornin’ sexy.” His little comment sets my nerves on edge. How does he do that?
 
   Creed walks over and says something to Tank that I can’t hear before Tank nods his head. Creed smiles as he walks over and takes a seat next to me.
 
   “You look fuckin’ hot in my shirt.” Pulling at the sleeve of his shirt I threw on makes me smile. He has such a calming vibe today even though I am scared shitless. You would think he would be a little scared with whatever their plan is.
 
   “We need to talk. All of us.” Tank sets the plates of food on the table before taking his seat next to the suddenly quiet Cher. I wonder what her problem is.
 
   “We have our shit all set up for tonight. You two are goin’ up north to a hotel until shit is handled. You give us 12 hours and if you don’t hear somethin’ you leave.” My eyes jerk to Creed’s but I notice Cher sitting still. She already knew about this.
 
   “No. I won’t do it.” I watch Creed smile as he pops a piece of bacon in his mouth. Arrogant asshole.
 
   “I knew you wouldn’t, but you’re goin’ to anyway.”  Smug bastard. With that smile plastered to his face, I don’t know if I want to slap him or fuck him right here at breakfast.
 
   “That’s not a good idea, Creed.” I try to protest but he doesn’t listen, he shovels food in his mouth.
 
   “It is a good idea, darlin’. We need your boy there to have a clear head and if he’s worryin’ about you, it ain’t clear.” Tank gives me a warning look that I ignore. Who the hell does he think he is?
 
   “I don’t need to be up north to be safe. I’m ok here.” Crossing my arms over my chest, Creed laughs. I’m glad this is funny for him.
 
   “It isn’t up for discussion. If somethin’ happens I can’t get back here and it isn’t goin’ to take a rocket scientist for them to figure this place out.” Creed guzzles his juice while everyone else is silent.
 
   “Are you just going along with this?” I turn my attention to my once mouthy friend.
 
   “Tank thinks it’s a good idea.” My mouth falls open when she says that. I can’t believe I just heard those words come out of her mouth.
 
   “And?” Creed chuckles again before I cut my eyes at him. That’s right, shut up while you’re ahead.
 
   “And, I agree. I don’t want to be caught in the middle of the cross fire.” Cher shrugs like it’s just another day. Well, isn’t this great! She bails on me now too!
 
   “Whatever. I’ll go but if you aren’t back I’m coming to find you, not leave.” Creed reaches over and grabs me around the back of the neck pulling my lips to his.
 
   “I never thought you’d leave. I just need you safe.” Kissing me slowly, I melt into his touch.
 
   We finish eating in silence but mostly it’s me giving those two looks that could kill. I don’t like the idea of being so far away in case something happens to him. I don’t even want to think about that.
 
   Cher seems to go with the flow for my liking. I wonder what Tank said to her to make her like that? I have never known her to be that way before.
 
   “You about ready?” Creed wraps his hands around my waist as I put away the last of the dishes.
 
   “No. I don’t like this idea at all.” His lips kiss my neck gently before moving to my shoulder. He pulls my hair back pushing it over my other shoulder.
 
   “I know you don’t. I don’t either but I need to know you are nowhere near the fire darlin’.” Spinning in his arms, I look up at him.
 
   “I get that Creed but I can’t leave. If you don’t come back you know I can’t just go.” The recognition in his eyes is what sets me off. He knows I wouldn’t leave him.
 
   “That’s why I love you.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   I hate this. I hate the whole damn thing but there aren’t any other options. Tank and I have been over every scenario that we could come up with and none of them seemed to make sense but this one. 
 
   We know the Shadows are having a big show and party so all the key players will be there. 
 
   With Jada wrapped around me on my bike, everything feels surreal. In a few short hours I will be going up against my own club and the one that ruined her. 
 
   Pulling into the hotel parking lot, my stomach drops. I check the time as I turn the bike off. 4:45pm. Shit. 
 
   “What’s wrong?” Jada tenses up around me as we sit on the bike for a minute.
 
   “Nothin’ darlin’. I’m just ready to get this shit over with.” That isn’t a complete lie but I am fucking scared shitless that I might never see Jada again. I just got her back; I’m not ready to lose her again even if it is my life that gets ended.
 
   Blowing out a breath, I climb off the bike before helping Jada off. I set our helmets on the seat before gripping her hand. 
 
   “This is stupid, Creed.” Putting on my best poker face I smile over at her.
 
   “You are still a mouthy little shit aren’t you?” Jada rams her shoulder into my side making me laugh.
 
   “I don’t want to do this.” Jada stomps slightly before I grab her around the waist. Spinning her in my arms, I slam my lips into hers.
 
   “I want to spend the next hour fuckin’ you like crazy. Then I want you two to order some pizza and watch TV. This shit will be over before you know it, then I’m fuckin’ you the rest of the night.” Her eyes light up as she looks up at me. There’s a fire burning inside of her but it isn’t about sex. She’s scared and she doesn’t know what’s going to happen. That makes two of us.
 
   “Please, Creed.” Her eyes beg me to not leave her but I know in the end I have to. I just play that off like everything else.
 
   “You want me to fuck you in this parkin’ lot?” Jada slaps me as I yank her closer. I want to reassure her that everything is fine.
 
   “Jada, you have to understand my situation here. The closer you are the easier it is for them to get to you if this shit doesn’t play out the way we planned.”  Jada’s head drops to my chest as Tank and Cher walk up next to us.
 
   “Room 312. We’re taken a walk.” I grab the key card as I nod at Tank. I start towards the building with Jada hanging off me like she will never see me again. Maybe she won’t.
 
   Sliding the card, I walk us into the room before kicking the door closed. Within seconds Jada is ripping my clothes off in a frantic attempt to get me naked. I’m not complaining.
 
   “Damn, Jada.” The girl has me practically naked and we just got in the room. I guess she’s making good use of that hour.
 
   I help her with the buckle on my belt before she yanks my jeans down. Her lips travel a heated path across my chest as her hand wraps around my dick, the little soft strokes making me harder by the second.
 
   I reach for the hem of her shirt dragging it over her head as her eyes fill with tears. I know this is hard for her, hell it’s killing me inside too.
 
   “Don’t do that. This isn’t goodbye.” I lean in and gently brush my lips across hers before taking her face in my hands.
 
   “We have forever, Jada.” Tears trickle down her cheeks before I lift her and carry her to the bed.
 
   Laying her down gently, I pull her jeans off throwing them to the side. If this is the last time I will ever be with her, I want to do it right.
 
   I slowly slide in between her thighs, kissing her lips as I go. Pushing inside of her is the gentlest I have ever touched anyone.
 
   “You’re so beautiful.” My thrusts are slow and deliberate. I need her to feel everything that we have missed in the past 5 years. Everything that I took away from us but now need.
 
   With my hands cupped around her face, I move slowly in and out. Tears keep falling from her eyes as I lean in and kiss them away. 
 
   “Shh. Jada just let me love you.” More tears. I hate to see her cry, it rips my heart open. 
 
   When I can’t take it anymore I stop but she shakes her head and pulls me closer.
 
   “Don’t stop. I need you Creed.” I give her what she needs. Me. All of me.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada
 
   6:03 Pm. That’s what time they left. 12 hours. That’s all that keeps playing over in my mind. Creed left a bag in the corner that he said I needed to take if they didn’t show up by 6:15 tomorrow morning. I don’t know what’s in it and I really don’t care. Creed stuffed cash in my hands before he walked out the door and said to eat and relax. 
 
   “Food’s getting cold.” Shaking my head, I keep pacing the room. I can’t eat with my stomach in knots like it is. I hate this.
 
   “Jada, come sit with me.” Cher has been trying for hours to get me to sit and calm down a little but there is no chance in hell for that, not until I have Creed back in my arms.
 
   “I can’t Cher.” Cher hops off the bed heading towards me before she grabs my arm.
 
   “Look, you aren’t doing him any good if you’re not eating. When he gets back he’s going to need you.” Maybe she’s right but my stomach is flipping and flopping along with my heart.
 
   “Ok. I will eat.” Finally I just give in to her. I can nibble on it if that makes her happy.
 
   Sitting on the bed, I bite off a piece of pizza as thoughts swarm my head.  I know how Kenny is and that scares me the most. 
 
   “What made you go along with whatever Tank said?” I look over at Cher as her face turns red. She’s holding back on me, I can see it.
 
   “He said some things that hit home with me. He knew my dad too. Apparently my dad was friends with his dad a long time ago. My dad snuck around on my mom which we all already know. It was a friend of the clubs. Tank heard stories about me when I was younger. I never knew my dad knew people like that.” My heart sinks in my chest. I had no idea that her father was like that.
 
   “I’m sorry. I had no idea.”  Cher smiles over at me before grabbing another piece of pizza and taking a bite.
 
   “Anyway, he seems nice. I like him. He’s easy to talk to and he understands me. The lifestyle is a little out there but I’m actually happy around him. I haven’t been happy in a long time, Jada.” I get it now. She wasn’t happy when she was back home. Who the hell am I to judge her if he makes her happy.
 
   “I think it’s great that you like him. I just hate this lifestyle especially for you. I haven’t known the Fallen Angel’s but I know how the Shadows were. They are ruthless and fierce. I wouldn’t wish that life on anyone.” Cher nods her head in understanding before she drops her head on my shoulder.
 
   “Then why stay in it?” A little giggle escapes my throat. That would be the question for a sane person I suppose. 
 
   “I love Creed. I always have and now that I have him back, there is nothing I would leave him for.” Cher’s head pops up as she smiles at me.
 
   “I know you do. You have always loved him and I’m happy that you two are together.”  I lean back against the headboard while Cher flips through the channels on the TV. There is nothing on there that can take my mind of things.
 
   “You know I think Tank really likes you.” I decide to talk a little about what she said earlier. I want her to know that I understand what she’s feeling.
 
   “He told me he did. I don’t know I’m not the biker chick type you know.” Laughing I throw my arm around her.
 
   “I wasn’t either! You learn as you go, but just be yourself. He likes you for you, don’t change that.”
 
   Cher smiles at me before she looks down. 
 
   “You think they are ok?” Her tone changes and its back to the lost souls we are waiting on the men we care about to come back.
 
   “I don’t know. I hope so, Cher. I can’t live without him again. Every time I turned around my past with him hit me in the gut. I can’t do it, I just can’t.”  Cher knows how much Creed meant to me when we were younger so she understands now.
 
   “He has always loved you. I saw him a few times watching you after he left. He always looked so sad. I knew he didn’t want you to know so I didn’t say anything to you.” A tear slides down my cheek before I wipe it quickly.
 
   “I hated him for leaving me. I never thought I would see him again and it hurt so badly. When I first left I thought I saw him everywhere. The store, the club. I always thought I saw him but it wasn’t. When I met Kenny I thought he was perfect. I thought I finally found someone that could take his place but I knew deep in my heart that there was no one else.” Cher puts her arm around me as she pulls me closer to her.
 
   “You have him now. He loves you more than anything. Tank told me that he was on a death mission when they first met. He said he always ran the shit runs to keep his mind busy. He never stopped loving you. I think he just needed the time to heal after Jason, we all did.” She’s right and I know she is. 
 
   We all needed time after Jason died but I thought I would have Creed to lean on on the days that seemed to take all I had. My brother was my life and when I lost him I lost a piece of myself.
 
   “They have to come back.” I curl into Cher’s side and cry.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Creed
 
   Leaving her again was the last thing I had planned to do. Once I had her in my arms I swore she wouldn’t be out of them and now I’m sitting here waiting for a shit storm to happen.
 
   “Talked to Strike and Greg. They are both in on it. Should play out just fine.” Sitting here looking through the binoculars is driving me crazy. I want to be in on this shit.
 
   “I want him, Tank. I want my hands around his neck.” I can hear Tank huff next to me. He knows what I feel.
 
   “Shit, brother. He runs, he’s yours. Just keep it off the radar.” I know what he means. For this to play out the way I want it to it has to look like Sharp took him out.
 
   “This is fuckin’ killin’ me man.” Shaking my head, he knows what I mean.
 
   “I hear em’ comin’.” We sit back and listen to the rumble of the bikes as the Fallen Angel’s roll up outside the Shadow’s club house. To say I’m nervous is an understatement. I’m sweating bullets here.
 
   “It’s a solid plan Creed.” Tank whispers over to me as I watch the shit storm unfolding in front of us. 
 
   Sharp is at the head of the group moving in as the Shadow’s  are walking out of their club house. Smiles are all over their faces like the Angel’s just fell into their laps. You’re welcome motherfuckers.
 
   Tank and I make our way closer to the action as Sharp’s hands fly in the air. Once we are close enough I can hear everything being said.
 
   “How you wanna handle this shit, Kenny? Brother on brother or club on club?” Sharp isn’t playing around which makes me smile. I knew that motherfucker wanted him as bad as I do.
 
   “You came up to my clubhouse and ask that?” Kenny looks around at his guys as they all laugh. Here it comes, I can feel it.
 
   “You got it.” Sharp growls before the Angel’s guns come out, Shadow’s guns not far behind.
 
   Shots are fired between the two groups as they each seek shelter from the bullets. My eyes stay trained on the three people that I worry about the most, Sharp, Kenny and Fly.
 
   “Shit look.” Tank slaps my shoulder as we watch Fly fall to the ground. I know a part of me should feel bad but these motherfuckers have taken away from the club behind all the brothers backs for a long time.
 
   “He down?” Trying to keep my eyes on the other two I can’t focus on Fly.
 
   “He’s down.” Knowing that Fly is officially dead sends a jolt of pride through me. 
 
   We watch as the rest of the show goes on. Shots ring through the night but the two I want gone aren’t going. My chest tightens as I feel a wave of anxiety roll over me.
 
   “We need to do somethin’.” Growling I know this isn’t playing out how I want it to.
 
   “Fuck man! Follow the creek down to the old bridge. I’ll get the motherfuckers there.” Before I can protest or say a word, Tank has taken off. 
 
   “Fuck!” I almost scream loud enough for everyone to hear me before I look around and take off. I hope this fucker knows what he’s doing.
 
   It takes me about 10 minutes to get down to the fucking bridge. I don’t know why I listened to that fucker anyways.  My mind is a complete fucking mess as I cross the cold water in the creek.
 
   “Fuckin’ bullshit.” I bitch about the water in my boots when I hear laughter. I already have my gun drawn when I see Tank’s ugly face smiling at me.
 
   “Took you long enough. Come on, I brought gifts.” Motioning with his gun, I climb the small hill to see Sharp and Kenny both on their knees in front of him.
 
   “Well, fuck me.” I smile over at him making him chuckle.
 
   “You motherfuckers will pay for this.” Sharp growls as I smile at him. He doesn’t realize how happy he’s just made me.
 
   “You won’t get back to make me pay. You, I don’t want you.” I point at Sharp as Kenny’s eyes widen. Yeah, I want you motherfucker.
 
   “What the fuck did I do?” Kenny tries to act all nonchalant about the whole thing but he won’t be walking out of here either.
 
   “You hurt somethin’ that belonged to me.” His eyes look shocked. He doesn’t get it.
 
   “You still hung up on that bitch?” My eyes turn to Sharp before looking at Tank.
 
   “Can I?” His little kiddy plea has me laughing again. I nod my head as he trains his gun on Sharp’s head.
 
   “You wouldn’t.” The slight snarl is snapped off Sharps face when Tank pulls the trigger, Sharp hits the ground.
 
   “What bitch he talkin’ about?”  Kenny looks like he could care less that Tank just took out his brother.
 
   “Jada.” As the words leave my mouth his drops open. He looks back and forth between the two of us before he speaks again.
 
   “You got my leftovers?” He laughs. That will be the last laugh.
 
   “No, you had mine. She was always mine. This is for her.” Raising my gun I place it to his temple and pull the trigger. 
 
   Closing my eyes I should be sickened by what I just did but the pure satisfaction that pours through my veins says otherwise.
 
   “We need to move on the club.” Nodding over at Tank we move.
 
   It doesn’t take us long to meet back up with the other brothers at the clubhouse.
 
   “You see what happened?” Darby one of the other brothers looks at us as we walk in. Blood stains my clothes from shooting Kenny but I don’t care. 
 
   “We took Kenny down but he got Sharp first.” 
 
   “We vote, NOW!” Strike yells as everyone else nods. 
 
   I follow behind Tank as we head into the room, unknown fates hanging in the balance.
 
   Strike talks and puts all the information on the table before hands fly up. 
 
   “Vote Creed in as the new president say, I.” My eyes dart to his as he nods his head. I swallow hard as Tank slaps my shoulder. This wasn’t a part of the plan but I know that Tank and I can lead this club in the right direction.
 
   I’s go up around the room. They all voted for me. Fucking Christ even the guys that have been here from the beginning voted for me.
 
   After Tank is voted in as VP, the club blows up into a party.
 
   “Shit! Tank, we gotta ride!” 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jada
 
    I watched the clock like a fucking hawk. I won’t run off, I can’t. Cher is standing behind me with the bag in her hand.
 
   “What do you think’s in it?” She finally speaks. I turn to face her now.
 
   “I don’t know. He didn’t say.” We both look at the bag before I nod. Cher sets it on the bed as we both eye it. 
 
   “You do it.” Her hand flies away from the bag like it caught fire. 
 
   I laugh slightly before I reach for the zipper. I pull it back slowly waiting for something to jump out at me.
 
   “It’s money. It’s a fucking bag full of money.” Shaking my head, I can’t believe this. 
 
   “What’s that?” Cher points at a small envelope that I carefully pick up. It has my name scribbled on the front. Peeling it open slowly, it’s a letter from Creed.
 
    Jada,
 
         You know what happened if you’re readin’ this. God, I wish I was there holdin’ you right now. Just know that I will always be with you. I made a mistake when I left you on that roof top 5 years ago but this time wasn’t a mistake. All I ever wanted for you was to be happy and safe. I can at least say I died tryin’ to make you as safe as possible. You mean everythin’ to me, Jada. When Jason died I lost myself  and so did you. It hurt me to see you like that but I was so fuckin’ broken myself I knew I couldn’t fix you. When you walked into my club my world started spinnin’ again. You made me feel like I’ve never felt before and I fuckin’ love you more for that. You and Cher take this money and make a life. Don’t cry over me, I’ll always be in your heart. You are what made my heartbeat. I love you more than you could possibly know, Jada.
 
                                                                                                        You hold my heart, 
 
                                                                                                                  Creed
 
   Tears slide down my cheeks. Creed doesn’t know how much he meant to me but I know now what I meant to him. If he isn’t here I need to respect what he wanted and go.
 
   As hard as this is going to be, I have to do it. He lost his life for me and now I need to live out his last wish.
 
   “Are you ok?” Cher places her hand on my shoulder before I wipe my face quickly.
 
   “Yeah, we need to go.” Cher looks at the clock and it’s already 6:46 Am. We should have left a long time ago but I couldn’t.
 
   “Ok.” Cher zips the bag throwing it over her shoulder. 
 
   Walking out of the hotel room is the hardest thing I have ever had to do, even harder than watching Creed leave. This is like the final nail in the coffin. He’s gone and it’s my fault. 
 
   “Where are we going?”  We walk towards the road before I answer her but I’m clueless. I just know that Creed wanted us gone, so we’re going.
 
   “I don’t know.” As we take another step, hands wrap around my waist making me scream.
 
   “Where do you think you’re goin’?” 
 
   “Creed!” Spinning around I throw my arms around his neck holding as tight as I can. I can’t believe he’s here! In my arms and safe.
 
   “You leavin’ me already?”  His slight laughter does nothing but make me cry harder. Creed pulls back gripping my face in his hands.
 
   “You’re here. You’re ok.” His smile melts my heart, he’s here. He really is here.
 
   “I’m ok.”
 
   “Are we good?” I hate to ask the obvious but it still lingers at the back of my mind.
 
   “We’re good. You’re officially huggin’ the new president of the Fallen Angel’s MC.”  Did he just say that? Of everything else that’s happened he’s taking over?
 
   “You? Oh my god! Creed.” I kiss him roughly before he pulls back again.
 
   “There’s just one more problem I need to take care of before we go back.” His face turns serious again and my heart speeds up. I knew it couldn’t be over that easily. It was too good to be true.
 
   Creed drops to his knees in front of me as I look around confused.
 
   “I can’t go back there until you agree to be my wife. I can’t lose you again, Jada. Losin’ Jason hurt me but losin’ you again will kill me. I can’t take that chance anymore. Will you be with me?” My heart slams in my chest as I look into his eyes. 
 
   Tears fall down my cheeks as I look into the eyes of the man I’ve loved since I was a kid. The man that holds every piece of me inside of him. 
 
   How I ever made it through 5 years without him I will never know but I do know how I will make it through the next 5. Right in his arms where I’ve always belonged.
 
   “Always, Creed. Always.” 
 
    
 
                                The End.
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                           Chapter 1
 
    
 
   Hearing the rumble of a bike coming up my driveway, I grab my gun and creep down the stairs. I don’t know who the hell is rolling down here this late but they picked the wrong house.
 
   Making my way down the stairs I hear the front door close softly, nothing gets past me these days. We have heard the Shadows have a new president and after the hell we raised with them, you can never be too careful.
 
   Turning the corner, I aim at the back of a black hoodie.
 
   “Move one fuckin’ inch and I will blow your fuckin’ head off.” I don’t play around with people breaking into my house. This is supposed to be my safe haven, my private space.
 
   “I doubt you will do it.” That voice has me dropping my arm but not the attitude.
 
   “Where the fuck have you been?” The black hoodie spins around to reveal those deep blue eyes that rip my heart open every time I see them.
 
   “I went out. What is with the gun? Are we under attack?” Her laughs sound just like her mothers. 
 
   “It's fuckin’ 2 in the God damn mornin’ Bella. What the hell are you sneakin’ outta here for?” I raise my voice as she rolls her eyes. I can’t deal with females at 2 a.m.
 
   “I didn’t know I was on lockdown. We aren’t at the club dad.” Trying to stomp her way past me I grab her arm and pull her back in place.
 
   “I don't give a shit where we are. When I say you aren’t goin’ out that doesn’t mean you sneak the fuck out. Who the hell were you with? I warned you about bein’ on a fuckin’ bike with someone that isn’t experienced.” Growling between my teeth, I want to shake the hell out of this girl. I swear having a teenager is harder than anyone even knows.
 
   I met Bella’s mom when I was 16. She was the sweetest girl I ever knew. We hooked up a few times, hell I loved her at 16.  I didn’t know how to be a man back then but Candy and I were together until she turned 18. I met up with the club and began to prospect and Candy hated every part of it. She hated the other girls that were always around, the runs I had to go on. None of it fit into her plans so she left me taking Bella with her. 
 
   I lost my heart that day. Losing Candy took a toll on me with her being my first love. Add the fact that she took my daughter with her and I was ruined.
 
   Bella showed up on my doorstep a little over a year ago. Where Candy was was the question we all asked ourselves. Bella said Candy left with some guy like she usually did and never came back. She waited a few days and when she didn’t show up, she called me.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   We never did figure out where the hell she went but I don’t care. I got my daughter back. How she found me wasn’t a question I ever thought about asking, I was just glad she was back. I tried to find Candy through friends but I quickly gave up on that. 
 
   “Just calm down, he’s in your club.” Those words set a fire off inside of me. As deep in the club as I am now I tried to keep it separate from Bella, I wanted better for her.
 
   “What the fuck do you mean he’s in the club? Who the fuck is it?” Growling I swear I am going to fuck someone up. She doesn’t need to be with anyone in the club.
 
   “Joey.”  Bella walks past me and up the stairs where I trail along behind her. The hell she will walk away from me.
 
   “The fuckin’ prospect? Don’t walk away from me! You were told not to be around them, damn it Bella! I tried to keep you out of that shit!” Stopping at the bathroom door, she spins around to look at me.
 
   “I’m 16 years old dad! I’m not a baby.” Scrubbing my hand over my head, I thank god I’m bald or I’d rip every piece of hair out of it right now.
 
   “You are 16 years old. That is a fuckin’ baby! Get your ass in bed and don’t come back out. I will deal with Joey later.” I watch the nasty look cross her face before I turn and head back to my room. 
 
   The bathroom door slams shut as I shake my head.
 
    
 
   “Got your fuckin’ hands full with that one.” Grumbling to myself, I drop back on the bed. I have to be at the fucking clubhouse in six goddamn hours. Looks like they will be meeting my daughter sooner than I had hoped but clearly, she can’t be trusted to be left alone.
 
   I lay here trying to fall asleep but now I hear every fucking noise in this house. I can’t believe she snuck out. More so, I can’t believe I didn’t hear that little shit when she did!
 
   And with Joey? Of all fucking people, it would be him. I don’t like that little shit. He isn’t much older than Bella but I don’t need her ending up a mother at 16 like hers was. Shit, I’m only 32 fucking years old myself!
 
   I make a mental note to talk to Creed about this little prick when I get in. For now, I need to try and get some sleep. Like that’s going to happen now.
 
   I lie in bed and thank god for the guys. If it wasn’t for Griff  I would have never been able to keep Bella under the radar for so long. I knew I didn’t want her in this shit since she came to live with me but it’s not an easy task to keep her away from it.
 
   Griff  and his ex-wife, Sandra did all they could to help me but it looks like that’s about to come to an end tomorrow. She can’t stay here anymore and sending her to Sandra’s isn’t an option either. She has her own life to deal with and Bella is mine. 
 
   I don’t know that I can ever thank them enough for helping me as much as they have.
 
   Closing my eyes, I know I need to get some sleep to deal with this hell.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                Chapter 2
 
    
 
   Riding into the clubhouse parking lot with Bella on the back of my bike isn’t the way I planned for today to go. I didn’t want her around this shit but I guess it was inevitable. 
 
   I pull up and park before I climb off with Bella right behind me.
 
   “I don’t know why I have to be here now.” She crosses her arms over her chest in the defiant way she always does. I swear this girl wants to test my patience today.
 
   “Well, let’s see. You snuck out of the fuckin’ house while I was in it! I don’t think you can be trusted at home all day alone.” Stomping her foot I watch her roll her eyes.
 
   “I have lived here for a year dad! You always let me stay at home. I don’t know why Sandra can’t just come over like always.”  Giving her my evil eye, I shake my head and walk towards the door. I bet Sandra was clueless to the fact that this little shit kept getting out.
 
   “Yeah, I wonder how many times you stayed there.” Mumbling under my breath, I know she heard me. 
 
   I pull the clubhouse door open and wait for her to drag her ass over to it. I swear with her attitude I want to ground her or spank her or whatever the hell you do with a 16 year old.
 
    
 
   “This is stupid.” She stomps through the door with me behind her.
 
   “Who the hell you tellin’?” I hope she isn’t the one bitching when I caught her ass sneaking back in.
 
   “Hey Tank.” Creed calls to me as I step inside with one hand on Bella’s shoulder. Yeah, I don’t trust this kid anymore.
 
   “What’s up Pres. Got a minute?” Glancing over I can see the confused look on his face as he looks between Bella and me. He slowly nods his head before I yank her that way.
 
   “Stop pulling on me!” Oh this girl and her mouth.
 
   I walk her into Creed’s office and direct her towards a chair but she just stands with her arms over her chest.
 
   “Sit the fuck down. Have a little fuckin’ respect.” Shaking my head, I turn towards Creed as he smiles. 
 
   “Who is that?” Nodding towards Bella I shake my head.
 
   “This is Bella. Fuck! She’s my kid Creed.” Creed raises his eyebrows as he looks between the two of us. A stunned silence fills the room making it awkward.
 
   “Nice to meet you. I’m Creed.” Bella smiles politely but doesn’t move. I’m surprised she can even smile without hurting herself.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t know about this.” With his attention back on me, I know Creed wants answers.
 
   “Is Jada around?” Creed nods and pulls out his phone.
 
   “Hey come up here please.” Setting the phone back on the desk he looks at Bella. She doesn’t look a lot like me, I know but she is the spitting image of her mom. She always did look like Candy.
 
   A soft knock on the door and Jada walks in all smiles.
 
   “Hey you.” She walks over giving me a hug and a kiss on the cheek.
 
   “Hey, this is Bella. Do you think you can take her down to the kitchen and get her somethin’ to eat?” Jada looks as confused as Creed as she looks between us. I know what she’s thinking too. I am still dating Cher.
 
   “She’s my kid.” Jada eyes look like they may pop out of her head as she looks at Bella again.
 
   “Fucking Christ dad. They get it!” Bella snaps as Jada’s mouth falls open. I spin around on Bella quickly and pin her with my eyes.
 
   “You talk like that in front of her again, I will bust your fuckin’ mouth. That woman right there deserves some respect. She ain’t your mom.” Bella snaps her mouth shut as she stands.
 
   “Hey, I’m Jada. Come on. Let the guys talk.” Bella stands and follows Jada out of the room before closing the door.
 
    
 
   “What the hell is this?” Creed runs his hand through his hair as he looks at me. I blow out a breath before I begin to talk.
 
   I tell him everything. Meeting Candy and how she disappeared. I told him about Bella showing up a little over a year ago.
 
   I fill him in on how Griff and Sandra helped me keep her under the radar so no one knew she was around. Most of the time Sandra would come hang out at the house with her which worked because nobody came out that far.
 
   “Jesus Christ. Why didn’t you ever say anythin’ brother?” Creed sits across from me, and watches me for a minute.
 
   “I didn’t want her in the middle of this shit. I wanted her as far away from this as possible but that fuckin’ blew up on me last night.” Creed’s eyes narrow in on me as I shake my head.
 
   “What the hell happened last night?”  Scrubbing my hand over my face, I look back at him.
 
   “Caught her ass sneakin’ back in after sneakin’ the fuck out.” Creed looks confused before I continue. “With Joey, the fuckin’ prospect.”  Creed breaks into a grin before laughing. Glad this is funny for him.
 
   “Jesus man! I’m sorry. Look, you been my boy for a long time and you always had my back. Whatever you need from me just say it.”  I nod as I drop my face into my hands.
 
   “I don’t know brother. I need to find her a home school teacher and shit. The last one took the fuck off on me.” Standing up I pull out a cigarette and light it. I don’t know what the hell to do anymore.
 
    
 
   “What about Cher? Can’t she do it?” The thought never occurred to me to ask her. That would give her the time alone that she has been asking for. She has been talking about spending time with Bella to get to know her. 
 
   “You know what, that’s a good idea brother.” I puff my cigarette a second longer before I turn towards the door.
 
   “Let me go make sure she ain't skinnin’ your girl.” Walking out of the office Creed laughs. Yeah, laugh it up, you don’t know the little shit. Just wait until he has a kid, he’ll get it then.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                 Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Sitting at the bar enjoying a beer, I listen to Jimmy and Shell talk. Apparently, the Shadows have been out in full effect but haven’t crossed lines again. Honestly, I can’t say that I blame them after the hell we rained down on them.
 
   “Hey babe.” Lips land on my neck and a shiver rolls over me. Cher has been an absolute godsend. I don’t think I have met anyone like her in a long time. She knows my past for the most part and she still accepted me. 
 
   The day I met Cher when I was with Creed and Jada back in their hometown something snapped inside of me. I didn’t know her from a fucking hole in the wall but there was something that pulled me to her. 
 
   The more shit that went down over there the more I felt that pull to her. Somehow, she quickly became a fixture in my life. She has become someone that I don’t want to let go of. 
 
   We haven’t been together long and I don’t think she knows it but she is the glue that holds me together. I’ve never felt the things I feel when I’m with her. 
 
   Her whole being just calls out to me. My heart needs her and if I didn’t have her I’m not sure how I would handle that. There’s an invisible chain that holds me to her and if that ever snaps, I might snap with it.
 
   “Hmm. Baby keep that up and I will fuck you on this bar.” Turning sideways, I grab a handful of ass and pull her into my lap. Damn I love feeling her ass.
 
   “How’s it going with Bella?” I pull back and give her the look. Cher just laughs and kisses me. I love those soft lips on me. Nipping her bottom lip, she squirms in my lap, grinding against me. Shit, she has me hard as a fucking rock already.
 
   “Damn baby. I’m fuckin’ you all kinds of ways later.” With another squeeze of her ass, she giggles.
 
   “Are you serious? Just fuck her in public dad!” Cher pulls back slightly embarrassed but my hands stay planted on her ass. I don’t give a shit who sees me.
 
    
 
   “You’re 16 get used to it.” A slight punch in the chest by Cher and I let her go. She slides out of my lap adjusting her shirt before smiling at Bella.
 
   “Hey. I’m Cher.” She steps forward extending her hand, which to my surprise Bella takes. Cher knows who Bella is but never officially met. I wanted to try and tame that little devil before I introduced them.
 
   “I’m Bella. Are you one of the Angel chasers?” I almost choke on my beer seeing how I have told Bella all about Cher.
 
   “Last fuckin’ warnin’ Bella!” I look over at her but she won’t make eye contact.
 
   I’m sorry. I know who you are.” Bella rolls her eyes before she turns and walks back into the kitchen.
 
   “She’s adorable.” Cher turns to me smiling. I can’t help the stunned look I have on my face right now.
 
   “The girl is the fuckin’ devil himself!” Cher laughs before slapping me and walking towards the kitchen.
 
   “I’m going to talk to Jada.” A slight nod of the head and I watch her walk through the door. 
 
   This shit is going to get awkward if Bella doesn’t stop with her bullshit.
 
   I watch Creed as he walks down the stairs looking a little pissed off. I wonder what the hell happened with his little chat he was having with the new Shadow’s president.
 
    
 
   “Not good huh?” He pulls up a stool next to me before looking at me directly.
 
   “They want a meet and greet.” My spine stiffens when the words leave his mouth. That is never a good sign, at least not in our world.
 
   “What for?” bringing my beer to my lips I take a long drink. I have a bad feeling about this.
 
   “Some kind of truce. They want to discuss runnin’ Fort Hen together. We supply the guns, they run the crank.” Shaking my head, I already know this is a bad idea. I don’t even need to let him finish.
 
   “Fuck that. Hen’s a safe haven. We don’t need anythin’ runnin’ through there.” Shaking my head again, I’m not into this. Fort Hen is a little town, not many people, right on the outskirts of town. The people that live there are quiet and nice. There is no trouble or drugs there. Hell that’s why I bought a house there! 
 
   I don’t want Bella around this shit but if she has to be then I at least want our home to be safe.
 
   “I know brother. This isn’t the ideal situation. I’m not even sure we should show the fuck up.” Creed lights up a cigarette before passing me one.
 
   “I’m goin’ to do whatever I can to keep them out of here.” The kitchen door flies open and Bella stomps her way out into the main room looking all pissed off too.
 
   “Can I go home?” Crossing her arms over her chest, she glares at me as I take a long drag off my cigarette.
 
    
 
   “No. Seems you can’t be trusted there remember? Go clean somethin’ or help the girls out.” Flicking my hand in the air, she squeals. The girl actually stood there and squealed.
 
   “I don’t know what the fuck kind of noise that was but I sure as hell don’t want to hear it.” Cher walks through the door a second later looking between us. The look on her face is downright hysterical.
 
   “Hey darlin’ can you find her somethin’ to clean.” Grabbing Cher around the waist, I pull her against me as Bella stomps her foot.
 
   “I don’t want to sit in this dingy ass club all day dad!” Creed chuckles as he spins around to look at her. Yeah, I told you she was the damn devil.
 
   “If it’s that dingy darlin’ feel free to mop.”  The annoyance is clearly evident on Bella’s face but she stands her ground. Watching her eyeing Creed the way she is almost makes me proud. She has a lot of my attitude in her that much I can see.
 
   “I’m not a maid. I won’t be cleaning up your messes.” Creed stands up as Bella steps back. I know Creed is a good guy but I think he just met his match with that kid.
 
   Blowing out a ring of smoke, I watch the show down between the two and almost laugh. As much as I don’t like him in her face I know she needs to learn this lesson.
 
   “I’m glad you’re as strong as your dad but there are some ground rules in this club. I get that you’re still a kid and all but your mouth is goin’ to get you in some trouble. Clearly your dad brought you here because you couldn’t handle bein’ left alone. You can find somethin’ to do around here while we handle business.” Creed nods his head at her but she stands tall. Damn that makes my pride soar.
 
   “She is just like you.” Cher leans in and whispers in my ear. Turning my head, I capture her lips with mine.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                   Chapter 4
 
    
 
   I worked in the garage for most of the day fixing up the bikes for a ride this weekend. Finally, we are getting some kind of break from working our asses off to have a little fun. 
 
   We have a little place out near the lake that we share with some other charters. This is our big weekend out there and it will be the first weekend that Bella will get to see us when we’re laid back and partying. 
 
   The kids always come; it’s a sort of family trip so she should have some kids her age to hang out with.
 
   “Are we going home soon?” Tipping my head back with a cigarette hanging between my lips I let out a sigh. It was peaceful while she was inside.
 
   “Let me just finish this up.” Looking back down, I continue to work on the bike that’s in front of me before I realize Bella is next to me.
 
   “What are you doing to it anyways?” Kneeling down next to me, I look over at her in surprise. She never gave a shit about what I was doing before.
 
   “Makin’ sure it’s all ready to ride. We don’t want any mishaps on the way up to the lake.”  Tightening up a few loose bolts, I look around for my other wrench. 
 
    
 
   Bella’s hand comes up passing it to me.
 
   “How did you know what size I needed?” Narrowing my eyes at her, I wait for her to say Joey’s name so I can go off. In fact, I forgot all about that little shit.
 
   “Mom had a lot of boyfriends.” Bella shrugs and I can see the sorrow in her eyes. It hurts me that she had to grow up that way.
 
   “I’m sorry Bella.” I see her wanting to give in and talk to me but she closes back up like a book. Even though she’s been with me for a year, we don’t talk a whole lot about the time she was with her mom. I can only assume that’s because it was a living hell.
 
   “It doesn’t matter. I’m hungry.” Bella stands back up just as I finish up. I pull the cigarette out of my mouth and blow out the smoke.
 
   “Smoking’s bad for you.” There’s my Bella. The closed off smart-ass.
 
   “I know. Tried to stop a few times. Better luck next time right?” Stomping it out under my foot, I walk towards the door with Bella behind me. Something is nagging at me and I can’t handle that shit. 
 
   Turning to face her, she stops and looks up at me.
 
   “What?” I shake my head with a slight smile. She is so much like me.
 
   “You know you can talk to me. I mean, I don’t know much about girly shit but I am your dad.” Bella’s eyes soften as she nods her head. I feel a surge of pride inside of me. I feel like we are finally making a little headway here. I hate for her to be so closed off from me.
 
   I turn and walk back towards the back doors just as Jada comes out smiling.
 
   “You two want to eat? Having a little family bonding.” She winks as I laugh.
 
   “You cook? You know Cher can’t cook.” Following behind her back inside the clubhouse, she laughs.
 
   “You know damn good and well I didn’t let her touch anything.” I chuckle following her down the hall before I stop at my door.
 
   “I’ll be there in a minute.” Jada nods before I open my door and head inside.
 
   “What is this?” Bella follows me as I pull my shirt off and toss it on the bed before grabbing a clean one.
 
   “This is my room here. Sometimes I stay over you know that.” Heading into the little bathroom, I wash my hands and face before Bella shows up in the doorway.
 
   “Seems a little creepy to stay here.” Grabbing a towel I drag it over my face drying it before smiling at Bella.
 
   “It’s not that bad. There’s is typically someone here all the time.” Tossing the towel on the sink, I walk past her and back into the room.
 
   “What’s it like? Being in the club?” I knew she had questions but I was just hoping I didn’t have to answer that particular one. There’s still a part of my heart that doesn’t want her involved as much as I know she already is.
 
   “It’s nice at times.  You always know that someone has your back. It’s nice to know you have a family that cares about you.” Bella watches me like a hawk. It almost makes me uncomfortable.
 
   “They seem nice.” Shrugging again, I smile at her.
 
   “They can be. They can always be a bunch of drunken assholes.” I watch the smile pull across her face melting my heart. She is a beautiful girl if I do say so myself. I have to admit that I  made one good thing in my life. That girl standing in front of me with a smile is my world now.
 
   “Stop looking at me like that!” The smiles gone and my devil has returned.
 
   “You’re one beautiful girl you know that.” Bella walks over slowly as if she’s slightly scared of me before hugging me.
 
   I wrap my arms around her and hold her close. My baby girl is finally back with me and I’m never letting her go again. There is nothing better than holding your child in your arms.
 
   “Let’s go get you fed. Jada will be all over my ass if we don’t hurry.” Pulling back Bella smiles. It seems like a genuine smile at that. Maybe we are making some progress here.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                Chapter 5
 
    
 
   Dinner wasn’t too bad tonight. A few of the guys stuck around and they all met Bella. Joey the little shit face tried to make himself scarce while I was anywhere near her but I saw them sneak off into a corner to talk a few times. He’s damn lucky that Cher was there all night or I might have kicked his ass.
 
   Back at home for the night I check all the doors and windows making sure little Miss Sneaky ass can’t get out of any of them before I head upstairs.
 
   “Hey dad.” Bella calls to me from her room. I’m not sure if I will ever get tired of hearing her call me dad. It makes me proud and I feel like I have accomplished at least one good thing in life.
 
   “Yeah baby girl?” Peeking in her door, I see her sitting on the bed with her laptop.
 
   “I just wanted to say that I really had a good time today. I know I’m a pain in the ass but I really did like being at the club with you.” My breath catches in my throat. I have to cough away the bundle of nerves that lodged in there before I can answer her.
 
   “I’m glad you liked it. Look, I tried to keep you away from it but the fact of the matter is you will never be away from it. Do I like you seein’ all the shit we do? Hell no but it’s goin’ to be a part of who you are. I just hope that you look at the good side of it, not the bad.” Listen to me! Spoken like a true goddamn father. Hell, I am damn proud of myself.
 
   “I get it. I just wanted you to know that I had a good time.” Nodding at her, I run my hand over my head.
 
   “Well, you will be havin’ a lot more good times. Night baby girl.” Her smile lights up my world. 
 
   “Night dad.” I walk out of her room closing the door behind as I smile like a fucking lunatic. 
 
   Bella and I haven’t talked a whole lot since she’s been here. Most days she didn’t even call me dad. It was either Tank or Josh, my real name. Hearing the word dad leave her lips so many times tonight did something to me.
 
   “What are you smiling about?” My eyes roam over Cher’s body where she lies on my bed naked. Hell this night gets better and better for me.
 
   Shrugging out of my cut, I lay it on the chair before pulling my shirt off.
 
   “Bella callin’ me dad. She said she had a good time with me today.” Cher smiles up at me as I yank my jeans and boxers off, kicking my boots to the side.
 
   “She seems like a good kid Tank. You did well with her.” Licking my lips, I climb up the end of the bed and straight between her legs.
 
   Pushing them apart, she gazes down at me.
 
    
 
   “I’m about to do real well with this too.” My hands slide up her inner thighs stopping right before I get to that pretty pink wetness in front of me.
 
   “Damn darlin’. Do you have any idea what this does to me?” Running my finger up and down between her folds, she arches her back up off the bed.
 
   “Is that a yes?” Leaning in closer I inhale her scent. Fuck nothing in the world could compare to this. Not one damn thing.
 
   Sticking my tongue out I slowly and deliberately drag it through the sweet slickness that waits for me. Twirling it around that little clit of hers she moans.
 
   “Please don’t stop.” Her little cries go straight to my dick. That son of a bitch is rock hard and ready but her cries make it throb with need.
 
   “You think I would stop?” Slipping a finger inside, her body clenches around it. Damn her!
 
   “Ahh.” The little sounds she makes are fucking hot as hell. She makes me want to scream and I’m not even inside of her yet. 
 
   Sliding my finger in and out of her, I twirl my tongue around her clit a little bit more. I have plans for this little sexy ass of hers but not until I make her nice and crazy.
 
   “Come on darlin’. Get all soakin’ wet for me.” I slide another finger inside of her before my mouth returns to its position. Little sucks here and there have her body trembling. I know what she wants and she isn’t going to cum until I’m buried balls deep inside of her.
 
    
 
   When she starts to clench around my fingers I pull them out quickly.
 
   “Tank!” Chuckling at how she whines my name, I climb in between her legs.
 
   “You think I was lettin’ you off that easy sweetheart?” Leaning in a brush my lips over hers.
 
   I savor the taste of this woman like I may never get the chance again. You never know in life when something will be ripped away from you. I had that happen to me when Candy took Bella. 
 
   “Get on your stomach.” I bite her neck making her gasp. Her eyes pop open as she stares straight into my soul.
 
   “You heard me.” Growling slightly she rolls over before, I grab the small piece of rope that lays on the nightstand.
 
   “Hands behind your back.” When she doesn’t move, I run my hand over her ass before slapping it roughly. Cher jerks a little but does as she’s told this time. 
 
   “Good girl. I like it when you listen to me.” Leaning down I run my tongue over her back between her shoulder blades. Goose bumps pop up all over her but I don’t stop. Her body writhes and wiggles as I torture her soft skin with my mouth.
 
   Sitting back, I grab her hands and place them together behind her before tying them together.
 
    
 
   “Not to tight?” See, I can be a nice guy! Cher shakes her head no, as I let my hands travel over her body.
 
   I have fucked many girls in my time but I don’t think I have ever seen one as beautiful as Cher. Not just her looks either. There is something about this girl that has a hold over me. I knew it the first time I laid eyes on her when I was with Creed and Jada. 
 
   She astounded me and every time she opens those sweet lips of hers, she does it again.
 
   Sliding my hands around her little waist, I pull her ass up in the air.
 
   “Damn you should see how you look right now sweetheart. So open for me.” I lean down and suck the soft skin of her ass cheek into my mouth causing her to gasp loudly. I love the way her muscles tighten up from my touch.
 
   Gripping her ass in my hands, I slide my dick closer to her.
 
   “Who’s is this? Who does this pussy belong to?” Dragging my dick so close to her, she tries to push back but I move.
 
   “Tank stop playing.” I chuckle before slapping her ass again.
 
   “You’re goin’ to tell me who owns this pussy or you won’t get anything from me.” Teasing her a little, more she finally screams.
 
    
 
   “You Tank! You own me! Now fuck me!” Hearing those words leave her mouth just seals the deal on what I’m about to do to her.
 
   Thrusting into her, she screams and screams loudly. Hell she damn near busted my eardrums!
 
   “Yeah, I knew it was mine.” Gripping her hips in my hands, I slam into her so rough and deep that my balls slap her clit. I know she likes it too. I can feel her wetness dripping all over.
 
   “You like this?” Growling I push in harder. There is something about being inside of Cher that makes me want to push her to the limit. I want to test her, see how much of me she can handle.
 
   “Fuck!” I watch her as she yanks at the rope that binds her hands together before I pull out and flip her in one motion.
 
   “Untie me. I want to touch you.” Her eyes and mouth plead with me but I love the power I hold over her right now.
 
   “Can’t. Not yet.” Pushing her legs apart roughly, her eyes silently beg. She can try that puppy dog look but it won’t get her anywhere.
 
   Lifting her legs over my shoulders, I slide back inside of her.
 
   “Take it darlin’. Take all of me.” Dropping down into her, she screams. Her body tightens around me as mixture of pleasure and pain shoot through me. 
 
    
 
   I have fucked this girl like crazy but I have never been so deep inside of her until this moment. 
 
   Cher’s head thrashes around, back and forth but my body is on fire. 
 
   Slamming into her a few more times my dick can’t take anymore.
 
   “Make me fuckin’ cum baby. Come on.” Rolling my hips, I get nice and deep before I hit that sweet spot. Her body bucks up off the bed right before I cum so deep inside of her. 
 
   My hips jerk as I grip her tighter riding out the pleasure she gives me.
 
   Breathing heavily, I pull out of her rolling her to her side to untie her hands.
 
   Bringing them around in front of her, I massage them gently to get the feeling back in them.
 
   “I never thought I would  like that.” Her head tilts to look at me. Flushed and beautiful.
 
   “I’ll show you all kinds of tricks darlin’. Right now, sleep.” I lean in and kiss her gently before dropping down and pulling her naked body against me.
 
   Damn this feels perfect.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                  Chapter 6
 
    
 
   Working in the garage today seemed like an easy enough job but there is something nagging at me in the back of my mind.
 
   I try to shake it off but it won’t leave. Forcing myself into my work, I hear the side door open.
 
   “Hey, we got church.” Torch hollers over at me as I grunt. I knew something was off, I could feel it!
 
   Tossing the wrench to the floor, I stand and grab a towel wiping my hands as I make my way to the door.
 
   Shit hasn’t felt right around here in days but I couldn’t place what it was. I guess I’ll be finding out in a minute. I never did like having these damn feelings. Something bad usually came out of them.
 
   I walk the long hallway through the club as my mind wanders. Days like this and with these feelings I get have me rethinking everything. Especially when I have Bella.
 
   Shaking those thoughts away, I head into church behind a few other guys. My eyes instantly land on Creed’s as I make my way to the head of the table next to him. 
 
   The slight glint in his eye lets me know there is hell coming down. I always know by the look he gives me.
 
    
 
   Creed bangs the gavel on the table as we all take our seats and calm down. We all feel it; the tension in the room is thick.
 
   “Got a call a few minutes ago about an incident out near River’s Creek.” Creed’s head drops down as he takes a deep breath. Shit, this is worse than I thought.
 
   Looking back up he glances around the room. Creed is the best president we have ever had but when it comes down to the hard shit, he hates it. He doesn’t do death well after what happened to his best friend so many years ago. I can’t say that I blame him either.
 
   “Dougie was killed this mornin’. We aren’t sure who it was or why. We need to take a ride over there though. Devil’s Spawns territory so we’re welcomed.” Creed looks around but his eyes land on me. I know he wants me to take this ride and I for damn sure will. 
 
   “I got this.” I nod at him as he nods back. 
 
   “Torch, you ride along incase anythin’ pops up. Rich and Carter, you two head out east and see if you can dig up anythin’ as to why Dougie was even out that way alone. I got a feelin’ they may know somethin’.” I look over at the guys as they both nod. 
 
   We don’t take deaths lightly, not when it was a good man that went down. With Sharp and Fly, they weren’t good guys so that was like an all-out party when they died. Nothing about them is missed.
 
    
 
   Dougie was different, a lot like me in ways. He has a family that he worked hard to protect from this shit. Just the same as I do for Bella.
 
   “Tessa know yet?” Looking back at Creed, he shakes his head. Shit, his wife doesn’t know yet and she will lose it when she does.
 
   “I’m gonna head over there when you guys head out. I wanted to have some answers for her before I went but I know she’s probably losin’ her mind not hearin’ from him.” I nod my head as Creed raises the gavel bringing it back down on the table.
 
   I wait while the other guys file out of the room. Watching the last of them go, I close the door behind them. There is something more going on here than he’s saying to the guys and I want to know what.
 
   “Gettin’ closer to home. You don’t think Shadows are retaliatin’ do you?” Sitting back down next to Creed I watch his face for answers.
 
   “Don’t know brother. Dougie knew not to ride alone after that shit. What the hell was he doin’ out and over there? I don’t get it.” I have to agree with him there. After that shit with the Shadows blew up all the charters knew not to be out alone. Granted Dougie lived out a ways much like I do, it still doesn’t make sense as to why he was over that way alone. That’s nowhere near their clubhouse
 
   “Want to cancel out the lake?” Creed shakes his head before glancing back up at me.
 
    
 
   “Nope. We have plans. Life has kicked our asses the last few months Tank. This club needs that time to unwind. We just need to handle this first.” I get what he’s saying. We have had a shitty couple of months and money is just now flowing again. We are nowhere near what we need to be but its heading that way.
 
   With Sharp out of the head position we are finally getting the club going in the right direction. We are making progress and moving forward just the way we should be.
 
   “I got you. The guys have been workin’ hard brother. You’re right they need a break. I’m gonna go get packed up. I’m goin’ to get Piper to look after Bella. Surely she can’t slip past his ass.” Chuckling I stand up as Creed laughs with me.
 
   “Hell no. He hears every fuckin' thing. Look, Tank. If you want me to send someone else so you can stay with Bella, I can.” Shaking my head, that isn’t happening.
 
   “You’ve known me for a long time Creed. Don’t look at me any differently now that you know about her. I’m still me brother and I still know my place.” Slapping him on the shoulder, he nods.
 
   Part of the reason I didn’t want them to know about Bella was just that. I didn’t want him to think I couldn’t handle what the club had to throw at me. I know a few guys like to take a back seat to the runs to stay with their families but I’m not one of those guys. Do I love my daughter? Fuck yeah I do and I would do anything to protect her too. That includes trusting one of my brothers to watch out for her while I handle business that’s getting to close to home.
 
    
 
   Heading out into the main room, I see Bella sitting by the bar with a book in front of her. That’s my girl. She will be smarter than your dad ever was.
 
   “Hey baby girl. I need to talk to you for a minute.” Dropping down on the stool next to her, she closes her book and looks over.
 
   “What did I do now?” Rolling her eyes, I can only smile. Just like her mother, I think to myself.
 
   “There’s been some things goin’ on and I need to go out on a run. Handle some club business.” Bella just stares at me since this isn’t anything new to her. Before I could trust her to be at home alone with the doors locked up, but not after I caught her sneaking out.
 
   Her face finally comes into a smile as she looks at me.
 
   “So I get to go home?” I look over my shoulder just as the other guys start piling back in. I like that she thought she was getting off that easily. After what she pulled she will be 50 before she stays home alone.
 
   “Piper. Come here brother.” I turn back to Bella with a big ass smile on my face.
 
   “Nope, you get Piper though.” Piper steps up next to me as Bella cuts her eye to him before coming back to mine.
 
   “Who gets me?” Piper stands there like a smiling jackass. If only he knew the little devil I am leaving in his care he wouldn’t smile like that.
 
   “You get to keep an eye on my daughter Bella. Bella, meet Uncle Piper.” Standing up with a giant grin on my face, I slap his shoulder before making my way to my room to pack. That should be an interesting combination there.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                  Chapter 7
 
    
 
   “You can’t just do that! I don’t even know that man!” Bella stomps around my room while I pack a small bag to take. I knew she wouldn’t be happy about this.
 
   “Should have thought about that shit before you went sneakin’ out of the house.”  Grabbing a few t-shirts, I walk over to the bed and shove them into my bag.
 
   “Oh come on! This is stupid!” I glance over at her with her arms crossed over her chest. Something inside of me snaps. She looks so much like Candy did when I first fell in love with her. So young and innocent.
 
   “Bella look. There is some shit goin’ on and I need to know you’re safe. Piper isn’t that bad.” Zipping my bag, I pick it up and throw it over my shoulder before walking towards the door.
 
   “Isn’t that bad? Meaning he can be bad.” I chuckle as she mumbles behind me. 
 
   Piper is in his 60’s but he is wise beyond his years. He has so many sides to him that I don’t think we have even seen them all. He’s a good man, very trustworthy.
 
    
 
   Walking back into the main room I dead stop when I see Piper at the bar with a stack of boxes. 
 
   Bella slams into my back from my sudden lack of movement. I can’t believe what I’m seeing though.
 
   “What the hell dad!” She steps around me as I keep my eyes on those boxes. I explode into a fit of laughter once I realize just what they are.
 
   Bella looks up at me and follows my gaze before she yells again.
 
   “Are you kidding me? No dad! Come one.” She protests as I walk over towards the bar. Piper smiles as I look through the piles of board games he has set out.
 
   “Candyland?” Raising my eyebrows, I look up at him. The grin on his face is killing me. I almost feel sort of bad for leaving Bella now.
 
   “What the hell is chutes and ladders? Dad!” Bella hollers next to me. Turning to look at her I can’t help but laugh. Piper is going to have a fun time with this one.
 
   “It’ll be fun. Love you baby girl.” Leaning in a kiss her head before turning towards the door. Creed is standing there waiting on me.
 
   “What’s all that shit?” He points over his shoulder at the bar as we walk out of the club. 
 
   “Piper is goin’ to make her play board games for 2 year olds.” I chuckle. We walk over to the bikes and I tie my bag on.
 
    
 
   “You sure you’re ok with this one? I don’t trust anyone else on it.” Looking up at Creed, he’s a tough motherfucker but he has a soft heart.
 
   “I got this. No worries brother.” Creed nods as he takes a step back. 
 
    
 
   In reality, I’m ready for this ride. It’s been a while since I’ve actually been on good run. I can at least say that this one is for a good cause too. Besides, I know the President over there, he’s a special friend to me.
 
   The rumble of the bike under me sends chills over my body. Glancing over I see Torch ready to roll. With a slight nod, we head out on our way.
 
   The air blows around me as we ride. The one thing that has always kept me grounded was to be able to hop on my bike and ride. I’ve been on a bike since I can remember.
 
   The assholes that were my parents never did much with me but my neighbor rode a Harley. He quickly became my best friend. He would take me out all the time, even if it were just around the block. Once I got big enough to really ride, he would take me all over with him. 
 
   Those are my first memories of being on a bike. It stuck with me over the years. When I came to this club, it was on the shittiest bike you had ever seen. It was rusted and half shit, but it was mine. I was proud of that bike. In a way that bike was a big piece of my life. In fact, it’s still in the back of the shop at the club.
 
    
 
   I’ve come a long way since those days. Those were days of loss and torment for me. They hold so much hurt and agony that I never want to relive them again.
 
   It’s funny to think just how much life can change over the years. I’ve become a man in this club. I grew up here. 
 
   18 years old doesn’t make you a man. Living is what makes you man. Taking care of your family is being a man. You learn quickly in this lifestyle how to grow up and become that man. I know I did. 
 
   The reality of it all didn’t hit me until Bella showed back up though. My heart never felt at ease until that day. Having my daughter back has brought something back into me. Something brighter than the dark days I held onto for so long.
 
   The day Candy took Bella away from me never left my mind. I couldn’t be a man or live right until I found her. I hated that it took so long and I missed so much but I can’t be happier than I am now that she’s here. I missed her whole life. I missed her first day of school, her first loose tooth. I hated knowing that but I do have her now. I won’t ever miss anything again.
 
   The one thing cemented in my mind is to keep her safe and with me. Her life is precious and valuable. I will protect that girl with everything I have in me until the day I die. Even after that I know she will be taken care of through my brothers.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                Chapter 8
 
    
 
   Pulling into the Devil’s Spawn’s clubhouse parking lot is surreal. We drove for 12 hours straight stopping for only gas.  We have an alliance with them and they’ve always held up their end of our arrangements. I know a few of the guys over there including their president. They’re not bad guys once you get past their rough exteriors, much like the rest of us.
 
   Climbing off my bike, I see their president, Griffin come out to greet us.
 
   “Look at you motherfucker.” He walks towards me with a smile plastered to his face.
 
   “How’s shit, Griff?” We meet in the middle before we step into a slight hug. Pulling back, he doesn’t look as good as he used to.
 
   I know Griff helped me out with Bella but that’s been a while. It was mainly Sandra that I’ve seen these last 8 months.
 
   “Same old shit. Glad you boys came out. I know why you’re here but there is somethin’ else I want to discuss with you brother.” Nodding my head, Griff and I have always had an awkward relationship. I met him when I was first patched in. Hardass motherfucker that didn’t care who he hurt or why. He taught me many things about this lifestyle. That was way back when the clubs were closer though.
 
    
 
   Things change with time just as they should. Griff has become a better man much like the rest of us.
 
   I nod at Torch before I follow Griff inside the clubhouse and up the set of stairs.
 
   Once we step into his office, he motions for me to sit.
 
   “How’s life over this way?” Griff walks around and drops in the chair behind the desk. He looks like hell now that I see him up close.
 
   “Hard brother. So this Dougie shit. Couple of guys went out to run checkpoints and found him by river. Not your normal style killin’ either.” I cock my head to the side as I listen to him. Nothing about our world is normal that isn’t any kind of news to me.
 
   “What do you mean?” Griff huffs slightly before he leans on the desk.
 
   “Military style, Tank. That shot was taken from at least three blocks out. Straight through brother. You have to be one solid shot to hit a fuckin’ movin’ target straight between the eyes brother.” My head goes into a spin. Military style. Who the fuck has that kind of manpower behind them. 
 
   I scrub my hand over my face as I try think this through. We have plenty of rivals but none with that kind of manpower. This shit is off the charts. We never had any kind of trouble with anyone that ran with military. That fact in itself sets me on edge. That is never a good sign.
 
    
 
   “That’s all we got?” Looking back up at Griff, he nods his head. Shit this is just getting worse and worse.
 
   “I know Tank. Wish I had more news for you. We can head out to the site after you rest up and eat somethin’.” Nodding at him, I drop my head in my hands trying to make some kind of sense out of all of this.
 
   “Wanted to ask you a favor brother.” My head pops back up as I look at Griff. He looks so lost, in his own world right now. I’ve never seen him look like this before.
 
   “Anythin’ brother.” Griff smiles slightly before he passes me a photo. I grab it and look it over. It’s his daughter holding a baby. I knew he had a daughter but not a grandchild.
 
   “That your grandkid?” Smiling, I point at the baby in the picture while Griff grins ear-to-ear nodding his head.
 
   “She’s 2 months old.” He looks so happy. A proud grandpa that’s for sure but there’s more to it, I can see it in his eyes.
 
   “That’s great brother. Beautiful family.” Passing him the photo back, he looks at it for a second longer. Shit there is something else going on, I can feel it.
 
   “I’m dying Tank. Cancer. I’m ready for it and I don’t want no I’m sorry or none of that shit. I have an account set up where most of my earnings go. When I’m gone, I need someone I can trust to get that to Abby. Can you do that for me brother? Can you make sure she gets that?” Griff looks up at me with a tear in his eye. Griff is one of us, he’s family. 
 
    
 
   “You’re damn right I will.” Griff smiles as I stand up and shake his hand. I know he doesn’t want the sympathy so I don’t give it. I treat him the same as always.
 
   Griff means a lot to me and I would be honored to do this for him.
 
   “You’re a good man Tank. You’re an even better brother. I knew if I could trust anyone with this shit that it would be you.” Nodding I run my hand over my head.
 
   “You know I got you Griff. You taught me a lot, like a father. I’ll never forget that.” Griff nods his head before he looks back down. He grabs a pen and writes something on a small piece of paper before passing it to me. 
 
   Folding it up I stick it in my pocket already knowing what it is. There is no need to exchange that information again.
 
   “Let’s get you and your boy some food and god damn beer.” Chuckling I follow behind him out to the bar.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                Chapter 9
 
    
 
   “This shit doesn’t make sense Torch.” Pacing around the scene where they found Dougie just throws me off. This isn’t even a road he should have been on. 
 
   “I don’t like this shit VP. You’re right, this is off brother.” Torch looks around a little as he talks. I pull out a cigarette and light it up. 
 
   Looking in the direction of where the supposed shooter was, it makes no sense. 
 
   “Let’s walk up there and see what the fuck we see.” Nodding toward the tree line, Torch follows behind me.
 
   We walk around trying to place where the hell the shot could have come from. This isn’t even a main road that anyone but bikers would know of. The Spawn’s like to keep it that way for protection purposes. 
 
   “VP, take a look.” Tossing my cigarette to the ground, I walk over to the spot that Torch stands looking down at it I shake my head.
 
   “The fuck.  Someone knew about this road. They knew the clubs barely used it. FUCK!” Looking down at the pile of cigarette butts someone has been out here often. Scrubbing my hand over my face, I pull my phone out.
 
    
 
   “Let’s move out. Call Griff and let him know what we found. I’m checkin’ in with Creed.” Torch nods as he slides his phone out. 
 
   Walking back towards the bike, I really don’t like this shit. It all seems off and that all too familiar feeling in my gut kicks in.
 
   “What did you find?” Creed answers quickly. I know he wants answers as much as the rest of us.
 
   “Fuck, brother. Dougie was out on the maintenance road. We looked around, found signs that someone has been out here a lot brother. Looks almost set up. Military style shot, Long range.” I hear Creed blow out a breath. He knows this shit is bad.
 
   “Son of a bitch!” He growls into the phone. I know the feeling. My stomach feels like it wants to bottom out.
 
   “Fuck Tank! Get your ass back to the clubhouse. We need to figure this shit out.”
 
   “Got it.” Sliding the phone back into my pocket, Torch walks up.
 
   “Griff’s settin’ up a perimeter. He’s throwin’ some guys up that hill to keep watch.” I nod my head as I look around one last time. This was a set up, I know it.
 
   “Creed wants us back. So much for a vacation.” Torch chuckles as we walk back towards the bike.
 
    
 
   “This isn’t typical club shit brother.” Torch climbs on his bike looking over at me. I already know that but I don’t know just how far off it is.
 
   “Sure the fuck not. Doesn’t make sense either. Why the fuck out here?” We both look around again as we sit on our bikes. The fact that Dougie was out here and that the only ones that know about this road doesn’t sit well with me. In fact it down right chokes me.
 
   As much as I want to stay and investigate, I know I need to get back. There’s just something off about this and I hate that nagging feeling I get. It’s there now and strong as hell.
 
   “Convenient. Quiet. No witnesses.” Torch talks as he lights up another cigarette. I’m thinking the exact same thing.
 
   “To convenient. No one knows this road brother. It’s well hidden. Inside job?” Glancing over at Torch, he nods his head. I knew he was on the same page as me, I can see it all over his face.
 
   “How many clubs know this route?” Torch looks at me now. My eyes connect with his as I think that one over. 
 
   “3 that I know of. Griff never handed out information brother.” Torch looks around shaking his head before looking back at me. I know who the one that doesn’t play well with others is.
 
   “Fuckin’ Shadows.” I growl out between my teeth. The Shadows knew briefly about this road. It was a meet and greet many fucking years ago. What doesn’t make sense is what the hell Dougie was doing out here to begin with. He should have never taken this road, let alone taken it alone. Hell, there isn’t a reason for anyone to be out here.
 
   “Let’s get the fuck back.” Torch nods as we start our bikes up. 
 
   Riding back home, I can’t stop the thoughts running wild in my head. How the hell did Shadows know that Dougie would be on that road? Why was he on that road? 
 
   Who the fuck do they have shooting? All these unanswered questions storm my mind at once. We try to be diligent about keeping up with new recruits. We always know or make it a point to know who the hell they have prospecting for them. It’s just a basic survival skill in this lifestyle. Nothing we know about anyone around has anything to do with a military style shooter.
 
   Shadows are too close to home for my liking. What the hell would they have been doing up this way? None of this sits well. It eats at me and it will keep on until we figure it out.
 
   I try to focus on the road and getting my ass back home in one piece but now that we know there is a fucking sharp shooter out there it makes me uneasy.
 
   Knowing Bella is safe is the one thing that means the most to me but this changes shit. A lot.
 
   We are up against a fucking sharp shooter that can take people out from a fucking distance. I don’t like the sound of that.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                   Chapter 10
 
    
 
   Pulling into the clubhouse parking lot is a bittersweet feeling. I hate the news that I came back with but I’m glad as hell to actually be back. As much as I needed the break the news that I was handed wasn’t worth it. Not only did I find out that we are facing a sharp shooter but I learned that someone really important to me is dying. The thought of not being able to talk to him or see him again hurts me. 
 
   My hearts heavy with everything that I’ve learned the last few days.
 
   Climbing off of my bike I notice Cher’s car is parked alongside the building. I smile to myself knowing that she’s here. One less headache and worry for me right now.
 
   I head inside to find almost all of the guys goofing around and having a good time. I wonder if Creed kept this shit to himself. There really isn’t a need to get everyone pissed off at the new information until we have something more concrete.
 
   “Where’s Pres.?” I walk past the bar asking anyone that will listen to me. Timmy’s the only one that looks up.
 
    
 
   “In the back.” Nodding at him, I head towards the back to find him. I need to talk to him about this shit and I need to do it now. I can’t handle holding this much knowledge about what happened and not sharing it with him.
 
   “You’re back.” Cher walks out from the hallway stopping in front of me. As glad as I am to see her, I need to handle the shit that rolls around in my head before I can deal with her. This shit takes top priority.
 
   “Talk later.” I try to step around her but she just side steps and looks up at me.
 
   “I haven’t seen you in days. You’re just going to walk off?”  I hate being this way but this is who I am. When I have something in my head, I need to get it out. There is no in between.
 
   “Not now Cher! Club business comes first.” Growling slightly she takes a step back.  Her eyes fill with tears but I don’t have time to baby her.
 
   “Fine. Have your fucking club.” Shoving me in the chest, she walks off. I let out a breath, scrubbing my hand across my face I head towards Creed’s door.
 
   Standing there about to knock I hear Jada crying. I hate to interrupt but this shit is more important. I don’t know what’s going on with her but we need to fix this problem.
 
   Knocking, I wait for the door to open.
 
   “Hey brother.” Creed leans out and pulls me into a hug.
 
    
 
   “Hey, we need to talk. Private.” Creed nods before he turns back to Jada inside.
 
   “I’ll be back in a while.” Creed turns and walks towards the main room scrubbing his hand over his face. I can tell he’s stressed out about something too and I hate to add to that but this is club business and he is the president.
 
   “Rough day?” I follow behind him as he shakes his head looking over his shoulder.
 
   “Just fuckin’ life brother.” I let out a huff as I follow him into the office closing the door behind me not sure I’m ready to unleash this shit on him.
 
   I drop down on the couch stretching my legs out in front of me crossing them at the ankle. Shit feels good after being on the bike all day.
 
   “What’s up? Find somethin’ new?” Creed sits in the chair across from me as I blow out a breath.
 
   “Not gonna like this brother. The more I thought about shit and looked around I realized somethin’. You know there’s only 3 clubs that know that access road is back there right?” I look at Creed as he shakes his head. Thinking about it he wasn’t here when all that shit went down. I can’t say that I’m sorry he wasn’t. That was a rough time.
 
   “I never knew there was a third club that knew about that road.” Running my hand over my face in an aggravated motion, I look back at him.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, well I know. Shadows. They’re the only other ones that know about. Long time ago there was a meet and greet set up there. Either one of the older members know or the old pres. told them. Either way they are the third.” Creed runs his hand through his hair as he mumbles under his breath. I knew this would piss him off but that doesn’t change the facts that this needs to be handled.
 
   “Who do they have that can shoot like that?” Shaking my head, I am clueless on that one. I’ve been through every fucking club around that I can think of and their members.
 
   “No one that I know of. Haven’t heard about anyone new   either.”  Creed tips his head back letting out a breath as I push to stand up. This is going to ride the club hard.
 
   “Just wanted to give you that heads up brother.” Heading towards the door, I need to check on Bella. She is my priority now. 
 
   “Thanks Tank.” Nodding I head through the door and out to find my baby girl. I need some kind of goodness in my life tonight.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                Chapter 11
 
    
 
   Walking the halls of this place my mind continues to wander. I hate that this shit is getting closer to home. It sets off too many emotions that I don’t want to deal with.
 
   Adding to the fact that one my best friends told me he was dying and my night is basically shit.
 
   Shoving through my bedroom door, I find Bella and Cher siting on the bed watching TV.
 
   When Bella turns to see it’s me she jumps off the bed and runs into my arms.
 
   “You’re back.” I hold her against me, hugging her tightly. I don’t know what’s gotten into her but I think I might like it. She isn’t usually the hugging type so I’ll take it while I can get it. Besides, after the rounds of bad news we have been given I need this right now.
 
   “You ok?” Pulling back, she smiles up at me. Like I said the girl isn’t usually the hugging type so this is throwing me off.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, just glad you’re back.” Kissing her forehead, she runs back jumping on the bed. I haven’t seen her act like a child since she’s been here. I remind myself to have a talk with Piper about what he did to fix that. Shit maybe it was all his board games. 
 
   “What are you two watchin'?” Walking closer to the bed, Cher won’t even look up at me. I can’t say that I blame her. I was being an asshole but I am the way I always am.
 
   “It’s called Juggles. It’s so damn funny dad. Come watch it.” Bella scoots to the side as I watch Cher. She still won’t look at me but that doesn’t stop me from joining them.
 
   I pull my cut off tossing it on the chair before pulling my boots off next. 
 
   Climbing up I get under the blanket with Cher while Bella sits on top.
 
   “Want to talk about it?” Glancing over at Cher, she shakes her head. I know she’s pissed but that had to be done.  At least I offered to talk about it. Shit, that’s more than I’m used to doing.
 
   I lay my head back and sigh looking at the TV. I don’t see anything funny about this shit but Bella laughs. As long as she’s happy so am I so I try to force myself to at least try and enjoy it.
 
   I do like being here with these two. It’s quiet and calm. Something settles slightly inside of me as I relax into my spot.
 
    
 
   I slide my hand over to Cher’s leg and she doesn’t try to stop me so I slide it a little higher. I have to control the groan when I feel that she only has on a tiny ass pair of shorts under this blanket. 
 
   My dick is fucking rock hard and I’m uncomfortable as I slide my fingers into the leg of those shorts.
 
   “What did you do to Piper?” Bella giggles but doesn’t look over. I don’t know why the thought just occurred to me to ask when I’m so close to what I want to have my hands on.
 
   “He was getting some pizza.” She has that man wrapped already. He doesn’t order food for anyone. This girl is good.
 
   Bella laughs at her movie as my fingers find some wetness. I can’t believe Cher acts all pissed but is this fucking wet for me. I want so bad to call her on it but not with Bella sitting her. That doesn’t stop me from touching though.
 
   Turning my head, I look at her but she doesn’t move at all. I can see the color creep into her cheeks though, she likes it. She can try to deny it and act mad all she wants but she fucking wants me right now. Hell, by the feel of it she might want me more.
 
   The door flies open and Cher tries to move before I grip her thigh in my hand. She isn’t getting off that easily.
 
   “Pizzas here.” Piper looks in and sees me.
 
    
 
   “Shit, sorry Tank. Didn’t know you were back.” Nodding my head at him, Bella jumps off the bed rushing towards the door.
 
   “Come on Cher.” She stops and turns back but I keep my hold on her thigh. She isn’t leaving this room just yet.
 
   “She’ll be out in a few minutes. Go ahead.” I nod at Bella as she smiles and pulls the door closed. Cher sits there not saying a word.
 
   Ripping the blankets back, I get on my knees dragging Cher’s body down the bed until she’s lying under me.
 
   “You ever put your hands on me like you did in that hallway it better be in a sexual way.” Growling I lean in closer to her, so close I can feel her breath mingling with mine. My heart rate picks up the closer I get to her.
 
   “You ever talk to me like that again and I will walk the fuck out of here.” I don’t miss the attitude behind her words either. I love the way she tries to act all tough with me. It actually makes me harder.
 
   “You’re mine sweetheart. I will talk to you any way I want.” Dragging my teeth along her neck her body shudders beneath me. My dick likes when it does that.
 
   “I don’t belong to you Tank.” Her breathing is sporadic. There’s no way she can argue with me when I’m this close to her and she knows it. I affect her the same way she affects me. When we are this close to each other there is nothing else.
 
    
 
   “Oh darlin’ you do belong to me.” Sliding my hand down her stomach, I grab her sweet wet mound in my hand, gripping roughly.
 
   “This is mine.” Biting her bottom lip between my teeth she moans. Yeah, I knew it would be my way.
 
   “You can’t just fuck me into submission.” I never thought of her submitting but that does have my dick throbbing more.
 
   Thinking about that, I slide down her body taking her shorts with me. I want to tease her, to own her in ways she never thought possible.
 
   “I will make you beg for it baby.” The little chuckle that leaves her just makes me smile. She will beg me she just doesn’t realize it yet.
 
   Shoving her legs open, I slide in between them. Popping those sweet wet lips open, I lean in and flick my tongue over her clit. Cher’s body shakes and her back arches. I love seeing her like this. At my fucking mercy.
 
   I slide my other hand up her thigh and straight in between her legs. Toying with her clit a little, she moans again. Yeah, I know how to make her hot.
 
   “You want it baby?” I look up but she shakes her head. She wants to play that game I’m all in. She isn’t going to win this round as much as she thinks she is.
 
   Sliding a finger inside of her, she tightens up around it.
 
    
 
   “Mmmm. Keep it like that.” Before she can respond, I slam my mouth down over her clit. Flicking my tongue and slamming my finger inside of her has my dick painfully hard now.
 
   I suck and lick as Cher writhes around throwing her head from side to side, gripping the sheets next to her. I get her as close to the edge as I can before I pull back. Yeah, I’m that kind of asshole.
 
   “Tank, you son of a bitch!” She nearly jumps off the bed glaring at me. I sit up on my knees looking at her as I lick my lips savoring the taste of her.
 
   “What?” Acting as if I’m all innocent, I watch her face redden. Oh, she is getting pissed. I fucking love it. 
 
   “Why did you just stop?” I don’t miss the whine in her voice, hell it turns me on. I knew I could get her all wound up.
 
   “You want me to keep goin’? Make you cum hard?” I drag my dick out of the top of my jeans and stroke it while she watches me.
 
   “I won’t beg you.” Her eyes widen as I stroke harder, faster. The moans and groans she hears coming from me has her licking her lips. She likes what she sees, I can see it all over her face. She is going to beg, I know it.
 
   “Fuck Cher.” I watch her eyes as they go crazy with lust. She’s going to break any second now. I see her panting.
 
    
 
   “Please Tank. God I want to feel you.” Throwing herself into my arms, I pull her onto my dick as quickly as possible. 
 
   With her body sliding up and down on my dick, I have to refrain from being a smartass and throwing it in her face.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
                Chapter 12
 
    
 
   With Cher planted firmly in my lap, my hands grip her hips roughly. My lips caress her neck as she wiggles around trying to get me deeper inside of her.
 
   “Told you I would make you beg and you did, just like a good girl.” Biting down on her neck, she throws her head back. I could see it written all over her face before I ever made her do it. 
 
   “Shut up and fuck me Tank.” Mmm I love when she talks to me like that. 
 
   Pushing her hips down I raise my hips to hit her deep inside just the way she wants me to. I love being so deep inside of her. It melts away all the stress and hell of the day in seconds. I get lost in Cher and its pure fucking heaven.
 
   Grabbing her around the waist, I pull her onto me harder.
 
   “You wanted this sweetheart now fuck me like you mean it.” Cher’s head pops up, her eyes on mine before she grinds her pussy down on me. Her hands fly to my shoulders as her little hips roll. FUCK ME, now that’s good!
 
   Cher’s eyes sparkle in the light as she rides me. Her pussy clenches and she squeezes her eyes shut.
 
    
 
   “Open your eyes. Don’t you fuckin’ take them off me until you cum.” I lean in biting her earlobe hard before she pulls back looking at me. I love seeing her looking all flushed with want. It’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.
 
   “I told you about talking to me like that.” Whatever the hell she’s doing with that pussy of hers is fucking killing me right now. She clenches so fucking tight around me I lose all train of thought
 
   “Shit don’t stop.” Gripping her hips again, I slide her around on me. I can feel that warmth flood my body and I want to cum so deep in this girl. 
 
   Suddenly she dead stops. I look up at her and her eyes are locked onto mine.
 
   “What the fuck?” The little grin on her face tells me everything I need to know. She’s playing me right back. That shouldn’t turn me on as much as it but damn this woman.
 
   “Beg me.” I let out a slight chuckle before she clenches and releases again. Fucking hell! Damn I never knew anyone could fucking do that but she amazes me all the time.
 
   Her hand runs down my chest in between her legs as she licks her lips and rubs her clit.
 
   “Beg me or I cum without you.” Looking into her eyes, I know she isn’t joking. She looks dead serious as she gets herself off. 
 
    
 
   “You want to play that game with me? Who do you think will win?” Taking on a now serious tone, I don’t play that shit in the bedroom, or life for that matter. I am in charge and she will learn that sooner or later. Sooner would be best for me but I’m open to giving her lessons.
 
   “Tank.” I start to lift her off of me when she whines. I knew she wouldn’t like that.
 
   “Fine. You win.” Slamming her body back down onto my dick, she screams. Yeah, I knew I would. She will learn soon enough who the boss is.
 
   Cher rides me hard and fast until I feel her on the edge.
 
   “Yeah, do it. Fuck us both.” Grabbing her hand, I slide it back between her legs rubbing her clit with her own fingers. Her breathing kicks up and I can feel her about to cum.
 
   A few more thrusts and we both explode. I can feel her squirt like she never has with me before. Her juices flow from her as I spray mine deep inside of her.
 
   Releasing her hand, she drops her head onto my shoulder as I hold her to me. My arms wrapped tightly around her, I want to enjoy every second of this. 
 
   Breathlessly, I reach up and brush her hair away from her face.
 
   “I thought it was cute how you thought you could win that.” Cher slaps me as I chuckle. What? That was a good one!
 
    
 
   “Let’s eat. I’m fuckin’ starvin’.” Cher slides off me but I stay seated as I watch that sweet little ass of hers move through the room. Damn that has to be the best little ass I have ever seen in my life. It’s so round and perfect. I just want to bite it.
 
   “I wasn’t joking about earlier. That was fucking rude.” She drags her shorts up her legs as I watch. Shaking my head, I get up and pull my jeans back on. Here we go again.
 
   “Didn’t ask if it was a joke darlin’. I say not right now, that’s exactly what I mean.”  Short and sweet. I don’t need to argue this with her again. As a matter of fact, I thought it was finished when I made her beg and fucked her.
 
   Cher turns to look at me with a hateful look on her face. Here we go, I can see it. She isn’t going to win this round either.
 
   “You were gone for days! I was happy to see you asshole!” Watching her snap like that does something to my insides. Actually it does something to my dick too because I want to slam it into that mouth of hers.
 
   “I was glad to see you too but club business needed to be handled.” Cher rolls her eyes before she looks back over at me.
 
   “Is it always going to be like that? You come back, you walk away? I don’t want that shit Tank.” Sitting on the edge of the bed, I slide my boots back on before standing and grabbing my cut.
 
    
 
   “It’s the life. You’ll get used to it. What the hell do you want? You want me to say fuck all this shit that’s happenin’ and run straight to you?” Her eyes blaze with rage. Looks like I struck a nerve. Well that makes two of us.
 
   “I wanted a man Tank! Not some little boy that does as he’s told.” Now that struck a nerve with me that she didn’t want to strike.
 
   Taking a step towards her my emotions running high. I take a deep breath trying to steady myself and not completely lose my mind.
 
   “You want a man? You don’t think I’m a man for respectin’ every motherfuckin’ thing I have ever stood for? This is my fuckin' life Cher. This club, these guys. I do what I have to do to survive and take care of my family! If that doesn’t make sense to you then too damn bad! I don’t know how much more of a man I can be if that isn’t enough!” Screaming at her, I watch her face. She looks scared and sad all in one. Fear of the unknown really gets to her, I can tell but she needs to learn if she’s going to be hanging around. I can’t keep up with babying a grown woman, she just needs to understand.
 
   Shrugging into my cut, I turn and head towards the door.
 
   “I said let’s eat.” 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                  Chapter 13
 
    
 
   Awkward. That’s the word that comes to mind as we sit here eating. Creed and Jada smile all happy and shit but Cher wouldn’t even sit near me. I can’t say that I blame her after what I said but she needs to get used to the way things work around here.  
 
   I really don’t have it in me to baby her the whole way. There are ground rules that need to be understood around here.
 
    After I sit here and think about it, I realize that it’s all new to her but copping an attitude with me wasn’t the right way to figure it out either. Then again neither was the way I acted.
 
    
 
   “Dad, Piper said he would homeschool me.” Turning my attention from Cher, where my eyes have stayed, I look over at Bella. She actually looks excited about that.
 
   “Is that right? You gonna run his ass off like the last chick we had?” I’m trying to control my rage but this shit is hard. I have never had a woman. Candy wasn’t a woman when I was with her, she was a girl. All I’ve done around here is fuck and move on to the next. No one stayed.
 
    
 
   “I don’t think I could run him off. Besides, I kind of like Piper.” I hear a cough come from across the table as I look over at Piper. He sits there with the biggest grin on his face.
 
   “I like you too. We are goin’ to smarten your ass up young lady. You will be a valuable asset to this club one day.” Those words strike me deep. I never thought about Bella being part of this club. I get that she is through me but other than that, I didn’t want this life for her.
 
   “I like the part of you gettin’ smarter. You need to be smarter than your dad was.” Pointing my fork at her she smiles and nods. I wonder what has gotten into her really. She isn’t the smart ass I found sneaking back in the house.
 
   “I need to go.”  I hear Cher’s voice before Creed’s eyes dart to mine and hold there. I shrug but he shakes his head. I know it isn’t safe for her to go out alone with all this shit going on but that damn stubborn woman isn’t going to listen to me right now, not after the way I’ve been handling her.
 
   I take another bite before Creed clears his throat and nods towards where Cher is packing up her purse. Son of a bitch this is ridiculous. Now I’m being suckered into chasing that girl around like a lost puppy.
 
   Setting my fork back down, I stand and move towards her all eyes on me of course. Thank god, we’re out of earshot.
 
   “Hey wait a second.”  Cher looks up at me and her face is a blank mask. With her arms crossed over her chest, she stares me down.
 
    
 
   “Just stay. There’s a lot of shit goin’ on and I don’t want to worry about you.” Cher rolls her eyes picking her bag up and flinging it over her shoulder. Well, that didn’t work like I thought it would.
 
   I follow behind her as she makes her way towards the door before I step in front of her.
 
   “God damn it! Would you fuckin’ listen to me for once?” Cher’s eyes dart to mine and hold there. There is so much fear and worry in her eyes that it rips at my heart. She’s been hurt before I can see it all over her.
 
   “You aren’t my boss. Jada may like that kind of shit but I don’t. I don’t take orders from any man.” I watch her face as it burns bright red. She’s pissed but there is something more she isn’t telling me. She needs to get it out though and move past it.
 
   “I’m not givin’ you orders. You are takin’ shit out of context. Fuck Cher. What the fuck do you want from me?” Throwing my hands out to the sides, I look her in the eyes.
 
   “My ex controlled me. He took away everything I had. I lost my friends, my family. Jada was all I had but when I went to college, he took that too. Hell, Jada doesn’t even know about this shit. She thinks I was at college the whole time I didn’t see her but the fucking truth is he wouldn’t let me out of the apartment.”  My heart slams in my chest. Some asshole held her against her will. What kind of fucking man was he?
 
    
 
   “I’m not him Cher. I don’t hold you fuckin’ hostage!” She raises her eyebrows as she looks at me standing here blocking the door…...holding her hostage. FUCK! My blood runs cold as I think about what she just said. If I ever find out who did that shit to her, I will kill him.
 
   I surprise myself with the thoughts that I have but I can’t stand the thought of some asshole hurting her.
 
   “Cher you know that’s not what I’m doin’.” I watch her blow out a breath before she drops her arms defeated. I don’t think I like that look on her. My stomach rolls as I realize I’m the one making her feel like this.
 
   “I know. I just can’t go back to that Tank. I’ve tried so damn hard to move away from that stuff.” This shit wasn’t about me at all. It’s about herself. 
 
   Scrubbing my hand across my face, I lean down so I’m in her face, eye level.
 
   “The only place I want to control you is in the fuckin’ bed but you need to understand that this club is all I have of a family. We’ve been through hell and back and I won’t turn my back on them. If that’s somethin’ you don’t think you can handle I will away.” Her eyes tear up as she looks at me.
 
   “Is that what you want?” Damn this girl. How can I make her understand that I want her? I don’t know how much damage that other fucker did to her but he has really made it hard for her to trust.
 
   My hands come up to grip her face  making her look into my eyes.
 
    
 
   “I never said I didn’t want you Cher. You are runnin’ from my lifestyle not me. I can’t force you stay with me and I won’t even try but I can tell you that I don’t want you to go.” Watching the tears trail down her cheeks rips my heart apart. After all, she had to deal with before I can understand why she is so closed off but I’m not him.
 
   The tears keep falling as I drag her into my chest and hold her there.
 
   “I don’t think you understand how much you mean to me.” Whispering into her hair, I hope she gets it now.
 
   I hold her sobbing shaking body in my arms. I have her plastered to my chest and I love every second of it. I don’t like the fact that she’s crying and afraid to let her guard down with me, but having her in my arms is like heaven.
 
   Whether I like it or not this woman has a hold on me.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                Chapter 14
 
    
 
   Cher finally calmed down and came back to the room. I left her in the shower while I go to handle Bella for the night.
 
   “Where’s Bella?” Walking out into the main room, I don’t see her anywhere. Creed looks around as if he thought she was there too.
 
   “Fuck Tank. She was just in here.” Shaking my head, I know Joey was just in here too. Little shit had better not be with her. I swear that boy grates on my nerves for some reason. Maybe because he reminds me so much of myself when I was younger. No, fuck that.
 
   “Where the fuck is Joey?”  Creed chuckles but I don’t think this shit is funny. It actually pisses me off.
 
   “Think he went down to the weight room.” Rolling my neck around I head towards the hallway and straight towards the weight room. My blood boils in my veins as I make my way down the hall. I swear I will kick his ass. 
 
   Before I get to the door, I hear Bella laughing and giggling. Beyond pissed I shove the door open and step inside.
 
   “What the fuck you doin’ in here?” Looking dead at Bella I have to stop myself. She’s on the treadmill walking while looking at the TV. Glancing over Joey is lifting weights while looking at the TV too.
 
    
 
   “I was just walking dad. Oh and I was showing Joey the movie me and Cher were watching.” Nodding towards the TV I shake my head. She better not be lying to me again. 
 
   Bella must notice the look on my face since she turns off the machine and stomps towards me.
 
   “I know what you’re thinking and I didn’t do anything. You’re such an ass.” She starts to walk around me when I grab her arm pulling her back. Oh this girl tests my patience with that mouth of hers. 
 
   “I didn’t say anything. Yeah, I thought it but I didn’t say it. Big fuckin’ difference. I told you I didn’t want you around him. Get your ass in the room.” Growling at her she hurries out of the room as the prospect looks over at me. He seems a little a nervous. Good he should be. I think it’s about time me and him have a little chat about my daughter.
 
   “I’m only gonna warn you once about my kid. Stay away from her.” I point at the little prick but he stands up.  Is he going to challenge me? This is getting interesting.
 
   Standing up straighter, I glare at him.
 
   “Wanna say somethin’ prospect?” Joey looks like he might but then just shakes his head, That’s what I thought.
 
   I turn to leave the room when he finally talks.
 
    
 
   “We didn’t do anything that night man. We just went to a movie.” Clenching my hands at my sides, I need to stay calm. 
 
   “She wasn’t allowed out prospect. Don’t forget she’s only 16. I don’t think I need to keep remindin’ you of your place here do I? You want the god damn patch you will listen to what the fuck I say.” Kicking the door on my way out, I hope he gets it through that head of his.
 
   I stalk down the hallway ready to explode when Bella steps out of my room with a pillow in hand. Oh hell here we go again
 
   “Where the hell do you think you’re goin’?” Stopping in front of her, she rolls her eyes at me. Damn this girl is a whirlwind of emotions.
 
   “I’m going to sleep in the spare room with Jada. She said we could watch a movie.” Just as I’m about to say something the other door opens and Jada comes out.
 
   “You ready?” She smiles brightly as Bella nods.
 
   “Where’s Creed?” Jada looks over at me with that smile on her face.
 
   “He went to bed. I told Bella that we could hang out. Is that ok? I didn’t think to ask. I’m sorry Tank.” I shake my head as I move towards Bella. Jesus this is one hell of a night.
 
   “No its fine.” Leaning down I kiss her forehead.
 
    
 
   “Night baby girl.” Bella pulls away looking pissed as hell. Well that’s just too bad for her.
 
   “Night dad.” 
 
   I watch the girls as they head into the room closing the door behind them.  At least she answered me, that’s a start I guess.
 
   Scrubbing my hand over my face, I head into my room. The last few days have been hell and I can’t wait until we get out of here and go to the lake. 
 
   My hearts heavy though at the loss of one of our guys. It’s always hard when it hits close to home.
 
   “You ok?” Cher sits up on the bed when I just stand there not moving. Shaking my head, I snap myself out of it. After everything that has been going on I need to pull myself together.
 
   “Yeah. You?” Cher shrugs her shoulders as I strip out of my clothes. I feel like a lead weight is sitting on my shoulders and I can’t get it off. 
 
   Walking over in just my boxers, I sit on the edge of the bed with my head in my hands. My hearts too heavy to deal with all of this but this is my life.
 
   “I’m sorry about earlier.” I feel Cher’s hands on my shoulders, massaging them gently.
 
   “Me too. I’m not used to havin’ a woman Cher. I’m not used to havin’ shit. You kind of fell into my lap darlin’ and I’m not sure how to handle these things.” The pressure she puts on my shoulders increases and I feel like I’m in heaven. I love having her hands on me. It relaxes me.
 
   I groan slightly before she speaks again.
 
   “I didn’t mean to be such a bitch to you. I know you’re not him.”  Turning around, I look over at her. There’s a lot about her past that haunts that poor woman and I hate it for her.
 
   “I don’t know all of your past darlin’ but I do know that I can’t be him. I can’t hold you against your will. You need to sort that shit out in your own head. I’ll still be here whatever you choose.” Cher leans in and kisses me softly. 
 
   “Thank you Tank. It’s been hard on me. I feel like he’s still out there you know? I hate that feeling.” Pulling her closer to me, I look her in the eyes.
 
   “I get it. Trust me I do but I won’t let anythin’ happen to you.” I rest my forehead against hers. I need her to know and understand that I won’t let anyone hurt her again. She’s mine now.
 
   “I know.” Kissing her again quickly I scoot back and lay down. I just want to get a good night’s sleep before dealing with hell again tomorrow.
 
   “Get up here sweetheart. We need some rest.” Cher climbs up and snuggles into my side. I never thought I would like having someone in my bed and all over me but Cher changes that for me. I love having her snuggled into my side.
 
   She fits me perfectly.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                   Chapter 15
 
    
 
   Another day another hell. Creed and I have been out almost all day looking into all this shit. Nothing makes sense and nothing shows up either.
 
   None of the other local clubs are having any kind of threats or problems. That usually means that this shit is directed at us. I don’t like the feeling I get knowing that. We have kept pretty well to ourselves other than the mishap with the Shadow’s over Kenny. 
 
   “I don’t know Creed. This shit is not lookin’ right. We haven’t had a beef with any other clubs brother. Surely the fuckin’ Shadows didn’t come up with a sharp shooter.” Creed shakes his head as confused as I am.
 
   “You wouldn’t think. Shit Tank. I think we need to take a break and come back fresh brother. As of right now we don’t have a direct threat on the club.” My eyes cut to his when he says that. Dougie was a part of the club although out of a different chapter. That shit still doesn’t sit right with me.
 
   “Don’t fuckin’ look at me like that brother. I didn’t mean it like that. I’m talkin’ about our clubhouse, our brothers here. You really think I would let Dougie’s death go?”
 I know he wouldn’t.  Shaking my head, I scrub my hand over my face, this is just all getting to be too much too fast.
 
   “I just don’t like any of this shit. It all feels off brother.” Creed puts his hand on my shoulder, he knows the feelings I get aren’t for nothing.
 
   “I know Tank. Trust me I know but we aren’t gettin’ anywhere with this shit and we need a break. This club has taken hit after hit.” I nod my head because I know all of this. I know how much this club has suffered and how much betrayal ran through its blood.
 
   “You’re right. Let’s roll. Take a break, clear our heads.” Creed nods as we walk out of the office. I take a deep breath as I walk down the stairs trying to clear my head. 
 
   This may be exactly what we need. A time to reflect and get new insight. 
 
   I walk down the hallway towards my room where I left the girls this morning. 
 
   Heading in I see Bella but not Cher.
 
   “What are you doin’?” Bella scribbles in a notebook before looking up at me.
 
   “Homework. Piper gave me a damn list of stuff to do.” Rolling her eyes, I can’t help but smile. I’m glad Piper is pushing her into schoolwork. Bella isn’t a dumb girl. If she puts her mind to something, she can do it. I have a good feeling that Piper can see that in her too.
 
   “That’s good. Can’t believe you haven’t run him off yet.” Lighting up a cigarette I sit in the chair next to the bed.
 
   “Real nice dad. I can be nice sometimes you know?”  I let out a soft chuckle before looking up at her.
 
   “I know you can. Where’s Cher?” Bella looks back at her book before she speaks. I watch her as she focuses on what she’s doing. I hope this girl makes something out of herself. She deserves that much.
 
   “Outside on the phone.”
 
   “With who?” Bella makes a weird face at me.
 
   “I don’t know dad. I didn’t know that I had to babysit your girlfriend. Oh, by the way how old is Cher? She looks almost my age.” With a grunt, I stand up with my cigarette in my mouth.
 
   “Old enough.” Turning I head towards the door wondering who the hell she is talking to. As far as I know Jada is the only one she talked to and she’s here.
 
   Pushing out the side door, I see Cher sitting out in the yard. Something about the way she sits there curled into herself doesn’t sit well with me. I’ll add that to the mental list of shit that doesn’t sit well with me these days. I seem to have a long list of shit.
 
   I walk towards her when I hear the soft cries that almost choke me. I hate when a woman cries. It rips at something inside of me, something unfamiliar.
 
   “Bad news?” Cher shakes her head without looking up at me. I can see her trying to wipe the tears from her eyes like I didn’t see them. Not likely sweetheart. I don’t miss much anymore especially when it comes to Cher.
 
   “Just thinking.” She stands up now and turns towards me, her eyes red and puffy. My stomach rolls and I know something is wrong. 
 
   “Who were you talkin’ to?”  Taking another step towards her I watch her face. If she says one wrong thing I will lose it.
 
   “Oh that was just an old friend.” Cher tries to step around me but I reach out stopping her.
 
   “An old friend made you cry like this?” Yanking her back in front of me, I want answers. I know a line of bullshit when I hear it. Hell, I’ve given enough of those lines myself.
 
   “It’s nothing Tank.” Trying to pull away isn’t going to work so I don’t know why she tries. My grip tightens as her eyes come to mine.
 
   “It’s somethin’ darlin’. I want a real answer. Who was it?” Growling between my teeth, I’m really getting annoyed with all this shit quick.
 
   “What is your problem?” She snaps pulling her arm out of my grip. I stand there looking at her like she lost her mind, hell maybe she has. I’m not good at all this relationship stuff. 
 
   “I don’t play games Cher! You want to play then take a fuckin’ walk sweetheart. You said you wanted to do this, if that was true you will give me fuckin’ answers!” Stepping into her space, I can see the tension on her face. She doesn’t know how I will react to what she isn’t saying. I know I have been through this shit before under different circumstances.
 
   “It was my ex. I don’t know how he found my number. I’ve changed it after I left him.” There we go. Now we are getting somewhere. Not where I wanted this to go but at least I got a real answer.
 
   “What did he want?” I try to lower my voice but the rage that I feel inside is threatening to blow me away. She told me bits and pieces about that motherfucker and I don’t like a single one of them. In fact, I’d like to rip his fucking throat out with my bare hands.
 
   “He said he knew what I’ve been doing. That he wants me back.” My hands clench at my sides as Cher chews her bottom lip. That isn’t something I take lightly and I’m sure as hell not letting her go.
 
   “What did you say?” Trying to keep myself calm isn’t working out so well. She isn’t leaving this place. Not a fucking chance.
 
   “Are you kidding me? I told him to come pick me up Tank. What the fuck?” Screaming at me isn’t the answer I was waiting for. 
 
   “Let’s cut the shit Cher! I am in no fuckin’ mood for this. He said somethin’ else and I want to fuckin’ know what it was.” I’m damn near in her face right now but she will give me answers. There’s more I can feel it. I don’t like it but I feel it.
 
   “He said he was coming back for me! He said he wouldn’t let me go! Does that make you happy? He said I was his and his only and he would do whatever he had to to get me back!” She screams in my face before she breaks down in tears. I grab her and pull her roughly against my chest. Son of a bitch! That’s one more thing I didn’t need on my plate right now but to keep Cher safe, I’ll gladly take it.
 
   “There is no way in hell that I will let him anywhere near you. You know that right?” Talking softer now, I try to calm the rage that threatens to overtake me. I mean every bit of what I say though.
 
   “He won’t stop Tank. If he gets near me, he will kill me this time. I know he will.” Her tears wet my shirt and rip my heart into pieces. I don’t know how to deal with all of this but I need to learn if I plan on keeping Cher.


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                 Chapter 16
 
    
 
   My heart hurts for Cher. I know she’s scared and I don’t think he was making empty threats either. I’ve known guys like that all my life.  They very rarely make empty threats.
 
   The ride out to the lake was really awkward. We brought my truck since I have Bella now. It’s kind of strange not being on my bike for this trip but it makes me extremely happy to have Bella and Cher here this time. I’m usually solo on these trips picking up an Angel chaser along the way.
 
   “Dad, who’s place is this?” Bella hops out of the truck looking around the property.
 
   “The clubs. We own it.” Bella looks over at me smiling. I love to see that genuine smile on her face. She deserves to smile all the time like that. 
 
   Some days I wonder if I’m making the right choices for her. The club life isn’t easy and all I want is to see Bella happy. She had a shit life up until she came back to me. I don’t need her to say it, I can see it in her eyes. I can only hope that I give her something better than she had before. That’s my goal anyways.
 
   “How many people are here?” She turns to me smiling. God that smile.
 
   “The whole club. Plus a few from other chapters. You’ll meet them, good guys. There should be a few girls your age up here too.” I watch the light in her eyes and I can’t help but smile with her. She needs to have friends, but this whole situation is new to me. I don’t know how to take care of a teenager or how to let her have friends.
 
   I watch as Bella runs towards the main cabin before I walk around the where Cher is standing.
 
   “Come here darlin’.” I stand with my arm out to her before she walks into my side. I love having her next to me. It soothes me.
 
   
“I told you I won’t let him near you. This place is sacred to the club. A safe place. We both need to relax and unwind yeah?” Kissing the side of her head, she nods. 
 
   “I’ll try.” Chuckling I pull her into me closer. Oh, she will relax, I can guarantee that much.
 
   “I plan on fuckin’ you until you can’t think about anythin’ else.” Cher’s head pops up and her eyes lock on mine. I think she likes that idea.
 
   “You think you can do that?” The little twinkle in her eyes makes me what to prove it to her right now, standing here. 
 
   Spinning her around I push her against the truck pinning her hands between us.
 
   Leaning in closer to her, I run my tongue down her neck watching the way her body shivers.
 
   “Don’t test me sweetheart. I will have you naked and beggin’ me in no time.” Sucking her soft skin into my mouth, I run my hand between us and down her stomach.
 
   Grabbing her mound roughly in my hand, I catch her gasp.  Yeah, I know what to do to her to make her crazy for me. She doesn’t like to admit it but I know.
 
   Moving my lips up to meet hers, I gently stroke my finger between her legs. I know I’m hitting the right spot when she tries to grind herself against me. Damn I love this.
 
   “Tank please.” Damn I knew I had her in my hands.
 
   “Beggin’ already?” Biting her bottom lip, she moans before I hear Bella screaming.
 
   “DAD! Oh my god, can I get that hot guy to tattoo me?” Pulling back, I smile at Cher.
 
   “Apparently there’s a hot guy doin’ tattoos. You want one too?” She beams up at me before kissing me slowly.
 
   “I don’t think so but you might want to go make sure your daughter doesn’t get one.” Giggling slightly, I give her sweet pussy one last squeeze.
 
   “I’m rippin’ this up later sweetheart.”  Turning around I grab her hand and drag her along with me before reaching down to adjust my rock hard dick. Shit, I can barely walk with it this hard.
 
   “Are you serious?” Cher looks down where I’m arranging myself.
 
   “What? You fuckin’ caused that shit. I can’t walk in there with the motherfucker like that.” Shifting a few more times, she giggles next to me.
 
   “Keep laughin’. I told you what I’m doin’ to that later.” Cher’s eyes twinkle before I look away. That girl gets to me in so many ways I can barely keep up with it all.
 
   After that little moment we shared, Cher feels a little more relaxed. I plan to make her a whole lot more relaxed once I have her in my cabin.
 
   Stepping into the main house, I hear the buzz of a tattoo machine vibrating through the room.
 
   “Took you long enough to get here.” Creed tosses me a beer as I nod.
 
   “Have a teenager brother. She fuckin’ took an hour to pack a god damn bag.” Creed laughs as I walk towards the sound.
 
   “Who the fuck let your punk ass in here?” My eyes land on the so-called hot tattoo guy. 
 
   The gun shuts off before he lays the machine on the table and stands up looking over at me.
 
   “As I recall I was invited back here anytime.” He stands taller than he once had, full of confidence. 
 
   “That was a long fuckin’ time ago brother.”  Cher squeezes my hand next to me thinking that this shit is real. She doesn’t know it yet but I know the kid.
 
   “Wasn’t that long ago. Although you do look old as shit.” Zane smiles before I let go of Cher and pull him into a hug.
 
   Zane is a younger guy I met a long time ago. He was lost and trouble followed him.  His home life sucked and so did every other aspect for that matter.
 
   Zane rides with another club although not by choice. It sort of just happened. He fell into a hard time and the club picked him up and took him in. It wasn’t in a good way either. This kid has lived through his own hell from all this shit.
 
   “You look good brother. It’s fuckin’ good to see you.” Holding him close for a second, I know he needs it. Zane has always needed that extra boost of brotherhood. 
 
   “You too Tank. It’s been far too long man.” Pulling back I let him go.
 
   “That it has. How’s life?” Zane drops back into his seat getting back to the tattoo he’s running on Torch.
 
   “Been the same. I have some shit in motion though. Might not be seeing you guys for a while. Creed offered for me to come hang out with you so I took him up on it. I figured I could use a little brotherhood before shit comes down.” Zane doesn’t look up at me when he talks. 
 
   He’s always been a good kid with a shitty past but he has grown into a man that I’m proud of.
 
   “You got a plan on gettin’ out?” Zane nods his head as I place my hand on his shoulder. Zane has been trying to find a way to move past everything that has happened in his short life and I hope like hell he does.
 
   “Yep. Hope it all plays out as planned.” I hate the way he fell into the club life but I am proud of everything else he has accomplished.
 
   “I’m glad brother. You deserve a chance at somethin’ better. I’m proud of you.” Zane stops as he looks over at me.
 
   “You know that means a lot to me man.” Nodding I know just how much. 
 
   “So dad can I get one?” Bella hops up next to me smiling.
 
   “Dad?” Zane stops to look over at Bella. Completely confused.  I plaster a smile on my face before I introduce the two of them.
 
   “Zane, this is my daughter Bella.” A smile lights up his face. He didn’t know about that part of my past either. Glad he’s here to share it now though.
 
   “Fuckin’ hell brother! Congratulations.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
               Chapter 17
 
    
 
   Bella has been stomping around and ogling Zane after I told her she couldn’t get a tattoo.
 
   I kind of thought the little fit she threw was interesting to say the least. I have seen a few of those fits since she’s been back but this one by far was the best.
 
   “She didn’t need one anyway. She’s far too beautiful.” Cher climbs in my lap as I sit out by the lake with a beer in hand. 
 
   “That she is. She’s a fuckin’ mess though.” Cher giggles before kissing my neck. 
 
   “Can I ask you somethin’?” Taking a new approach to this whole ex-boyfriend thing, I need information.
 
   “Of course.” Nuzzling her face into my neck, I tighten my grip around her.
 
   “I want to know his name. I want any information you have on him.” Cher tries to pull back but I hold her in place. She’s not getting off that easily.
 
   “I don’t want to talk about it Tank. You said we were going to relax.” I know she doesn’t want to talk about it but I need a name at least to start to look into shit.
 
   “I know but I need to get someone lookin’ into him. I need a name sweetheart.” Cher pulls back and looks up at me.
 
   “Thomas Finch.” Her head drops back into place before I turn to kiss her forehead.
 
   I don’t know why that name comes off as familiar but it does and not in a good way.
 
   “Thank you.” Whispering softly against her she pulls back again.
 
   “Can you promise me you won’t do anything crazy?” Her eyes are so full of concern but I can’t stop the smile that crosses my face. No one has ever worried about my safety before.
 
   “I don’t make promises I can’t keep darlin’. It kind of comes with the territory. What I can say is I will make sure that motherfucker doesn’t come near you again.” Leaning in I capture her lips with mine. I savor every breath this woman takes. I need more of her.
 
   With Cher lying on my chest, I tip my head back and relax. 
 
   I love the time that we have to come out here to the lake. It comforts me in a way. It gives me a chance to feel like a normal person and not the monster that I have become. 
 
   As much as I want something better for Bella there’s a part of me that loves the fact that she is a part of the club. 
 
   Being part of this is like having extended family. With that family comes protection. Even if something happened to me, I know Bella will always be protected. She will always be cared for.
 
   In that sense, my heart fills with pride. When no one else wanted me this club took me in and made me a man. Made me the man I am today.
 
   “What are you thinking about?” Cher runs her hand under my shirt and up my stomach. Damn I love feeling her hands on me.
 
   “About my life. How I got this place. What made me who I am.” Before I can finish, her lips are on my stomach, her tongue tracing my muscles. 
 
   I suck in a breath before my hands travel down gripping her head. Damn she can set my body on fire.
 
   “You better be careful what you start sweetheart.” Cher’s hands travel down to the button on my jeans. I know no one is out here and they can’t see from here either.
 
   “I know what I’m starting.” Her breath against my skin makes me shudder. The things this woman can do to me is almost scary. I never thought a woman could make me feel as good as she does.
 
   With a flick of the button on my jeans, she lowers herself down between my legs.
 
   Yanking at my jeans, I raise my hips to help her. Cher pulls my jeans and boxers down as my rock hard dick stands at attention for her.
 
   “You like lookin’ at it?” Her eyes flick to mine as she licks her lips. Fuck me, those lips. 
 
   Before I can say another word, she is on her hands and knees with my dick deep in her mouth. Fuck, she didn’t even give me a chance to react.
 
   My hand tangles in her hair as she sucks me hard.
 
   “Fuck Cher!” The words barely leave my mouth. My dick is hitting the back of her throat and I don’t know if I can last very long. Her mouth is like a safe haven for my dick and I love it.
 
   Hissing between my teeth, her head bobs up and down.
 
   The mixture of teeth and tongue, she’s pumping me to no end.
 
   “God damn!” My hips begin to rock with her. I raise them up shoving my dick further into her throat and to my surprise, she doesn’t even gag.
 
   Her moans make me that much harder as I rock into her mouth.
 
   “Do it darlin’. Make me fuckin’ cum.” I speed my hips up to the point that I’m damn near down her throat before she sucks me one last time.
 
   “FUCCCKK!”  Grunting as I cum so hard down her throat, I feel light headed. Son of a bitch that is the first time I’ve ever felt like that. 
 
   I drop my head back breathless as I try to calm the buzz that surrounds me.
 
   “You tired?” Cher’s playful tone makes me smile.
 
   “Darlin’ no one and I mean no one ever, has made me feel like that.” Grabbing her around the back of her neck, I drag her up my body.
 
   Crushing my mouth to hers, I can taste myself and I must say that I like that taste on her lips.
 
   “Ride me.” Biting her bottom lip, she moans.
 
   “What if someone sees?” Did she really just ask me that after she sucked my dick for the whole world to see? Now she’s worried?
 
   “Get that fuckin’ pussy on my dick now.” Biting her lip harder she straddles my lap. That’s better.
 
   Gripping my dick in her hand, she slides it into place.
 
   “You been out her with nothin’ under this skirt?” My hands land on her hips digging my nails into her skin.
 
   “So?” Oh, I think I like this side of her. This carefree, take a chance side makes my stomach flutter.
 
   “So if anyone else sees what’s mine, I’ll have to kill a motherfucker.” Cher smiles but I am dead serious. I never want anyone else to touch, see, or think about what belongs to me.
 
   Before I can bitch at her more, she starts to ride me hard and fast. Who knew she was that damn horny!
 
   “God, Tank.” She cries out as she moves faster. I lay back and let her enjoy the ride. She feels too damn good to say anything else to her right now.
 
   My hands stay planted on her hips pushing down just a little to let her take me deeper. I don’t think I can get deep enough in her.
 
   “Fuck me Cher!”  Growling at her, she does just that. 
 
   Her little hips buck and slide against me. I slide one hand under her shirt to play with her nipple while the other slides between her legs.
 
   Finding that sweet swollen bundle of nerves, I barely touch it before she screams.
 
   “Yeah, you like that don’t you?” Groaning as she moves faster, I keep rubbing. Hard circles that have her tightening up her pussy around me.
 
   “Make me cumTank!” Oh, fuck I like hearing her scream that! That is one thing I can do over and over again.
 
   “You want it darlin’?” Faster and faster, I rub her clit. She has me wrapped up so fucking tight I can barely hold on.
 
   “Yeah! Do it. Just like that!” Feeling that all too familiar burn, I cum hard filling her so full it flows around us.
 
   “FUCK TANK!” Cher’s body shudders and shakes as I pull her lips to mine. Pressing my lips to hers, I want to keep her right here forever. There is nothing in the world better than being balls deep in someone that you never want to let them go.
 
   Breathlessly, she nibbles at my bottom lip.
 
   “How do you make me feel so important?” Her pussy clenches again causing my muscles to contract. Fuck, she’s good.
 
   “Because you are important. You’re important to me.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                Chapter 18
 
    
 
    “Hey Creed, got a minute?” After being fucked out by the lake the name Cher gave me has been gnawing at the back of my mind. 
 
   “Yeah, what’s up brother?” Jada makes a not so happy face but I have to figure this shit out. She’ll get over it.
 
   “Sorry Jada. I’ll return your man in a minute.” She smiles over at me but I know she’s mad.  I can see they were having a moment but I need to get this out of my head before I do something stupid with it, like hunt his ass down.
 
   Walking out onto the back deck, I light up a cigarette.
 
   “What’s goin’ on brother?” Creed steps up next to me as I look out over the sunset.
 
   It’s beautiful here. Peaceful and calming. My heart feels settled when I’m here. Like a piece of me is at home, at peace within myself.
 
   “Cher gave me a name and it’s botherin’ me. I swear I know it from somewhere.” Blowing out a puff of smoke, I turn to face him.
 
   “Thomas Finch.” I watch as his eyes go wide. Yeah, I knew that name meant something.
 
   Taking another puff, I turn to look back out towards the lake. 
 
   Bella is out there playing in the water with one of the other girls around her age. I can’t stop the smile on my face as I look at her.
 
   She looks so happy and carefree right now. Just the way I want her to always stay.
 
   “You know we know that name right?” Nodding my head, I just can’t place it.
 
   “Yeah, couldn’t place it but I know it.” Creed blows out a breath before he sits on the table next to me.
 
   “He’s the son of Marcus Finch. Never met the motherfucker but heard plenty. He went off to join the army when he was 18. Went missin’ for a while. Marcus started up the Wolves while he was away. I heard once he came back he was mixed up in some shit with his dad but then disappeared again. No one has seen him.” I look over at Creed as my heart speeds up.
 
   This can’t be good but things are coming together in my mind. 
 
   “Thomas is Cher’s ex. When everyone thought she was off at college, that motherfucker had her. He kept her locked up brother. He called her before we came out here.” Creed throws his beer bottle as we watch it shatter on the deck.
 
   “Son of a bitch!” His screams pierce the night. The girls even heard it. They all look up at the deck but I just wave them on. No reason for them to get worried.
 
   “How did he find out she was with you? Or does he know?” Creed turns his attention to me.
 
   “Couldn’t say. I just know that he told her that he was comin’ for her. That she’s always his.” Blowing out a puff of smoke, I stand and look Creed in the eyes.
 
   “I won’t let that motherfucker near her Creed.” Creed scrubs his hand across his face before looking back at me.
 
   “No way in hell brother. Let’s fuckin’ enjoy our time with family but as soon as we get back.” He nods his head not needing to finish that sentence. I know what comes next.
 
   “Thanks Creed.” Slapping his shoulder, he smiles.
 
   “No need for that. You’re my family Tank. We take care of family. And right now you might want to go down there and check on your kid. Joey’s down there.” Creed laughs as he walks away and I look over the edge of the deck.
 
   “Son of a bitch!” Growling between my teeth, I head towards the little shit that’s after my daughter.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                 Chapter 19
 
    
 
   “What the fuck is this shit? I leave your ass alone for a few minutes and you’re back on this shit?” I point at Joey as I yell at Bella. I thought I told that girl to stay away from him. I don’t know why he rubs me the wrong way but he does.
 
   “We are playing in the water dad! What the hell?” There’s my little smart mouth coming out in full force. I knew she was still in there.
 
   “Playin’? What kind of game?” Looking between the two of them Joey opens his mouth. I’m not sure if that was a good idea or not.
 
   “We weren’t doin’ anythin’ we shouldn’t be brother.” Did this little shit just grow a pair? 
 
   I look around to make sure he was actually talking to me when Torch laughs.
 
   “You see this shit brother? The prospect thinks he’s grown a pair of balls.” Torch nods as he laughs harder. I turn my attention back to Joey now.
 
   “You watch who you’re talkin’ to prospect. This is my kid and I said hands off.” Reaching for Bella she pulls away glaring at me.
 
   “We weren’t doing anything. I’m not a baby anymore dad. You missed that part!” Her words sting me. I take a step back a little wounded by that one. 
 
   I didn’t leave her. I didn’t want to miss out on that part of her life. Her mother didn’t leave me the choice. I hate that I missed so much of her life but it still wasn’t my fault.
 
   Turning around I start to walk away when she yells again but I don’t listen. 
 
   I keep walking until I get back to the cabin. Thoughts of her when she turned one float through my head. We didn’t have much back then but I did the best I could. 
 
   She had her little pink party dress on. I remember it like it was yesterday. She threw her cake everywhere. I think I laughed more than anyone else there. She was such a funny little thing.
 
   I let out a slight laugh as I remember the little girl I lost. It seems like I still don’t have her back a lot of the time.
 
   “She didn’t mean it.” Cher’s voice comes from behind me but I don’t turn to look at her.
 
   “Yeah she did. It’s ok though. She’s right. Maybe I didn’t try hard enough to find them. I lost a lot when Candy took her away from me. I lost myself.” Cher’s hands rest on my back before she comes around to stand in front of me.
 
   “She didn’t deserve to be ripped away from you like that. I know you’re trying with her but she is too Tank.”  I know she’s right but it’s still hard for me.
 
   The door opens and I hear Bella tell Joey thanks for walking back with her. Yeah, love it up you little shit.
 
   “Can I talk to you dad?” Releasing my grip on Cher I turn to face Bella. 
 
   “You know you can talk to me anytime.” Bella smiles slightly before Cher moves around me.
 
   “I’m going to sit outside.” Nodding I watch as Cher walks out onto the back deck before I turn back to Bella.
 
   “I shouldn’t have talked to you like I did. I’m sorry Bella.” She smiles as she walks over to me, wrapping her arms around my waist.
 
   “Me either. I’m sorry dad. I know I’m a pain in the ass a lot. I know what mom did; she wasn’t shy about telling me. I hate her for taking me away from you.” My heart drops into my stomach. I think this is the first time that we have ever had a talk like this and I don’t want it to stop. I want to know more. I want to know everything there is to know about how she grew up.
 
   “I don’t know what went on when I wasn’t there Bella. You’re my daughter and I have no fuckin’ idea if you grew up happy. I want to know, I want to know you.” Bella pulls back and looks up at me.
 
   “You do?”
 
   “Of course I do. I missed your whole fuckin’ life.” Her eyes sparkle as she watches me. The look on her face says she didn’t expect that from me. 
 
   “I missed you. I always asked about you. Mom said you didn’t want me anymore as I got older.” My chest clenches as she says the words. I always thought about that. I always wondered if she told her that. 
 
   “Once I got older I asked about you more. She always told me the same thing though. She had a lot of boyfriends and once they found out who my dad was they hated me instantly.” What the hell? She actually told her about me? About my lifestyle?
 
   “What do you mean?”  Now I’m confused as hell. What would them knowing who I was make any kind of difference to them?
 
   “They hated me. As soon as the word Tank came out of her mouth, they lost it. They said you were with a rival and no bastard child of a rival was accepted. They hit me. They didn’t like me and I don’t think mom did either.” 
 
   “FUCK!” I scream. I can’t help it. It makes sense now. Bella jumps back when I scream and Cher rushes in the door. 
 
   I scrub my hand over my face before I look back at Bella.
 
   “What club Bella?” She looks between Cher and me like she needs help. Fuck that, I need to know who the hell hurt my daughter.
 
   “There were a few.” Her voice is softer now as she looks to Cher for help.
 
   “Why don’t we calm down and sit.” Cher puts her hand on my chest but I brush it away.
 
   “What the fuck do you mean there were a few? How fuckin’ many is a few?” The louder I get the more the rage fills me. It runs through me like the blood in my veins. I feel like I’m losing my mind here.
 
   “Tank! Stop yelling at her!” Cher tries to help but it only makes it worse.
 
   “Answer me Bella!” Taking a step towards her, tears run down her cheeks. 
 
   Cher moves around me and wraps her arms around Bella before she speaks.
 
   “First was the Avengers. When we left from there we went to Saints and ended up with a chapter of the Shadows.” That last word turns me into a monster. The fucking Shadows had my daughter?
 
   “There was a guy there that helped me find you. Dougie I think his name was.” That’s it, my world just fell apart.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                 Chapter 20
 
    
 
   I walk around the lake drunk off my ass. What the hell else could I do? 
 
   None of it makes any sense to me. Dougie isn’t a Shadow. What the hell would he have been doing with them?
 
   How had I not known that Candy was that close to us?
 
   My mind wanders and it’s never good when that happens. I end up off the grid and with a death wish like Creed used to.
 
   “Need a refill?” Creed’s voice pulls me back to reality. A reality I don’t know if I’m ready to handle.
 
   Nodding I take the beer before he speaks again.
 
   “I talked to Cher.” Huffing, I figured that woman wouldn’t keep her mouth closed for five minutes.
 
   “Why didn’t you come to me?” Glancing over at him, I want to slap Cher for opening her mouth.
 
   “I wanted to think on it first. Didn’t want to drag you in just yet.” Creed nods like he gets it. I don’t care if he does or not. This is my child we are talking about here.
 
   “What are thinkin’? You’re my family Tank don’t you dare push me away. That little girl in there is my motherfuckin’ niece and you know damn good and well I will lay my ass on the line for her!” I never thought that Creed would have it any other way. We have been close since the day he stepped foot into those clubhouse doors.
 
   “I know you would brother. That’s why I needed a minute to think it over.” Creed huffs but nods his head. He knows how I am.
 
   “So we know Dougie was somehow involved with the Shadows but don’t know why.” Nodding my head, that seems to be the question. 
 
   “I don’t understand this shit brother. I mean, what the fuck was she doin’? Why the hell was she club hoppin’ with my fuckin’ little girl!” Screaming seems to be the best option for me right now. I don’t know what it’s going to help but I need to take this frustration out somewhere.
 
   “Don’t know Tank. She say anythin’ else?” Shaking my head, I don’t know what to do with myself. I want to hurt someone so fucking bad for what they did to her.
 
   “I lost it Creed. Had to take a walk.” Bringing the bottle to my lips, I take another long pull. I need to form a plan against these motherfuckers.
 
   “We will handle them. I can see that look in your eyes. I know what you’re thinkin’.” A slight chuckle leaves my throat. It’s funny that Creed knows how I think. We think alike in situations that threaten a loved one.
 
   “How did we get so fucked up Creed?” Pulling out a cigarette, I light it up as he laughs.
 
   “Women! That’s how. Those damn females fuck us up.” Chuckling I look over at him.
 
   “They sure did a hell of a job. I don’t know where the fuck my mind has gone. Add Bella into that shit and I might lose my god damn mind all together brother.” 
 
   “She’s a good kid Tank. She might be a little lost but she knows more than you think. She’s smart. You wanna know how I know all this shit?” I look over at him ready to laugh but what he says actually makes sense.
 
   “Fuck yeah, Dr. Phil tell me.” With a giant ass grin on his face he looks at me.
 
   “She lived. She made it out of hell. Whether she floated the fuck up, crawled her way out, or got a god damn push, she made it.” He’s right. She may be young and she may be a smart ass but she did get herself out of those places alive.
 
   “You’re right brother. She did it.” Nodding he walks away leaving me to my thoughts yet again.
 
   She said that Dougie was trying to help her. That fact keeps replaying in my mind. I don’t know what the fuck he was doing there or why but if he tried to help my daughter, that means something in my book.
 
   Why Candy drug her to all these places is something I may never know. It bothers me that Bella knows more about the club lifestyle than I wanted her to but it also makes me slightly happy. She knows what she’s in for if she sticks around after her 18th birthday.
 
   Part of me wants that girl to run as far and as fast as possible but the other part knows just how much I missed out on her life and I want to keep her near me. I know it’s selfish but she is my kid. 
 
   Walking back towards the cabin I make a promise to myself. I need to be a better father to her. I need to make up for lost time and I need to show her that not all men are like the ones she has met along the road she calls life. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                  Chapter 21
 
    
 
   When I got back to the cabin last night Bella was already in bed. I stood in the doorway and watched her sleeping. My heart broke even further as I came to the realization that she has lived her own kind of hell without me there to protect her.
 
   Stretching out in the bed, I look over but Cher isn’t there. All of this shit is playing with my mind and I swear when we get back I may lose all control. For now though, I want to have some kind of fun with my girls.
 
   Throwing my legs over the side of the bed, I grab my sweatpants and pull them on before I hear the girls laughing.
 
   It’s such a sweet sound that I never want to stop.
 
   I slide my sandals on as I drag my ass down the hallway to that sweet sound to find them hugging in the kitchen. Something inside of me swells with a newfound pride. I never thought I’d see the day that those two hugged.
 
   “Stop staring dad.” Bella giggles pulling me back to the present. She walks over and throws her arms around my waist.
 
   “Mornin’ baby girl.” Kissing the top of her head, she pulls back and heads towards the table.
 
   “We made breakfast.” She beams at me as I nod.
 
   “I can see that.” Grabbing Cher I pull her against me before I lean in and kiss her. Those lips of hers burn into me every time.
 
   “I’m sorry about last night.” Whispering against her lips, I give her another quick peck.
 
   “It’s ok. I know you needed some space. Sit.” Cher shoves me back a little before I slap her ass.
 
   I walk over and sit next to Bella before I say anything else. There’s a lot that has been weighing on me since we talked last night.
 
   “Can I ask you somethin’?” Looking over at her, she smiles.
 
   “Yeah.” I take a deep breath before Cher sits the plates down on the table. All of the sudden I’m at a loss for words. I want so much to know more about her past but I don’t know if I should keep asking.
 
   “Dad? What is it?” Bella takes a drink before I look back up at her.
 
   “Nothin’. We can talk later, yeah?” Bella smiles as we all start to eat.
 
   My mind wanders like it usually does. It doesn’t go anywhere good either. That isn’t anything new for me.
 
   “Dad, Creed said we could ride the jet skis. Can we?” Looking over at my little girl, I smile and nod.
 
   Bella jumps and runs from the table towards her room as I chuckle slightly. I think I like this new side of Bella. That whole standoffish one was getting a little hard to deal with.
 
   “She’s a sweet girl.” Cher has my attention now that she speaks.
 
   “She is. Lived one hell of a life though. I’m glad that she is bein’ nice to you. I thought that shit was goin’ to get bad there for a while.” Cher smiles and my heart melts. This girl has no idea how much she means to me.
 
   “We talked last night after you left. She was scared to let her guard down. She didn’t know what to expect from everyone after the hell she lived. She’s strong though Tank. Don’t underestimate that one.” Her little wink has me out of my seat pulling her up with me.
 
   “You lived your own hell too. I think you turned out perfectly.” Crushing my lips to hers, she snakes her arms around my neck. 
 
   I lift her as she wraps her legs around my waist. Walking us over to the counter, I sit her on it. I grind my dick against her as I capture her moans in my mouth. 
 
   “Mmm. Darlin’ you are killin’ me.” Grinding a little harder against her I feel like my whole body wants to explode.
 
   The only thing stopping me from fucking her on this counter right now is my kid clearing her throat behind us.
 
   Cher looks embarrassed but that doesn’t stop me from nipping her neck before I turn around.
 
   “You are so nasty. You have a room dad.” Bella rolls her eyes as she walks towards the door.
 
   “What the fuck is that?” I point at the barely there swimsuit she has on. No way in hell is she going out of here in that shit.
 
   “It’s my bikini.” She looks down at herself before looking back at me.
 
   “Where the fuck is the rest of it?” Bella laughs like I’m joking but I’m so far from that.
 
   “It’s a bikini dad. This is it.” Shaking my head, I move towards her. She is not walking out of here wearing that.
 
   “Fuck that Bella. No way in fuck are you goin’ out there in that. Put somthin’ over it!” Bella stomps her foot but that isn’t changing my mind. I refuse to take her out looking like that.
 
   “I think it’s cute.” Cher chimes in as she walks up next to me. Cocking my head to the side, I look at her.
 
   “What?” Yeah, she can try to act all innocent if she wants but that isn’t happening.
 
   “You can see her god damn ass! Look!” Grabbing Bella I spin her so Cher can see the back of this so-called bikini.
 
   “It’s the same as mine.” Bella giggles as I let her go and turn to Cher.
 
   “Neither one of you are goin’ out of this motherfucker lookin’ like that. Get a shirt on over it!” Bella stomps past us as Cher turns to follow her.
 
   “You even think about goin’ out there in front of all those guys lookin’ like that I will spank your ass.” Cher turns around as fire ignites her cheeks. Holy shit I love that look on her.
 
   “Is that a promise?”
 
   Hell help me with these two girls.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                Chapter 22
 
    
 
   Fire races through me as I watch Bella and Joey talking by the bon fire. She’s so animated and happy. I love to see her like that just not with that little shit-faced kid.
 
   We had a good day of jet skis and swimming. I was surprised by how much Bella is like me. She loves motorcycles and rock music. Hell, her favorite color is black just like her dad.
 
   “Stop starrin’ at her like that.” Torch passes me another beer but my eyes don’t move.
 
   “Fuck you! She’s my kid.” Torch chuckles as he drops down next to me.
 
   “It only gets worse brother. Next comes boyfriends. Then they want to get married and have babies. Before you know it you are sittin’ around old and fuckin’ grey with grandbabies.” Cutting my eyes at him, he is lucky that is all I am cutting.
 
   “What the fuck is with you huh? She’s 16 brother!”  Torch laughs his ass off. I’m glad this is all funny for him.
 
   “Shit, I was right where you are not long ago. MaryAnn is all grown up now. You need to treasure the times you have with that one.” Nodding my head, I know he’s right. 
 
   I drink some more with Torch as I keep my eye on Bella. Life seems so perfect right now. I know when we get home all of that is going to change though.
 
   Creed walks over and sits next to me before leaning over to talk to Torch.
 
   “Can you give us a minute?” Torch nods before he stands and walks away.
 
   “What’s goin’ on?” His face looks off tonight and I know nothing good ever comes from that look.
 
   “I made some calls. That shit didn’t sit right with me. You’re not goin’ to like what I found out either Tank.” Those are never the words I want to hear. 
 
   “What is it?” Turning so I can face him, he looks a little pissed now.
 
   “Fuck! This isn’t goin’ to be good. Dougie was dealin’ with the Shadows because he found out Bella was there. After he learned who she was, he went in full force. He fed them lines of shit to keep the focus on himself until he got her out. He gave her your number, that’s how she found you.” I sit in a stunned shock. Why the hell wouldn’t he just come to me? 
 
   “FUCK! So it’s my god damn fault he died that night!” Roaring with anger, I start to stand when Creed pushes me back down into my seat.
 
   “Wasn’t shit your fault Tank! He was doin’ it to get her out. Tessa heard him talkin’ to Benny. She knew what he was doin’ the whole time.” Shaking my head, this shit is all my fault.
 
   “Why didn’t he come to me? To us?” My bodies on fire with the rage that simmers under the surface.
 
   “He knew you would go in guns blazin’.” I guess that makes sense but that doesn’t make it hurt any less.
 
   “What about the shooter? Can we pin Thomas to that yet?” Creed shakes his head before passing me a cigarette. I can’t handle this shit. I need revenge.
 
   “Fuck!” Growling, I’ve caught Bella’s attention. Her eyes are on me now but I can’t sit here and hash this out with her.
 
   I fly out of my chair and head towards the cabin. I need to take this out on something before it turns into someone. 
 
   “What’s going on? I was just coming out.” Cher smiles as I storm in past her. I can’t do this right now with her either.
 
   Storming into the bedroom, I punch the wall. And then do it again.
 
   I punch until there are holes in the walls and I can only see red.  Cher comes in and watches me until she finally takes a step in front of me.
 
   “You done with your fit yet?” With my hands clenched at my sides, I look her in the eye.
 
   “Get out.” Cher almost looks hurt but she throws a mask up. She crosses her arms over her chest being as defiant as Bella.
 
   “No.”
 
   “Get out damn it!” Growling, I watch her jump slightly but she doesn’t leave.
 
   “Talk to me.” I can hear the pleading in her voice but the only thing I want to do is kill someone. 
 
   “I can’t talk right now Cher! Don’t you fuckin’ see that! I want to fuckin’ kill someone! I want to wrap my fuckin’ hands around someone’s neck and watch all the life drain from their body! The person that hurt my little girl! The one that took my friends life. The one that hurt you! I want them all to pay!”  Reality hits her in the face like a ton of bricks. I’m sure she can feel the anger rolling off of me.
 
   Without another word, her hands wrap around my waist as she lays her head on my chest. 
 
   “What the fuck are you doin’?”  I want to scream, I want to fucking go out and hurt someone but Cher just holds on tighter.
 
   “I can’t handle this Cher.”  My voice comes down a little but not much. My body hums with all this pent up rage that I have.
 
   “When I was locked in that room I thought I wouldn’t make it out. I would lie on the floor and beg god to take me. He never did though. I remember the day Thomas forgot to lock the door. I laid there so still waiting for that all too familiar click but it never came. His motorcycle took off down the road and I could hear it. I didn’t move though. I was afraid he’d come back but something kept telling me he was gone and that I needed to run so I did. I stood up and I ran never looking back. I knew there was something better out there for me, there had to be.” Cher sighs into my chest as I let her words sink in. Knowing that she was held there stirs up so much emotion I don’t know how this story was supposed to help me.
 
   “Did you ever find it?” She giggles slightly before pulling back and looking up at me.
 
   “I found you. That day I met you my world changed. Ever since that day Tank, you are all I can dream of. There is nothing else I want more than you. When your arms are around me I feel safe. I feel secure. I feel loved.”  I look into those beautiful eyes and get lost. 
 
   “You feel all of that with my arms around you?” I look at her like she’s crazy before she slaps at me.
 
   “I feel so much more Tank. You may feel like you need to hurt someone but I need you. Bella needs you.” The more she talks the deeper I fall for her. I have never told her that I loved her but I know in my heart that I do. Without overthinking it, I say it.
 
   “I love you Cher.”  She pushes up on her toes with a huge grin on her face her lips brushing over mine.
 
   “I love you more.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                   Chapter 23
 
    
 
   “Take that shit outside prospect.” Joey looks at me with the same wavering look he always has these days. 
 
   Being back at the clubhouse has set me into a whirl wind of emotions. I can’t seem to function without getting pissed off. Creed has even pulled me from half the fucking runs because of my attitude. 
 
   I can’t help it though. Some motherfucker held my old lady against her will and hurt her. Some assholes put their hands on my daughter. Her mother is still lurking the fuck around somewhere and one of my friends is dead because of it all.
 
   I make my way around the clubhouse like a tornado ripping up and throwing anything in my path.
 
   Tonight is party night at the club but I just can’t get into it. Nothing has gone my way since we’ve been back and I fucking hate every second of it.
 
   “What are you doing?”  Cher walks into the main room as I line up a row of shots on the bar in front of me.
 
   “What the hell does it look like?” I know I’m snappy with her but shit I’m tired of sitting still and on my ass. I need to get out of here and figure all this shit out and handle it.
 
   “Nice attitude.” Cher rolls her eyes before dropping down in a chair close to the bar.
 
   “Fuck off!” Mumbling under my breath I finish filling the glasses up. 
 
   One by one, I throw them back, savoring the burn of each one.
 
   “Hey Tank. Someone’s lookin’ for you.” Dizzy as hell and drunk off my ass I turn to see Danny standing by the door.
 
   “Who the fuck is it?” Staggering closer to him, I am in no mood to deal with anyone’s shit tonight.
 
   Danny shakes his head as I stumble over to him. Once I’m close enough, she steps out from behind him.
 
   My heart stops in that moment. What the fuck is she doing here? How did she get in here? She isn’t coming anywhere near my daughter.
 
   Flames blow through my body like a wild fire as I come face to face with the woman that stole my heart and then my child.
 
   Candy.
 
   Before I can rethink what I’m doing my hands are wrapped around her throat slamming her against the wall.
 
   “What the fuck did you do?” Screaming in her face, I watch it turn red from lack of oxygen. Stupid woman just stepped into the wrong fucking club.
 
   Screams explode behind me but all I see is her. Her face brings back so many memories and I want to strangle each one out of her.
 
   “Fuckin’ back off!” Creed screams in my ear as I’m ripped away from Candy. My hands clench at my sides as I try to make my way back over towards her.
 
   “Settle the fuck down!” Creed screams again as I throw my hands up.
 
   “Get that bitch out of my clubhouse.” Pointing at Candy, all eyes follow. 
 
   Swallowing hard, I hate the way I’m being forced into reliving my past in the matter of seconds. It’s like taking a million bullets to the chest.
 
   “What are you doin’ here?” Creed walks up into her face. Candy doesn’t know how to react to him either. He’s a scary motherfucker when he’s in his zone.
 
   “I need to talk to Tank.” Creed laughs a cynical sounding laugh. He’s in his zone and nothing but pure evil lives there. It’s the side of him I connected with on so many runs.
 
   “I don’t think that’s a good idea. Who sent you here?” Creed inches closer to her when I feel someone’s hands on my back. 
 
   Turning my head I see that it’s Bella. Shit, I don’t need her seeing this right now.
 
   “Mom?” She steps out from behind me as a small path clears. Bella has a clear view of her mother now and I’m not sure what to do here. I won’t let her leave this clubhouse. Bella is my daughter and no one will ever take that away from me again.
 
   “Bella! Oh my god my baby.” Candy moves towards her but Bella moves faster than I ever thought she could. 
 
   Bella has Candy around the neck just like I did. Hell yeah, she is my kid! I almost want to wait this one out but this is one of those times that I need to be a father.
 
   Stepping in, I grab Bella pulling her away from her mother as she fights me and screams.
 
   “You stupid bitch! I hate you! You let them do whatever they wanted and then you took off!” Screaming and kicking I take a step back before I realize she’s crying hysterically.
 
   “Cher!” As soon as I yell her name, she’s at my side.
 
   “Take her to the room.” One of the things I love about Cher is that when shit is getting serious she doesn’t argue back.
 
   I watch as Cher walks with a crying Bella down the hall before I turn back to Candy.
 
   “You took my kid away from me. You let people hurt her. You ruined so many lives I can’t fuckin’ count. This is the last place you should have shown up.” Taking a deep breath, I stand tall. I don’t go after her again as much as I want to. 
 
   I must say I’m pretty fucking proud of myself right now.
 
   “You wanted this club you son of a bitch. You never wanted us!” Oh, she wants to go that route?
 
   “I wanted her! I wanted my daughter! You, I couldn’t give a fuck about you.” The rumble that comes from me almost feels good. Of all the things that have floated around in my head, I must say that I haven’t killed her yet.
 
   I turn and head towards the back when I hear Creed speak.
 
   “Torch, handle that bitch. Tank, wait a minute.” I can hear him coming up behind me as my heart slams into my ribs. I feel like I’m going to explode at any second.
 
   “I’m proud of you brother.” 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
               Chapter 24
 
    
 
   Pushing the bedroom door open, I find my little girl in a heap of tears on the bed. My heart wants to burst at the seams seeing her this way. It fucking kills me.
 
   Cher’s head pops up when I close the door. She smiles and nods before climbing off the bed and walking towards me.
 
   “She needs her dad.” Her hand rests on my chest before I lean in and kiss her.
 
   “Thank you.” Kissing her one more time, she leaves the room closing the door behind her.
 
   I blow out a breath and try to calm my nerves as I walk over to the bed.
 
   “I’m sorry Bella.” The words catch in my throat. I’m sorry just doesn’t seem like it’s enough. I feel like I should have something more to say to her.
 
   Her cries get louder as I sit on the edge and wrap my arm around her. Her head comes up and her puffy red eyes lock on mine.
 
   “I hate her dad! I hate her so much for everything.” Bella sits up before I pull her against me. I hold her close to me and in this moment I feel like more of a father than I ever have.
 
   “I hate her too Bella. I hate what she did to you. This isn’t over. I will make her pay and I will make every one of those motherfuckers that hurt you pay. I never make a promise darlin’ that I can’t back up but this is my promise to you.”  Bella jumps off the bed and runs to the bathroom with her hand over her mouth.
 
   I can hear her throwing up. I have never had to do this part of the fatherhood thing before.
 
   I walk in behind her as she hangs over the toilet. 
 
   “What do you need me to do here?” I know that may be the stupidest question I have ever asked but this is the first time that vie had to do this.
 
   “Towel.” She doesn’t look up as I grab a towel and pass it her. 
 
   “I hate feeling like this dad. I hate it.” Bella cries as I drop down next to her. 
 
   “I know darlin’. Believe me I know. I wish I could take it all away but I can’t.” Bella turns to look at me with tears still falling down her cheeks.
 
   “Will it ever stop hurting so much?” God, I hate this. I hate every fucking thing that’s hurting her.
 
   “It will.” I reach for her and my heart leaps in my chest when she lets me hold her. I pull her into me and just hold her like a father should. 
 
   I made the choice that day at the lake to be a better father to her and I sure as hell am going to do just that.
 
   “You know you can talk to me baby girl.” Bella sniffs as she snuggles in closer.
 
   “I know. I like talking to Cher too. She understands me.”  That hits me in the heart.
 
   “I know she does. Probably more than you even know.” Lifting Bella in my arms, I carry her out to the bed and lay her down.
 
   “You want anything?” I sit on the edge of the bed unsure of how all this stuff works.
 
   “Will you stay with me?” Her slight sniffles touch my heart. This is my baby girl and I would die for her.
 
   “Of course.” I climb on the bed as Bella rolls over and snuggles against me. It’s a strange feeling having her in my arms. 
 
   “She never really wanted me. What kind of person doesn’t want their own kid?” The tears don’t stop and I don’t have an answer for that one. I’m at a loss.
 
   I hold Bella for a long time until she finally falls asleep. Sliding out of the bed, I run my hand over the side of her face clearing away the last of the tears that stain her cheeks.
 
   “I’ll always want you.” Kissing her on the cheek, I head out to the main room to look for Cher.
 
   “Hey where’s Cher?” Creed turns to look at me before he speaks.
 
   “She ran out to the store with Jada and Piper.” Nodding slightly I scrub my hand over my face.
 
   “She ok?” Blowing out a breath, I look up at him shaking my head.
 
   “I don’t know brother. This shit storm just blew up like a fuckin’ hurricane. Where the hell did she come from and why now?” Dropping on the stool next to him, I run my hand over my face.
 
   “Don’t know. Had Torch dump her ass out and then follow her. She didn’t go back to the Shadows; she went to that roach motel over off 89. Got him and Timmy over there watchin’ her.” Nodding I knew Creed would do all he could to figure this shit out.
 
   “You’re not alone Tank. You’re my VP, my other half brother. When this club kicked my ass you are the one that kept me grounded. Aside from Jada, you and that little girl in there are my family. I’d put myself in front of a bullet for that girl or you.” The words leave his mouth and I know every one of them are true. Creed doesn’t talk a lot shit without backing it up and this time isn’t any different.
 
   “I hope we don’t have to go that far but I got that feelin’ Creed.” He nods his head. He knows me too well to let any kind of feeling I have get brushed away. I’ve been right far too many times before.
 
   “I hate this question but I need to ask it.” Glancing over at him, I wait for it.
 
   “When the shit goes down, how do you want Candy handled?” His eyes connect with mine. A slight shudder runs through my body.
 
   “I can’t be selfish here. I’d like to watch her rot in hell for takin’ my baby away from me but that’s not my decidin’ factor here. The fact that she took her to these places and let them hurt my baby? That’s what decides her fate.” I watch Creed for any sign that he doesn’t agree with me on this one but when I watch that evil grin snake across his face I know he’s with me 100%.
 
   “And rot she will.” Creed extends his hand to me. I take it in mine as he shakes out his promise.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
                  Chapter 25
 
    
 
   The air turns colder at night now. Somehow, I find a comfort in it. Knowing that the air can chill my skin makes me calm down a few pegs.
 
   I came outside to run the perimeter check that we’ve been doing for a couple weeks now. 
 
   Candy went back to Shadows after a few days at that hotel and we haven’t heard anything since. You would  think that would comfort me in some way but it doesn’t it fucking worries me more.
 
   I know I should be thankful that they haven’t tried anything else but that undeniable nagging is still at the back of my mind. It never goes away as much as I’d like it to.
 
   I finish the last of the checks before I head back inside. I have opted to stay at the clubhouse most of the time since the security is better. I don’t want to take the chance of anyone finding my house and showing up.
 
   “You ready for tomorrow?” Piper smiles as I walk towards the bar. 
 
   “Hell no. That shit came too fast.” Grabbing a beer, I sit down next to him.
 
   “She’s growin’ up brother.” Piper smiles like a proud grandfather. I guess in a way he is.
 
   Tomorrow is Bella’s birthday. 17 years old. My birthday was a few weeks ago but there is absolutely nothing to celebrate with my birth. Bella on the other hand, she deserves so much more.
 
   “I know it. They back yet?” Piper shakes his head before lighting up a joint. 
 
   Jada took the girls out to look for a dress for Bella to wear tomorrow for her big day. Creed and I went out earlier too to shop for a gift. 
 
   Hell knows I’m not the gift buying expert.
 
   “I heard Cher talkin’ to Jada. Did you know that her ex has been callin’ her? I’m not tryin’ to cause any trouble Tank but that girl looked shaken up.” My eyes dart to his and I know he’s not lying. 
 
   My heart slams in my chest on the verge of breaking free as I think about it.
 
   “Not since the lake.” Gritting it out between my teeth I swear my blood pressure has to be through the roof these days.
 
   “I think this was recent. Sorry brother. Not my business.” Piper turns to look the other way as I laugh pulling his attention back.
 
   “Everythin’ in this damn club is your business Piper. You’re the old timer here. You keep us boys up on our game.” Slapping his back, he smiles and laughs. 
 
   There are times that I think Piper and some of the older guys feel neglected and left out since Creed became president. Sometimes they just need a little reminder that they are still one of us.
 
   “You boys are on top of that game without me.” I stand up and start to walk towards the kitchen.
 
   “Not without all your input.” Shaking my head as I walk into the kitchen, I wonder what the hell has gotten into me. 
 
   Why the fuck am I in such a good mood? Maybe because my daughter is turning 17 tomorrow. Or maybe because I finally have her back after losing so many years with her.
 
   Hell I don’t know what it is but I think I might just like it.
 
   “Did you need something?” One of the Angel chasers smiles at me while licking her lips.
 
   “Not anymore. You did your service.” With that, her smile fades and mine returns.
 
   “I know all about Candy. I know what the plans are.” Her words hit me like a punch to the gut. Within seconds, I’m on her, pinning her against the wall.
 
   “Why don’t you enlighten me then, yeah?” I watch her tongue come out of her mouth and streak across her ruby red lips as she stares me in the eye.
 
   “Why don’t you give me what I want and I will sing like a little bird.” Her hand travels down my stomach stopping to massage my dick through my jeans.
 
   “I think we can skip that part and you can tell me what the fuck I need to know.” Chyna, the little angel chaser just smiles before she shakes her head.
 
   “I don’t give information away for free.” Leaning into me, she runs her tongue across my bottom lip.
 
   “Don’t you want to ask me what I want?” Her hand tightens on my dick and hell help me I want to choke this bitch too.
 
   “I don’t like to play games. I could snap your neck and not think twice about it. How about you stop this little game and talk.” My hands tighten on her shoulders as hers tighten on my dick. Fuck me!
 
   “You give me what I want, I talk. You don’t, I walk.” She licks her lips again before I lean in closer to her.
 
   “I have an old lady.” Her smirk tells me all I need to know. She doesn’t care what I have.
 
   “She isn’t here. I saw her leave.” Going against my better judgement, I press my body into hers. Grinding my dick into her stomach, she smiles up at me.
 
   “What exactly do you want?” Trying to calm my nerves and play her little game seems to be working. At least for her anyways.
 
   “I want this.” Gripping my dick harder I want to fucking scream. Shit I am a man after all.
 
   “And I want $10,000 in cash. I want out of this town.” Now that was something I could do.
 
   “I can get you the cash.” Chyna giggles slightly as she looks up at me.
 
   “If I don’t get this, I don’t need that.” 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                 Chapter 26
 
    
 
   My head says to do it and get it over with. My heart says to not lose what I have with Cher over this slut. I don’t know which part to listen to anymore. 
 
   Angel chasers are all the same but one thing they don’t typically lie about is the information they have. I have learned over the years that these bitches will fake a pregnancy, hell, they even fake a stroke, but they don’t fake the information that flows between them for fear of losing their lives or their privileges at any club around.
 
   “I give you this, you walk? You give me what you have and that’s it?” I try to keep calm and reason this out within myself. I need that information more than I need this air to breath.
 
   “That’s right. Give me what I want, I give you want you need.”  Her lips come up to touch my neck as my blood runs cold. I don’t want this whore on me or near me for that matter.
 
   I let her lick and suck at my neck for a few minutes before I decide I can’t do this shit. I guess I thought about it a little too late.
 
   “What the fuck!” Cher’s screams pierce straight into me. Chyna doesn’t ease up on what she’s doing as I turn to see Cher standing in the doorway.
 
   “Don’t get it mixed up Cher.” I try to calm her before the rage I see in her eyes take over. Did I think about doing this? Hell yeah but in the end I decided against it. So why the hell is this whore still sucking my neck?
 
   I push Chyna off with one arm as I start to walk towards Cher. Cher surprises the shit out of me when she grabs the meat clever off the table next to her. Holding it out in front of her, she sees red. I know that look.
 
   “All I wanted was to be loved. I never asked for all this other bullshit. I never asked to be locked in a fucking room for years! You motherfuckers are all the same.” Looking me in the eye, she’s comparing me to Thomas again and that shit doesn’t work with me. I warned her about that shit.
 
   Shaking my head, I take another step towards her.
 
   “Don’t you fuckin’ dare compare me to him again. I am not him Cher!” Creed must have heard all the yelling because he moves in slowly and stealthily behind her.
 
   “You say you love me but then you’re in here fucking some whore in the kitchen? You are no better than he was.” Her words hurt something deep inside of me. I love this woman there is no doubt about it. 
 
   “I do love you Cher. You don’t get it!” Taking another step closer, Creed moves. He grabs Cher around the waist making her drop the knife to the floor.
 
   “Don’t you fucking touch me either!” Cher screams as tears fall down her cheeks. 
 
   Moving in I grab her away from Creed and slam her little body against mine.
 
   “You don’t know shit Cher. Creed, don’t let that bitch walk. She knows somethin’.” Creed nods his head and turns his attention to Chyna while I lift Cher and carry her out of the kitchen.
 
   Just like I thought there’s a crowd gathered outside the door.
 
   “She ok dad?” Bella looks so concerned and I hate that she has to see this play out.
 
   “She will be.” Cher fights me the whole fucking way down the hall until I go into the room kicking the door closed.
 
   She thinks I don’t love her? Oh I’ll show her what I feel for her.
 
   Throwing her on the bed roughly, I strip out of everything in record time. Cher lies on the bed on her stomach with half her ass showing in that skirt she has on.
 
   A low growl leaves my throat but her crying masks it.
 
   I grab her hips roughly, yanking her into position before I line my dick up behind her.
 
   “You have any objections?” Slapping her ass roughly, I wait for her to say something, anything.
 
   When I’ve had enough waiting I slam my dick into her. My hands grip her hips so fucking roughly I know she will have marks. My marks.
 
   Thrusting into her harder and harder I take out every bit of frustration, I feel on her pussy. I don’t care that she didn’t ask for it, hell I asked her to say no.
 
   “Tell me again how much I don’t fuckin’ love you!” Pumping my dick so deep into her she cries out from the pain, I want her to say it again.
 
   “Tell me CHER!” Harder and harder. I can’t control myself. Some primal need has taken over and I want her to feel every piece of me inside of her.
 
   “Last chance darlin’.” Gripping her hips tighter, I feel my dick swell. It’s such an overwhelming feeling that I hate for it to end.
 
   With one last rough thrust, I explode inside of her. Every pent up emotion that I haven’t been able to let out, every ounce of pain that I’ve felt, it’s all inside of her now.
 
   I pull out of her quickly before walking into the bathroom and starting the shower. Making my way back out I find Cher curled in a ball in the middle of the bed.
 
   Reaching for her, I pull her up and stand her in front of me as I begin to strip her clothes off. Piece by piece I reveal that sexy body to myself. She is magnificent.
 
   “Don’t you ever compare me to that motherfucker again.” Her eyes come up to meet mine before I lift her and carry her to the bathroom.
 
   Setting her in the shower I climb in behind her. My hands roam her body freely as she stands still. Annoyed with all of this bullshit I spin her to face me.
 
   “You want out Cher? Say the fuckin’ words. I’m not him. I’m not holdin’ you here.” As much as I want to wipe the tears from her eyes, I don’t let myself do it. I watch her face and wait for her to answer.
 
   “I can’t be with a cheater. I know how the club works. My dad did it to my mom so many times Tank. She always acted like she didn’t know but she did.” Finally allowing myself, I reach up and grip her face in my hands.
 
   “I’m not a cheater. Did I think about it? Yeah, I did but not for the fuckin’ sex Cher. She said she has information about Candy. I wanted it. I thought about fuckin’ her until she couldn’t walk but do you know why I didn’t?” Her eyes fill with new tears as she shakes her head. Damn this woman is hard headed.
 
   “I didn’t fuck her because I love you. In my heart, I knew I couldn’t do that to you Cher. Don’t you fuckin’ understand that you are mine?” My lips come down to crush hers and I can only hope she understands what I’m trying to say to her. 
 
   I don’t think I have ever wanted anyone the way I want Cher. She brings out a side of me that has been missing for so many years. I just need her to understand that she does this to me.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                Chapter 27
 
    
 
   I got Cher calmed down and stayed with her until she fell asleep. I hated seeing her that way; it kills a piece of me.
 
   Making sure she’s tucked in and warm, I head out into the main room to see what happened with Chyna. I never thought I would see the bitch sitting at the bar with a beer in her hand.
 
   “What the fuck is this?” Pointing at her my eyes land on Creed’s. 
 
   “Workin’ out a little deal. Passin’ her the prospect instead of you.” He chuckles as I smile. That little shit is finally going to get off my daughter for a while.
 
   Thinking about it, he isn’t little at all. Joey is pretty well built for being a kid. Still in my book, he’s a little shit.
 
   “Now that sounds like a plan.” Joey stands there looking pissed as hell when something hits me. Does he really care about Bella? Or does he really not want what Chyna has to offer?
 
   “What else?” Grabbing a beer I round the bar and lean against it next to Creed.
 
   “She wants $10,000. Told her she was fuckin’ out of her mind.” Creed glares at her over his shoulder, which makes me laugh.
 
   “What did you counter?” Taking a long pull from the bottle he chuckles.
 
   “I countered with Joey.” Creed laughs and I almost choke on my beer.  Running my hand over my mouth, I wipe away what I damn near spit everywhere.
 
   “What about Joey?” Bella walks in from the kitchen with a cookie in her hand. I smile at the innocents that radiates off of her.
 
   Her eyes dart around the room as we all laugh.
 
   “What did I miss?” Her smile lights up the room as she looks over at a now very pissed Joey.
 
   “I traded Joey’s dick for some information.” Creed is nearly in tears as Bella’s eyes dart to Joey’s. I see that look; I knew there was something going on with those two.
 
   “I didn’t choose it, Bella.” I watch Joey’s mouth move as Creed and a few others laugh. Shit.
 
   Glancing back at Bella, I see the sadness creep across her face. God damn it!
 
   “We may need to rethink that counter offer.” Slapping Creed on the shoulder, he looks over but doesn’t stop laughing. 
 
   Bella turns and starts to walk the other way with Joey behind her when I scream at them both.
 
   “PROSPECT! BELLA! Get the fuck back over here.” I have had enough of this shit. I want to know what’s going on with these two and I want to know now.
 
   Joey turns to look at me but won’t move until Bella does. They both make their way over to where I stand and wait.
 
   “Get in the kitchen.” Looking between the two of them, they do as they’re told.
 
   Shaking my head and scrubbing my hand across my face Creed slaps my shoulder.
 
   “You don’t really think those two are together do you?” He sounds like the pissed off uncle as he should.
 
   “I don’t fuckin’ know. Did you see that shit? He’s not much older than her. Fuck the kid just turned 18.” Creed chuckles again when I elbow him in the gut.
 
   “The fuck Tank. She’s gonna date brother. At least this way we can keep Prospect in check. He won’t step out of line with her.” As much as I hate to admit it, he does make a point. 
 
   “God damn it Creed! I can’t do this fatherly shit.” Creed laughs again as we walk in and find Bella snuggled into Joey’s embrace. Jesus help me to not kill this kid.
 
   “Put some fuckin’ air between you two!” They both jump away from each other as they look over at us.
 
   “What’s with this shit?” Pointing my bottle between the two of them, no one wants to talk. How convenient.
 
   Creed takes a step towards Joey with his arms crossed over his chest.
 
   “Talk prospect.” Joey swallows hard before he looks at me.
 
   “I like Bella. I like hangin’ out with her.” Shaking my head, I run my hand over my head.
 
   “That’s it? You don’t think you are goin’ to be fuckin’ my niece right?”  Before I can say anything Creed has taken his role.
 
   “Dad!” Bella looks at me but I just shrug. Hell, he’s on a roll.
 
   “No Pres. I didn’t plan on fuckin’ her. We just hang out that’s all.”  Creed takes another step into Joey’s space but he doesn’t back down. 
 
   Maybe I misjudged the kid.
 
   “I can tell you this for sure. Your VP right there has final say so but I will keep a watch. You mess up one fuckin’ time prospect, I will fuck you up myself.” The way Creed has taken to Bella in this short amount of time makes me proud to be his brother. This is why I’ve always connected with Creed.
 
   “God damn it! You don’t fuckin’ hang out alone. You fuck up prospect I promise I will fuck you in ways you never dreamed possible.”  Bella jumps up and down before hugging Creed and moving to me.
 
   “Thank you dad.” Kissing my cheek, I pull back with a grunt.
 
   “Get your ass in bed. You got a long day tomorrow.” Hugging her quickly I watch her turn around and smile over at Joey.
 
   “She’s gonna kill me Creed. I can’t do this datin’ shit.” Chuckling again, Creed walks away shaking his head.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
                 Chapter 28
 
    
 
   Rolling over I nuzzle my face into the back of Cher’s hair. I wrap my arm around her little body pulling her closer to me.
 
   “You awake?” Her soft morning voice makes my dick stir.
 
   “Always awake.” I kiss the back of her head as she relaxes into me.
 
   “I’m sorry about yesterday. I should have never acted like that.” 
 
   “Cher, you had every reason to act like that. I shouldn’t have given you a reason to. I just wanted to know what the hell was goin’ on. You mean more to me than that.” I can feel her sigh as I push my hips into her. I want her to feel what she does to me.
 
   “There is no way your dick is hard when you just woke up.” Her giggles soothe me. I could listen to her giggle and laugh forever.
 
   “Only when I wake up to you.” My hand slides down her side over the soft curve of her hip when I remember she is only wearing one of my shirts.
 
   Gliding my fingertips over her thigh, I slide it around to what I really want to touch.
 
   “We need to get ready.” The slight moan that escapes her says otherwise.
 
   “We have time.” Scooting back, I roll Cher onto her back so I can get better access. 
 
   “MMmmmm. Now this is the best wake up call.” Sliding my finger through her already soaking wet lips, she squirms next to me.
 
   “What is it darlin’? You want me to make you cum already?” Cher’s head turns and her eyes lock with mine. So much fear of the unknown settles in her eyes. I hate that it’s there but I understand why.
 
   “Kiss me.” Those two little words melt everything in those eyes. Cher leans closer before pressing her lips to mine. I don’t stop my fingers as they stroke over her as she deepens the kiss.
 
   My tongue sneaks into her mouth tangling with hers as her hand comes around my neck holding me to her.
 
   Our lips are in a frenzied fight as my fingers work their magic.
 
   Sliding two fingers inside of her, I crook them to touch her favorite spot. With my thumb planted on her clit, I work that little pussy of hers over before she pulls back .
 
   “Oh god!”  Her body rocks with the motion of my fingers before I dead stop.
 
   “Tank!” She whines before looking back over at me.
 
   “Bring those lips back over here. I want to taste your mouth, feel you when you cum.” Her eyes sparkle before her lips are back on mine. The taste of her sweet lips sends pleasure through me. 
 
   Her hand slides down my side before gripping my dick. Roughly, she strokes it up and down. Fuck me! This girl has magic hands of her own.
 
   The harder we push each other the deeper our kiss becomes. We capture the others moans and groans as we bring each other to climax.
 
   Biting her bottom lip, I fucking explode all over her leg. When she feels me, she clenches and cums soaking my fingers as she does. 
 
   I savor her lips but soften our kiss before pulling back to just little pecks.
 
   “I love you.” With just a slight whisper, I peck her lips one more time.
 
   “I love you too.” Cher moves closer to me not caring that she will soon be a sticky mess from what I just shot all over her. She snuggles into my side like she’s made to be there. 
 
   “You fit me Cher. No one has fit the way you do.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                Chapter 29
 
    
 
   Cher and I lay together just being with each other for most of the morning. When Bella couldn’t stand it any longer, she damn near broke my door down.
 
   I decided she could stay in her own room while we are here but I made it very clear that the cameras pick up all fucking movement just to make sure she didn’t get any ideas.
 
   “Dad come on! Creed is already cooking.” Bella whines making me laugh as I pull my shirt over my head.
 
   “I’m comin’. Calm down.” Cher walks over hugging Bella while I watch the two.
 
   At first there was so much tension between these two that I didn’t know how this would all play out but now they seem like best friends. I don’t know if I like that or not. Two chicks against me might prove to be trouble.
 
   “What are you staring at?” Bella puts her hand on her hip looking over at me. 
 
   “The two most beautiful and important women in my life.” Cher’s eyes tear up as Bella beams. They really don’t know what they mean to me. Hell, I need to remind myself how lucky I am to have them both.
 
   Life can change in the blink of eye. I know this first hand with Bella. I need to cherish every day I have with those two that much I do know.
 
   “You’re a great father.” Cher’s arms wrap around my waist before I realize Bella already ran off.
 
   Holding her closer to me, I savor this moment with her. Sounds a little girly but I don’t give a shit.
 
   “She’s easy to love. Just like you.”  Cher looks up before I lean in and kiss her.
 
   “You are too.” Her smile ignites a need in me. I want to own this woman.
 
   Before Bella can come back in screaming, I drag Cher out the side door towards the party. When I told the guys I wanted to have a small party for her they took that half assed backwards.
 
   The backyard of the clubhouse is full of people having a good time. Smiling I look around at the only people that have ever really been my family. 
 
   I walk over towards the grill while Cher talks to Jada.
 
   “Don’t burn that shit.” Creed looks up with a smile plastered to his face.
 
   “Shit brother. I don’t burn food. Nice of you to get the fuck up and join us.” Casting a glare at him, he laughs. 
 
   “Hey in fairness I had a long fuckin’ night.” Nodding he turns back to the grill before Bella bounces over handing me a beer.
 
   “What the hell Bella?” She smiles and shakes her head.
 
   “I’m not drinking it dad.”  Blowing out a sigh, I watch as she rushes over to Joey.
 
   “I don’t like that shit.” Taking a pull from the bottle Creed looks over following my gaze.
 
   “It’ll be ok. I let the other guys know to keep an eye out.” Looking over at him, he shrugs his shoulders smiling.
 
   “We got anythin’ new from Chyna?” Creed cuts his eyes at me before grabbing his beer and taking a drink. That’s all that I needed to see. He knows something.
 
   “You want to do this now brother? It is Bella’s birthday.” Looking over at my little girl, I know it’s her day but I can’t focus without knowing.
 
   “Give it to me.” Leaning against the brick wall next to the grill, I watch Creed blow out a breath.
 
   “Turns out Candy has been in with some guy named Thomas. They went around tryin’ to find a place for his ass to fit in. Accordin’ to what Chyna said that place was the Shadows.” Shaking my head, I knew something bad was going to come out of all of this.
 
   “Is that the same fuckin’ Thomas I think it is?” Rage burns through me before I even hear him say a word.
 
   “Can’t place him. Nobody’s seen him from what she’s sayin’. Don’t know if I believe that.” The more he talks the worse I feel. How is it that both my girls have encountered the same asshole?
 
   What are the fucking odds that that would actually happen?
 
   “You could always ask Bella.” The thought had occurred to me but what if she confirms that it is him. How am I going to deal with the fact that this motherfucker hurt both of my girls?
 
   “Dad look what Joey got me!” Bella runs over holding a small box. If that’s a ring I will kick his ass. I will choke him to death with my bare fucking hands.
 
   “What is it?” Trying to sound excited isn’t my strong suit. Not when I want to punch that little shit.
 
   “It’s a bracelet dad. Look it has little charms.” I look down at my daughter’s wrist before grabbing her hand to pull it up to look at it.
 
   “It’s cute.”  Bella smiles up at me with such a shine in her eyes. I love seeing her happy.
 
   “So does that mean I don’t have to give you mine?” Bella’s mouth drops open as she looks up at me.
 
   “Yes you do!” Bella giggles as I pull her into me. God, I love this girl.
 
   “Maybe it’s not as fancy as pretty boys.” I pull the box out of my back pocket and hold it out to her.
 
   Her eyes sparkle as tears fill them. I watch her open the box before she screams. I hope that’s a good scream.
 
   “Dad! Oh my god! It’s perfect.” She jumps into my arms throwing her arms around my neck.
 
   Creed and I went to a shit ton of little shops until I found Bella the perfect necklace. It’s a small key that is heart shaped at the end and says love. I want her to know just how much I love her and how glad I am to have her back in my life.
 
   “I love you Dad. It’s perfect.” I set Bella back down before reaching in my other pocket.
 
   “This is for you too. I know you want to get out and shit.” I pass Bella a set of car keys that she takes before screaming. 
 
   “God damn Bella! Break my fuckin’ eardrums.” I smile at her before she leaps back into my arms. 
 
   “Thank you dad. Can I go see it?” Setting her back on the ground, I nod as she smiles.
 
   “You’re the best.” 
 
   “I know.” With a smile, I watch my little girl that isn’t so little anymore run towards the parking lot dragging Joey with her.
 
   “Told you you were a good dad.”  I wrap my arm around Cher before taking another drink.
 
   Looking around I know just how lucky I am to have this club. Without them my life would be nothing.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                     Chapter 30
 
    
 
   Our lives are never our own, not when you have a kid. You make your life work with them in it. It never fully becomes yours though. 
 
   The things I’ve learned the most over the last few weeks of having a 17 year old daughter in the clubhouse is that I AM her father. I am her protector. I watch every move that she makes and every move every guy in this place makes.
 
   I know none of them would ever lay a finger on her but when we get the new guys and out of town guys in here they don’t see shit but a female. They don’t know her as my daughter. They see a beautiful young girl without a care in the world running wild through the club.
 
   As much as I’d like to take all the credit for watching over her, I must say that Creed and Joey aren’t far behind. Do I hate to even admit that the little shit has stood up to some of the oldest brothers this club has? Fuck yeah, I hate it, but if I didn’t witness it with my own eyes I would have called bullshit.
 
   Joey has become a solid stone in Bella’s life whether I like it or not. He keeps her in line too. Bella tends to let her mind wander when it needs to be on her schoolwork but I’ve caught Joey more than once snapping her back into place. 
 
   Don’t get me wrong there’s a part of me that still wants to snap his neck but for the most part, he’s been well behaved.
 
   “Will you stop staring at that boy.” Cher wraps her arm around my waist as I watch the scene in front of me.
 
   “I could but then I might miss somethin’. He could sneak a hand down her ass or somethin’.” Cher giggles next to me until I reach down and grab hers. 
 
   Yeah, see how easy that was?
 
   “Leave them alone. They have played by all your rules.” Looking down at the smile on her face, I wonder if she was like that when she was younger.
 
   “Unlike you. You don’t follow my damn rules at all.” Cher’s eyes burn into me when she looks up at me. So beautiful yet broken. So innocent yet wild. She’s my perfect match.
 
   “I follow the rules. I must say that I think I have done really well at following rules.” Cher’s smile is infectious. Once you see it, you never want it to leave.
 
   “Is that right?” 
 
   “Damn right! I wanted to stab that bitch in her throat the other day when she was rubbing up on you at the bar but I didn’t.” Crossing her arms over her chest, she gives that little defiant glare she always does.
 
   Chuckling, I set my beer down before I turn to face her grabbing her cheeks in my hands.
 
   “She was walkin’ past me. There’s a difference. Besides, nobody would give one shit if you stabbed that bitch.” Smiling I lean in and claim those lips that have quickly become my retreat.
 
   “I want to go home tonight. Me and you.” Pulling back, I look her in the eyes for a reaction. 
 
   The twinkle in them lights my body on fire.
 
   “What about Bella?” Cher chews her lip absently making my dick stir in my jeans. Damn this woman.
 
   “Uncle Creed has that covered.”  Leaning in I kiss her again. A little rougher this time. 
 
   I’ve been thinking about going home for a while now. I know it isn’t the best idea in the world with this Thomas prick running free but I also know that I need to have some kind of alone time with Cher.
 
   As good as she has been about the whole club scene I know she misses being away from it. The club is my life, my family but I also know when I need to take a step back and be a man, a father. I guess that’s how I kept Bella hidden for over a year.
 
   “When are we going?” Cher smiles like a kid at the toy store. She looks excited about this.
 
   “As soon as I tell everyone bye.” I don’t know that I’ve ever seen her smile as big as she is right now. She’s breathtaking. Her smile always has blown me away though.
 
   Grabbing her hand, I walk us over towards the bar where Piper is playing around with Bella.
 
   “Hey. We’re headed out. See you tomorrow.” Grabbing Bella I pull her to me before I kiss her forehead.
 
   “You’re leaving me here unattended?” I see the way her eyes light up. Nice try kid.
 
   “Hell no! You get Creed and Piper.” She looks at me with such an evil little face I want to laugh. She looks down right adorable though.
 
   “I don’t need a babysitter dad. I’m old enough to be trusted.” With that last word, she snaps her mouth closed. Bella knows she messed up before and she has been working towards earning that trust back. I must say that she has done a damn good job too.
 
   “I know baby girl. Behave.” She smiles up at me before hugging Cher.
 
   “Have fun.” When I look over at her and she is wiggling her eyebrows at me I swear I want to lose it. 
 
   “Damn it Bella!” Growling, Cher laughs and pulls me by the arm towards the door. 
 
   “That girl is gettin’ out of control.” I’m a little pissed by the way she talks but I guess she is still a kid.
 
   “She’s playing with you. I think it’s sweet. She has really calmed down a lot since you brought her around here.” I nod my head because I agree with her. As bad as it may sound I’m almost glad I brought her to the club house.
 
   “She seems happier.” Stopping and opening the car door, Cher clears her throat.
 
   “What the hell are you doing?” Looking up under the dashboard, I smile and close the door again.
 
   “Makin’ sure the gps shit me and Creed put in is still in there.” Smiling like a won a fucking prize I grab Cher and throw her over  my shoulder.
 
   “Put me down! You are out of your mind!” She giggles as I carry her over to my bike.
 
   I set her down before grabbing the helmets sliding it on her head.
 
   “I am goin’ to have you on every surface of that house tonight.” Gripping her ass in my hands, I pull her body against me so she can feel my dick ready to be inside of her.
 
   “What about on this motorcycle?” Holy fuck! Did she just make this into a competition?
 
   “Is that some little fantasy of yours?” Grinding against her a little harder her eyes light up. Oh, fuck me! It is! I can see it all over her face.
 
   “You got it.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                   Chapter 31
 
    
 
   Riding with Cher on the back of my bike is heaven. I love feeling her body wrapped around mine. Although the thoughts of having her naked on it are really making it uncomfortable for me.
 
   My dick is so hard I thought about pulling over and giving her what she wants but the wait is well worth it.
 
   Pulling up to my driveway, my heart hammers in my chest. I feel like a schoolboy about to cop his first feel. Cher stirs up so many things inside of me that scare the hell out of me but at the same time, it intrigues me.
 
   Pressing the button, the garage door opens and I pull  in. My body is thrumming with anticipation that I feel dizzy and I haven’t even gotten inside of her.
 
   I climb off and help her off before tossing the helmets on the old workbench. Gripping Cher’s waist I pull her against me.
 
   “Tell me what you want. I want to hear that little fantasy of yours.” The color that creeps into her cheeks sets my nerves on fire. She is something special that’s for sure.
 
   “No. Let’s go in.” She tries to pull away but I don’t let her. If she is going to be with me, she needs to learn to relax and talk to me. 
 
   “We aren’t goin’ anywhere. You are goin’ to tell me all about those nasty thoughts you were havin’.” Stepping back, I pull my cut off and toss it to the side before grabbing the hem of my shirt pulling it over my head.
 
   I watch Cher’s eyes as she watches me and I know I’ll break her down. Bit by bit. Piece by piece. She will tell me what she wants and I will fucking deliver every drop of it.
 
   “I don’t want to do this Tank. Let’s go inside.” Her words catch in her throat as I drop my jeans and stand in front of her naked.
 
   “The doors open!” She squeals slightly as I grab my dick in my hand and stroke.
 
   “There isn’t anyone out here.” Her eyes travel over my body stopping at what I know she wants. Her gaze lingers there while I stroke myself faster.
 
   “Take your clothes off.” Cher hesitates for a second but when I stop what I’m doing she kicks her ass into gear.
 
   There is something so fucking erotic to me about watching a woman undress. The way she slowly and gentle reveals little pieces of flesh with each garment.
 
   My eyes stay on her until she’s completely naked and bared to me.
 
   “How did you picture it?” Watching her eyes with so much lust in them, I want to fuck her rough and hard but at the same time I want to give her this dream.
 
   “I don’t know.” As much as I love the little embarrassed act, I want to know. Moving towards her, I can see her body shudder.
 
   “Were you on the bike?” I stroke myself a little more as her eyes move down again. I bet she is soaking wet right now.
 
   “Yes.” Breathlessly, she finally answers me.
 
   “Show me.”  Growling it out seems to set her in motion. I watch as she throws her naked leg over my bike.
 
   “Fuck!” I can’t help it. She has that soaking wet pussy on my bike seat, ready for me.
 
   “Now what.” It’s not a question. I want her to tell me exactly how she wants it. I think this is the first time I have ever let a woman control what we do and how we do it. That’s usually my job.
 
   “I was lying back like this.” I watch her lay back near the handlebars, her perfect breasts on display.
 
   “I think I like you like that.” Taking a step closer, I reach my hand out and drag it over her stomach. I love the way her body arches against my touch.
 
   “Don’t stop.” Her eyes connect with mine and a fire I’ve never seen takes hold of her.
 
   “You walked over just like you are. Gripped my hips and slide that big dick inside of me.” Her chest heaves as she talks. My dick gets harder. I have never heard her talk like this and I think I really fucking like it.
 
   Grabbing her hips I position her where I want her before I lean in and suck her nipple into my mouth.
 
   “Tank!” Yeah, I knew she would like that. She grinds her pussy against my chest as I lay there sucking that little pebble in my mouth. 
 
   She’s coating my chest with her wetness and its turning me the fuck on.
 
   When I can’t handle it anymore, I stand up spreading that pussy open for me and slamming myself inside.
 
   “FUCK!” Shivers roll over my body as I hold her in place. She clenches and writhes and I can barely stand it.
 
   “Was it like this darlin’? Was I fuckin’ you just like this?” Growling with each thrust I watch her breast bounce up and down. God I don’t think anything could look this good.
 
   “Yes! Harder!” Damn she wants it harder we might knock the bike over.
 
   Then again who am I to deny her what she wants, what she fantasized about.
 
   My thrusts become frantic as my dick fills her full. She’s so fucking soft and tight I can barely contain myself.
 
   “I want to cum!” Well shit! I think I like this new Cher.
 
   Reaching down with one hand, I swirl my finger over her clit in little rough circles as my climax creeps its way through me.
 
   “You better make it good sweetheart!” A few more rough thrusts and I can feel her explode beneath me. My dick takes note and does the same. Filling her so full of me, she will remember it for days.
 
   Cher’s head drops back as I rock slowly inside of her letting the waves of pleasure take me away.
 
   Slowly I slide out of her before helping her sit up. I stick my hand between her legs as that sweet pussy drips onto my seat.
 
   “Mmmm. I never thought I would like to see this.” Swirling my finger right at the inside of her lips she looks away. I grab her face with my free hand forcing her to look at me.
 
   “Don’t you ever look away from me. Do you even realize how fuckin’ hot that was?” Leaning in I kiss her gently before pulling her off the bike.
 
   “Hope you have some more fantasies I can help out with.” Slapping her ass roughly, I lead her towards the door.
 
   Oh, this is going to be one hell of a night.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                Chapter 32
 
    
 
   Having Cher in my bed is amazing. I knew it was amazing at the clubhouse but being at home just does something to me. 
 
   I have a sense of safety and I overall feel stable. I know none of these things ever last but I can enjoy it for now right?
 
   Running my hand up and down Cher’s naked back, I wonder what to do about Thomas. I want so much to hear Cher’s thoughts; I just don’t want to drag up all the old memories.
 
   The thought of asking Bella just kills me inside. A part of me wants to know though.
 
   “What’s wrong?” Cher bites my chest making me laugh.
 
   “Nothin’ why?” Resting her chin on my chest, she looks up at me.
 
   “You tensed up. I can feel it.” Taking a deep breath, I blow it out.
 
   “Creed found out some things. They didn’t sit well with me. I wanted to talk to Bella about them but I don’t know how to bring it up. In fact, it may have to do with you too.” That caught her interest. She pops up and slides up the bed next to me and waits.
 
   “I don’t want to do it right now. Shit, I just fucked you.” Chuckling a little, she elbows me.
 
   “Just say it and I’ll let you know what other fantasy I have.” The way she looks at me, god help me I’m losing my mind. Can you hear that whip? Yeah, that’s me, the pussy whipped one.
 
   “Fuck Cher.” Sliding up I sit next to her.
 
   “That chaser from the other night, she told Creed that Candy had been with a guy for a while. No one really seen him though. Kept out of sight. He wanted to get into one of the clubs and was havin’ some trouble with that before he found the Shadows.” Cher looks up at me clearly confused before I clear my throat.
 
   “His names Thomas.” Cher damn near jumps off the bed before I grab her and make her focus on me. Her breathing is erratic and her eyes are darting around the room.
 
   “No. It can’t be him. Right? It can’t be the same Thomas.” 
 
   “Shh. Come on. See this is why I didn’t want to tell you.” Gripping her shoulders a little tighter, I pull her towards me.
 
   “Is it him?” Her eyes lock with mine as I shake my head.
 
   “We don’t know. We know that whoever killed Dougie was a sharpshooter. Straight shot from yards away. No normal person could pull that shit off.” Cher’s body begins to shake as I look her in the eyes.
 
   “What? What do you know?” Tears fall down her face as she stares at me.
 
   “Thomas was ex-military. Oh god Tank. Tell me he isn’t the one that hurt her? Tell me it wasn’t him?” Cher breaks down and loses it. I pull her sobbing and quivering body against mine and hold her there.
 
   She needs to get this shit out and I want to help her do just that. Her tears wet my skin and I swear if I was a weaker man I’d cry with her.
 
   “I’m goin’ to find him.” Whispering into the top of her hair, she cries harder.
 
   I hate that she has to live with this pain and fear but I swear I will make it better. Somehow, some way I will if it takes the last breath from my body I will protect what’s mine. I will protect my girls.
 
   Cher cries for a while before she finally pulls back.
 
   “If you want me to I can talk to Bella.” My heart shifts in my chest with those words. She would lose herself to talk to my daughter. She has no idea what that means to me.
 
   “You’re too vulnerable darlin’. I appreciate it though. You haven’t healed from what he did to you.” Kissing her forehead, she leans into me.
 
   “I can be stronger Tank. I can.” My heart wants to burst inside of me. It’s taking everything I have to not break down and leave this house to hunt that motherfucker down.
 
   “I know you can with time. He broke you Cher, it takes time to rebuild. Just understand that I’m here to help you with that. When that weight becomes too much for you to carry, I’ll take it.” Saying those words to her makes me feel a little better. I need her to know that I’m not going anywhere while she works on herself. I’ll be here. Always.
 
   “If it comes down to it. Promise me that you will let me talk to her. I know what he can do to someone’s head. I know the games he played. Just promise me Tank. Please.” The begging and understanding rip at me.
 
   “I promise sweetheart. When that time comes, you can be the one to talk to her. I’ll be the one waitin’ to wipe both of your tears.” Cher snuggles into my chest as I hold her there. I run my hand up and down her back until I feel her relax.
 
   “I’ll always be there.” I know she’s asleep but a part of my heart knew it had to be said.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
          Chapter 33
 
    
 
   Waking up to an empty bed wasn’t how I had the day planned out. 
 
   I stretch out before I sit up when Cher walks back in. 
 
   “Where the hell have you been?” Her little smile is adorable. I don’t know that I’ll ever get tired of seeing that.
 
   “I made breakfast. Don’t you want to eat?” eyeing her legs up and down the only thing I want to eat is her.
 
   “If you’re my breakfast.” Cher giggles as she walks over grabbing something off the dresser and ties her hair up.
 
   “You owe me a fantasy.” Wiggling her eyebrows, I almost lose it again. Damn this woman.
 
   “Oh yeah? Why don’t you tell me what it is.” Her eyes light up just like they did before I fucked her on my bike.
 
   Licking her lips, she stands there debating it.
 
   “Spit it out darlin’.” I smile over at her before she turns and grabs my belt off the chair.
 
   “Oh I think I know where this one’s goin’.” Her little shy look has me in knots.
 
   I watch her climb up the bed eyeing my body as she goes.
 
   Come to think of it, this isn’t the first time I’ve had her tied up. 
 
   “You know I’ve done this to you before?” Seeing the look on her face it hits me. Oh, fuck me hard! She doesn’t want to be tied up she wants to tie my ass up!
 
   “Not happenin’.” I watch as she stops and looks at me. Yeah, that shit isn’t going to fly.
 
   “You promised.” Shaking my head, I did not!
 
   “Nope. Didn’t promise shit. You want me to tie you up and fuck you crazy, I’m game.” Shifting so I’m looking at her I see the defeat in her eyes. 
 
   What the hell is this girl doing to me? Am I really sitting here debating letting her tie my ass to the bed?
 
   What in the hell is wrong with you Tank? That’s what’s swimming around in my head right next to how hot it would be to be at her mercy for a change.
 
   “I must be out of my god damn mind.” Climbing back up the bed, Cher watches me with a huge grin.
 
   “You better not try some freaky type shit on me.” Pointing at her she giggles before leaning in to kiss me.
 
   “You asked.” That I know and I’m mentally kicking my own ass for that one.
 
   “Where do you want me darlin’?” 
 
   “Move up.” Her voice is sexy as hell and I can tell this is turning her on. Hell it might be turning me on.
 
   Cher wraps the belt around the headboard before tightening it around my wrists. 
 
   Completely naked and at her mercy she licks her lips again. I watch her stick a finger in her mouth sucking it roughly before sliding it out and down her chest.
 
   A hiss leaves my lips as she makes her way down to find her clit.
 
   “Fuck Cher!” Gritting my teeth I watch her slowly rub her own clit. Her mouth falls open and her head tips back exposing that neck that I want to lick so damn bad.
 
   “This your idea of a fantasy?” Her head comes up and her eyes shoot to mine as she rides her fingers faster. I swear to you my dick is so hard it may blow the fuck off if she doesn’t stop.
 
   “I want you to taste me.” Pulling her fingers out of herself she brings them to my lips where I gladly take them. Sucking them into my mouth, she sucks in a breath.
 
   “I want your mouth on me Tank.” Pulling her hand away, she climbs up the bed standing above me.
 
   “You want to ride my face darlin’?” Her little nod has my dick jerking.
 
   My eyes light up now as I watch her lower her body down to me. Sticking my tongue out she rides it slowly.
 
   Her hand sneaks down holding those sweet lips open for me to get all the way in.
 
   With my tongue out and ready she rides my face like a fucking bull in a rodeo. 
 
   The faster she moves, the more she screams. I fucking love this view I have right here. I can see it all. 
 
   As much as I want to reach up and grab that nipple in my fingers, there is something erotic about letting her take charge. 
 
   A few more rough strokes over her clit, she pulls away. Standing she makes her way back down my body turning to face away from me.
 
   “You goin’ to untie me so I can fuck you hard?” Her head shakes side to side before she lowers herself down. 
 
   Gripping my dick in one hand, she slides down onto it. 
 
   “God damn!” The feel of her pussy hugging me envelopes me in warmth. Damn the things she can do to my body are out of this world. 
 
   Cher starts to rock and ride me. I want nothing more than to grip her hips and fuck her hard but this is her fantasy. Hell wait till we play mine out!
 
   “Fuck Cher. You’re goin’ to make me cum darlin’.” My stomach muscles tense up and my body locks down as she shoves her pussy down farther. I can’t hold back anymore.
 
   I come so hard I’m pulling at the damn belt but I can’t move. My hips flex into her bumping her up as I come. 
 
   “God!” Her cries have me jerking more. I can’t believe I had that much in me. 
 
   When she finally finishes riding out her climax, she climbs off of me and up to untie my hands.
 
   As soon as I’m free, I yank her into me.
 
   “You ever want to fuck me like that again. Your wish is my command. That was so fuckin’ sexy darlin’.” Smashing my lips to hers, I just want to hold her and never let go.


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                  Chapter 34
 
    
 
   After I got in a turn at eating her, we ate breakfast and are now just hanging out on the couch together. 
 
   “Can’t we stay here?” Cher whines after I told her that we have to get back to the clubhouse. As much as I’d love to stay here forever I know it isn’t safe just yet.
 
   The one thing I know about rivals is that they never really go away. The threat is always there.
 
   “Wish we could sweetheart. Once this shit is all over with, I want to take you and Bella somewhere. Some kind of vacation.” Sighing, I run my hand down her naked back. 
 
   Of all the things we’ve done I must say that this is the best. I love being able to just be here with her. No expectations, no reality. The idea of not having to worry about club business or who might walk in on us is like a dream.
 
   “Do you think you will stay in the club forever?” That is a good question.
 
   “I’ve asked myself that a lot. It’s all I know though. They are my family. I don’t think there will ever be anything else for me.” Have I thought about it? Yeah, I have, but the fact still remains that I have no idea how to live a life outside of the club.
 
   “I get it. I don’t know where I fit in anymore either.”  I pull Cher closer to me before I kiss her neck.
 
   “I think you fit just fine right here.” Before I can say anything else explosions crash through the room.
 
   Shots are being fired as I flip Cher off of me and onto the floor covering her with my body.
 
   “What is that?”  Cher’s body shakes beneath me as I slide my hand up grabbing the gun that I have hidden under the couch cushion.
 
   Sitting up slightly, I pull my t-shirt off and toss it to her.
 
   “Put that on. Get your ass to the bathroom, lock the door.” Giving her a little push, she goes as I as I stand and head towards the door. I’ll be damned if these motherfuckers show up shooting at my house. This is my home, Bella’s home.
 
   As I make my way closer to the front door, my heart slams in my chest. They found my fucking home!
 
   Rage boils inside of me with that knowledge. 
 
   Pulling the door open slightly more shots sound off. 
 
   “FUCK!” Growling at the pain that radiates through my arm, I keep going. I fire off a few shots as I watch a blacked out truck take-off up my driveway.
 
   “SON OF A BITCH!” Screaming I rush back into the house.
 
   “Cher!” I yell as I rush back inside. She comes out of the bathroom in tears. I hate this, I hate every fucking thing about this.
 
   “Oh my god. You’re bleeding.” Cher grabs my arm as I shake her off.
 
   “Go get clothes on. We need to get out of here.” Cher doesn’t move. She stands there messing with my arm.
 
   “Cher!” Snapping one last time, she finally moves her ass. I don’t want to hurt her but shit just got real.
 
   Peeking out of the front window, I dial Creed.
 
   “Had enough already?” He chuckles into the phone.
 
   “Shit just blew up. Lock it down.”
 
   “Done.” I knew I wouldn’t need to explain to him. If I say lock it down, he does it.
 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
              Chapter 35
 
    
 
   Cher hauled ass just like I told her to and I was happy about that. I didn’t want to have to coddle her. She stayed calm for the most part but she is so fucking tense that I don’t know if I can get her off the bike.
 
   Pulling up the clubhouse driveway, I see the guys that were put on guard. I’m fucking ecstatic that Creed locked it down that fast. 
 
   As I park the bike, I notice all the cars and bikes. I’m glad everyone got their asses in here that fast. The last thing we need is those assholes going after someone else.
 
   “Come on.” Cher’s body shakes as I try to pull her along with me.
 
   Spinning around slightly pissed now I grip her shoulders roughly.
 
   “Enough! I need to get my head straight Cher! I can’t fuckin’ do that if you’re hysterical.” I can see the hurt in her eyes but this isn’t the time to deal with all that. I need to keep myself on track and level headed or I will go off the grid.
 
   The door flies open and Creed steps out looking between us before he sees my arm.
 
   “Is that bad?” Nodding towards my arm, I shake my head. Hell, I’ve had far worse than this.
 
   “She good?” Looking at Cher, I don’t know if she is or not but she has to be.
 
   “Yeah.” Gripping her around the waist, I lead her towards the door.
 
   “Please tell me Jada’s not busy.” Creed can see the look on my face plain as day.
 
   “She is now.”  Creed walks off to go find Jada as I walk Cher back towards the room.
 
   Just like I knew it would be the place is loaded with people roaming around. 
 
   “Dad! What’s going on?” Bella jumps off the bed as I lead Cher in.
 
   “Lockdown baby girl. We’ll get it figured out.” Bella’s eyes land on my arm as I sit a shaken Cher on the bed.
 
   “Dad, you’re bleeding!” Bella rushes to my side gripping my arm before I pull her into my chest.
 
   “I’m fine. I need you to keep an eye on her until Jada comes in.” Kissing her head, I walk back out towards the main room.
 
   As soon as I hit the main room, I make a straight line to Creed’s office.
 
   “This is bullshit brother!” Slamming the door Creed stands up and looks at me running his hand through his hair.
 
   “I know. I don’t know how the fuck they found you Tank.” Shaking my head, I need to wonder if this was personal.
 
   “What do we know?” Looking back up at him, he looks lost in his own world. That’s not a world anyone wants to be in. 
 
   When Creed is lost, his mind wonders. You never know what kind of demons have slipped in and taken over.
 
   I stand there in silence since I know how this works with him. You let him reason it out before he will go any further.
 
   “I don’t think this shit is random anymore brother.” Nodding my head, this is what I thought.
 
   “I feel that. Who do you think they want? Me?” Creed shakes his head as his face falls. This isn’t one of those  answers that I’m going to want.
 
   “Cher.” 
 
   With my heart in my throat, I can’t do anything but agree. This isn’t about me as much as I’d like it to be. 
 
   Thomas made the threats and now he wants to make good on them. This is one of the times that I have to thank god for having my brothers.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                   Chapter 36
 
    
 
   The clubs buzzing but it seems fairly calm. I’m glad that this is at least under control for the most part. 
 
   I sit at the bar with a beer in my hand trying to remain as calm as humanly possible with all the shit that’s running around in my head.
 
   I want to be out there hunting this motherfucker down but in reality I know we need to have a plan.
 
   “We got guys out. Called in a few favors with some of the older brothers. We’ll figure this out.” Piper sits down next to me with a beer in his hand.
 
   “I know brother. It was my fuckin’ house though man. It was supposed to be a safe place for Bella. This shit just goes to show how fucked up this life is.” Grabbing a cigarette, I light it up without looking back over. 
 
   I know Piper understands he has to. He’s been in this life for longer than half of us here.
 
   “You know I thought about leavin’ once too.” Glancing over, I’m not in the mood for this shit.
 
   “Not now.” Shaking his head, he laughs.
 
   “No better time than now. Look, Tank. Shit gets real. It hits home. This is the life that you choose to lead brother. When you stepped up to the plate as VP you knew what you were takin’ on. I get that you worry about your family brother. I know how that is. I lived it a long fuckin’ time but you need to sit back and take a look around you. Any one of these brothers would put themselves in front of a bullet for those girls.” Taking a drag off my cigarette, I blow it out as I look over at Piper now.
 
   “It’s hard to look at it like that when it’s your kid brother. I lost Bella for so fuckin’ long and I just got her back. What kind of life is it for her? How fuckin’ fair is it that she has to be afraid to be attacked?”  When Piper chuckles I want to punch the son of a bitch. This shit isn’t funny. 
 
   “I think she realizes what she’s in for. That girl knows more than you think brother. She knows where her family is.” Nodding his head I turn to follow his gaze as I see Bella hugging Torch with a giant smile on her face.
 
   My heart swells at the sight of her being so happy and carefree.  Maybe Piper is right. Maybe this is where I’m supposed to be.
 
   Taking a few more drinks I watch the people around me and I have no doubts about what they would do for any of the kids in the club. I personally would take a bullet for any of these kids.
 
   “Hey, Doc wants to look at that arm.” Creed walks up slapping a hand on my shoulder.
 
   “It’s fine.” With a slap to the back of the head, I look over at him.
 
   “Let him see it asshole.” With a slight smile, I stand and walk towards the office.
 
   Doc is sitting inside at the table with all his shit set up.
 
   “Sit down Tank. I swear you’re turning into a pin cushion.” Doc smiles over at me as I nod. 
 
   “I think I’m good.” The old grey haired man rolls his eyes before grabbing my arm.
 
   “You always say that.” With a slight huff I sit like a good boy and let him stitch up the hole that bullet made. I don’t know why everyone makes such a big deal out of one little hole.
 
   “You know what to do. We’ve been this route before.” Doc finishes up before he talks again.
 
   “Creed asked me to talk to Cher. I know what happened. She’s in shock. She’s a little rough son. Just wanted you to be aware.” I look back over at him as I stand up.
 
   “What do I do with that? I never had to deal with this shit.” Scrubbing my hand over my face he stands next to me.
 
   “Be there for her. Give her an outlet. She needs to talk through it. I’m around obviously.” He chuckles making me smile. Doc is a good guy that has been around for as long as I can remember. He does what he can but he is inching up there in age.
 
   “Thanks Doc. I’ll see what I can do.” Turning to walk out, he stops me again.
 
   “You’re a good man Tank. I’ve known you many years now. You’ll take care of her.” I don’t turn to look at him. I just drop my head as I think about what he just said. 
 
   Can I really take care of her the way she deserves? I don’t know that I can take care of anyone anymore.
 
   I walk back into the main room with a million questions swarming my mind. My heart slams in my chest and my stomach clenches and knots. 
 
   I fucking hate all of this shit. If they are really coming after Cher, I need to get my head right. I know what she means to me and I know I will lay my life out there for her.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                    Chapter 37
 
    
 
   After my little talk with Doc and Piper I need to check on Cher. I know this isn’t what she’s used to and hell this is the second time she was shot at. 
 
   “Dad. Is Cher going to be ok?” I can see the concern etched into her little face. It really tugs at my heart that she has to see this.
 
   “She will be. She just needs a little time.” I lean down to kiss Bella’s head when she smiles.
 
   “I really like her dad. She makes you smile.” Pulling her back into me, I hold her tight. 
 
   “You make me smile too baby girl.” Bella jumps up and kisses my cheek before she steps back.
 
   “Go to her.” For such a young girl Bella has an old heart. She’s lived through a lot but she knows a lot more than I think. I can see it all over her face.
 
   “I love you.” She smiles up at me before I turn to go see Cher.
 
   Walking down the hall a sense of peace fills me. Something just clicks inside of me. This is my home. These people are my family. Every step that I have taken in my life has revolved around this club. It almost pisses me off that I thought any differently.
 
   Walking into the room Jada’s head pops up with a slight smile.
 
   “How’s she doin’?” I shrug out of my cut and lay it over the back of the chair as Jada stands.
 
   “I don’t know Tank. Doc said she’ll be ok. I’ve never seen her like this though.” Jada breaks into tears as I take a step towards her and pull her into a hug.
 
   “I’m sorry Jada. This shit is all my fault. I shouldn’t have gotten her involved in this shit.” Jada sniffs slightly before pulling back to look up at me.
 
   “Cher was a wild card. She always has been. No one makes her do anything Tank. If she didn’t want to be here with you trust me, she wouldn’t be. Cher has always had this light inside of her but something always over shadowed it. You brought it out of her. Since the day she met you I can see how happy she is. You didn’t do any of this.” Tears fall down her cheeks before I reach up and wipe them away.
 
   “You’re the best friend she could ever ask for. Thank you for bein’ here.” Jada smiles as she takes a step back and looks over at Cher.
 
   “Take care of her. She needs it right now. Maybe not always but for now.” Plastering a smile on my face, I think I can do just that.
 
   I watch Jada walk out of the room before closing the door behind her.
 
   Turning back to the bed, I pull my shirt off and kick my boots off to the side. As much as I want to get out and find this asshole and as much as I want to be in that office talking shit out with Creed, this is where my heart needs to be. To keep me sane I need to be with her.
 
   I climb on the bed and roll Cher over so she faces me. The blank look on her face is one that will haunt me for the rest of my life. As much as I know I couldn’t have stopped them from coming to my house I feel like I let her down.
 
   I reach out and run my fingers over her cheek as she blinks her eyes slowly.
 
   “I never wanted this for you. You’re smart, beautiful, full of love. You deserve so much more than I can ever offer you. I thought about walkin’ away from you so you would be safe but I can’t. You’re the air that I breathe. You’re the beat of my heart Cher. I thought about ways to make it without this club but they are the backbone of everything I am. I would take a fuckin’ bullet for any of them but more importantly, I know they would take one for you.” Tears slowly run down her cheek breaking my heart a little with each one. 
 
   I hate that this is breaking her the way it is but I think that at the end of it all she’ll be stronger for it. 
 
   “I don’t plan on lettin’ him get anywhere near you. If he wants you, he has to take me. He might knock me down but when I get back up his blood will be on my hands.” More tears fall before I lean in and kiss them away. 
 
   I never understood women. I never really cared to either. My mind was always fuck em and leave em after what Candy did to me but Cher has touched something so long forgotten inside of me. She brings out the man that I want to be, the one I was so long ago. The one that cared and had a heart.
 
   “I can’t make you stay Cher. I know how this is hurtin’ you. I only ask that you stay until I can get him gone.” Her eyes finally move to look at me. So sad and lost.
 
   “I don’t think I can leave you Tank.” My heart skips a beat but she still looks off. She has something more to say, I can see it.
 
   “What? What else do you need to say? Cher, just tell me darlin’. If I fucked up I will fix it.” The slight smile melts my heart. 
 
   “You didn’t fuck up Tank. I’m pregnant.” 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
             Chapter 38
 
    
 
   I know I’m in a stunned silence but I don’t know what the hell to say here. I’m going to be a dad again?  
 
   I should be excited about this right? I mean, I am excited about this but a baby? 
 
   “I don’t know what to say. Fuck me.” Yeah, I’m going to be a dad again. As I let that sink in a smile creeps across my face. 
 
   “Fuck yeah! I’m goin’ to be a dad.” Excitement builds inside of me overtaking the rage that was there. 
 
   I grab Cher and pull her closer to me as my hand runs over her stomach.
 
   “We made this.” Even though I have Bella this is a different circumstance completely. I’m older and smarter this time. I’m settled and can offer security.
 
   “Are you happy Cher?” I know it may be a stupid question but we never talked about having kids. Hell, we never talked about living together, that just kind of happened.
 
   “I don’t know how to be a mom. I don’t think I’d make a very good one.” Damn this woman knows how to kill a good mood.
 
   “Cher, cut the shit. I see the way you are with Bella. Fuck, I see the way you are with all the kids that come around. If anyone is going to make the best mom it’s you.” I can see the doubt in her eyes and I hate it. 
 
   “You put too much faith in me.” Sliding up the bed I sit up against the headboard. 
 
   You know, I have been doubting myself for a long time now. Cher has always been the rock that held me in place whether she knows it or not. 
 
   “I put faith in somethin’ I believe in Cher. I don’t put my faith in shit. I believed in you from the day I laid eyes on you. You forced me to open my eyes and take a look around. I know what I am but I also know what I can be.” Reaching for her she climbs into my lap.
 
   “The faith I have in you, you put there. I’ve never met someone like you before. If anyone can prove every fuckin’ stereotype wrong sweetheart, it’s you. You’re stronger than you think.” Cher looks up at me before she places her lips against mine. 
 
   Now that is a hell of a lot better than just lying there in tears.
 
   “I’m scared Tank.” She whispers softly against me before I press my lips back to hers. I want to show her just what she means to me.
 
   “You have nothin’ to be scared of. I’m goin’ to take care of you, Bella and this baby.” My fingers skim over her stomach as shivers race through her body.
 
   “Are you sure this is what you want?” Her eyes are so full of passion. She has to know this is what I want. 
 
   “Cher, havin’ a family is all I’ve ever wanted. Not just the club, a real family. You just gave me that. I love you.” Slamming my mouth against hers, I just need to feel her. I need to know that she is mine.
 
   Rolling us over so I’m on top of her, I grab her shirt and pull it over her head before kissing her neck.
 
   “I love you Cher.” I trail a line of kisses down her neck and across her throat. Her head tilts giving me better access before I travel lower. 
 
   With my face between her breasts, I suck her skin into my mouth as her hand runs over my head. Damn it I love the feeling of her touching me.
 
   “I love you too.” Moving lower, I kiss her stomach before I hear her sob. How can she make me so happy in the matter of minutes? 
 
   Pulling her shorts off, I climb off the bed and strip quickly. I need to be with her in more ways than she knows.
 
   When I climb back on the bed, Cher spreads her legs for me. With a smile, I climb in between rubbing my dick through the wetness that waits for me.
 
   “You know you’re mine forever right?” Teasing her clit with my dick, she arches her back. I love watching her come undone from my touch.
 
   “Answer me sweetheart.” I try not to sound demanding but I want to hear it come from those sexy lips of hers.
 
   “I’m yours.” Her sexy whispers hit me in the dick. The fucker twitches and wants inside of her, in that safe place.
 
   “For how long?” Circling her clit, I can hear her gasping. Damn I love turning her on like this. I love seeing that look on her face.
 
   “Forever. I’m yours forever.” Sliding into her slowly I hear her moan. 
 
   “That’s right darlin’. Mine forever.” Slow short strokes. That’s all I give her. 
 
   Her body squeezes around me and I get lost in her. 


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                Chapter 39
 
    
 
   I fell asleep last night as I lay snuggled up with Cher. I don’t think I’ve slept that well in a long time.
 
   It feels good though that’s for sure. Waking up this morning, I feel refreshed and ready for anything. 
 
   I look over at Cher lying on her back next to me. My eyes flicker to her exposed stomach and I can’t believe there is a little life in there. A little life that we created in all this madness.
 
   I can’t stop myself from touching her stomach. It always did amaze me that I created Bella but now another one. 
 
   Pride rises inside of me as I think about how Cher will look with a baby in her arms. Hell, I just want to see her belly when she grows my baby in there.
 
   “It isn’t going to grow just because you stare at it.” Her sleep-filled voice makes my dick stir.
 
   “I know. I just can’t believe I did it. We did it.” I trail my fingers over it again before resting my palm there. Cher’s hand comes to rest over mine as I look over at her.
 
   “I never thought I’d have more kids but damn darlin’. We’re havin’ a baby.” I smile like a fucking lunatic. Cher probably thinks I’m delusional.
 
   “We are. How do you think Bella will take it? I don’t even know if she likes me that much.” Chuckling I lean in and kiss her forehead.
 
   “Bella loves you as much as I do.”  Cher smiles as I lay on my side looking at her. I reach over and brush a piece of hair away from her face.
 
   “I’ve been thinkin’. I know the last few days have been hard on you but I think I want you to talk to Bella about Thomas. I just feel like the more we know, the better we will know how to handle him.” I see a slight sparkle in Cher’s eyes now. She has been asking to do this and I feel like now would be the time.
 
   As much as I want this motherfuckers head, I want Cher better. I know what happened yesterday was a shock to her but I want her to know that I value her and her opinions.
 
   “Are you serious?” I love her. Damn I love this woman.
 
   “I’m serious. I think it will bring you two closer. Sometimes I just feel like Bella thinks she’s alone in all this. I mean with her past anyways. If anyone would understand the hell she lived it would be you.”  Cher snuggles into my side where she fits.
 
   “I would love to. I would love to share that part of her. I hate that we have to bond over something like that but I know what you mean. I felt that way for a long time. I think it would do us both good to talk to each other.” Yep. I love her more now.
 
   “Fuck darlin’. I don’t know how much more I could love you.” Cher laughs as I kiss her head.
 
   “As much as I want to stay in here and fuck you all day, I need to get up and see where we are with this shit.” Cher whines and I melt. She does this shit to me.
 
   “Fine. Those assholes won’t miss me a few more minutes.”  She giggles slightly when I put my arm around her.
 
   We lay in silence just being together when I hear all the little laughs and giggles in the hallway.
 
   “You hear that. We are goin’ to have that.” I feel so proud right now. Hell, I’m a little excited about all of this too.
 
   “You think you can handle a little one? You’re all big and tough now.” Cher giggles as I tickle her sides.
 
   “I got your big and tough. I can handle that little one. You know it’s a boy right?” Cher looks up at me and rolls her eyes.
 
   “You’re an idiot. It isn’t even anything yet.” Shaking my head, I look down at her.
 
   “Mark my words. You got my boy right here.” Tapping my finger to her stomach, she laughs.
 
   “You have lost your mind. I’m hungry.” Cher sits up as I watch her climb her naked ass out of the bed. 
 
   Mmmm, now that is what I want to see every morning.
 
   “Now you’re makin’ me hungry.” Cher turns around to see me eye fucking her with my hand on my dick.
 
   “You’re kidding right?” Looking at my hand then back to my face, I shrug. What the hell, I am a man and she did just stand there baring all her flesh.
 
   “Darlin’ you just showed me that hot piece of ass and then look at me like that?” She pulls a shirt over her head before turning around.
 
   “I’m hungry Tank.” 
 
   “Fine let’s go feed my little linebacker.” Watching her laugh is the most precious thing to me. After the hell of the last few days, I think I finally got my Cher back.
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   I can’t wipe the smile off my face as I watch Cher eating her breakfast.  I don’t know that I’ve ever been this excited in my life. 
 
   “Stop Tank.” Cher looks over at me with a mouthful of food. 
 
   “What the hell did I do?” Sitting back in my chair, I just can’t stop. 
 
   “You can’t keep staring at me like that. It’s creepy.” Taking another big bite, I try to focus on something besides her sexy lips. Damn I love those lips.
 
   “What are you so happy about?” Bella drops down in the chair next to me looking at me as if I lost my mind.
 
   “Nothin’.” Trying to wipe the smile off my face isn’t working out so well.
 
   Bella looks from me to Cher but she just shrugs and shakes her head.
 
   “You two are so weird.” Standing she makes her way into kitchen before I see Creed.
 
   “Hey, I’m goin’ to check in.” Cher nods as I stand up smiling at her. Cher picks up a biscuit and throws it at me.
 
   “STOP!” She squeals as I chuckle and walk up the stairs.
 
   Heading into Creed’s office, my heart rate picks up. I saw the way he looked this morning so I know something’s up.
 
   “Hey brother.” Creed looks up from some paperwork that he has on his desk.
 
   “I don’t know what the fuck is goin’ on but we got five nomad transfer requests.”  Narrowing my eyes at him that is really strange.
 
   “What the hell?” Walking closer I pick the papers up off the desk and flip through them.
 
   “Since when does Reggie want to roll with us?” Reading off one of the names, I almost laugh.
 
   “Fuck if I know. Brady I get but the other ones don’t make any sense.” Setting the paper back down, I look at him.
 
   “You votin’ on it?” He nods his head before running his hand through his hair.
 
   “Figured it would be easier. I can tell you no one is goin’ to vote Reggie in here.” Creed chuckles but I know he’s right. Reggie is a piece of work. Wherever he goes there is surely trouble to follow, trouble we don’t need.
 
   “Damn right. We don’t need the extra shit around here anyways.” Nodding his head, I know he agrees with me.
 
   “We know anythin’ else?” Creed scrubs his hand over his face once before looking directly at me.
 
   “We’re pretty sure it came from Shadow’s. Jimmy kept watch, saw a truck leave there. Can’t say it’s the same truck but we don’t need to be fuckin’ geniuses either.” Nodding, I agree. I knew it came from that way and now my question is how I am going to deal with it.
 
   “Whatever you have in that fucked up head of yours you might want to get it out.”  I don’t look at him this time. 
 
   Thoughts rush my head all at once and I’m just trying to sort through them when Joey comes in.
 
   “Hey Pres. Benny just called in, said there was a lot of activity over at Griff’s.” My head snaps in Joey’s direction. I don’t like the sounds of that considering what I know.
 
   “What kind of activity?” My pulse races and fire burns through me. If anyone fucks with Griff, I’m going to lose it. 
 
   “Don’t know Tank. Said there was a lot of cars.” He said cars not bikes. That means it isn’t club related, it’s personal.
 
   Scrubbing my hand across my face, I look over at Creed as my stomach clenches. Bile rises in my throat as I try to calm the fire that burns into me.
 
   “What do you know?”  Creed looks over at me before I look at Joey.
 
   “Take a walk.” 
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   I knew what it was before I ever said a word. My heart is falling in my chest. I’m losing him.
 
   “Griff’s been fightin’ cancer for a long time. Last time I was out there he asked me to take care of his kid. Gave me a bank account number he’s been savin’ up for her.” Creed shakes his head before sitting down at his desk.
 
   “That’s hard brother. I didn’t know it was gettin’ that bad.” I sit in the chair across from him nodding my head.
 
   “Yeah, he didn’t look too good last time we were out there. Look Creed, I know we have a shitload goin’ on but I need to go over there.” Creed stands shaking his head. I knew he wasn’t going to like it but I don’t really give a shit. 
 
   Griff has been a rock in my life and there is no way in hell that I’m going to let him go without a final goodbye.
 
   “Can’t let that happen brother.”  Standing up I slam my hands down on the desk.
 
   “I respect you Creed. You know that but this shit is personal!” Watching his face soften he sighs before he looks up at me.
 
   “I don’t like this Tank. What if Thomas comes after you instead?” I chuckle at that one. I’d love for his eyes to be on me and not one of my girls.
 
   “Hell Creed, he comes at me I’m good.” I see the look on his face; he doesn’t think this is funny.
 
   “I’ll take Torch. I’m goin’.” Making that final decision, he shakes his head.
 
   “Fine. I’m ridin’ too.” I watch Creed as he closes up his files and makes his way towards me.
 
   “What?” He stops in front of me while I smile at him.
 
   “You don’t have to ride.” Creed looks at me like I’m an idiot before I laugh.
 
   “Hey, I wanted to tell you somethin’ before we roll out.” Creed stops and stands in front of me waiting.
 
   “Cher’s pregnant. I’m havin’ another kid.” My heart leaps when I say it and Creed’s face lights up. He is a good uncle to Bella and I have no doubts that he will be to this baby too.
 
   “Holy shit! I’m so fuckin’ happy for you.” Creed pulls me into a hug and I couldn’t be happier.
 
   “Thanks brother. I’m fuckin’ excited.” Pulling back, he grins. He can’t stop smiling either. He looks like me!
 
   “Damn man. I can’t believe this.” Creed smiles as we walk back down to the main room.
 
   “She tell anyone?” Shaking my head, he nods knowing to keep his mouth closed.
 
   “Hey Bella, come here.” I watch as she climbs out of her seat and heads towards me.
 
   “Hey baby girl. I need a favor.” Her eyes light up. I don’t usually ask a lot from her but it’s clear she likes when I do.
 
   “What?” 
 
   “I need you to keep an eye on Cher. I gotta take this run. A good friend of mine’s sick.” She nods her head before she looks over at Cher. I don’t want to tell Bella that it’s Griff. She has enough shit in her life to worry about that too.
 
   “She seems ok now. Is she?” I look over at where Cher sits talking to Jada with a smile on her face.
 
   “She is but just in case.” Bella nods before she skips off back over to the other ladies.
 
   “You haven’t told her yet?” I shake my head before facing him.
 
   “Cher wants to talk to her about Thomas. I think it’ll be good for them. She wants to tell her about the baby too.” Saying it just sends shivers throughout my body.
 
   “I think that’s good brother. Gives them somethin’ in common as shitty as it is. She can relate to her.” I nod thinking the exact same thing.
 
   “Let me go tell her bye.” Nodding to Cher I walk away from Creed and straight to her.
 
   “Come with me a minute.” Cher smiles up at me before she stands and wraps her arms around my waist.
 
   “You told him didn’t you?” Looking down at her, I’m confused until I follow her gaze over to Creed. 
 
   The dumb fuck stands there smiling at us like a fool.
 
   “I couldn’t help it.” Kissing her neck, I pull her against me.
 
   “You can’t shut up about it can you?” I lead her towards the back before I stop pushing her against the wall.
 
   “I fuckin’ love you and I love this baby.” With my hand on her stomach, I lean in and kiss her roughly.
 
   “I love you.”
 
   “I need to go on a run. Shouldn’t take but a few days. I think it will be good for you to talk to Bella.” Cher’s eyes shoot to mine and I can tell how nervous she is. She doesn’t it like it but I need to go see him.
 
   “I know what you’re thinkin’. Creed and Torch are ridin’ too. We got this place locked down. No one will get in here.” A tear slides down her cheek before I drag her into the room.
 
   “Look Cher. My friends dyin’. He has cancer and shits lookin’ bad. I need to go see him. I don’t like leavin’ you right now but this might be my last chance.” A new understanding sparks in her eyes. 
 
   “Then you go see him.” Leaning up she brushes her lips over mine reminding me again of how much I love her.
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   We left the women in Piper’s hands and I hope he can handle them. 
 
   The ride out to Griff’s doesn’t feel right. My chest wants to explode with all the dread I feel inside.
 
   Pulling into Griff’s I can feel myself tense up. I don’t do well with death when it’s someone in my family.
 
   “You ok brother?” I nod at Creed before I make my way towards the door.
 
   Stepping inside I don’t really know what I feel. My mind darts all over the place and my chest is tight.
 
   “Why didn’t you call me Zane?” I see that little fucker sitting off to the side with a beer in his hand. Poor kid looks like hell.
 
   “Thought they did. I’m sorry brother.” He stands and makes his way towards me before I pull him into a hug.
 
   Griff was well known to a lot of guys. Different clubs and different ways of life, but we all seemed to congregate to Griff.
 
   “He looks bad man.” Zane pulls back looking up at me. I can see the pain in his eyes. 
 
   “I know. Where is he?” Zane nods towards the hallway before I start that way. 
 
   Chills race up and down my spine just knowing why I’m here. I hate it, I hate it a lot.
 
   I hear Creed and Zane talking as I make my way towards the back. I hate this feeling I have racing through me.
 
   I stop at the last door when one of the other guys from the club steps out.
 
   “Hey. Doc said not much longer. He’s asked about you Tank.” My throat feels so damn dry. It feels like it’s squeezing closed. I’m suffocating.
 
   “Thanks brother.”  I step into the room and close the door behind me. 
 
   My stomach bottoms out when I see his pale limp body lying on the bed. 
 
   “Fuck!” Whispering to myself, I see Griff’s head turn to see me standing there.
 
   “Don’t you go gettin’ all fuckin’ girly on me brother.” The slight chuckle that leaves his throat makes me smile.
 
   “I won’t do that Griff.” Walking over I sit down on the edge of the bed. He looks so fragile.
 
   “This is it huh?” Griff nods slightly before I blow out a breath.
 
   “Look brother. I can’t tell you how thankful I am that I’ve known you all these years. My life was rough for a long time and you played a big role in me gettin’ better. I needed to come tell you that to your face. You kept my secrets about Bella brother and it meant the world to me.” Griff smiles slightly as he looks up at me.
 
   “You didn’t need to come all the way here man but I appreciate that. You’ve been a good friend Tank. I always thought of you as a son. I know all my secrets are safe with you.” And that was the truth. I knew things that would blow a lot of people out of the water but I respect Griff far too much to let it out.
 
   “I did need to come. I got some news I thought you might like. My old lady Cher is pregnant.” Griff’s face glows with happiness. Griff was always a sucker for kids. He loved everyone’s like they were his own.
 
   “God damn brother. I always wanted you to find a good woman. I’m glad you finally did. Bella deserves to have a good family.”  His eyes droop and he seems out of breath.
 
   “I love you brother. I just need you to know that. You are a solid rock in  my life. You always made me want to be better. I can’t tell you what that means to me.” A tear slides from Griff’s eye. I’ve never in all the years I’ve known him seen him cry.
 
   “I love you brother. You go on now. Make me proud of you. Raise that family right.” As much as I don’t want to do it, I stand and walk towards the door.
 
   I stop and turn around to say goodbye to someone that has meant the world to me for so many years. 
 
   “I’ll see you again brother.” I know he didn’t hear me and that wasn’t the point. I know in my heart that I will see him again one day.
 
   I take a step outside when I see his daughter Ally, walking towards us. I don’t want to get in the middle of her family so I step aside with only a nod.
 
   Walking back out into the main room, I see Creed over at the bar with Torch.
 
   I make my way over with a heavy heart.
 
   “You good brother?” I shake my head as I sit down and drop my head. A beer slides in front of me but I don’t grab it.
 
   “I need to get Thomas Creed. If that’s the last fuckin’ thing I do in my life. I need to make that motherfucker pay for what he did to my girls.” Creed’s hand lands on my shoulder before I look over with tears in my eyes.
 
   “You will brother. I will make sure of it.”
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   As much as I wanted to stick around for Griff’s funeral I knew there was something bigger at hand. Thomas sent people to my house. My safe haven.
 
   He hurt the two most important women in my life and I will for damn sure make sure that he pays for what he did.
 
   Standing outside his clubhouse one last time Ally walks over to me.
 
   “He loved you. He talked about you a lot.” With a slight smile, I nod my head. 
 
   “Loved you too darlin’. Your daddy was a good man with a heart of gold. You touched a lot of people. He wanted to make sure you go this.” Pulling the paper he gave me a while ago out of my pocket I pass it to her.
 
   “I don’t understand.” Ally shakes her head before I grab head in mine.
 
   “He kept most of his earnings away from the club. He wanted you taken care of. I put my number on the back of that. You ever need anythin’ you call me.” Ally breaks into tears as I pull her into me. It breaks my heart for her that she has to learn to live without her father.
 
   “Get in there with your family sweetheart.” Ally pulls back wiping her eyes as she nods.
 
   “Be safe.” With a nod, I watch her head inside while I start my bike. It’s time to close this chapter of my life.
 
    
 
   Riding down the lonely highway, my thoughts wander. 
 
   I hated saying goodbye to Griff. I hate that he will no longer be there when I need him. He was like a father figure for so long.
 
   I’m so lost in my thoughts that I didn’t notice the bikes that are now rolling up close behind us.
 
   “SHIT!” Creed and Torch noticed them and both sped up. I’m pretty sure I know who the fuck it is but with that many, I’m not taking the chance.
 
   I hear the shots before I feel it sting my skin. Another sting and I lose control of my bike.
 
   I try desperately to keep it under control but my breathing is irregular and I’m light headed.
 
   I feel the bike tip but that’s all I feel. I know I hit the ground and I know I hear Creed but that’s all I know at this point.
 
   Everything else seems to slowly fade away. The pains gone, my breathing doesn’t even seem real anymore. I don’t know if I’m alive or dead. I don’t think that I really care right now either.
 
   “Tank! Come on motherfucker! Don’t you dare fuckin’ do this now!” I hear his voice and as much as I want to respond, I have an overwhelming sense of peace. I think I like it. I think this is the most peaceful I have ever felt in my life.
 
   With visions of Bella and Cher floating through my head, their smiling faces. I let it take me away. I go with it. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                  Chapter 44
 
    
 
    “Wake up motherfucker. Paybacks a bitch.”  I hear the voice but I can’t make out who it is.
 
   I try to force my eyes to open but they feel so damn heavy I can’t stand it.
 
   “Where the fuck am I?” My voice doesn’t sound like my own. It’s rough and hoarse.
 
   “Think about that one. You remember that time I told you not to bring me to the hospital?” Holy shit its Creed. God, I don’t know that I have ever been so happy to hear that son of a bitch’s voice.
 
   “Yeah, when you had that tube in your dick.” I hear his laugh and it hits me. Son of a bitch!
 
   “Creed if I look down and there’s a tube stickin’ out my dick I’ll kill you motherfucker.” I can hear his laughter that asshole.
 
   “There’s a tube in your dick brother!” Hysterical laughter fills the room and I want to kick his ass.
 
   “You son of a bitch.” Finally forcing my eyes to open I look over at him.
 
   “Where’s the fucker?” I watch his face as it turns into an evil grin. He didn’t take him out, he saved him I can see it.
 
   “You better not have taken my shot.” His head shakes slightly before he opens his mouth.
 
   “I saved that son of a bitch for you. Somethin’ I  need to tell you though.” His face falls and I know this isn’t good. It never is when he has that look.
 
   “What is it?” He runs his hand through his hair.
 
   “Someone fired off shots at the clubhouse. Everyone’s good but Joey got hit.” FUCK! I knew I shouldn’t have left the girls alone.
 
   “How bad?” Creed shakes his head before he sits up straighter.
 
   “He’ll be ok. He uh…. He took that bullet for Bella. Cher was up in the office with Jada. Bella was in the main room. Shots went off and  he threw himself over her.” A small part of me rejoices that he was there. He protected my baby when I wasn’t there to do it. 
 
   “He’s gettin’ patched.” Creed nods not needing to say another word. He saved her life and that’s the end of that.
 
   “Soemthin’ else.” Holy shit what is it with him today? Is he the good news fairy?
 
   “What the fuck else?” He chuckles slightly before leaning with his elbows on his knees.
 
   “When the guys went after the shooters, they got most of them but they also got Candy.  I got her held with her little boyfriend.” Something inside of me sparks. I will kill them all. 
 
   “Get somebody to get this shit out of me.” I don’t need to tell him twice. Creed’s out the door before I start yanking wires off of me.
 
   “You two again? I never thought I would see the two of you together again.” The little nurse walks into the room with a huge grin on her face when I notice she’s the same nurse that Creed had. If I wasn’t in such a pissed off mood this would be a little funny.
 
   “Get this shit off me.” Growling, I sit up a little when she shakes her head.
 
   “Well I guess that he made it I assume you will too.” She walks over and starts taking the IV’s out as I lay my head back.
 
   I will kill these motherfuckers.
 
   Once they have all the tubes and wires out of me, I pull my bloodied clothes back on and follow Creed out of the hospital.
 
   “I ain’t ridin’ bitch.” Out of breath and hurting Creed laughs. I’m not playing, I am not riding on the back of his bike. Fuck that shit.
 
   “Hell no! I sent Torch back for the truck.” Torch pulls up as he says that and we all climb in. 
 
   “They know?” I look over at Creed but he just shakes his head. Thank fuck for that. I didn’t need Bella and Cher having a fit while I take care of this shit.
 
   We ride in silence as we make our way to the old abandoned warehouse that we use for storage. I climb out holding my ribs. That shit stings like it never has before!
 
   “You sure you want to do this?” Creed looks at me breathing heavily as I nod my head. No way in hell is anyone getting to take him out but me.
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   I walk in and instantly see Candy tied to a chair next to her little boyfriend. Fire floods my body as I look him over.
 
   That’s the piece of shit that held my girl against her will, that hurt my daughter.
 
   “Oh thank god Tank!” Candy smiles like I’m here to save the day. Stupid bitch. I don’t even acknowledge her. No, my eyes are trained on that motherfucker. The one that has taken so much from my girls, instilled a fear in them.
 
   “So you’re the one that messed with my family huh?” I walk closer to Thomas as I take in the man that has caused so much pain to the two women I love.
 
   Creed hands me his gun, which I point at Candy first. Yeah bitch didn’t see that coming.
 
   “You stole my daughter from me. You took her away and let this piece of shit hurt her!” Pressing the gun into her temple, I want nothing more than to pull the trigger.
 
   “Fuck you Candy. I hate you . You will never see your daughter again.” She tries to start talking but I wave Torch over to handle her.
 
   With her quiet, I turn to Thomas.
 
   “As much as I’d like to torture the fuck out of you, I’m not in the best shape tonight. You hurt Cher, you hurt Bella. I think that qualifies for a bullet.” I wait for Thomas to say something, anything but he doesn’t. He sits there ready to meet his fate. I respect that.  You know how bad you fucked up I don’t think now will be the time to talk.
 
   I place the gun to his temple and pull the trigger. Candy tries to scream but it’s muffled by Torch’s hand.
 
   “What are we doin’ with this bitch?” My eyes lock onto Candy’s and for a second I see the slight glimpse of the girl I used to know. 
 
   “Whatever you want. I don’t want her found.” Walking out of the warehouse I feel like this all ended too quickly.
 
   “I should have drug that out.” Creed looks over at me shaking his head.
 
   “You were just shot 3 times brother. I’d say you did what was needed.” Nodding my head, I guess he’s right. At least it’s finally over.
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   Climbing back into the truck l lay my head back and close my eyes.
 
   It was all over so damn quickly. I wanted to drag it out and let him feel all the pain he caused my girls but in this condition Creed was right. There is no way in hell that I could torture the son of a bitch as much as I wanted to.
 
   “It’s over brother.” Creed slaps his hand down on my knee before starting the truck.
 
   “Yeah, it’s over. We lost some good people though.” Creed grunts as he starts driving.
 
   “That we did but we gained too. You have Cher and a new baby. Bella will never have anythin’ else to worry about in her life. I’d say it all played out the way it should have in the end.” Laying here I think about that. 
 
   He’s right. I might have lost a father figure but what I gained in Cher and my new baby is a lot more than I ever thought I’d have. 
 
   “You’re right. She has nothin’ left to fear. I just hope she can overcome her past. She had a tough life.” Looking out the window, I hate knowing just how tough.
 
   “We got some of the toughest girls I have ever seen brother. I have no doubt in my mind that Bella is like Cher and Jada. Life kicked her ass but we are here to make it better. That’s our goal in life now. We need to make this shit work as the family we were supposed to be since the beginning. We got side tracked on that shit, not anymore.” I look over at Creed and smile. He’s right about that.
 
   “I think that is the best shit I’ve heard in a long time brother.”  Creed smiles and nods before looking straight again.
 
   “It’s truth. I speak the fuckin’ truth. I don’t think Joey is goin’ to make a bad son in law either.” Creed starts to laugh and I want nothing more than to punch him but I hurt too much.
 
   “You just wait you asshole. When you have kids you will get it.”  Creed chuckles some more as I turn my head and look back out the window.
 
   The nights calm now and the moon sits high in the sky. My world feels like it’s finally falling into place. 
 
   It feels like this is where I was meant to be in life. I lost Griff but I am gaining a new child. That’s the way the world works right? We live and we die. I’m just happy as hell that I got to know Griff as a man, as a person before he left this earth.
 
   He’s bound for greater things.
 
    I watch the trees as they blow in the wind as we make our way back to the clubhouse. 
 
   Pulling into the parking lot a sense of peace fills my heart. My soul is finally at peace within me. Whether or not it will stay this way all the time, it is right now and that’s what I’ve chosen to focus on.
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   9 months later
 
   “Get the fuck over here!” Hollering at Bella as she wanders around with her little brother in her arms, Cher laughs.
 
   “It ain’t funny. That little shit’s goin’ to get ideas if she keeps takin’ him over there.” Bella smiles as she walks back over and hands me my son.
 
   “Here. You don’t have to be such an ass.” Looking down at my little boy, I smile.
 
   “Watch it Bella. Don’t go givin’ that boy ideas.” Nodding towards Joey Bella laughs.
 
   “Not anytime soon dad.” She leans in kissing my cheek before walking away.
 
   “Can you believe that Griff? Your sister isn’t goin’ to be like daddy.” I look at my son and I couldn’t be any happier.
 
   Cher and I talked and talked the whole time she was pregnant. I told her stories that will never leave our bedroom. I let her in on the other part of my life. The part that I kept hidden for so long. 
 
   She came up with the idea to name our little man Griff. When the words left her mouth, I couldn’t have been any happier.
 
   “You know he’s perfect, yeah?” I sit down next to Cher as she scoots closer. 
 
   “He looks just like you. Bald and everything.” I glare over at her as she laughs that perfect laugh. 
 
   “He’s the perfect mix. When can we have another one?” Cher jumps out of her chair and stares down at me with her hands plastered to her hips.
 
   “Have you lost your mind? No. We have two. No more.” She points at me with a serious look on her face but I just laugh. She’ll give me whatever I want and I know it.
 
   Cher turns and walks off when I look down at my son.
 
   “You want a brother Griff?” He looks so peaceful in his sleep. I remember back when Bella was born. 
 
   She was amazing to say the least. She hardly cried and when she did, she was just hungry.
 
   I look up and watch my not so little girl as she dances around smiling. My hearts as full as it ever has been.
 
   Looking around at everyone that’s out here I realize just how lucky I am.
 
   I’m lucky to be alive for one thing. Sometimes blood isn’t what makes you family. It’s the  people that are always by your side. The ones that would take a bullet for you. Family are the people that come together in your time of need and that’s exactly what I have in this club.
 
   Every single person standing in this yard are my family. It doesn’t matter how that came to be, it only matters that it happened and I couldn’t be prouder.
 
   Cher has given me the best thing in the world and I hold it in my heart. Without her love I don’t think any of this would be possible. 
 
   This right here is what life is all about and I’m going to cherish every second I have of it.
 
    
 
    
 
                                  The End
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   Chapter 1
 
   Pulling into the clubhouse parking lot everything feels surreal. I’ve always been a Nomad since I started this adventure. I never had a place to call home but I do now.
 
   I’m not sure how to handle that. My life has always been on the road. Wherever I was needed was where I went. 
 
   I’ve known Creed and Tank for as long as they’ve been in the club and it will be an honor to be a part of their family. They have turned the club around for the better since Sharp’s been gone.
 
   Pulling my helmet off, I look around the parking lot of the place I now call home. I have a family here now and as crazy as it sounds I think I might just enjoy that. 
 
   Walking towards the door I can hear all the guys laughing and having a good time. It makes me smile that I’m going to be a part of that now. I never thought that this day would come but being 33 years old; I’d say it’s time for me to settle in somewhere. What better place than this?
 
   Pulling the door open, the smell of cigarettes and liquor fill my senses. It smells like heaven to me. Some wouldn't like it but to me, this is all I know.
 
   Stepping inside, this chapter in my life has officially started. 
 
   “Ryker! Come here brother.” Tank stands waving me over to the bar where I gladly go.
 
   “What’s up brother?” Tank pulls me into a quick hug before I take a seat next to him. Reaching up I grab the beer the pretty little red head passes me.
 
   “Just talkin’ about the run Saturday. Heard the Dusts’ were gettin’ in on shit.” Tank nods his head at Creed. Shaking my head, I knew this was going to be a fucked up run.
 
   “The Dusts’ have been pullin’ business from the Northern Chapters for a while now. They are runnin’ more than your everyday white powder.” Creed narrows his eyes at me before scrubbing his hand over his face. I know that wasn’t the information he wanted but that’s what I got.
 
   “We heard that shit too. I don’t like the idea of makin’ the run up there. I would rather they come down here. Our territory, our rules.” Nodding at Creed, I agree but I also know how they operate.
 
   “I don’t see that happenin’ brother. The Dusts’ have always had their own way. No one ever presses their luck with those motherfuckers. They can get ruthless.” Taking a long pull from my beer bottle, I lean my elbows on the bar.
 
   “Yeah, heard that. I just worry about the crew I’m sendin’ out there. We don’t need any more shit. We’re just gettin’ back on track after the shit job Sharp pulled around here.” Creed pulls out a cigarette and lights it up. He looks more stressed than usual. I guess running things will do that to you.
 
   “Look Creed. I’m in this 100%. You want me to run that shit, say the word. I got some pull up north. Nomads run their own way. I can get security if you think we need it.” Tank slaps his hand on my shoulder before I look over at him.
 
   “Good man. I’m fuckin’ glad you chose here brother.” I watch as Tank stands and walks off. I’m glad too even if it is a change for me.
 
   “You sure you want to put yourself out there for us?” Snapping my head back around to look at Creed, I nod my head.
 
   “I chose this club for a reason. No matter what chapter I was in, they always had my back. I know I’ve done a lot of fucked up shit in my day, and it’s time I pay that shit back, Creed. This club is my family now and family comes first.”  Creed nods as he slides the bottle of Jack down the counter.
 
   “You always were family brother.” Unscrewing the cap, I take a long drink before passing it back.
 
   “Won’t any shit change that.”
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
   Grabbing this little red head by the back of her hair, she sucks my dick like a porn star. As long as she’s been around here she should be good at it.
 
   “Yeah, just like that darlin’.” Raising my hips, I make sure she gags as she takes me all the way in. 
 
   The softness of her big plump lips combined with the flick of her tongue and she is about to make me lose all control.
 
   “Shit girl!” Growling, she bobs her head faster. Before she can fully get me off, I drag her head up so she releases my dick with a pop. Fuck, I want to tear this pussy up.
 
   Dragging her up until she’s standing, I lean in sucking her nipple into my mouth. 
 
   “Oh God! You feel so good Ryker.” Teasing her nipple with my teeth, I run my hand over her body and straight between her legs. Finding that wetness nuzzled between those thighs, I slide my finger inside of her.
 
   My mouth doesn't stop the torture it’s inflicting on these fake ass double D’s either. Swirling my finger around inside of her, she moans and wiggles. I like it when they wiggle.
 
   “Are you going to fuck me Ryker?” Red tries to ride my hand to get me near that little clit of hers. Little does she know that she doesn't cum until I decide she can. 
 
   Flicking my fingers inside of her a little harder, I don't release the grip my lips have on her nipple. The harder Red tries to grind against me the more I want to tie her ass to the bed. In fact, I’m going to do just that.
 
   Sliding my fingers out of her, her head snaps up while she glares down at me. The slight flush on her cheeks tells me she was pretty damn close to finishing by herself.
 
   “You cum before I tell you and I won’t touch you again.” Her eyes narrow on me as she chews on her lip. I don't move until I see her nod her head slightly.
 
   “Get on the bed.” Pushing her to the side, I stand up stripping my clothes off before grabbing the rope out of the bedside table. Red glances over as her eyes widen.
 
   “I didn’t sign up for this shit, Ryker.” Red tries to climb off the bed but I’m faster than she is. I have her pinned down and wiggling beneath me within seconds. She doesn't know what the hell she signed up for with me.
 
   Pressing my lips gently to hers, I kiss her slowly until I feel her body relax.
 
   “You signed up for a lot more than this darlin’. You wanna stay around here as a chaser, you better get used to this shit.” Reaching between us I grip my dick in my hand rubbing it between her legs. I can feel the little quiver of her body. She will do whatever I say.
 
   “Put your hands above your head.” Without hesitation she does as she’s told. Her hands go above her head as I bring the rope up and tie it around them.
 
   “Good girl.” Dragging my beard along her neck, her body shakes with delight. I knew she would get into this. She’s a fucking Angels’ chaser; I can’t be the only freak that ties up his bitches around here.
 
   Kissing my way down her sweet body, I lift her legs over my shoulders.
 
   “If you cum before I tell you, I promise you, I will let every prospect in here fuck you senseless.” I don't miss her little whine. She knows I'm not playing. I’ve never been one for games.
 
   Leaning down I stick my tongue out and flick it through those wet folds. Shit, this going to be good. Red wiggles as her pussy clenches before my eyes. 
 
   “Mmm. This is goin’ to be fun makin’ you squirm.”  Blowing against her pussy, her back arches. 
 
   I don't give her a chance to move any further, I bury my face between her legs licking and sucking.
 
   My tongue dives deep into her warmth before I scrub the scruff of my beard over her clit.
 
   “Ryker! Shit!” Red screams my name making my dick that much harder. I swear if she keeps that up I will fucking cum all over this bed.  
 
   Moving quickly, I climb up and position myself between her legs before slamming into her. She wasn’t ready for that but I don't give a shit.
 
   Pushing down on her thighs, I spread her wide open for me. I love nothing more than seeing a woman spread the way she is right now. Rolling my hips, I get in real deep as she yanks at the rope. She ain't going anywhere.
 
   “Untie me.” Her eyes plead with me as I slam into her as hard and as rough as I can. I need to feel everything she has in her right now. 
 
   Red writhes beneath me but the force I put behind every thrust keeps her pinned in place.
 
   “Ryker, stop.” Red hollers as I piston my hips into her. She has nowhere to go and I fucking love it.
 
   Letting go of one of her thighs I slide my hand over and find that throbbing little bundle of nerves. Slowly circling it with my thumb her body arches off the bed again.
 
   “Oh yes!” I knew she liked what I was doing to her.
 
   Rubbing harder, she clenches her pussy around me until I feel like I'm about to explode.
 
   “Don’t you do it.” Growling, I stop the rubbing and barely move my dick inside of her.
 
   “Ryker! Please!” I love how she looks so fucking horny and ready to explode all over me but if she wants it she will beg.
 
   “Beg me darlin’. Beg me for what you want.”
 
   “Please let me cum. I want to cum, Ryker.” A few more hard thrusts and I let her have what she wants.
 
   Blowing inside of her feels good but it’s nothing spectacular. 
 
   I pull out of her before standing and grabbing my jeans pulling them on quickly. I don’t need to waste any time with talking or cuddling.
 
   “What are you doing?” Red looks over at me with a little unease.
 
   “Goin’ to get a beer. You’ll be ok till I come back.” Red screams as I chuckle and leave the room. Yeah, I’m a real piece of shit.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
   Sitting out in the main room I watch everyone go about their usual business. Me? I have no business right now. I see the guys with their old lady’s and a part of me yearns for that. 
 
   I wasn’t always like this. I had a life once. Beth was my life. She was everything I could have wanted. She was my world until I found out she was cheating with my brother. I went to work like usual but I left early. I wanted to surprise her. Fuck, I was the one surprised. 
 
   I walked in with a bottle of champagne and an arm full of roses. I felt like something was off before I ever hit the bedroom. When I opened the door my life spiraled out of control. I went after my brother. We beat the hell out of each other while she screamed and cried.
 
   I tried to work it out with her but the visions of my brother’s naked ass slamming into my girl? Yeah, that doesn’t just walk out of your memory. It was always the same shit. Beth would cry, “Oh Ryker I love you. It was a mistake.” Same old shit. I hated her. I hated her with everything I had in me. 
 
   I might be all kinds of fucked up in the head but I was never a cheater. I would have never turned my back on Beth. In fact, if she wasn’t a fucking whore we would probably be married with kids right now.
 
   Instead, I became who I am today. The heartless asshole that couldn’t settle down with a woman if I had to. Do I want that life again? Fuck yeah. Who the hell wouldn’t want to settle down and have a family? That is the ultimate goal in life isn’t it?
 
   “What the fuck is your problem?” Torch, one of the brothers drops on the couch next to me. Glancing over I pull the joint out of his mouth and bring to my lips, inhaling slowly.
 
   Passing it back to him, I blow out the smoke.
 
   “Daydreamin’ motherfucker. It’s what I do.” Torch chuckles before I motion to the chick at the bar for a beer.
 
   “You in on that run this weekend?” Cocking my head to side I glare at him. He knows damn good and well I am.
 
   “Who the fuck you think is on it?” Smiling slightly he nods his head. I am the new go-to guy. I know it used to be Creed and Tank but now that they run this shit, the honor goes to me. I love it though. I love being the enforcer. Relieve a little stress and handle club business. It’s like a fucking bonus for me.
 
   “You think they are runnin’ shit like Creed says? All those girls outta country?” Nodding my head, I look back over at Torch.
 
   “The Dusts’ are a lot of things brother. Orderly and proper ain’t one of them. Anything they can pass off for cash they will. You better believe when this shit cracks open, a shit ton is goin’ to come rainin’ down.” If there’s one thing I learned from riding Nomad, when it rains it more than fucking pours. It’s a God damn hurricane that will sweep up and wash away more than you know.
 
   “Heard Tank might know of a few girls that are missin’ up north.” Jerking my head around to look at him, this is news to me.
 
   “Yeah? Where’d you hear that?” Torch is a good guy but he isn’t always the brightest one, if you know what I mean. Too many years on that meth will kill off brain cells.
 
   “Joey. I guess Bella knew a couple girls from school that have gone MIA. Can’t say it’s all truth.” Nodding my head, he’s right. We can’t say it’s truth without proof.
 
   “I’m goin’ to holler at Creed and see what the plan is for the weekend.” Pushing myself up, I lean back down snatching the joint from his mouth again.
 
   “Real nice motherfucker.” Smirking at Torch, I puff on the joint as I make my way around the room. So many chasers have been in here lately it’s like a giant fucking whore house.
 
   Making my way up the stairs, I see Jada, Creed’s old lady coming out of his office.
 
   “Hey darlin’. Your man in?” Jada smiles up at me with her perfect little smile before I lean in kissing her cheek.
 
   “Yeah, he’s in there. You doing ok, Ryker?” Standing back up, I nod as I rub her little belly.
 
   “How’s junior?” Jada laughs before slapping at me.
 
   “Junior is not a girl’s name. And she’s fine. Kicks the piss out of my bladder but she’s healthy and that’s what matters.” With another quick nod, Jada walks off as I smile. She is really a good girl. Keeps that son of bitch grounded, that’s for sure.
 
   Pushing the door open I walk in and holler for Creed.
 
   “Hey pres. Get your hand off your dick brother.” Walking over towards the desk, Creed sits with his head in his hands.
 
   “You know what the fuck a baby needs with a God damn wardrobe? It’s a baby!” Chuckling, I sit in the chair across from him.
 
   “No, I sure as shit don’t. Maybe it’s some kind of girly shit.” Creed huffs as he shakes his head. 
 
   “How much longer till we meet junior?” Creed’s eyes come to rest on mine as a smile takes over his face.
 
   “Three more months’ brother. I don’t know if I’m ready for that shit. I can barely take care of my damn self.” Creed runs his hand through his hair as I laugh.
 
   “Shit. If Tank’s big ass can handle Bella, you can handle a baby.” Nodding, he laughs.
 
   “Guess that’s true. What’s goin’ on?”  Blowing out a breath, it’s time to get down to business.
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 4
 
   “I was talkin’ to Torch a little while ago. He said Joey heard that a few of those missin’ girls up north went to school with Bella. I ain’t heard shit so I wanted to check in.” Creed scrubs his hand across his face as he looks up at me.
 
   “I heard a few things too. I didn’t want to bring it up with Tank until I knew for sure. The run this weekend is more to just scout. I know we have to meet up with the Dusts’ but I need someone to get inside and see what’s what.” His eyes burn into me. I know what he’s asking me and shit, I'm all in.
 
   “You know I got this. I’ll go in. Besides I got a little pull with some of the guys. They ain’t all down with Stone’s shit.” I watch Creed nod. He knows that just as well as I do, he just doesn’t know the people I do.
 
   “I’ll make some calls and see what I get. Either way I’ll get in there.” Creed chuckles before looking back at me.
 
   “You sound like me when I first got here brother. I took on the fuckin’ world and didn’t give a shit.” I nod my head since I know the stories. 
 
   “Heard that! The only difference is I don’t have the happily ever after like you.” With that I push up out of the chair and head towards the door.
 
   “You can brother. Just let that shit happen if it wants to happen.” With a smile I turn to look at him again. Words from the wise.
 
   “Where you think I can find one of those girls like yours? Red sure as shit isn’t the old lady type.” Pulling a cigarette out and lighting it up Creed laughs.
 
   “You don’t want one like Jada. That girl has my dick in her hands at any given moment.” Chuckling, I walk out of the room. That shit I already knew. Jada has had him by the balls since day one.
 
   Heading back out in the main room, I spot Bella over near the bar. I decide I need to have a little chat with her about these friends of hers.
 
   I stalk my way over towards her and laugh when I see Joey all amped up. He stands in front of her like he’s her body guard.
 
   “What the fuck are you tryin’ to do?” Stepping up in front of him I try hard to control my laughter. He looks like a God damn fool.
 
   “She doesn’t feel like talkin’ brother. I told her I’d I keep you guys away.” I can’t stop it now; the laughter erupts out of me. What am I supposed to do? The kid has lost his God damn mind.
 
   “Get the fuck out of the way brother. This is family business.” Brushing him to the side I walk past him and straight towards Bella when I feel someone’s hands on me.
 
   That might be a mistake at the moment.
 
   “You better have a good God damn reason to put your hands on me.” The growl that escapes me should have warned him off but I think he truly wants to have a little fight here.
 
   “She doesn’t wanna do this shit brother.” Turning around to face Joey, my hands clench at my sides. I never hit a brother before but this little son of a bitch just might turn out to be the first.
 
   “This is club business. You’re a club member. I don’t give a fuck who you’re fuckin’ around here either, we got business.” A small hand lands on my shoulder before I look back over and see Bella.
 
   “He was just doing what I asked. It’s fine, Joey.”  With a slight huff Joey walks away as I turn my attention to Bella.
 
   “What the hell’d you do to that kid, sweetheart? He went ahead and grew a pair.” Bella smiles as she makes her way back to the chair she was sitting in, I follow behind her.
 
   “He’s a good guy if you guys would give him a chance.” I sit across from Bella as she chews on a piece of candy. I narrow my eyes at her before I talk.
 
   “Why haven’t you talked to your dad?” Bella looks up at me with her eyes wide. “You know what I’m askin’ you.” I know she’s afraid and doesn’t want to talk about it.
 
   “Dad would flip out if I said anything to him, Ryker. Uncle Creed too. You know how they are.” Nodding my head, I do have to agree with her there. They would lose their shit.
 
   “I heard that two of the girls I went to school with went missing. Deb and Cassidy. Nobody knows what happened to them. A guy we met when I was with my mom used to talk about grabbing up high school girls. All I know is that he rolled with Shifters’ back then. I don’t know anything else, Ryker.” Looking into her eyes I know she’s telling me the truth. 
 
   “You tell me if you think of somethin’ else yeah? I don’t want your dad losin’ his shit over this.” Bella smiles before I stand and look down at her.
 
   “I mean it.” Bella nods as I walk away stopping at the bar to grab a beer.
 
   “I don’t appreciate that shit, Ryker.” Glancing over at Joey, I want to slap the little shit but I get where he’s coming from.
 
   “I needed the information for the club. I didn’t want her dad to get in her shit. It’s respectable though.” Lighting up a cigarette I glance over at him.
 
   “I appreciate that.” I give him a slight nod before I walk to the back. He’s damn lucky that’s all he got.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 5
 
   I wonder what life would be like if I was still with Beth? My mind likes to wander and it always seems to end up with the, what if’s. 
 
   “Get your head out of your ass brother.” Looking up Torch holds a bottle of beer out to me which I take. 
 
   Taking a long pull from the bottle, I look around the room for Red. 
 
   “What’s goin’ on?” Torch drops onto the seat next to me. Scrubbing my hand over my face, I look over at him.
 
   “Just life brother. Tryin’ to get my head ready for this run.” Torch nods lighting up a cigarette before passing me one.
 
   “Yeah, I hope that shit runs right. You ever been in that house?” Shaking my head, that’s one place I didn’t need to be. I’ve been around a few of the guys up there but never the ones we’re looking at.
 
   “Nope. I heard it was a shithole but I never knew they were runnin’ girls in it. Back then it was the stash house.” Blowing out the smoke that’s in my mouth I lay my head back. I can’t imagine the kind of hell those girls are living in if that’s what it’s being used for. It was hell when I heard about it.
 
   “I guess we’ll be findin’ out soon enough yeah?” Glaring over at Torch he nods. None of us are feeling this run. There’s always that sense of unease that lingers in the back of your mind that shit could go wrong. I’ve been on enough runs in my life to see it and be in it firsthand.
 
   “I’m goin’ to find Red.” I need to handle some shit before we ride. Standing from the couch I make my way around the main room leaving Torch in the corner. 
 
   Spotting her across the room, I make a straight line towards her.
 
   “Hey darlin’. I got a tough run comin’ up. I plan to fuck you harder than you have ever been fucked. Get that sweet ass to the room.” Red licks her lips as a little black haired girl looks me up and down.
 
   “I would but I have my girl today. Unless you think you can handle two.” The way she looks at me right now, I could handle a whole lot more than that.
 
   “The real question is can you both handle me?” The way the little black haired girl’s eyes light up, she wants to give it a try.
 
   “What’s your name sweetheart?” Looking her up and down, I like that little leather skirt she has on. It would look better wrapped around my head, but that will come soon enough.
 
   “Amber.” Moving in closer, I run my fingertips over the exposed patch of skin on her stomach. Amber sucks in a breath as I smile. I knew she was into it.
 
   With a quick nod, the ladies trail behind me giggling and whispering as they follow me down the hallway.
 
   Shoving the door to my room open, I usher the girls in, watching their asses as they sway in front of me. Shit, my dick is rock hard and ready for this shit.
 
   “Get naked.” Shrugging out of my cut, I toss it on the table before looking over at the girls. Red is already in basically nothing but her heels. Amber looks a little shyer, now that we’re in the room and the game is on.
 
   “I don't force shit on anyone. You ain't in, you need to roll out.” Red’s head snaps over to her friend as I finish taking my clothes off. I don't give a shit if Amber walks; I’m still fucking Red like a fucking maniac.
 
   Once I’m completely naked, I walk over to the bed and take a seat as Red moves towards me.
 
   “What do you want me to do?” Red stands in front of me in only her heels as my dick hardens even more.
 
   “I want you on your knees over there.” Red’s eyes blaze to life as she does as she’s told. Moving my gaze to the now naked Amber, I motion for her to come to me which she does. I can’t stop the smile on my face when she follows directions.
 
   “Fuck darlin’. You look sexy as hell like this.” Running my hands up her thighs I can feel her quiver. 
 
   “God damn.” Growling, I lean in kissing her soft stomach before her hands come down to my head. Her soft strokes make me groan as her nails skim over my scalp.
 
   “Shit girl.” Running my fingers between her legs, she is soaking wet for me. Pushing her back slightly, I drop to my knees in front of her. 
 
   “Spread it wide for me darlin’.” Tickling my fingers against the inside of her thighs, she spreads her legs. My dick jumps at the sight in front of me. 
 
   Leaning in, I drag my tongue through that sweet slickness as Amber’s hands clamp into my hair.
 
   “Oh God!” Her little whines make me go that much deeper. I lick at her before gazing over at Red who has her hand between her legs getting herself off while she watches.
 
   “That’s enough of that shit.” Grunting, her eyes pop open as I slide a finger inside of Amber. The tightness I feel inside of her is mind-blowing. Red watches me and I can see the want in her eyes. She is horny as hell right now.
 
   Pulling my fingers out of this girl quickly I stand up yanking her against me.
 
   “That has to be the sweetest thing I’ve ever tasted.” Running my tongue across her lips I don’t miss the moan that escapes her.
 
   “Get on the bed. Hands and knees.” Amber moves quickly as Red eyes me from across the room.
 
   “Crawl over here. Make it all fuckin’ sexy.” Amber’s on hands and knees as I walk around the bed to get into position behind her. Red is crawling across the floor looking hot as hell before she stops at the edge of the bed.
 
   “You two are a nice fuckin’ package.” Slapping Amber’s ass hard, she yelps as I run my dick up and down her ass.
 
   “Get up here. Spread your fuckin’ legs for her.” Watching Red climb up and open her legs wide before I slam Amber’s face in her pussy and that sets me off. If I don’t fuck this girl, I’m going to explode.
 
   Slamming into Amber she tries to pull her face out Red’s pussy but I stop moving.
 
   “You stop sweetheart, I stop.” In a harsh tone she understands, I watch her get back to licking. My dick is so damn hard this isn’t going to take long.
 
   Gripping her hips, I slam into her like no one else has. With each thrust I can hear Red screaming too. Little girl must be good with her mouth. We will have to find that out later.
 
   I slam myself so deep inside of her I can’t hold on anymore.
 
   “You ready?” Not that I give a shit, I cum when I want.
 
   A couple more hits inside of her and I lose it.
 
   I cum with a grunt as Red screams out Amber’s name. Shit I have never heard such perfect sounds.
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 6
 
   Walking out to climb on my bike, my heart slams in my chest. There’s always this nerve that strikes right before I’m about to go out on a run. It’s like a sixth sense that something isn’t going to play out the way I think it will.
 
   Torch loads up next to me as I take a deep breath willing those nerves to calm themselves.
 
   “You ok brother?” Grabbing my helmet, I nod before pulling it on. I don’t like this feeling but I’ll be damned if I talk it out with him. 
 
   Sliding my helmet into place, I rev up my bike. The rumble is something that always gives me a high. The way the bike seems to mold to me is something that has always amazed me. It makes me feel at peace within myself.
 
   I know everyone says they love the way the breeze blowing around them feels but that’s not what gets me. It’s the fact that I’m in control of something so deadly. I’ve seen the way a bike can take a life if it isn’t controlled properly. To me, my bike is life. 
 
   If I couldn’t ride, I’d die. I’ve never been the car driving kind. That shit was for the girls and the family type. I guess it’s a good thing that isn’t me.
 
   Rolling along the highway the vibrations rattle through me. My heart soars as I work the road with my bike. The heavy metal machine below me is all that stands between me and my fate. I’ve come to accept that this is my fate. When I die I want it to be doing something I loved, something that meant something to me. This club is the only thing that holds meaning to me. This club is where my life began and sure as hell where it will end.
 
   The ride out to the Dusts’ clubhouse isn’t a long one. They are way too close for my liking but it makes my job a lot easier. Those long runs are ridiculous.
 
   Rolling to a stop, I see the VP of the Dusts’ standing in front of the bar. There’s one person I’d like to see dead but that isn’t my choice. Thank shit for that!
 
   Climbing off my bike I glance over at Torch. He scans the growing crowd of Dust's as they make their way out of the bar.
 
   “Don’t like this shit brother.” With a huff, I have to agree. So many fucking Dusts’ in one spot is never good.
 
   “Me either brother but I know a few. Shit should go smooth as long as Stone isn’t around.” With a quick nod, I see Bone. Bone has been a good friend for a long time. Bone ran Nomad like me. I don’t know the whole story behind the move to the Dusts’ but I heard it wasn’t much of a choice.
 
   “God damn brother. It’s good to see a friendly face.” Pulling me into a hug, I want to laugh but stop myself.
 
   “Friendly? I don’t know about all that. It is good to see you though. How’s shit?”  Pulling back, I notice the look on his face.
 
   “It’s off brother. I don’t like any of this shit. Let’s walk.” With a nod, I follow behind Bone towards what appears to be an old warehouse or some shit.
 
   “What’s with this shit?” Nodding towards the broke down building, Bone looks over his shoulder. 
 
   “Housin’. Look, I don’t like this, Ryker. I fuckin’ told Stone this shit isn’t right. He don’t give one shit as long as money’s rollin’.” Bone scrubs his hand over his face before looking back at me.
 
   “And money’s rollin’?” I need to figure out just how much shit we’re dealing with here. From the look on his face, I just fell into the shit pile.
 
   “$4,000 a head. Special orders are more.” Thoughts run rampant through my mind as we step up to the door. My heart’s slamming in my chest and I already know I'm not going to like what I see.
 
   “Two girls. Deb and Cassidy.” Sliding the photo that Bella gave me out of my pocket I pass it to Bone.
 
   “Shit, brother. I can’t tell them apart anymore. We have a few in here that have been around a while. Most are fairly new though. I couldn’t tell you if they’re in here or not. Stone got a call a while ago on a new one. He’ll be back soon and when he shows, you roll. He knows you’re comin’ but a long stay isn’t wise.” Nodding my head at Bone, I slide the picture back into my pocket as he pulls the door open.
 
   Glancing over at Torch, I sure as hell hope we know what we’re into here. I for one don’t know what’s behind these doors but I have a bad feeling about it. 
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 7
 
   Stepping inside, I can already tell this is going to be worse than I thought it would be. This place is beyond disgusting. It should be fucking condemned.
 
   “What the fuck Bone?” Glancing over at him he shakes his head. I know he isn’t into this shit. He never was like that. 
 
   “I told you brother. I don’t like this shit either. Go ahead up the stairs. I’ll let you know when it’s time to go.” With a quick glance over my shoulder at Bone, I turn to the stairs.
 
   “This is some shit brother.” I don’t even have to answer Torch; this is not some shit I wanted to see.
 
   “Take left, yeah?” Torch nods as I start opening doors. I’m in no way prepared for what I find behind door number one.
 
   Four girls to a room. They all look high as hell as they lie there looking at me. They’re broken. All of them. They lie there damn near naked high out of their minds. They wouldn’t know what the fuck was happening to them at any given time. The worst part, half of them look to be around Bella’s age. My blood boils in my veins as I step back out of the room. 
 
   Spinning around I slam my fists into the wall outside the door when Torch comes out. The man looks like he’s going to be sick. Just the fucking way I feel.
 
   “I can’t do this shit brother! Those are fuckin’ kids!” Torch looks like he’s on fire right now. I know that feeling all too well. My body hums with hate. I want to walk out of here and blow the fucking Dusts’ out of this fucking world.
 
   “FUCK!” Growling Torch runs his hand over his face.
 
   “We have to get through here. Once we’re back at the clubhouse, we need to discuss shit.” Attempting to control my anger isn’t working out for me; I walk to the next room ready for anything.
 
   Room after room it’s all the same. Young girls held against their will and drugged. What the fuck kind of monsters have the Dusts’ turned into?
 
   As much as I want to beat the fuck out of someone right now I need to keep my focus on the task I was sent in to do. Finding those girls may be the key to finding out where this shit started.
 
   Stopping at the last room on my side, I slowly push the door open hoping to God that those girls are in here. 
 
   Stepping inside, I see one girl. She doesn’t look like the others. She appears a little older, not drugged either. In fact, it seems that this girl is a little more taken care of than the others. That sparks my interest as I peek back out of the room. Seeing no one else is out there, I close the door behind me.
 
   Her big blue eyes burn into me as she watches every move I make cautiously.
 
   “What’s your name?” The little smirk on her face intrigues me. Surely she isn’t happy to see me in her room at this time of night.
 
   “Since when do you guys ask names?” I watch the girl stand before starting to pull her shirt over her head. Fuck me that little body of hers is making my dick stir. Shaking my head, there’s no way I can be looking at this girl like that.
 
   “Put your shirt back on. That’s not why I’m here.” Stalking around the tiny room, I take it all in. She has everything a little better than the others.
 
   “Why do you get special treatment?” Bringing my eyes back to hers, she shrugs.
 
   “I’m expensive.” Watching her back herself into the corner the closer I get, she’s nervous. The look in her eyes is setting something off inside of me.
 
   “I can see that. Now I want to know why?” Stepping into her space I can see her breathing pick up. 
 
   The girl swallows hard as I come even closer to her. Reaching my hand out I slide it under her chin before gripping it roughly.
 
   “I don’t know what the fuck you do here or why. I want to know why you are better than the rest?” My tone is low and harsh. I can see the fear that I sparked in her eyes. This wasn’t what I was going for, but I guess whatever works. 
 
   “I was traded, and now I’m being sold. I heard something about a highest bidders list. They keep me better than the rest. I don’t get the drugs or anything like the rest of them.” I can feel her body tremble and I don’t know if it’s because I'm in her space and she’s scared or she thinks I'm about to fuck her like crazy. I can’t lie and say that touching the soft skin of her face isn’t turning me the fuck on, because it is.
 
   “What do you mean traded?” Her breathing is rapid as she licks her lips. Damn her and those lips.
 
   “I mean my family owed the Dusts’ money. They couldn’t pay, I became the payment.” She leans in closer and I swear to fuck I want to lose my mind. 
 
   “What kind of fucked up family did you grow up in darlin’?” Her eyes are burning into my soul. There is something about this girl that isn’t going to be easy to forget.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 8
 
   “The kind that doesn’t care about their kids. The kind that would trade their kid for drugs and guns.” My heart slams in my chest as I try to think of what kind of people would do that.
 
   “Shifters’ MC.”  The words leave her mouth as my hand falls from her face. Taking a step back, my throat tightens. 
 
   “Don’t leave me here. Please.” The mouthy little girl that I walked in on is gone replaced by the broken and used girl that stands before me.
 
   “How old are you?” Watching as the tears pool in those seas of blue my chest tightens. I can’t do this shit.
 
   “Twenty. Please don’t leave me here. Those guys they sell to are horrible. I’ve heard the stories.” She takes a step towards me but I put my hand up to stop her.
 
   When I’m about to speak the door flies open and Bone comes in. Before he can say shit I grab the girl slamming my lips to hers.
 
   “Ten minutes out brother. Time to roll.” Throwing my hand up I hear him close the door behind us. Pulling my mouth from hers is like stealing the air from my lungs.
 
   I let her go as she stands there breathlessly in front of me. Tears stream down her cheeks as I run my hand through my hair. What the hell am I doing? Am I really thinking about getting this girl out of here?
 
   Shaking my head, I turn to head for the door when she screams. I snap my head around to look at her as she slumps onto the floor in tears.
 
   “When does the next shipment of girls go out?” Her head snaps up to look at me before she shakes her head.
 
   “If you won’t help me, I won’t fucking help you.” Taking a step back towards her, I can see the fear in her eyes. 
 
   “I’m lookin’ for two girls that were taken. I need to know when the next fuckin’ shipment goes out.” Narrowing my eyes on her, she pushes herself up. Standing a few feet from me, she wipes at her eyes.
 
   “Fuck you.” The words leave her mouth and so help me that’s exactly what I want to do. I want to bend that sweet little ass of hers over that bed and fuck her until she can’t walk. 
 
   Moving in on her, I reach out grabbing her around the waist as I pin her against the wall.
 
   “You better answer my God damn questions sweetheart if you ever want out of this motherfucker.” With my lips mere inches from her neck, I can feel her body shiver. My breath skates a line over her neck and fuck me if I don’t want to suck that skin into my mouth.
 
   “In two weeks. Please don’t leave me here.” Her tears choke her as she cries. I take a step back and look into those eyes and I’m lost. I don’t know what to say to her. I don’t know how to handle this shit. I do the first thing that pops into my mind.
 
   Reaching up I grab my patch that has my name on it and rip it off my cut.
 
   With it in my hand I reach for hers and pull it open.
 
   “I’m comin’ back for you. I won’t leave you here.” Stuffing my name patch into the palm of her hand, she cries harder. Shit this is the craziest fucking thing I think I’ve ever done. The club is going to have my ass for this shit.
 
   “Hold this for me. I need that shit back so don’t lose it. It’s got my name on it.” Her teary eyes look down at the patch in her hand before looking back up at me.
 
   “Ryker.” Her voice is a whisper as she looks into my eyes. I can’t do this shit. Something in her eyes is breaking me down inside.
 
   “What’s your name darlin’.” Trying to keep my nerves and dick in check, I calm my tone. 
 
   “Jersey.” Nodding my head, I lean in and press my lips gently to hers. I know it’s all kinds of wrong but it soothes me for some stupid reason.
 
   “Don’t lose that. I’m comin’ back for you.” With one last kiss on those little lips, I back up ready to leave.
 
   The door flies open as Bone and Torch come barreling in.
 
   “Need to roll, shit’s gonna get real, fast.” Bone looks between us as Jersey climbs back into her bed, pulling the covers over her.
 
   Something isn’t settling inside of me the way it should. Nodding my head, I turn towards the guys as they file back out of the room.
 
   “Meet you downstairs.” With a quick nod, they head off before I turn back to Jersey.
 
   “I don’t know how long this is gonna take. I need to work shit out in my club. Just know that I’m comin’ back.” Jersey climbs up on her knees as I stand there next to her bed.
 
   “So you will be like a knight in shining armor.” She leans into my chest as I chuckle. 
 
   “Sweetheart, I’m no knight. I’m the devil himself and as soon as I can get you out of here, it won’t be a fairy tale. You’ll be steppin’ through the fiery gates of hell darlin’.” 
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 9
 
   Walking back into the clubhouse after that little trip has my mind spinning like a fucking tornado. The condition that those girls are living in is beyond anything I’ve ever come across. I can’t believe that the Dusts’ have stooped to that.
 
   “Where’s your head at brother?” Tank slaps a hand on my shoulder. After we briefed Creed and Tank, Torch took off to blow off some steam but I planned to just drink this shit out of my head.
 
   “Those girls aren’t much older than Bella, brother. That shit isn’t right. I can’t get past it.” Tank blows out a breath before he scrubs his hand over that bald head of his. 
 
   “I can’t fuckin’ imagine that shit happenin’ to any kid. You know we aren’t lettin’ this shit ride, yeah?” With a quick nod, I drag the beer bottle to my lips taking a long pull. There’s a knot in my chest that won’t go away no matter what I do.
 
   “Ryker, what the fuck else is goin’ on? I can see that mind of yours workin’.”  Taking a joint out of my pocket I light it up as I look over at Tank.
 
   “There’s another girl in there. Twenty years old. Said her family traded her out with the Dusts’. I asked about her family. She’s a fuckin’ Shifter brother. They got in some shit with the Dusts’ and traded their own God damn kid. Who the hell does that shit?” Feeling my anger rise, I smoke the joint hoping that it will relieve some of the pent up anger that threatens to explode within me.
 
   “You shittin’ me? Son of a bitch!” Tank slams his hands down on the bar. I knew this would strike a nerve with him since Bella is his kid and close to the same age. 
 
   “You talked to her?” Nodding my head, Tank chuckles.
 
   “What the fuck?” Glaring over at him, he shakes his head.
 
   “What did you do?” Tank looks at me like I did something. Well, I guess I kind of did.
 
   “I ain’t done shit brother. I wanted to know why she was treated better than the others. She said she’s bein’ sold to the highest bidder.” Shudders roll over my body as I remember that little face so full of fear. Fear for her life. I could see it.
 
   “FUCK! Torch said the other girls are bein’ held at a second house. Think you can get your boy to find that shit? We need to hit that one first.” Shoving back, the stool tips and falls to the floor with a thud. Tank looks at me as I scrub my hands over my face.
 
   “Somethin’ you wanna say Ryker?” Tank stands in front of me now. Swallowing hard, I need to spit this shit out before it turns bad.
 
   “I’m goin’ back for her.” Straightening my back I stand at full height as Tank does the same. This shit could go one of two ways here.
 
   “No. We are hittin’ the other house.” My nerves keep climbing as the anger boils within me. 
 
   “I came here for a home, Tank. I wouldn’t leave your kid in that place and I sure as fuck won’t leave her!” Balling my hands into fists at my side, I’d hate to lose my place in this club when I just got settled in.
 
   “I feel you brother but we can’t just go off the fuckin’ grid here. We need to time this shit. Goin’ out to different spots ain’t happenin’.” Tank shakes his head and I swear I’m about to lose my cut. Nomad status wasn’t all that fucking bad.
 
   “I promised that girl I was comin’ back. I plan to make good on that, one fuckin’ way or the other.” Before Tank can say anything else to me I turn and walk away. I know I will pay for that shit later since he’s the VP but for now I need to walk away before I do something I will regret.
 
   Making my way out the back door, I breathe in the cool night air. 
 
   “Shit hittin’ you too?” Torch passes me the bottle of Jack which I willingly take. With a swallow I savor the burn as it goes down my throat. 
 
   “Bad brother. That girl in the last room. I fuckin’ promised her I was comin’ back. Tank wants to hit the other house when we find it. I can’t leave her there, Torch.” Torch nods before he speaks and the words that leave his mouth hit something deep inside of me.
 
   “My sister was taken when she fourteen. We never saw her again. Whatever you need to get those girls brother, I’m in. Goin’ against the club isn’t on the top of my list but fuck if I’ll leave them like that. I couldn’t do shit for my sister but I can fuck some shit up now.” Glancing over I swear I see a tear falling from Torch’s eye before he stands. 
 
   “You know I got your back yeah?” Torch nods but doesn’t look back over at me. 
 
   “I got you too Ryker. Set that shit up.” Torch walks away, leaving me to think. Being inside of my head isn’t a place you want to be. Hell, I don’t want to be there most times yet here I am lost inside of it.
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 10
 
   Lying in bed, I contemplate my next move. I know what Tank said but I know what I feel inside of me too. I can’t leave that shit the way it is. It’s not just Jersey either. It’s all of them. We need to figure out a way to shut that shit down.
 
   I know prostitution runs through these clubs like the blood in my veins but those are kids. That shit can’t go on.
 
   “We need to talk.” Creed flies through my door without another word. It’s been a few days since that fucking run and I can’t get Jersey’s face out of my mind. It fucks with my head when I’m awake and haunts my God damn dreams when I’m asleep. 
 
   “Thanks for knockin’ motherfucker.” Pushing myself up I sit against the headboard before I grab a cigarette and light it up.
 
   “Got word the girls got moved. No fuckin’ idea where either.” My heart starts to slam in my chest as I listen to him talk. 
 
   “The fuck you mean; you have no idea? Call Flick.” Sitting up straighter now, I look at Creed. 
 
   “Called Bone. Flick took the fuckin’ wrath of Stone when he found out Angel's were in there with the prized one. I looked into that shit you told me. Seems her mother wants her back but they owed too much to the Dusts’. Traded her out for what they owed in guns and drugs. Last Shifters’ heard she was bein’ sold to the highest bidder, like she told you. Talked to Griff’s boys too. She’s high priority brother.” He’s telling me shit that I already knew. Shit that has me awake at night. The same shit that sets my blood on fire, and sends rage throughout my body.
 
   “I’m not leavin’ her, Creed. I promised that girl. She deserves that much.” Creed drops his head scrubbing his hands through his hair before he looks back up at me.
 
   “I talked with Jada. Shit would be risky. Lives are gonna be lost brother. We need to hash this out with the club. We take a vote. If the vote’s a no go we’re out.” Shaking my head, I climb off the bed.
 
   “Not happenin’ Creed. I respect you, you know that but I’m not backin’ down on this one brother. When Jada popped back up you didn’t leave her ass blowin’ in the wind.” Creed blows out a breath before he steps back. I can tell by his whole demeanor that he’s pissed. Guess what, I don’t give a fuck.
 
   “What the fuck is it with her?” Turning my attention to him I shake my head again.
 
   “I don’t know brother. She’s fuckin’ twenty years old. She’s a kid.” Scrubbing my hand over my face, I look back over at him.
 
   “Twenty years old and she’s doin’ somethin’ to you. I don’t need an explanation I just need to know that when shit comes down, you got your head right. She’s young, yeah, but that doesn’t mean shit. She’s broken brother. Been through hell. You ready to handle that shit?” His questions are from his heart, I know it, but that wasn’t part of my plans. 
 
   “Didn’t plan on keepin’ her brother. I just can’t leave her in there.” Creed chuckles, which pisses me off a little. I just felt a connection to her is all. I didn’t plan on marrying the chick. I need to get her out of there and safe. She’s young and deserves more than that.
 
   “You can say that now brother. I just need to know that shit’s handled. I can’t have that shit blowin’ back on us.” I get what he’s saying and I know I need to come up with a plan.
 
   “I got the apartment. I can keep her there.” Creed nods before he lights up a cigarette.
 
   “We vote on it tomorrow. I don’t know what the fuck I’m even tellin’ you for. You got that shit in your head, it won’t change.” Creed heads towards the door as I chuckle. He knows me all too well.
 
   “Hey Creed.” He stops and turns to face me.
 
   “I don’t know why I feel like that brother. I can’t explain this shit. Haven’t felt a connection like this since Beth.” Creed nods before he blows out a ring of smoke.
 
   “I get that. I felt that shit with Jada. There’s no closin’ that shit off brother. You’re older. You’re wiser. If this is the only hell she’s been livin’ in for a while I don’t know how she’s gonna take continuing to live in this lifestyle. Not your choice either but you need to make sure you can handle that shit. I got my own shit to work out, brother.”  I watch Creed leave the room before I head into the bathroom. 
 
   Turning the shower on, I need to wash this shit away. I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing here. I’m risking my boys, my brother’s lives for one girl.
 
   Snuffing out my cigarette I undress and climb in to the steaming water. How can I risk their lives? How can I put my brothers in danger for my own selfishness? How could I have gotten Jersey’s hopes up without thinking it over first?
 
   My whole life has been one complete fuck up after another. In this moment I make the decision to fix that. 
 
   “I’m comin’ back to get you.” Talking to myself I lean into the water letting it roll over me. I’ll get her out of that shit and make sure she’s safe if it’s the last fucking thing I do in my fucked up life.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 11
 
   I wake my ass up earlier than usual with my mind a fucking mess. I feel like I’m trapped inside a damn hurricane and the water never stops falling. My head’s been fucked up for days. I’ve tried hard as hell to get the visions of Jersey to stay the hell away but there is something about that poor girl that haunts me.
 
   Feeling lips wrapped around my dick, I look down to find Amber’s head bobbing up and down. Guess I know what woke me up this time.
 
   “You enjoyin’ that darlin’?” Her eyes shoot to mine but her suction never stops. I must say that Amber can do a hell of a job with her mouth.
 
   “No Red this mornin’? Had enough of that three way?” Her eyes sparkle with pride, like she finally has me all to herself. Shit, I can handle that one on one type shit too. 
 
   I reach down and grab a handful of her hair in my fist as I make her take me deeper. If she wants to play with the big boys all by herself, she needs to learn the game.
 
   “You want me all for yourself right now you better get suckin’.” Growling as she does just as I tell her, my dick gags her. I love seeing a woman gag on my dick. Something about the way her eyes water just a little, sends chills over my body.
 
   Yanking her head back she licks her lips as she looks up at me.
 
   “I think I can play just fine.” Nodding my head, I climb up on my knees and look her in the eyes.
 
   “You think so? Bend the fuck over. You want to play with me sweetheart, you don’t say a word.” Amber climbs quickly onto her hands and knees as I move to the night stand. Grabbing out what I want to play with her sweet ass with, I move behind her.
 
   “Game on darlin’.” I see her body shake. She has no idea what she’s in for. 
 
   Moving around her, I slide the handcuffs around her wrists locking them in place around the headboard. I watch her as she starts to breathe heavily. 
 
   I slide the flogger directly down the center of her back as she arches into it. That I fucking like. A lot.
 
   With a groan, I watch the way her body reacts to the leather tassels that now tickle her ass. She doesn’t know if she’s into this shit or not but she damn well isn’t pulling back now.
 
   Raising it in my hand I slap it across her ass as she screams.
 
   “What the hell!” Amber squeals and not in a good way. 
 
   “I warned you darlin’. Now take what the fuck I give you.” Another slap and I know she’s regretting ever saying the words to me. She can’t handle me alone. Hell, not many women can. I take pride in the way I fuck.
 
   “You didn’t say anything about this shit!” She pulls at the cuffs knowing damn good and well she isn’t going anywhere.
 
   With on last swat across her ass, I reach down and grab the lube. Dripping it down onto her ass, I see the way her body reacts to the chilled liquid.
 
   Gently and sweetly I rub it around before I slip my finger inside of her little tight ass causing her to clench it around me. 
 
   “Damn it! Keep that shit up.” Growling I shove my finger in and out of her before I slip my dick up there next. I can feel Amber tense up before she tries to protest. It isn’t going to work.
 
   “Don’t even!” Yanking at the cuffs, I slide my dick closer to her. 
 
   “Don’t even? What the fuck is that supposed to mean? I warned you.” Shoving my dick deep inside her ass as she screams. 
 
   Gripping her hips, I pick up the pace before reaching for that vibrator. Yeah, I’m into that kind of shit. I love the female body and all the excitement I can arouse in it.
 
   I slide my dick out of her ass before slipping it into that sweet pussy all while she screams and clenches the sheets in her hands. Pounding into her as deep as I can get, I want to feel just how tight she can get around me. I slide the vibrator up to her ass before slipping inside.
 
   “Stop! Ryker, don’t!” With another chuckle I flip the little switch to on. Her screams turn to moans of pleasure as I stick it in deeper. She better enjoy my dick while she can because this is the last time that she’s getting it. She can’t handle this shit and the little, no, stop, shit doesn’t work with me.
 
   Leaning over I thrust inside of her before I reach around and grab her nipple. Tugging and pulling it, her body tightens around me. I bite down on her shoulder right before her orgasm squeezes the shit out of my dick.
 
   “RYKER FUCK!” Oh, that’s what I did baby.
 
   “Yeah. Fuckin’ keep doin’ that.” My dick jerks as I release all that pent up anger inside of her. 
 
   Rocking my hips, I sit back up before pulling the vibrator free and tossing it into the trash next to the bed. I’ll get a new one for the next girl.
 
   I pull my dick free as Amber collapses on the bed before I climb up and uncuff her.
 
   “I didn’t know that would feel so good.” She’s breathless and I think her little comment is funny. I chuckle as I climb off the bed and make my way to the bathroom.
 
   After I clean myself up, I walk back into the room and find her still lying there.
 
   “What the fuck does this look like? This ain’t no extended stay, get the fuck out.” Nodding towards the door I see her smile. Oh Christ help me. She thinks I’m playing. Shaking my head, I grab my jeans and pull them on before I look back over at her.
 
   “I don’t play games. I don’t say things I don’t mean either. Get the fuck up and out. Don’t come back to this room either.” I watch her smile fade as I grab my t-shirt and cut. Fuck, I need to get out of this clubhouse.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 12
 
   Dragging my ass out into the main room, I look around at everyone. This meeting isn’t going to be a fun one by the looks on their faces.
 
   “Oh Christ Ryker! Can you hold him please?” Cher walks over with Griffin sound asleep in her arms. Cher and Tank make some cute ass kids I must say. Griff is a little handful though.
 
   “Sure thing. Give me my nephew.” Reaching out I take his little sleeping body in my arms. I revel at the way he snuggles into me. 
 
   “I’m sorry. One of Tammy’s kids is barfing in the basement.” I wave her off as I look down at the next generation of Fallen Angels’. It amazes me that we all start off so small and innocent. It makes me wonder what the hell happens in our lives to turn us into what we are today. How did we go from this to that?
 
   Creed hollers at us ready for church. I look up and then back to the tiny little bald headed boy and laugh. He looks just like Tank. Same bald ass head too.
 
   Not seeing any of the girls around and knowing Cher doesn’t let any of the Angels’ chasers near him, I head towards the room with Griff.
 
   As I step inside Creed looks over at me as I shrug.
 
   “Doin’ my uncle duties brother.” Creed chuckles as I take my seat with the little man in my arms. I glance over when Tank walks in. He looks at me and down at his son.
 
   “Some kids barfin’ downstairs. He’s good.” Tank looks me in the eyes before smiling down at his son again. For some badass motherfuckers I must say that all the guys around here are the perfect dads.
 
   Creed raises the gavel as I cut my eyes at him. If he makes this baby cry, Cher will have my dick on a platter.
 
   With a quick nod, he looks around the room. 
 
   “You guys all know about the run to the Dusts’. They’re runnin’ girls out of there for sale. Some go to the highest bidder, some just go. Ryker has an in over there. Good guy, wrong club. Can’t fix that shit for him but he wants to help. The girls were moved from the shit hole they were in. Not sure where they are just yet. We got the guys lookin’ into it. We need to make a decision here and now. We’re either all in or we’re all out. If we’re in, we’re in for a war. We’ve taken on challenges before and came out on top. Every war is different though. You know the consequences of what we take on. We vote on it.”  My stomach cramps as I look around the room. The guys seem to be at ease with whatever their decisions are going to be. 
 
   Tank nods over at me knowing that I won’t give up either way the vote goes. Creed goes around the room looking at each one of the brothers as they answer. I don’t want to look at them. I can’t. I know that if this vote goes against me that I’m going to have to ruin my place in this club. I made a promise and I can’t back out of it.
 
   I look down at the sleeping baby in my arms. My chest tightens. Why can’t I have this kind of life? Why am I so fucked up? The demons that haunt the night don’t stand a chance on these little ones. The kids in the club are protected and loved beyond words. Nothing will harm them while we’re around. Why are those girls any different? They shouldn’t have to be.
 
   My turn to vote comes and goes like a breath. The air in the room is thick as Creed stands.
 
   “That’s it. We go in. We can’t rush this shit though. We need to make a plan. We need to know where these girls are goin’ once we get them out. We need to know who we are targetin’ here too. We know the Dusts’ are runnin’ shit but where do the Shifters’ come into play? We need to work on this shit.” I know this little talk is directed at me. I don’t give a shit if I have to haul ass out of this club in a body bag, I’m taken these motherfuckers down. 
 
   Nods all around the table. I see it in their eyes. They want this shit as much as I do. I watch the guys file out of the room as Creed and Torch stay back. 
 
   “You want me to take him?” Tank nods towards little man. 
 
   “Nope. He’s good brother. I’ll return him in a few.” Tank chuckles as he turns and walks out of the room pulling the door closed behind him.
 
   “I know I was rough on you before but I get what you mean. I thought about that shit and I couldn’t leave my woman to that shit either brother.” Creed grabs a bottle of Jack and takes a long pull.
 
   “It’s wrong brother. I just don’t think I could walk away from that shit.” Creed nods his head before looking back over at me.
 
   “You did the right thing. We’ll get them out.”
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 13
 
   “Look at that shit!” Pointing over at the pile of kids that have tackled Joey, I laugh. 
 
   We are having a little cookout tonight before we go out on a recon run. We talked a lot over the last couple of days and Bone has gone out of his way to get us some Intel on where they moved the girls to. From what he has found out they moved them closer to home than we would have thought.
 
   “We got a solid plan formin’, Ryker.” Tank slaps my shoulder before he sits down next to me. 
 
   “I know. I just don’t want to think about how many there were before this. That shit isn’t right.”  I bring the cigarette to my lips taking a long drag. A shiver rolls over my body even with the heat of the night.
 
   “I hear you. You’re really intent on this one brother. I hope it all plays out. We’re gonna have a long fight too.” Scrubbing my hand across my face, I know what he’s risking. 
 
   “I know this shit isn’t ideal for you Tank. I know you have your family now.” Before I can finish what I’m saying Tank puts his hand up stopping me. 
 
   “Look, Ryker. Do I love my family? Fuck yeah I do. I made the decision to join this club many fuckin’ years ago brother. I knew what I was gettin’ into. Havin’ Bella back and now Cher and Griff, I wouldn’t change a thing. I’ll do what I need to do for this club and my family. Shit’s changed since Creed has become president. We’re family and if my kids were in that situation I would sure as fuck want a motherfucker like you to get them out. You’re one us brother. We’re all fuckin’ Fallen Angels’. Once we had it all, and we were on top of the fuckin’ world, then we hit rock bottom. I think this club has come together and grown. This is just one more step.” Sitting back, I take in what Tank just said. He’s right on so many levels. 
 
   He’s been through hell and back. He still respects the club but he’s also a family man. He puts his family first and this club is that family.
 
   “You’re right brother. If I had kids, I’d want them out of that shit. I just don’t want any of you guys gettin’ hurt. You have families.” Grabbing my beer from off the ground in front of me, I take a drink as Tank laughs.
 
   “You talk too much shit, Ryker! Goddamn man. You know better than anyone that we do what we do for our families. You are our fuckin’ family brother. We got this. The plan is comin’ together yeah? We’re doin’ the right thing.” Tank stands and walks away as I watch all the kids play. 
 
   “Thanks for putting your ass out there.” Bella drops in the chair her dad was in moments ago.
 
   “Don’t thank me. I didn’t find your friends.” Bella looks down swallowing hard before looking back over at me.
 
   “I heard there was a girl named Jersey. Is that true?” When her name leaves Bella’s mouth my chest tightens up. I don’t know what it is with that girl or why but that shit is hitting me hard.
 
   “You heard that or Joey opened his mouth?” Bella shrugs but I already know the answer to that.
 
   “God damn. Club business doesn’t stay that way with these new guys huh?” Pulling out a new cigarette I light it up before looking back at Bella.
 
   “I have my ways of getting information.” Watching her wiggle her eyebrows, I cringe.
 
   “Damn it Bella! I don’t need to hear that shit.” Bella giggles but I’m serious. She’s my niece in every sense of the word. 
 
   “So is it true? Did you see Jersey?” Nodding my head, Bella’s hand flies to cover her mouth. She looks like she wants to be sick. What the hell does she know?
 
   “Talk.” I know she knows something. I can see it in her eyes.
 
   “Cassidy was her friend too. Jersey had a shitty life with Shifters’. She was passed around a lot when she was younger. She’s a few years older than me but that girl is an old soul. She’s had to live such a shitty life and now this.” Tears trickle down Bella’s cheeks as I look at her. I reach over and grab her around the shoulders pulling her against me.
 
   “I didn’t know all that. I’m sorry Bella. I’ll get her out of there. I promise you that.” Bella sobs into my shirt as my heart rips open. How the hell did these poor girls end up with such a fucked up start in life?
 
   “I know it might be too late for Deb and Cassidy. I get that they might be gone but Ryker, please get Jersey out. I know the other girls are suffering too but.” She doesn’t finish what she’s saying. The sobs choke her. 
 
   Squeezing her tighter to me I lean into her. 
 
   “I promise Bella. I am goin’ to do whatever the fuck I can for her.” That just seals my fate. I can’t let Bella down too. I made a promise to Jersey, a promise that was just made to Bella also. I won’t let these girls down.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 14
 
   My nerves are running on high alert right now. With Torch, Tank, and Joey next to me, we watch the new location. My heart feels like it might slam through my ribs at any given moment. I’m running on pure fucking adrenalin. 
 
   “Why are the Dusts’ all over this? Where the fuck does the Shifters’ fit in?” Tank is thinking out loud again and I almost laugh. He’s been over this in his head a million times. We all have. We know what the Dusts’ are getting out of it but we don’t know how the Shifters’ play into it.
 
   “Who the fuck is that?” Looking through the binoculars I see someone I’ve never seen before. 
 
   “Look at that motherfuckin’ limo.” Torch chimes in as I watch what’s taking place. All my nerves start to fire off. One after another, my body heats up. This isn’t right. 
 
   “Fuck! They’re after Jersey.” I know it’s true. I can feel it inside of me. My pulse quickens as sweat drips down my back. My body tenses up. I can’t let them take her. I won’t.
 
   “Calm down, brother. We can’t fly up in there with that many guys.” Snapping my head around to look at Joey, I want to snap his fucking neck. Tank sees the look and chuckles before slapping Joey on the shoulder.
 
   “Close it, brother.” Looking back over to the well-dressed asshole that climbed out of the limo, I watch the way he moves. I watch the waistline of his fitted suit looking for a gun. Watching every move that his guys make. This is what I’m good at. I have that fucking eagle eye.
 
   “Two in the car. Two out. No gun in his waist. Two guns on each.” Talking to myself, I say what I see. 
 
   “What the fuck are you doin’?” Torch turns to me with a smile on his face. 
 
   “I’m makin’ my plan motherfucker. I ain’t lettin’ her go. I made a promise to that girl, and Bella. I won’t go back on that shit.” Pushing myself up, I walk towards my bike, pulling my cut off. Zipping my sweatshirt up I reach into the saddle bag pulling my extra guns out and tucking them into my waistband. 
 
   Tank walks over as I adjust my shit. I watch as he does the same. I knew he would have my back. 
 
   I finish getting my gear in order when Joey and Torch step up doing the same.
 
   “Looks like they’ll head out north. Four on five seems fair enough to me. What about the driver?” Joey finally had some kind of rational thoughts. I’m almost proud of that little son of a bitch.
 
   “Flash bang. Startle the driver. Everyone gets out, it’s fair game. We wait until they are far enough from the Dusts’ to not draw their attention. You cover my ass; I go in for Jersey.” No one says a word after that. I know they’re all on board with this. 
 
   Jumping on our bikes we ride down the road far enough from the Dusts’ that they won’t hear a thing. We can’t have them up our asses just yet. This isn’t the ideal plan either but I won’t let them take her. She isn’t theirs to take. Something with the way that sounds hits me in the stomach. 
 
   Parking the bikes out of sight we all climb off ready to make our moves.
 
   “Torch, you and Joey take that side. Those motherfuckers will come out shootin’. Stay low. You see Ryker make a move, cover his ass. I’ll signal you when to toss that flash in. Watch the fuck out for the girl.” Listening to my new VP spouting off instructions just sends my heart soaring. This is what a family is all about. It’s not the blood that runs through your veins. It’s the ones that take chances on you, the ones that have your back when shit goes south. This is my family and I will forever be grateful.
 
   “Move.” Tank nods at Joey and Torch as they race across the street. He pulls his phone out and types out a quick text before I see it light up again. Tank blows out a breath before sliding it back into his pocket.
 
   “Creed’s lockin’ the club down. I know about the apartment but for tonight, it’s lock-down. We can see how things play out after that. We get the girl; we get the fuck home.” Tank looks me in the eyes as he speaks. 
 
   “Got it.” With another quick nod, we get into position. 
 
   I don’t know what’s worse, the anticipation of how things could go wrong or the actual wait. Crouched down in this bush, everything goes still. The night is quiet, to quiet. I never was one for the silence and tonight it makes it an eerie silence. It’s like an inevitable doom lingers overhead. Death and destruction. It’s all there waiting to play out. Whose end is it? Whose death and just how much destruction is coming our way? That’s the real question tonight.
 
   The minutes tick by but I don’t miss a beat. A fucking mosquito flying around my head is just a distraction. Reaching up to smash the little bastard would pull my focus. 
 
   Jersey’s life, for the moment at least, is my focus.
 
   “You ready?” Tank looks over his shoulder at me as we hear the car making its way towards us.
 
   “Damn right I am.” Tank nods before turning to signal Torch and Joey.
 
   “Hope your son-in-law can handle this shit.” Tank glares at me over his shoulder as I smile.
 
    “I’ll pay you back for that one later, motherfucker.” With a quick smile, he turns his attention back to the road.
 
   I listen to the crunch of the rocks as the car makes its way towards us. Mentally counting down to what could be the biggest mistake of my life.
 
   5….4….3….2….1
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 15
 
   The flash blazes to life in front of our eyes as the car comes to an abrupt stop. Just like we knew they would, two guys exit either side. Tank moves up ahead of me spacing us out a few feet. I watch his moves, calculating when he’s going to make the next one.
 
   Funny thing is, in this moment, I feel nothing. No fear, no anxiety. No, in this moment I feel focused and reassured. Maybe it’s because if I’m going down, I’m going down for a reason.  Maybe it’s because I’m a cynical son of a bitch, either way, I’m calm.
 
   I watch as Tank signals me to move down towards the car. I see the guys with their guns drawn as they look for the source of the flash. Just as I start to take a step, shots are fired. They came from the man in front. 
 
   My eyes move methodically as I case where the shots went. When I see return fire from across the road, I know it’s my time to move.
 
   Tank bursts free from the tree line we’ve been hiding in, guns blazing as I move in on the car. I can hear Jersey’s muffled cries as I inch closer. My heart is slamming in my chest but not from fear. It’s her. This is what she makes me feel and I fucking hate every second of it.
 
   Grabbing the back handle I pull the door open. Shots sound off from inside and I know they’re gunning for me. Dropping back, I feel a slight sting at the side of my neck but I need to keep moving. Shots are going off all around me. My focus never falters from the girl in that car though, I can’t let it.
 
   Taking the chance I creep around the car and shoot out the back window. Crouching low, I make my way back to the side with the open door as shots blow out the other side. Easiest trick in the book and the motherfucker fell for it.
 
   I go in ready to blow someone’s fucking head off. My eyes are primed for this moment. Take out the guy, grab the girl. That mantra keeps ringing in my head as I place the barrel of my gun to the back of Mr. Rich asshole’s head.
 
   “Go ahead and take your hands off her.” The low snarl in my voice must strike something in him. The hair gelled wanna be pimp lets go of Jersey as she quickly jumps out of his lap.
 
   “Get by the door and don’t move.” Jersey nods and does as she’s told. Electricity shoots through me when I feel her little hand on my back. She’s shaking like crazy but that feeling still bolts into me.
 
   “You wanna tell me why you’re buyin’ girls from the Dusts’?” The man starts to turn but I press the gun harder to his head.
 
   No more shots can be heard from outside the car. That eerie silence is back, and not in a good way.
 
   “Who the hell are you?” The accent sends shivers across my body. Russian accents are never ones you want to hear.
 
   “I asked first. Play nice now.” Shoving the gun against his head a little harder, he laughs.
 
   “You know who you are messing with yeah? They will find you.” With those last words, I pull the trigger. 
 
   He slumps over with no brains left at all as Jersey screams behind me.
 
   “You good, brother?” Tank’s voice calms the bundle in my stomach as I pull back and climb out of the car dragging Jersey with me. I know she needs attention but this isn’t the time or place.
 
   “Russian mafia, Tank. Son of a bitch!” Screaming louder, Jersey jumps. I can feel her shaking in my grasp but shit just got crazy real fast.
 
   “Figured that much. Get her back to the fuckin’ clubhouse. Take Torch. Me and Joey will light this shit up.” Torch and Joey make their way towards us looking at Jersey before looking back at me.
 
   “You good, brother?” Joey eyes my neck that I’m sure is still bleeding but with the adrenalin that’s flowing through my body, shit I feel nothing.
 
   “Yeah. You?” They both nod as Tank clears his throat.
 
   “Torch, watch his ass on the ride back. Joey, let’s go play a little light the night.” Tank’s laugh is a menacing one. I think the motherfucker is actually having a good God damn time tonight.
 
   “Got it VP.” Torch turns to walk back towards the bikes when I stop Tank.
 
   “Hey VP. Thanks brother.” Tank shoots me a grin before pulling his hoodie off.
 
   “No thanks around here. We’re family. We took care of family business. Get her the fuck home.” Nodding towards Jersey, I smile as I turn around.
 
   I walk up the hill quickly dragging Jersey along. We don’t have time for anything else. Once that car goes up in flames there will be about twenty Dust's flying the fuck up here.
 
   Stopping at my bike I stuff the guns back in the saddle bag before grabbing my helmet. I turn to Jersey to stick it on her head when she looks up at me.
 
   “You came back.” Her words sting my heart. She didn’t think I was coming back for her. I can see it in her eyes.
 
   “I told you I would.” Her eyes fill with tears as I start to slide the helmet on her head. Jersey looks down before I can do it.
 
   “I didn’t lose it.” Holding her hand out to me, I look down and see my name patch in her palm. Reaching for her open hand I close mine around it.
 
   “Hold onto that a little longer, sweetheart.” Her eyes jerk to mine as a small sad smile tugs at her lips. Damn this girl is melting my cold dead heart right now.
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 16
 
   I drive us down the road as I watch out behind me. I heard the explosion of the limo that Tank and Joey lit up which means so did the Dusts’. I’m far enough away that they shouldn’t be a threat to me but Tank and Joey are behind us. 
 
   Jersey’s hands tighten around my waist as my dick throbs in my jeans. If that motherfucker doesn’t calm down, I’m going to fucking blow before we ever make it back to the clubhouse. 
 
   My body’s on high alert just like my mind. This wasn’t the way we had things planned out. We were supposed to scout the area not pull a grab and go. I guess the universe thought otherwise. I can’t say that I mind though. I did get Jersey out and I got to kill some assholes in the process. 
 
   Pulling up to the gates I can see a few guys at the edge with their guns in hand. Creed is all about safety when it comes to this club. We may take some shitty ass runs but when it comes down to it, this has to be one of the safest clubs to be in.
 
   The gates open and I drive up the long driveway as Jersey tightens her grip. I’m sure this girl is scared shitless right now and there isn’t a damn thing I can do about it. This is the hell that I warned her about. 
 
   Parking my bike, I climb off then help Jersey off. I unsnap the helmet and pull it off of her head watching that long silky hair as it cascades around her shoulders. My heart flops around in my chest and my stomach knots up. Here we go again with this shit. 
 
   “You ok?” She nods her head as I grab my cut out of the saddlebag and slide it back on.
 
   “Let’s get inside.” Jersey nods but doesn’t say anything else as we make our way towards the door. Before I can even get us over there, Creed comes flying out.
 
   “You good brother?” His eyes are wild with something I’m not sure about. It could be the fact that I blew the fucking plan to hell or that Tank isn’t back yet. It’s really hard to read Creed when he’s like this.
 
   “I’m ok. Sorry brother.” Creed shakes his head as he looks from me to Jersey.
 
   “And you?” Glancing down at the girl by my side, she looks up at me. It’s almost like she needs to be reassured that it’s ok to speak. I give her a nod before she turns back to Creed.
 
   “I’m ok, I think.” Her little body shakes as Creed nods his head.
 
   “We got the Doc on the way in. He’ll check you over.” Jersey wraps her arms around herself before Creed takes a step towards us.
 
   “You remember when Cher was in shock? She looked as white as her.” Creed leans in closely to me so that Jersey doesn’t hear him.
 
   “I know brother.”
 
   “Get her inside. Tank and Joey should be rollin’ in pretty soon.” With a nod, I wrap my arm around Jersey’s shoulder and lead her inside.
 
   The place is packed with people, kids running wild. Jersey tenses up when all eyes direct to her. I can see the unease as she steps closer into me.
 
   “No one here will hurt you darlin’. That I can promise you. Come on.” Taking a step forward, I can see all the guys with that questioning look. I spot Red before I drag Jersey towards the back, she rushes towards me.
 
   “Oh my God! You’re bleeding baby.” Red raises her hand to my neck before I brush her off.
 
   “Not now. I got shit to do.” I keep walking but I know she’s behind me.
 
   “Let me clean that up.” Her hand lands on the back of my shoulder before Jersey yanks out of my grasp.
 
   “He said no! What the fuck is wrong with you?” I didn’t even notice her spin around but there she is pinning Red to the wall by her throat. Fuck me, now that’s hot! If that doesn’t get your dick hard, nothing will.
 
   “Get the fuck off me!” Red whines but Jersey holds on. I wonder what the hell made her snap like that?
 
   “That’s enough.” Snapping louder than I meant to, Red’s eyes land on mine but Jersey’s grip doesn’t falter.
 
   I wrap my arm around her waist before reaching up with my free hand prying her fingers off her neck.
 
   “Take it easy darlin’.” Whispering near her ear, she reluctantly lets go. A surge of pride hits me in the stomach as I stand here proud as hell of my girl. But she isn’t my girl.
 
   “You’re just going to let her do that to me?” Red reaches up rubbing her neck as I smile and pull Jersey back against me.
 
   “She already done it. Walk away Red. This is club business.” Dragging Jersey down the hallway I push my door open and walk her in.
 
   “What the hell was that about?” Jersey spins around in my arms so quickly I didn’t see it coming. Her lips slam into mine before I can even react. I can’t let her do this though. I can’t.
 
   Wrapping my arms around her waist I jerk her body against mine. Both of us are heated and in the moment but in the back of my mind I know this is just the adrenalin in her taking over. I need to stop this but fuck, she feels amazing in my arms.
 
   “You don’t want this.” Her lips travel a hot line down my neck as my dick nearly rips through these jeans. 
 
   “Oh I want it.” Her hands travel to the top of my jeans as she unbuttons them quickly then shoves them down. My hands find their way to her shirt ripping it over her head. Everything in my mind is telling me to walk the fuck away. That this is going to end badly but the other part of me says it feels so God damn right.
 
   I hate when my dick has a fucking mind of its own.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 17
 
   I look down at Jersey naked on my bed. Her soft skin calling to me like a drug. I need to get my fix if I want to stay in my right mind. Who the hell am I kidding? My right mind hasn’t been right in a long ass time.
 
   “This is a bad idea.” I watch the look in her eyes, and she doesn’t think it is. Fuck me, I know it is though.
 
   Her eyes pin me in place as she slowly yet seductively spreads her legs open for me. She’s showing me every part of herself and I want nothing more than to slide in and ruin her. Ruin her for every other man that comes after me. The thought of that makes my stomach churn. I can’t keep her; she isn’t mine to keep. Or is she?
 
   “Fuck!” The growl that leaves my throat is one of pure lust and want. I can see that glistening wetness that she has laid bare calling me into it. Taking a step towards the bed her eyes never leave mine. She’s searching me, searching my soul. I can feel it. The soul that has long since been discarded and left for dead has a new fire burning in it. One that threatens to ruin everything it touches including her.
 
   Climbing on the end of the bed, I can hear Jersey suck in a breath. I know she’s still watching me but I just can’t look her in the eyes. I’m going to take something from her that she will never get back. I’m going to take away her fear of me. I don’t know how well that sits inside of me but when my dick grazes over that sweet wet pussy, I’m lost.
 
   Leaning over her, I kiss her neck as she tilts her head to the side giving me access. Shit her skin is as soft as a feather. I run my tongue down her neck to her shoulder before I gently bite her. Her body writhes needing to be closer to mine. 
 
   Arching her back, her breasts graze my skin and I can feel that those little rock hard pebbles are ready to be sucked. 
 
   “I don’t usually fuck like this. Nothin’ about me is hearts and flowers.” I press the tip of my dick inside of her as she moans lightly.
 
   “I hate flowers.” Her words make me chuckle but the look in her eyes are real. I should have never looked down into them. Something about her makes me want to give in to her. The hearts, the flowers. Hell, I want to give this girl the sun if she wanted it.
 
   “I can’t take you like that right now. My dick wants more than that.” Jersey wiggles her body against mine trying to get me deeper.
 
   “Then let me give your dick what he wants.” That’s it. Her mouth makes me lose all sense of control.
 
   My hips piston into her like they may never have the chance again. Hell, they may not. I keep trying to make myself stop but she feels way to good.
 
   “God damn!” Grunting as I thrust into her slippery wetness, I want to be lost in this girl.
 
   “Pure fucking heat.” Her teeth graze my neck as I slam into her. She feels it too. Hell, she just said it! That heat that rises between the two of us is something I’ve never felt before.
 
   I wrap my arms around her waist as I sit up, dragging her body with me. Jersey groans as my dick shoves all the way inside of her.
 
   “You feel that sweetheart? That’s all for you.” I lean my head down sucking her nipple into my mouth as her head falls back. Her hips wiggle slightly but the harder I suck, the faster she moves. God damn she is into this.
 
   “Ride me. Fuck me. Take me however you want but you better make it good. You won’t have the control ever again.” I lean back in and bite down on her breast. Her body picks up speed until she’s grinding roughly against me.
 
   “I bet I do.” Fuck me, her pussy is clenched and pulling me in. Her words just ignite something fierce in me. She wants to play and fuck, I want to let her.
 
   “You think you can handle this?” Raising my hips I let her feel every piece of me. Jersey opens her mouth to speak but I thrust in deeper. 
 
   “Oh God!” She screams when I don’t stop. 
 
   “You think God can help you now?” Thrust after thrust I don’t give her the chance to answer. I want her at my fucking mercy like every other woman has been. I don’t give over control easily and she just made it a challenge.
 
   I don’t ease up on her either. I keep it coming until I feel her getting close then I ease it up. Jersey whines, which makes me smile like a fucking lunatic.
 
   “I told you. I’m in control darlin’. You won’t fuckin’ cum until I say you can.” Her head snaps up as her eyes lock with mine. She is silently issuing me a challenge. My dick seems to like that challenge as it jerks inside of her. 
 
   Her breathless body clenches and squeezes around me as she painstakingly slowly raises her body up before slowly coming back down. 
 
   Her eyes don’t leave mine but she can see straight through me. She knows exactly what she’s doing to me right now. 
 
   The way her body hugs mine, I think I just met my fucking match.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 18
 
   Lying in bed, the world spins around me. I look over at Jersey and she is crying in her sleep. My stomach bottoms out as I realize what I did. I did exactly what my dick wanted and not my head.
 
   Tears coat her cheeks causing her hair to stick to her face. I reach over and run my fingers across it and tuck it behind her ear. Her soft wet skin ignites a fire in me. I don’t want it to, but it does.
 
   “I can’t be what you need. I can’t be anything for anyone. I can make sure you’re safe though.” Whispering to her I know she can’t hear me. Her dreams have taken a hold of her and I don’t see them easing up either.
 
   I lie back and grab a cigarette lighting it up as I lean against the headboard. I don’t know what to do next. I know when this lock-down is over she’s going to the fucking apartment where I can’t touch her. She deserves more than what a piece of shit like me can give her.
 
   Blowing out a ring of smoke I look down at her. She seems to be stronger than I gave her credit for. I looked at her like a broken little girl and maybe after the shock wears off she may be. I don’t know how someone could live through what she did and come out stronger. It doesn’t make sense to me.
 
   Jersey stirs as I look back down at her. Those blue eyes of hers open as she gazes sleepily up at me.
 
   “What time is it?” Yawning, I want to shove my dick in her little mouth. 
 
   “Five in the mornin’. Go back to sleep darlin’.” Jersey shakes her head as she pushes herself up, the sheet slipping down her naked body. God damn it! My dick stirs instantly at the sight in front of me.
 
   Jersey doesn’t seem to care that she’s naked but my eyes travel over the little scars that mark her back.
 
   Without thinking about it, my hand reaches out and my fingers run over them. Jersey’s body shudders as I chuckle.
 
   “Who did this to you?” I let my fingers linger a little longer than I should before I pull my hand back.
 
   “Some of the guys that came in there weren’t as nice as you.” Laughing harder now, she slides back keeping a straight face as she settles against the headboard next to me.
 
   “I’m not a nice guy sweetheart.” Jersey huffs out a breath. Damn this little girl has one hell of an attitude on her. If I didn’t already make up my mind to stay the fuck away from her, I would shove my dick back in that sweet little pussy again.
 
   “After what I’ve seen, you are probably the nicest person I’ve ever met.” Reaching over she grabs the cigarette out of my hand before bringing it to her lips. I can’t take my eyes off those lips either. I felt the softness of them.
 
   “Then you must have met some pretty shitty people. Once we get shit settled you’ll be stayin’ at my place. Find you job or whatever the fuck you wanna do. I’ll stay here.” Her head snaps around as she studies my face. As much as I want to drag that body back on top of mine, I can’t.
 
   “What do you mean? You just risked your life for me to leave me?” She looks confused and if I wasn’t in my right mind at the moment I would be too. 
 
   “I shouldn’t have touched you, sweetheart. For that I’m sorry.” Jersey flies out of the bed with my cigarette hanging out of her mouth as she grabs my shirt off the floor. I watch her slide it over her head before stuffing the cigarette back in between those lips.
 
   “I don’t need to wait. Thanks though.” Taking another drag, I think I like this little attitude she has going on.
 
   She snuffs the cigarette out as she grabs her jeans pulling them on. I watch in amazement that she has the balls for this after what happened to her.
 
   A knock on the door pulls my attention away from the crazed girl.
 
   “Yeah!” The door opens as I light up another cigarette when Creed walks in.
 
   “What’s goin’ on?” Looking back and forth between us he chuckles.
 
   “Just chillin’ brother. What’s goin’ on?” Ignoring the stomping little girl, I look at Creed as he raises his eyebrows. 
 
   “We got a little situation. Hey, what the fuck are you doin’?” Looking back at Jersey, she grabs her shirt and panties off the floor.
 
   “I’m leaving.” Creed looks back at me but I just shrug. I don’t know what the lunatic is thinking. Clearly the girl has some kind of mental shit going on right now.
 
   “She lost her God damn mind brother.” Jersey whips her head around to look at me. Pure disgust is written all over her face.
 
   “You told me to go!” Shaking my head, Creed laughs. 
 
   “I warned you brother but shit’s just got crazier. Your parents got word that you aren’t where you’re supposed to be.” Jersey’s eyes widen before she looks at Creed.
 
   “What? Do they know I’m here? They can’t get to me here, right?” I chuckle at that one. Now she’s worried. A minute ago she was running out the God damn door!
 
   “They can’t touch you here if you’re an old lady. So, say hi to your new husband.” I look up to see Creed pointing at me with that fucked up smirk on his face.
 
   Oh fuck that shit!
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 19
 
   “You must of lost your God damn mind brother!” Throwing the blankets off I stand up quickly.
 
   “God damn Ryker! Put some fuckin’ clothes on!” Smiling over at Creed I think it’s funny that he has to stand there while my dick swings free.
 
   “You’re in my room brother. What the fuck is this shit?” Walking towards the closet I grab a pair of sweatpants and pull them on before coming back out.
 
   “Just what the fuck I said! You think I risked my club to throw her back out into that shit? You made that decision Ryker. I warned your ass that shit could get real and this is as real as it can get.” Holding his arms out to make his point I run my hand through my hair. This is the dumbest shit I’ve ever heard.
 
   “Creed, come on brother! I can’t marry that girl.” Pointing over at Jersey, I don’t even look at her. My eyes are trained on Creed.
 
   “Yeah you can and you will. You brought this shit into the club, Ryker. You made it personal, now you need to deal with it.” Creed doesn’t turn away from me either. How the fuck is this even supposed to work anyways?
 
   “What if I don’t want to marry him?” I faintly hear Jersey’s voice but I can’t pull away from Creed.
 
   “This is crazy! What the fuck is that gonna prove? Who the fuck am I provin’ shit to anyways?” Grabbing the old beer off the dresser I take a long drink. Shit, I need more than this shit.
 
   “I don’t think it will work.” Jersey’s voice again. Shit I need a joint.
 
   “Look, the only way the club is gonna to protect her is if she’s your old lady. We don’t fuck women over like most clubs but her family is threatenin’ a whole shit load of trouble if she isn’t married to someone.” Jesus Christ! My mind is a complete fuck!
 
   “Fuck! I didn’t plan on this shit! I thought I’d get her out and let her move on!” Scrubbing my hand over my face I pace the room. 
 
   “Well she’s here now brother. Fuckin’ deal with it. We got the fuckin’ priest comin’ over now.” Shaking my head, I don’t know what the fuck to do here.
 
   “Is that going to work?” Jersey turns towards Creed but now isn’t the time for her to talk. I need to figure this shit out.
 
   “How long do I have to do this shit?” Screaming louder, I keep pacing.
 
   “Fuck if I know! Until we get the other girls cleared out and safe. Get the Dusts’ and Shifters’ off our asses. What the fuck does it matter?!” Creed looks pissed yet amused all at the same time. He would find this funny.
 
   “God damn it!” 
 
   “SHUT THE FUCK UP!” Jersey’s screams pierce my God damn ears. I look over at the same time as Creed. The girl is beyond pissed off right now.
 
   “What the fuck you screamin’ for?” Glaring at her she puts her hands on her hips.
 
   “Do I have a say in this? I don’t want to marry that asshole.” She points at me as she looks Creed in the face.
 
   “No. You don’t have a God damn say in this. Now typically I’m not this much of an asshole but my brother over there made it this way. He wanted you out of that motherfuckin’ house more than the fuckin’ air he breathes. Club got brought into it, now you deal with it. This is a fuckin’ win, win for you darlin’. You have all you need here. You’ll be taken care of and not auctioned off. You’ll have the protection of the club and your family won’t touch you.” Jersey looks down at her hands before Creed reaches in and lifts her chin. My blood boils as I watch his hand on her face. I want to snap that fucker’s wrist right now and I have no fucking idea why.
 
   “You’re safe here. As scary as that son of a bitch right there is, he feels somethin’ or you wouldn’t be here. Look at him, he wants to snap my God damn neck right now.” He thought he was talking quietly but I heard every word he just said.
 
   Jersey turns her face to look at me as the muscles in my jaw clench. He is right though; I want to kick his ass right now.
 
   “Are you sure they can’t get to me?” Turning back to Creed, he nods his head.
 
   “No one can get to you without goin’ through us.” His tone has calmed as he talks to her now. It seems to be what she needs though. I can’t do it. I feel like I’m about to explode.
 
   “Get your ass out here in ten minutes!” Creed snaps at me before turning and leaving the room. Jersey and I stand in an awkward silence as I let this play out in my head. No matter which way I play it, it ends badly.
 
   “I’m sorry I’m making this hard for you.” Looking up I see Jersey’s blue eyes saddened. I don’t like that look on her.
 
   “The only thing you’re makin’ hard is my dick. Everything else is on me.” Scrubbing my hand over my face I see the little smile cross hers. At least I made her smile once.
 
   “I mean it though. You wouldn’t have to deal with any of this if it wasn’t for me.” Jersey looks down again digging in her jean pocket. I set my bottle down and snuff out my cigarette before moving towards her. 
 
   Her hand comes up with my patch in it again. Taking it in my hand I flip it over in my hands as I think this over. She’ll be safe. She will be out of harm’s way, no one buying her. That has to make it worth it right?
 
   Reaching for her hand I slide my name patch back into it.
 
   “Creed’s right, darlin’. Hold onto this a little longer for me, yeah?” Nodding her head, I close her hand around the patch once more.
 
   “God damn it. Let’s go get fuckin’ married.”
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 20
 
   The guys are laughing as the girl’s fuss over Jersey. She seems to be attaching to Cher the easiest. I can see why though. Cher is a sweetheart and a good person. 
 
   I sit at the bar with a line of shot glasses in front of me. What better way to celebrate your fucking marriage than to get wasted.
 
   “You gotta get her a ring brother.” Whipping my head to the side I look at Piper like he’s lost his mind. I see that look in his eyes, the old bastard is enjoying this shit.
 
   “The fuck? This ain’t no long term thing Piper. She don’t need a God damn ring.” Piper chuckles as I throw back another shot. Piper is one of the older brothers here. He’s a good guy with a heart of gold. He’s good with the younger kids and even tutored Bella when she came back.
 
   “You know I’m the wise one yeah? That girl isn’t goin’ anywhere. Get her a ring.” Chuckling I grab the next glass and tip it up.
 
   “You’re crazy as hell brother. That girl ain’t but 20 years old.” Piper looks over at Jersey before looking back at me.
 
   “Yeah, I can see that. You’re old as shit too. That doesn’t mean a thing. You could put a hundred people in a room but the one that holds your soul will find you no matter what. Souls don’t look at age or race. Souls only look for each other.” Piper stands and walks away as I glance over at Jersey.
 
   Is that what she is? Is she the other part of me, of my soul? 
 
   I watch as she smiles a little smile at the girls before it falls and her eyes drift to mine. I can’t pull them away from her either. Our eyes are connected and a fire burns between us. No words are needed.
 
   Jersey smiles slightly at me before Bella bounces over to her. I watch as they talk. Bella is so animated. Her smile tells it all, she’s happy to see the girl she knew about all those years ago.
 
   The girls talk a little more as I throw back a few more shots.
 
   “Hey.” Looking over I see Bella smiling at me. 
 
   “Hey darlin’. You doin’ alright?” She sways slightly or at least that’s how she looks to me. Shit, I could be fairly drunk right now too.
 
   “I am now. Jersey said that she saw Deb and Cassidy. They’re ok. She said they were moved to another house a few weeks ago.” I nod my head. That’s good news right? It has to be after this damn day.
 
   “We’ll find them Bella.” I don’t know what else to say to her. Shit I told her I’d find them once and I didn’t.
 
   “I know. I just wanted to say thank you for pushing the issue with the club. If you didn’t I would have never known if they were alive and Jersey might not be alive right now.” The reality of what she’s saying drives a knife into my stomach. Looking over I can’t stop looking at her. It’s like when I can’t see her, be near her, I’m not at ease.
 
   “I couldn’t leave her there.” The words come out more as a reassurance to myself than for Bella.
 
   “I see how you look at her. Jersey has something about her that pulls people in. Just don’t hurt her Ryker. She has been through more hell than you know.” Bella’s hand lands on my shoulder as I look up at her.
 
   “I’m not gonna hurt her Bella. I’m gonna stay as far away from her as I can. I won’t let shit happen to her but that’s where this shit ends.” Bella giggles making me shake my head.
 
   “What’s that for?” Bella drops on the stool next to me before she speaks.
 
   “I just said I see the way you look at her. You’re not fooling me. You like her. I’m a girl Ryker I know these things.” Chuckling slightly I look at her.
 
   “That’s right. You’re a girl. A child. So is she Bella. I’m too damn old for that girl.” Bella explodes into laughter as I pull out a joint and light it up. Females today are killing me.
 
   “Oh my God Ryker! You aren’t old! Besides, age means nothing.” Oh good God please don’t let her go into one of Piper’s life lessons, I can’t take that right now.
 
   “Bella if you fuckin’ quote Piper I will lose my God damn mind.” Bella laughs before she stands and kisses my cheek, pulling at my beard.
 
   “You really should shave. Maybe you’d look younger.” Bella giggles as I swat at her before she walks away. That damn girl is just like her dad. 
 
   “You gonna be ok with all this?” Tank walks up next to me as I nod.
 
   “Yeah, Bella set my ass straight.” Chuckling I grab another shot and throw it back.
 
   “She has a way with words, yeah?” That’s a fucking understatement.
 
   “She has somethin’ brother. I don’t know how you do that father thing. I don’t think I’m cut out for that shit.” Tank laughs before he turns and walks away. 
 
   I lean my arms against the bar as I watch my new wife smiling like she belongs here. A part of me wishes that she did. I could get used to the feelings I get when I’m near her.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 21
 
   The last three days have been a living hell. Being in the same room with Jersey and not touching her is killing me. My dick practically screams in protest because of what I’m doing to him.
 
   Climbing out of the shower, today is the day. Creed has lifted the lock down and I’m taking Jersey back to the apartment. I’m not sure how any of this is going to work out but I know now that she’s safe and that’s what matters most.
 
   Walking into the bedroom my heart slams into me. I dead stop when I see that sexy ass standing there in nothing but a thong and bra. Why the hell is she making this so damn hard for me? I did save her fucking life didn’t I?
 
   Clearing my throat, I can only hope that she takes the hint and covers up. Yeah, that would be great right? Fuck no. Not for Ryker, that isn’t going to happen. Instead what does she do? She turns the fuck around with those blue eyes as big as the sun and stares at me.
 
   “You should put clothes on.” Nodding at her barely covered body, I know she can see the fucking hard on she’s giving me considering I didn’t wrap a towel around my waist.
 
   “I could say the same to you.” Her eyes travel my body but I don’t make a move to cover myself. Shit, I’m comfortable with every piece of my body.
 
   I walk over towards the dresser and grab out my boxers before pulling them on. I don’t miss the little groan she let out either. She really isn’t going to make this easy for me.
 
   “It’s movin’ day sweetheart. We’ll go pick you up some girly shit on the way home.” Jersey spins around to look at me with her shirt in her hands.
 
   “Home? We’re not staying here?” A new fear rises inside of her. Her hands tremble as she looks at me. Shit! Moving towards her I grab her hands in mine.
 
   “It’s ok. I have an apartment. Creed said people will be watchin’ so we can’t stay here. I’m not given those motherfuckers any extra ammo against us. I won’t let them near you. You’ll be safe with me sweetheart.” Kissing her forehead, she nods. Why the hell did I just do that?
 
   “I feel safe with you.” Something jumps inside of me. I’m glad she feels safe with me. She should have that right. She shouldn’t have to be afraid all the time, not anymore.
 
   “Good. I’m glad.” I give her a small smile before walking over and grabbing the brush off the dresser. I comb through my long hair before slicking it back. Grabbing my jeans and a clean t-shirt I dress quickly before throwing a few things into a bag.
 
   “Will we come back here?” God the way she says “we” like this shit is real just stirs something up inside of me. I scrub my hand over my face before I pull my boots and cut on.
 
   “Yeah. This is my club.” I know I need to be short with her. I need to keep her at arm’s length for this shit to work. 
 
   Grabbing the bag, I head towards the door when someone knocks.
 
   “Yeah!” The door opens slowly when I see Bella’s head pop in. 
 
   “What the hell are you doin’ stickin’ your head in like that?” The girl looks like a complete lunatic.
 
   “I don’t want to see you naked or something!” Her little laughs make me smile as she walks in with a bag.
 
   “You movin’ too?” Winking at her she smiles.
 
   “No. I brought Jersey some things.” Walking towards her Jersey smiles.
 
   “I’ll be out front.” With a quick nod, I head out the door. Blowing out a breath when I get into the hallway, this is going to be hell.
 
   I walk out into the main room and mostly everyone has gone home from the lock down. I’m glad Creed made it mandatory until we figured shit out though.
 
   “You ready to get your wife home?” Piper chuckles as he throws back a shot.
 
   “Ain’t it too early for your old ass to be drinkin’?” Grabbing a beer from behind the bar I snap the cap off and take a drink.
 
   “Looks that way yeah? Fuck, I ain’t drivin’ nowhere. This is home for me brother.” I look at Piper and wonder what he was like when he was younger. I wonder if he ever had a love of his life?
 
   My world was blown to hell when Beth cheated on me. I thought I found my forever in her but that blew back in my face.
 
   Shaking my head, I take another drink of my beer when I see Bella and Jersey walking down the hallway. They’re laughing and Jersey has the biggest smile on her face. She looks so angelic. Her hair drapes around her shoulders as her eyes sparkle.
 
   “Yeah, you ain’t feelin’ shit my ass, motherfucker.” Piper laughs until he chokes. I can’t stop the chuckle that rips through me.
 
   “See. That right there is what you get. Keep that old ass mouth of yours closed Piper.” Taking one last drink I toss the bottle into the trash before heading towards the door.
 
   “You ready?” Looking at Jersey, she nods slowly. She doesn’t know what the hell is going on. Shit, neither do I these days.
 
   “Let’s ride. Bella, tell your dad I’ll call him later.” Bella nods before I lean in and kiss her cheek. Turning towards Jersey I nod towards the door. The girl follows orders well; I guess that’s a good thing. 
 
   Jersey follows me over to the bike before she stands there looking slightly nervous.
 
   Stuffing the bags down in the saddle bags, I grab the helmet I had Joey pick up for her. It’s black like mine with flaming pink skulls. I figured if she was going to riding with me now she needed her own helmet.
 
   “Pink skulls huh?” She smiles up at me holding the helmet in her hands.
 
   “Hell yeah. You are all girly and shit. If you don’t like it, I can get you a different one.” Closing my eyes, I need to listen to myself. When did I become such a pussy?
 
   “No. I love it. Thank you.” Her hand comes to rest on my chest as I suck in a breath. Swallowing hard, I open my eyes before I grab her helmet and slide it on her head then doing the same with mine.
 
   I climb on before Jersey follows. Her little arms wrap around me so naturally. Fuck me! The way her little fingers drag over my stomach, I can’t handle this shit. I reach down and grab her hands holding them tightly against me. If she keeps moving them, I’m bound to fuck her on this bike before we ever get to the apartment.
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 22
 
   Pulling into the parking lot I pull up in front of my apartment. I kill the engine before Jersey untangles her arms from around my waist. Climbing off I have a surreal feeling that surrounds me. I can’t believe that I’m bringing my so called wife in here.
 
   “You ok?” Jersey’s hand comes down on my arm as I look over at her. 
 
   “Yeah, I’m good. It’s just a little strange.” Jersey nods her head and I know this has to be far worse for her than it is for me. Shaking myself out of the state I’m in, I pull the bags out and head towards the door.
 
   “It ain’t much but it’s home. No one knows that I live here so it’s safe.” Jersey follows me inside as I flip on a few lights. I set the bags on the table before hearing her giggle behind me. I spin around to look at her as she looks around the room.
 
   “What’s funny?” Her eyes come up to meet mine. God the heat that radiates from her just knocks the breath out of me.
 
   “I didn’t expect it to be so clean.” Ok, I’ll give her that one. For the most part my room at the club is a fucking mess but in my house, I like to keep things in their place.
 
   “Am I that fuckin’ much of a pig?” Cracking a grin at her, she shakes her head.
 
   “I just didn’t expect a single biker to be this neat.” Chuckling a little I can see what she means by that. 
 
   “Well, I can be a neat freak too. Depends on my mood. I just like knowing my shit is in place.” Grabbing the bags, I head down the hallway towards the bedroom. I didn’t hear Jersey follow behind me but when I put the bags down I feel her hands wrap around my waist. My dick instantly knows her touch but closing my eyes I blow out a breath. I need to stop this with her.
 
   “We can’t keep doin’ this sweetheart. You’re too young for me for one, and I need to make sure you’re safe.” Jersey doesn’t seem to care what I say though as her fingers find their way under my shirt. Shit the fire that explodes on my skin from her touch is hypnotic.
 
   I turn to face her as her fingers slide over my skin like they were made to be there.
 
   “Playin’ with the devil is dangerous darlin’.” Jersey licks her lips and I want to fucking die. I want nothing more than to pull out my bag of toys and fuck the hell out of this girl.
 
   “Danger excites me.” Jesus Christ the things she can do to me with just her words. Shaking my head, she beams up at me.
 
   “You have your whole life ahead of you.” I can’t finish what I’m saying. Her nails drag over my skin and I lose all control again.  There’s nothing left in me. I reach down and rip the front of her shirt open before moving to her jeans. That little voice in the back of my head is on repeat telling me to stop this now. My dick on the other hand, thinks this is the best idea ever.
 
   Turning her I shove her roughly on the bed as she lies there in just her bra and panties. She chews that lip of hers as she eyes me. I make short work of my clothes before I grab my things out of the night stand. Jersey’s eyes never move from mine. There’s a spark of fire in those deep seas of blue. A fire that I’m drawn to like a moth.
 
   “We do this my way.” Leaning down I kiss a path across her stomach as bumps form on her skin. God damn she is sexy.
 
   Making my way up her body I stop to suck and lick at her little taut nipples before coming up to face her.
 
   “We can’t keep doin’ this. You need to get your life back.” Running my tongue over her lips she moves in to grab it with her lips. God damn her!
 
   “You keep saying that.” Sucking my bottom lip into her mouth I groan. Holy shit she has me rock hard.
 
   “This needs to be the last time.” Her eyes dance with mischief as she looks me in the eyes. I see the game she wants to play with me but I need to win. I can’t take away her life. I can’t take away her new found freedom. It isn’t fair to her.
 
   “Put your hands over your head.” Biting her neck, her body arches. Her hands that are wrapped around me trail over my skin before resting above her head.
 
   “Mmmm. Good girl.” Teasing her lips with mine I reach over to grab the handcuffs. I like women to be at my mercy.
 
   Sliding the shiny metal around her wrists I secure them to the headboard as her eyes burn into me.
 
   “Are you scared?” Looking into her eyes, she smiles before licking her lips. 
 
   “Horny doesn’t fit well with scared.”  My breathing kicks up a beat and my dick screams to be inside of her but I want to take my time on her.
 
   “You don’t know what you’re gettin’ into.” With a quick bite of her lip I slide down her body. My fingertips glide over her skin before I grab the vibrator. I don’t switch it on just yet though. I drag it over her clit and up her stomach before grinning at her. 
 
   “You don’t mind if I play a little right?” Her head snaps up and I can see how unsure she is. I don’t know what they did to her when she was locked in that room at the Dusts’ so I don’t want to scare the shit out of her. 
 
   I slide back up her body so that I’m hovering over her as she watches me intently.
 
   “I may be a lot of things. A bastard, a killer, a complete fuckin’ freak in bed but I would never hurt you. Not in a bad way.” Thinking about what I just said, I sound like a complete bitch but I don’t care. I can see the look in her eyes. Someone hurt her, more than just one person hurt her.
 
   She watches my face as my hair hangs around her, tickling her skin. Then the words I never thought I’d hear a woman say leave her lips and I want to melt into her.
 
   “I trust you.”
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 23
 
   “Trust me with your pleasure and safety, nothin’ more.” Her eyes say she understands me. Her body is practically trembling beneath me. Her head comes up, her lips meeting mine before I crush my lips to hers. 
 
   I grind myself against her roughly before I move down her body. I flip on the vibrator and run it between her breasts as her breathing comes quicker. I’ve always loved watching the way a woman’s body comes to life with the simplest of touches. Dragging the vibrator over her nipple, I hear her moan. I circle it there while my other hand comes to rest between her legs.
 
   “Open up for me.” The sound of her breathing just makes me want to play with her a lot more.
 
   Jersey spreads her legs showing me everything I wanted to see. 
 
   “Fuck!” I grunt as I drag my fingers through the wetness. I slide my finger inside of her as her body clenches around it. Damn she wasn’t lying when she said she was horny.
 
   “You feel so good.” Leaning down I suck the skin of her stomach into my mouth as she groans some more. I slowly but purposefully drag the vibrator down her body and in between her legs.
 
   “Let’s see if we can get that little clit of yours ready.” Blowing against her pussy, she wiggles under me. 
 
   “Ryker please.” She arches up as I smile against her. 
 
   “Not yet baby. I’m goin’ to make you cum so many times before my dick’s even inside of you. I want to taste you. I want to drink every drop of you.” Lowering my head between her legs, I slide my tongue over her clit. Her body reacts as she pulls at the cuffs that bind her arms.
 
   I bring the vibrator to her pussy and slide it inside before kicking it up to full blast. 
 
   Working it in and out of her, her body rocks against it. 
 
   “I’m gonna make you cum fast and hard. You ready for it?” Flicking my tongue over her little bundle of nerves I keep the vibrator moving in and out. Pushing a little deeper into her, she loves this. I can see it on her rosy face.
 
   Wrapping my lips around her little clit, I suck it hard. I pump the vibrator into her roughly as I increase the pressure of my suction. Jersey writhes and moans as her body tenses up.
 
   “FUCK! RYKER!” Hearing my name screamed out in pleasure has never turned me on more than it is now as it leaves her lips. I pull the vibrator out as I lick and suck at her swollen body. She tastes so fucking good. 
 
   I lick and suck at her a little more until her body stops shaking. The taste of those sweet juices linger on my lips and I can’t stop the feeling that shoots through my body. God, I want every part of this girl.
 
    I climb up her body as her eyes connect with mine.
 
   “You want my dick now darlin’?” Her head nods and my dick throbs. I reach between us and position myself before slamming into her. Jersey screams but to my surprise she lifts her little hips and wraps her legs around me.
 
   “God damn, Jersey.” Her eyes sparkle before she tips her head back. Her sexy neck is exposed but I can’t stop the motions that I have going right now to kiss it.
 
   The harder I thrust into her the tighter she squeezes me with her legs. I knew she was horny but this is beyond that. This is pure lust and want.
 
   “Jersey!” Her name slides from my mouth like it’s supposed to be there all the time. Her head snaps back to me as I roll my hips.
 
   “If you’re not going to fuck me again, you better fuck me harder than that.” I stop. I dead fucking stop moving. My dick throbs inside of her but I’ve never had a woman talk to me like that. I watch her face hoping she doesn’t change her mind and by the look in her eyes, she isn’t going to.
 
   “That’s what you want?” Lifting her legs over my shoulders I piston down into her. I push her to her limits with my dick buried inside of her. My balls slam against her tight little ass which only heightens everything else. 
 
   The way her lips part slightly as she moans and screams my name does it for me. I thrust into her with so much force she will be sore tomorrow but I don’t care. She wants this and I need it.
 
   “Jersey! Fuck!” My balls tighten as she clenches around me, her orgasm almost snapping me in half. My dick swells and cum shoots deep inside of her. Our bodies are locked onto each other like they have always belonged like this as we ride out the high.
 
   Jersey’s body shudders as she finishes taking what she wants from my body. I don’t care as I gladly give it all to her.
 
   “This is gonna be hell.” Sliding my dick out of her, I uncuff her hands, rubbing her wrists for her.
 
   I drop on the bed next to her burying my face in the pillow before I drift off to sleep.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 24
 
   I roll over and slam my face into something hard. That’s just how I wanted to wake up this morning.
 
   “Son of a bitch.” Grumbling I reach up rubbing my face as I blink my eyes into focus. Looking to see what the hell almost broke my nose, I see that long blonde hair fanned out next to me. 
 
   I’ve been sleeping on the fold out bed on the couch for the last 5 weeks. God knows I can’t be in that bed with her and not fuck her like crazy. Hell, my dick wants to explode just thinking about her. 
 
   Something’s been off with her though the last week. Every morning I wake up and she’s snuggled into the blankets next to me. I’ve drank myself to sleep most nights so I have no clue when she comes out here. Today isn’t any different. I usually get up and go about my business without saying a word to her about it. Some nights I hear her cry, some I never hear her at all.
 
   It’s been a real chore for me to be around her without having my hands all over her or my dick inside of her but I know it’s for the best. The calmness that I feel when she’s around though is something I don’t want to let go of.
 
   Reaching over I brush her hair away from her face as she stirs in her sleep. My heart leaps at every little thing that she does. Her little moans and groans when she’s asleep, the way she snores when she’s overly tired, it all gets to me.
 
   I know I should get out of bed before she wakes up but I just want to look at her a little longer.
 
   Her little blue eyes flutter before they open and lock onto mine. Shit, I knew I should have gotten up.
 
   “Mornin’.” Jersey smiles slightly before the blush creeps up her cheeks.
 
   “Good morning. Sorry, I couldn’t sleep.” She tries to turn her head away from me but I don’t let her. I reach up and pull her face back to look at me.
 
   “Every night?” Jersey pulls her face from mine and climbs up quickly. What the hell just happened here? I watch as she hauls ass into the bedroom before I drop back on the pillow.
 
   “Jesus Christ.” Mumbling to myself, I close my eyes. I know I need to get up and take my ass to the club for church but I’d really like to know what’s running through that head of hers. As good as it’s been having her around there’s a down side too. She’s always so standoffish and mouthy. 
 
   Don’t get me wrong I don’t mind the mouthy part but her whole attitude has changed. I don’t know what’s going on but I intend to find out.
 
   I sit up and scrub my hand over my face as I yawn when I hear soft little moans coming from the bedroom. What the hell is that girl in there doing? I let my nosiness get the best of me. 
 
   Standing up I head towards the bedroom where I find Jersey’s naked body lying on the bed with a vibrator between her legs. I lean against the door frame crossing my arms as I watch her. The way her head’s tipped back, her mouth parted. Jesus Christ, just kill me now.
 
   “Shit!” Her little moans go straight to the south. My dick springs up and stands at attention for that pussy. A snarl escapes my throat as her eyes open and her head turns to focus on me. She doesn’t stop the motions of that vibrator as she looks me in the eyes.
 
   “You like usin’ my shit on yourself?” Grunting, I reach down and grab my dick pulling it out of my boxers as her eyes widen.
 
   “You won’t fuck me. I need it.” Stroking myself I watch that girl do things to her body that I want to be doing. She isn’t making this shit easier on me either. 
 
   Sliding my hand up and down my dick, I watch her.
 
   “What are you thinkin’ about while you’re fuckin’ yourself?” A snarl rips from my throat as I stroke myself harder. Damn it this girl is going to fucking kill me!
 
   “Your dick. How you make me feel when you touch me.” Running the vibrator over her clit my eyes snap to hers. She’s thinking about me while she does this? Why me?
 
   “Yeah? Like when I sucked that little clit into my mouth while I pounded that plastic inside of you? Or when I slammed my dick into until you couldn’t walk?” Her breathing picks up and I can tell by the look on her face that she’s close. God damn her, I want to be the one making her cum like that.
 
   “Your dick, your mouth. All of you!” She raises her hips as her orgasm builds inside of her. She looks so beautiful right now.
 
   When I can’t stand anymore I move quickly to the bed grabbing the vibrator out of her hand tossing it to the floor, replacing it with my mouth. I suck her clit and flick it with my tongue as she grips my hair in her hands. I want to taste her like I’ve never wanted to before. 
 
   Whether I like it or not this girl does things to me. Things beyond my control.
 
   Gripping my dick tighter I fuck us both. Jersey’s body shakes as I feel her explode. My mouth doesn’t let up either. I suck her until she has nothing left inside of her. I want it, I want all of her.
 
   I cum hard blowing it all over the sheet as I lick up what’s left of what she’s giving me. Damn, I don’t think I will ever get used to this. I don’t think I can handle being in this apartment with her much longer either. 
 
   Sliding from my position, I climb off the bed as her legs fall to the mattress. I can’t stop the smile on my face either.
 
   “Gotta get to the clubhouse. Pack a few things we might be stayin’ a few days.”  Jersey looks up at me with that sexy as fuck afterglow and I want to dive right back inside of her.
 
   “Ok.” Like a good little girl, she agrees with whatever I say.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 25
 
   The ride to club was no different than usual. The air is calm, not even a leaf blowing in the breeze. It’s eerie. I never liked the stillness. It means something is off. Something is always off.
 
   Standing next to my bike I close my eyes as I let everything sink in. I can feel it in the air. Something’s about to go down.
 
   “Are you ok, Ryker?” Jersey’s voice pulls me yet again back to reality.
 
   “No. I’m not ok.” I don’t look at her or open my eyes. I stand still letting it all flow through me. Whatever is coming my way is going to be hell, I can feel it. 
 
   I feel that same jolt like I always do when Jersey’s hands come to rest on my chest. Now I open my eyes and look down at her. 
 
   “I need to talk to you.” My eyes travel to her lips, those soft fuckable lips. 
 
   “Yeah? You can always talk to me.” Her eyes are no different than mine as I catch her starring at my lips. As much as I’d love to lay her down on this bike and fuck her I know I can’t.
 
   “Took you long enough!” Tank yells from behind us. I smile before I turn to face him now.
 
   “Oh yeah? I didn’t notice.” I start to walk towards him when little hands pull me back.
 
   “Ryker, I need to talk to you.” Glancing down at her, I can see something’s bothering her.
 
   “Ok. After church though. I need to get inside.” I turn around and walk away from her. Something in my chest constricts and the air is sucked from my lungs. Tank slaps my shoulder as I walk up next to him.
 
   “She ok?” Nodding back towards Jersey I follow his gaze.
 
   “Yeah. She ain’t been sleepin’ good is all.” Jersey stands there like she’s lost or confused. I don’t know what the hell is wrong with her.
 
   “Let’s move darlin’.” Yelling over at her, she turns her head to look at me before she nods. Grabbing her bag she starts to walk towards us.
 
   “How you get her trained like that brother?” Tank chuckles before passing me the cigarette that was hanging from his lips.
 
   “She came that way. I tell her what to do, she does it.” Shrugging he laughs again before she walks up next to us.
 
   “How you doin’ Jersey?” Tank speaks to her in a friendly tone but she doesn’t know how to respond. 
 
   Jersey looks up at me before she looks over at Tank. What the hell does she want? The ok to talk? See, this shit right here is what’s been throwing me off the last week. She isn’t Jersey and I have no fucking idea what’s going on. She has reverted back to that same little scared girl that seeks permission.
 
   “I’m fine. Want me to take this to the room?” With her attention back on me, I nod. Jersey walks in the door leaving Tank and me standing there confused at what the fuck just happened.
 
   “What the hell is that shit?” Pointing to the door I shrug.
 
   “No fuckin’ idea. She’s been like that for a God damn week.” Pulling the door open, I head inside with Tank not far behind me. Heading towards the office I see the other guys filtering in too.
 
   “Is Jersey with you?” Bella jumps at me out of nowhere. Damn that girl!
 
   “Yeah. She’s in the room.” Bella smiles as she starts to walk off. Jada waves at me from across the room before I wave her over.
 
   “How’s junior?” Rubbing her belly when she walks over to me, she hits me.
 
   “Not a junior Ryker! And she’s fine. What’s up?” Jada looks up at me and I know she can see the concern in my eyes. Who the hell couldn’t?
 
   “I need a favor.”
 
   “Anything.” She beams at me as I swallow hard. I hate to throw Jada in the middle of the bullshit but she does know what’s going on so I don’t think it would hurt.
 
   “I need you to talk to Jersey. She’s been off this last week. I don’t know what the fuck is goin’ on in her head but I know it’s not good.” Jada’s smile fades as she looks at me.
 
   “I’ll talk to her. Maybe it’s just all catching up with her. She’s been through a lot.” Wrapping my arm around Jada’s shoulders I pull her in for a hug.
 
   “I know she has. I thought she was doin’ ok though. It’s just been this last week. I don’t know what she has runnin’ through that head of hers. I just wanna know that she’s ok.” Jada wraps her arms around my waist before she pulls back.
 
   “Don’t worry. I’ll see what’s going on and let you know. She’s a sweet girl, I’m sure it’s just stress.” With a quick nod, Jada lets go and walks away as Creed and Joey walk up.
 
   “What’s that about?” Creed nods at Jada as she heads towards the hallway.
 
   “I asked her to talk to Jersey. She’s been off is all.” Creed slaps a hand on my shoulder as he leads me into the office.
 
   “Sorry to hear that. Fuckin’ sucks that this news isn’t gonna help much.”  I drop down in my seat and wait since I already knew this shit was coming. I just don’t know in what form I’ll be fucked this time.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 26
 
   Creed bangs the gavel on the table making everyone shut up. I’m the only one that seems on edge right now and I’m not even sure why. He hasn’t said a word but I know there’s something.
 
   “The Dusts’ have word that we blew that car. Russians want someone’s ass on a stick for that guy that blew with it. They know Jersey wasn’t in that car too. They want what they paid for.” Creed’s eyes travel to me as blood rushes to my head. There is no way in hell that I’m letting them near her.
 
   “We need to come up with somethin’ here, brothers. Blow back on the club ain’t gonna be good. I talked to Richmond over with the Flames’. They are willin’ to roll back up but they have a situation down south they are on right now. That means that we need to come up with somethin’. I don’t know how long we have until they figure out she’s with us. Shifters’ and the Dusts’ both know but apparently they haven’t said anything. That shit doesn’t sit right with me. They’re after somethin’ and I don’t know what. We need to be ready when they flip that info to the Russians.” My heart pounds in my chest. My ears are roaring with rage as my mind jumps around. That girl is mine. She’s mine to protect and mine to keep out of this.
 
   I made the choice to break her out of that hell and now I need to think of a way to get the club out without hurting her.
 
   “We have a little room to breathe. From what I hear, the Dusts’ have some shit goin’ up north that they are handlin’. That gives us a little window to come up with somethin’ before they head home. You think of somethin’, you come to me or Tank. I’m not lockin’ the club down again but I would prefer if you stayed around, that means families too. I get some of you don’t want to or can’t, and that’s fine. This is optional at the moment.” Creed’s eyes move around the table but my body is on fire. I want to kill something or someone.
 
   “That’s it for now.” Creed brings the gavel down as the guys all stand and leave the room. Not me though. My hands are clenched around this table edge so tightly I might break the fucker off.
 
   “It’s not just on you Ryker. We voted on that shit. We have the meet with Bone this week too, about the other girls. We need to keep our shit straight. We got this.” I look up at Creed but I don’t know if I do have this. 
 
   “She’s doin’ shit to me brother. I don’t know what I’m doin’ anymore. I don’t know which God damn way I’m supposed to go.” Creed notices the look on my face before he walks over placing a hand on my shoulder.
 
   “You feel things brother. You can’t change them and if you try to run from them, that shit will fuck with your head. I need your head clear and right for this shit. We are about to come into a shit storm and I need to know we’re on the same page.” Pushing up out of my chair I look him in the eyes.
 
   “I’m always on the same page brother. You don’t need to worry about shit when it comes to business.” Walking past him I get what he means. I need to be level headed to handle the shit with the Dusts’ but drag the Russians in and shit could get bad.
 
   “I know you are.” Creed speaks behind me as I make my way out of the room.
 
   I spot Red across the room and motion her to follow me. Just like I knew she would, she hauls ass in the direction of the rooms.
 
   “Whose room’s open?” Red’s eyes narrow on me but there is no way in hell that I can take her in my room with Jersey in there.
 
   “Trace’s room is free.” She finally speaks up as I push her hurriedly down the hallway. I need to have my dick in something and since Jersey isn’t an option, Red will have to do.
 
   I kick the door closed to Trace’s room before I slam Red against the door. My lips travel her neck but it just feels off.
 
   “Take your clothes off. I need to fuck you now.” The urgency in my voice must spark something in her too. She is naked in record time standing in front of me.
 
   “Turn around and bend over.” Red does as she’s told with her ass sticking out just for me. I walk closer as my jeans drag around my ankles. Gripping her hips I don’t give her any notice before I slam roughly into her. Over and over I push harder. I’m taking out all my fucking frustrations on her pussy but it isn’t the pussy I want.
 
   I pull out of her and slide into her ass instead. Maybe this will feel better than the other.
 
   “Stop!” Red screams but I don’t stop. I hold her hips roughly in my hands pounding inside of her. I need the thoughts of Jersey out of my head. Her face, her lips, her body. I need all of it gone.
 
   “God damn it!” Growling out in frustration I slap her ass roughly as she screams. Before I know what’s going on the door flies open and Joey, Piper, Jada and Jersey come flying into the room.
 
   I let go of Red as she pulls away from me but my eyes are locked on Jersey’s. The look of disgust and hate flash across her face before she runs from the room with her hand over her mouth.
 
   “FUCK!” Screaming at no one in particular I grab my jeans and pull them back up. I run my hand through my hair as I try to think of what the fuck I’m supposed to do now.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 27
 
   I stalk out into the hallway beyond pissed off at myself. What the fuck do I care anyways?
 
   “Nice dick.” Joey the little smart ass says as I walk past him. My nerves are already on edge and he’s just making it worse. I spin around and grab him by the neck before I slam him against the wall. 
 
   “You ever talk to me like that again and I will snap your fuckin’ neck.” Growling in his face, he doesn’t move. The kid is growing some balls finally.
 
   “What the fuck!” Creed’s hands land on my shoulders yanking me back as Joey sucks in the air that I deprived him of.
 
   “What the hell is goin’ on?” Creed rounds on me, standing in my face. My body’s on fire with tension and all I want is to snap on someone. I don’t care who but I need to relieve this somehow.
 
   “Fuck off Creed!” Shoving him in the chest I make my way out the side door and out into the back yard of the club. I need to clear my head but what the fuck can I do now? Stopping at the weight set that sits out here, I grab the weights and start lifting. 
 
   I let my mind wander to other things. Killing, shooting, riding. Anything that isn’t Jersey. 
 
   I lift for a long time as the cool air starts blowing around me. The sky’s dark and full of ominous clouds. I don’t care that rain trickles down on me. I keep lifting until my arms are on fire. My muscles burn with the pain but I can’t stop.
 
   “You can’t keep doin’ this.” Glancing over I see Creed standing there watching me. What the fuck does he know anyway.
 
   “I’m not doin’ shit. That’s the point yeah?” Turning my attention back to what I was doing I will him to go away. No fucking chance of that happening and I know it.
 
   “You have feelins’ for that girl! You’re hurtin’ her, hurtin’ yourself. It’s not worth it, Ryker.” Setting the weights back down I turn my whole body towards him. 
 
   “I can’t be with her Creed. She’s young; she has a life ahead of her. I can’t fuckin’ love anymore. Beth ruined that shit for me. I can’t use that girl as a fuckin’ crutch. What the fuck do you want me to do?” Yelling slightly I run my hand through my hair. Creed looks around before his gaze comes back to mine.
 
   “Loss is somethin’ I understand. I’ve been there Ryker. Losin’ Jada so many years ago turned me into a fuckin’ monster. This club, these people brought me back to who I am. When I found Jada again, fuck, I thought my world would blow up. I was torn in every fuckin’ direction. In my head I knew she was better off away from me but in my heart I knew I couldn’t make it without her. She is the other piece to my fucked up puzzle. It’s hard to let your walls down brother.” I get what he’s saying. I just don’t know anymore if it’s because of what Beth did to me so long ago or if I’m just a complete fucking bastard.
 
   “Don’t you think she deserves to have a life?” Creed shakes his head before he smiles at me.
 
   “Maybe she does. Maybe that life could be with you. Did that ever cross your fucked up mind?” Blowing out a breath I try to think that one through.
 
   “I just don’t know brother.” Creed shakes his head again before walking away. Just like my life, the rain begins to pour down on me. I don’t care though. I walk over and sit on the other weight bench, dropping my head into my hands. 
 
   If Beth wouldn’t have betrayed me would I be happy today? Would we be married with kids living the good life? That’s all I ever really wanted out of my life. Once she ruined that, there was nothing else.
 
   I feel that now familiar warmth as hands come down on my shoulders. I know it’s Jersey. I would know that heat anywhere.
 
   “I can’t do this Jersey. I don’t know how.” Her hands leave me before she moves to stand in front of me. I look up in those eyes of hers and I want nothing more than to make her happy. I want to see her smile. I want to see the joy that she holds inside of her.
 
   “For almost two years I was used. Even before that my parents didn’t want me. When I was traded out for drugs and guns, I thought to myself that no one ever really wanted me. Not my parents, not the club, no one. I’d lie in that fucking bed and cry myself to sleep. When they said I was being sold, I didn’t care. Not at first anyway. The thought of someone paying for me, that meant that they wanted me right? That’s what I told myself. Over and over I tried to make it right in my mind. They day you were there and gave me your patch, I thought I’d die. I didn’t think anything good would come out of you being there. I never thought I would make it out of there alive. When I was a little girl all I wanted was the fairy tale life. What I was given in life wasn’t anywhere near a fairy tale. It was hell. All I ever wanted was to be wanted and loved. I wanted to have a family, one that really loved me and cared what happened to me. I know now, that part was the fairy tale. No one can ever have that, it isn’t reality. I’m sorry I messed up your plans. I just want you to know that I’m thankful that you got me out of there and I’m sorry that I’ve caused so much shit in your life.” As I stare into those eyes and listen to the words she speaks, my mind wanders to new places. Places it shouldn’t go. 
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 28
 
   The rain is coming down in cold icy sheets. The air is wild but I can’t seem to find it inside of me to move. Reality is something I was never very good at. My heart was never something that I wanted to acknowledge but it’s beating inside of me.
 
   I walk around the back of the club like a lunatic. I don’t care, I can’t go in there, not until I have my head right. Jersey said a lot of things that made sense to me before she walked away. I didn’t expect her to even speak to me after seeing me with Red.
 
   As I walk around the side of the building I see her sitting with her back against the brick of the building. She doesn’t see me; she’s curled up into herself. I wouldn’t miss those cries even in all this rain and thunder. Something about her is unmistakable.
 
   I kneel in front of her before pulling her hands away from her face. I startle her slightly before she looks up with her blood shot eyes.
 
   “I don’t know how to love anymore. I’m not sure that I even have it in me. You think that I don’t want you? From the first day I saw you in that shit hole, you ripped a piece of me open. A piece that deserved to stay dead. You’re young and you deserve the chance to be happy and have everything you wanted in life. That’s all still possible for you.” Jersey reaches up and touches my cheek with her hand.
 
   “It’s possible for you too. You don’t give yourself enough credit, Ryker. I get what you mean and I promise I won’t be a bother to you anymore.” Her hand falls and so does my heart. Just when it felt like it was beating again, it’s gone.
 
   Jersey stands wiping at her face before she starts to walk away. Something in me says to go to her, don’t let her walk away but the other parts says it’s better this way. I never was good with figuring out which part to listen to.
 
   When Jersey is out of sight I head in the end door and start towards my room.
 
   “Did you two talk?”  Bella stomps her foot in front of me. If I wasn’t feeling like the biggest piece of shit I would laugh at the way she looks right now.
 
   “Yeah. Why?” She narrows her eyes at me but I’m lost on this one. What the fuck did I miss now?
 
   “So you know? But you don’t look happy.” Scrubbing my hand across my face, I stare at her. What the hell is this girl going on about now? I swear these girls around here are going to kill me!
 
   “Bella what the hell are you talkin’ about now?” Bella rolls her eyes which gets a smile out of me. Hell, help me.
 
   “She didn’t tell you did she?” Her face flames red before her hand comes to cover her mouth.
 
   “Tell me what?” Taking a step closer to her, she shakes her head.
 
   “Oh fuck, fuck. What the hell? Why didn’t she tell you?” Looking at anything but my face I don’t know what the hell this girl is talking about.
 
   “Ok. This is fuckin’ crazy. What didn’t she tell me?” Starting to get pissed off I grab Bella’s shoulders I force her to look at me.
 
   “What Bella? What the fuck didn’t she tell me?” Before Bella can open her mouth I hear Jersey speak behind me.
 
   “I didn’t tell you that I’m pregnant.” Her voice is firm and she sounds so confident. Not the little girl that I found so broken in that room. No she is beyond that.
 
   Letting go of Bella she hurries down the hallway before I turn to look at Jersey. I notice the bag over her shoulder but those words are what hang in the air between us.
 
   “What did you say?” Watching her swallow hard she looks me in the eyes.
 
   “I said, I’m pregnant Ryker.” I stand there stunned by those words. I’m at a loss here. Jersey extends her hand to me as I reach out for it.
 
   She sets my name patch in my hand before she starts to walk past me. I can’t let her go. I can’t lose what I have with her right? Is it to selfish of me to want her? 
 
   Reaching my arm out I stop her. My palm fits against her stomach before I slowly and gently push her back in front of me. My hand rests there as silence hangs between us. 
 
   My heart’s in my throat. I don’t know what to say here. How do I tell her I want her but I’m scared? I’m supposed to be the protector. The one making sure she feels safe but I’m scared to death of what I feel for her.
 
   “It’s ok Ryker. I’m ok with this.” When I don’t speak she tries to walk again but I don’t let her. My hand stays firmly planted on her stomach.
 
   Dropping to my knees in the hallway, I don’t care. I don’t care anymore. I can’t stop the feelings I have for her. I can’t fight it anymore. She’s doing something to me and I can’t let that go.
 
   Jersey looks down at me as I lift the front of her shirt exposing her stomach.
 
   “I made a life?” Dragging my eyes up to meet hers, she nods. Something explodes in my chest. I can’t shake the feelings that flow through me right now.
 
   “Don’t leave me.” The words come out as Jersey’s hands come to rest on my head. She pulls my head into her where I rest it against her stomach. I made a life. Something that I thought would never be an option for me, and here it is. 
 
   Now I need to figure out what to do with that information.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 29
 
   “This is fucked up! Who the hell do they think they’re fuckin’ with?” Running my hand through my hair I pace Creed’s office. The bomb he just dropped on me has me fired up and ready for a war.
 
   “I don’t get it either brother. They traded her out. The Dusts’ know she’s one of us now. We played it by the book and the Russians think it was an outside job. We covered our asses so it looks like she showed up here.” That’s right. The Shifters’ want Jersey back. They are willing to wage a fucking war to get her too. A war that I’m willing to fight for her. 
 
   Three long fucking months have drug by and not a fucking word from anyone until now. I don’t understand what the hell they are trying to do here but I won’t let that shit slide.
 
   The baby cries in Creed’s arms as he walks around with her. I can’t stop the smile that comes to my face. His daughter, Heather is a beautiful cross between him and Jada. She has her daddy’s eyes but her mommy’s looks.
 
   “What the fuck are you smilin’ at?” Creed asks when he catches me watching him.
 
   “Nothin’. She’s beautiful.” Looking down at baby Heather, my heart melts.
 
   “She is. She looks like her mother. Hey, you ready for this?” Creed smiles over at me as I shake my head.
 
   “Don’t know brother. I sure as fuck hope so.” Chuckling, the door opens and Jada comes in. 
 
   “Was she crying?” I smile as I watch her walk over and take Heather out of her daddy’s arms. Jada looks like an Angel holding her the way she does. I must say that all the women in this club have an amazing gift. They are all great people, but they are the most nurturing mothers I have ever seen. I can only hope that Jersey and I can be the same way.
 
   I watch as Jada leaves the room before turning my attention back to Creed.
 
   “What do I do brother?” His eyes jerk to mine and hold there.
 
   “You? Don’t you mean we?” Shaking my head, I’m not letting them go down in this shit with me. I brought this on, it’s my problem.
 
   “You got your kid Creed. I can handle this shit.” Grabbing my beer, I take a long pull as he watches me.
 
   “Oh yeah? You got one too motherfucker. Besides, we’re family. This is our fuckin’ club, our old lady’s. We go in together just like always. We hold off as long as we can yeah?” Nodding my head, there’s no reason to start the war. I know it’s coming though; I can feel it inside of me.
 
   “Yeah, ok. Shit comes down though, I want her dad.” I’ve thought long and hard over the last few months. I’ve watched Jersey cry in her sleep, fight her own demons to live and there is nothing more in this world that I want more than the man that caused it. The man that traded her out to be used and hurt. The asshole that should have loved and protected her.
 
   “You got it. No one touches that son of a bitch.” The smile on Creed’s face would scare the shit out of someone that didn’t know him. It’s menacing and downright scary. He’s been in my shoes before though. He knows what it comes down to.
 
   “Go be with your baby.” Slapping him in the chest he smiles at me.
 
   “I was thinkin’ the other night while I watched Jada feed Heather. We are all some fuckin’ messed up bastards. We all came from shit but we made it here. These women that we have in our lives are like fuckin’ glue brother. Without them we’d fall the fuck apart. I know this club runs outside the law a lot. I want to talk about gettin’ some legit shit in here too for the kids. We need to train a whole new fuckin’ breed of leaders.” With a huge fucking smile on my face, I look over at him.
 
   “’You’re damn right we do. You got my fuckin’ vote on that one.” Creed grips my shoulder as we walk out of the office and into the main room. I look around at all the guys that are my family now. We may not look like much, but we are family like Creed said.
 
   “I’m goin’ to find my old lady.” Slapping Creed on the shoulder, I head down the hallway when I don’t see Jersey out there.
 
   Stopping outside my room I can hear little moans coming from inside. What the hell?
 
   I unlock the door after I try to turn the handle with no luck before shoving the door open. My eyes bug out of my fucking head when I see my woman naked on the bed. 
 
   “God damn darlin’.” Kicking the door closed behind me, I lock it before shrugging out of my cut. I toss it onto the table before I start to strip. Jersey lies there with her favorite vibrator between her legs. Yeah, I turned that girl into a God damn freak.
 
   “You want some help with that?” Her eyes lock onto mine as I make my way closer to her.
 
   “I told you about doin’ that shit without me too.” Grabbing the vibrator out of her hand, I tease her clit with it a little. Her body arches off the bed as little moans of pleasure escape her lips.
 
   “You were taking forever in there.” Jersey whines when I turn the vibrator off and toss it on the bed next to her. She doesn’t need that shit when I’m right here.
 
   My mouth replaces the vibrator as I lick at her soaking wet pussy. I don’t know if it’s because she’s pregnant or I’m just one sick and twisted bastard but she tastes like heaven these days.
 
   Her hands find their way to my hair, tugging it gently. I stroke my tongue up and down before dipping inside of her. She’s already so close I can taste that orgasm on the tip of my tongue.
 
   “Ryker, I need this.” Grinding her pussy against my face, I don’t make her beg. I increase the pressure I put on that little clit as I slide my finger in and out of her until she locks it down around me. With my face buried between her thighs, she releases all that sweetness to me. 
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 30
 
   I lay with my head on Jersey’s stomach feeling my baby move around inside of her. Something that I created lives in her. It amazes me to no end that I made a life. After having taken so many and having mine ripped away from me, I made one.
 
   “Am I hurtin’ you?” I trace my finger over the top of her belly as she runs her hand through my hair. I don’t think I’ve ever felt as relaxed as I do right now. Never in my life to be exact.
 
   “Nope. But if you keep making that baby wiggle, I’m gonna piss myself.” Chuckling against her belly, I turn my head and kiss it before moving to lay next to her. 
 
   “Can you believe that we made that?” My fingers won’t stop tracing over the wiggly bump. I can’t help myself.
 
   “No. I never thought I’d have kids honestly. I didn’t want to screw them up the way I was.” Propping myself up on my elbow I reach over and trace her cheek with my fingers before pulling her to look at me.
 
   “You’re not them. You’re better than that. You can do anything you want darlin’. I’ve never met anyone as strong as you are Jersey.” A tear slides down her cheek before I wipe it away.
 
   “I need to say somethin’ that I never thought I’d say again in my life but I need you to understand a few things too. I never thought I would find someone else. My heart never felt like it would be whole again. I’ve made a lot of mistakes in my days but the one thing I did right was comin’ back for you. There is somethin’ inside of you that amazes me every day. Somethin’ that stole a piece of me that very first time I laid eyes on you. I know I’m not perfect sweetheart, and I never will be but I do know one thing.” Leaning in I brush my lips across hers. The spark that burns between us is always there. Always sparking and ready to catch fire.
 
   “What is it that you know?” Her eyes sparkle as she looks at me. God damn that woman is beautiful. If God ever cared about a son of a bitch like me, it was when he made her.
 
   “I know that you hold my heart. Resistance is useless when it comes to you. I love you, Jersey.” Tears spring to her eyes as the words leave my mouth. I never thought I’d say those words again but it’s true. I love this girl. 
 
   “We’re like a ticking time bomb. We might explode but I will pull you out of the wreckage every God damn time.” Her lips crush mine as I wrap my arms around her. 
 
   There is no better place in the world than in her arms. As much as I protect and look after Jersey, she makes me feel safe too. I could live the rest of my life wrapped up in this girl’s arms and never come out. 
 
   We have been spending a lot of time at the apartment lately but Creed wanted to let me know the information about the Shifters’. As happy and content as I feel right now I know I have to tell her what’s happening before someone else does.
 
   “We need to talk about somethin’.” Jersey snuggles closer to me and I can do nothing more but squeeze her tighter. 
 
   “Do we have to? I’m starving.” Chuckling I kiss her on top of the head before resting my chin there. I hate to do this to her right now but if I don’t someone else will.
 
   “Creed has been watchin’ shit yeah? Shifters’ have been threatenin’ the club. Seems they had a change of heart. They want you back.” Jersey tenses up in my arms as she tries to pull away. That’s not going to happen. I hold her tighter as she wiggles around.
 
   “They can’t do that. They didn’t want me Ryker. What am I going to do?” Jersey cries into my chest as I rub her hair down her back. I knew this would upset her and that’s the last thing I wanted to do.
 
   “You aren’t doin’ anything sweetheart. You’re mine. I’ll do whatever it takes to make you safe. That’s what I've been doin’ since the day I met you. Nothin’ changes.” Jersey pulls back and looks up at me with tears in her eyes.
 
   “I love you, Ryker. I’ve never loved anyone the way I love you.” Pressing my lips to her forehead, I sigh. She means the world to me and if I have to die to keep her safe, that’s what I’ll do.
 
   The door pops open but I don’t let go of her. Bella’s head peeks around the corner as I laugh.
 
   “What the hell is it with you and stickin’ your head in like that?” Bella sticks her tongue out at me before she smiles.
 
   “Daddy ordered food. He said to tell you to let that girl breathe and feed that baby.” Jersey giggles into my chest before she pulls back. 
 
   “Hey Bella. Come in here a minute.” Pushing myself up, I pull Jersey with me. 
 
   “Yeah?” She looks at the two of us with a smile on her face. 
 
   “I wanted to say thank you. You really are a great woman. You made me look at myself in a different way. I appreciate it.” Bella smiles before turning to Jersey.
 
   “He really loves you. I could always see it.” Winking at her, Bella stands and heads towards the door.
 
   “Thank you Bella.” Jersey says before Bella waves over her shoulder.
 
   “So. We need to get out there and feed my baby yeah?” 
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 31
 
   Jersey and I walk out into the main room with my arms wrapped around her from behind. I can’t stop putting my hands on her belly as annoying as it may be for her. I don’t think I will ever get over the fact that we made this baby.
 
   “How nice of you to let her leave the room asshole.” Tank grins up at me as I walk with her the rest of the way to the table. I pull out her chair like a fucking gentleman. Yeah, can you believe that shit?
 
   “Fuck off. She loves bein’ locked in a room with me.” Pulling out the chair next to her I sit while Tank laughs.
 
   “No one wants to be locked in a fuckin’ room with you that long. Fuckin’ or not.” Cher reaches over and slaps him making everyone laugh. 
 
   We all fill our plates and have one of those family dinners I’ve heard so much about but was never interested in coming to. The guys like to have them sometimes but I always knew they were for the families. I can’t believe that now I’m a part of that.
 
   “Shut up motherfuckers. I wanna say somethin’ here.” Piper is at the head of the table and even though he doesn’t have a wife or kids, that’s his rightful place.
 
   We all get quiet as we look up at him.
 
   “This club has been through the fiery pits of hell and has always come out stronger. I’d like to think these boys do all the work but in reality, it is your old lady’s that keep them sane. Not every brother is cut out for that life. Some of us are better left alone. These men that sit next to you ladies aren’t part of that. They need you. They thrive off the love you give them. These brothers have made so much change in this club. I couldn’t be prouder of where we are today. You people are creatin’ and raisin’ the next generation of Fallen Angels’ and I just want to say that you are doin’ us older brothers proud.” We all cheer as Piper sits back down. I reach over and rub my hand across Jersey’s belly again. I don’t give a shit that I do it all the time, hell that’s mine in there.
 
   “Well said Piper. We appreciate you just as much. You’re an original and that means a hell of a lot to us.” Creed raises his glass towards Piper and we all follow. Piper’s a good guy that’s been around since the beginning. I remember hearing stories about him and Sharp. That all seems like a distant memory now.
 
   We all eat and talk just having a good time. The shiver that rolls over my body isn’t a good one, I can feel it. I’ve always had this weird sense of dread when something was going to go wrong. It may not be today but it sure as hell is coming.
 
   Jersey’s hand comes to rest on my arm as I look over at her.
 
   “What is it?” Her face has turned serious as she looks at me. I’ve had enough of the bad shit for one night and I don’t plan on telling her what I feel in this moment. I won’t ruin this good time.
 
   “Nothin’. I just love you is all. You’ve made me so fuckin’ happy and proud. I don’t think anyone will make a better mother than you.” Jersey smiles that heart stopping smile before leaning in and kissing me. The warmth of her spreads through me like a wild fire.
 
   “You mean the world to me. Maybe fairy tales do come true.” Her lips linger near mine as I smile.
 
   “This ain’t no fairy tale darlin’ but I’ll be whatever the hell you want me to be.” The words were meant as a tease to get a reaction out of her but the look on her face tells me she took it to heart.
 
   “I want you to be you, Ryker. The man that found it in his heart to get me out of there. The man that put himself on the line to save me. The man that pisses me off a million times a day but always holds me when I need it. I just want you Ryker.” Her words hit every piece of my heart and soul. This girl holds my world in her hands and she doesn’t even realize it.
 
   “So does that mean I can fuck you like crazy?” Leaning in close to her ear, I whisper. I don’t miss the shiver that shakes her body either. Even pregnant I want to do things to her that she never thought possible. I want to lick every inch of her body.
 
   “Only if I get have my way this time.” Pulling back, I look at the smug look on her face. I’ve warned her about that shit but she still wants to test the waters. I wonder what the hell she wants to do to me? Thinking about that, it might not be so bad.
 
   “I think if you play nicely I just might let you try that out. I’m not sure how long you’ll last darlin’.” Running my tongue across her mouth she parts her lips. Damn it, I want to take her back in that room right now.
 
   “I think I can handle you. The question is can you handle what I want to do to you?” I think my dick just escaped my jeans. The way she’s talking to me right now, I don’t know if I can handle it. She is challenging me in ways I never let a woman but Jersey is different. I love her challenges.
 
   “I think this night is goin’ to get interstin’ yeah?” Jersey’s eyes light up as she smiles. As fast as that sexy girl caught me off guard, she turns back to eat. Lord, I need strength with this one!
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 32
 
   “Piper really cares about you guys.” I watch Jersey as she rubs lotion into her soft skin. My eyes travel over her body like they always do. She looks magnificent even pregnant.
 
   I brought her back home to the apartment after dinner. I don’t want her stuck in the club all the time. She needs space to breathe too.
 
   “He’s a good guy. He’s like a father to most of the guys here. Basically everyone here as had some kind of a shitty past. He helps us all through that shit for the most part.” Jersey doesn’t even have to look at me to know that my eyes are all over her.
 
   “Can I ask you something?” She turns those blue eyes on me and I melt. My heart skips a beat every time she looks at me.
 
   “You know you can ask me anything.” Her smile brightens the room as she walks towards me.  Her little tank top rides up and I can see her little belly showing. I don’t know that I can smile any bigger.
 
   “Why did you try to push me away?” Wrapping my arms around her waist I pull her closer to me, laying my head on her belly before blowing out a breath.
 
   “I thought you were too young to handle this life. I saw you in that room and I wanted nothin’ more than to get you away from it. I don’t know what I saw in your eyes but I knew I wanted it. I was scared to let my guard down though. I lost a love once and I never wanted to feel that hurt again.” Jersey’s hands tangle in my hair as I place a kiss over my baby. 
 
   “I wouldn’t hurt you, Ryker. You mean everything to me.” Looking up into those teary eyes, I want to lose it. I want nothing more than to make her smile. I never want to see anything but happy tears in her eyes.
 
   “I know you wouldn’t darlin’. I know that now, I didn’t know it then though.” Jersey leans down pressing her lips to mine. An unspoken promise flows between us. I promise to love and protect her and she promises to never hurt me. No words are needed in this moment.
 
   Gripping her hair in my hand I want her as close to me as possible. Even then I don’t think it’s enough. Jersey has an unseen hold on me. A chain that wraps around my heart that leads to hers. I don’t ever want that to come apart. 
 
   My phone rings breaking our moment. I don’t mind though because I know there will be many more of these. 
 
   Grabbing my phone, I answer without looking.
 
   “Yeah!” I can hear commotion on the other end before I hear Creed speak.
 
   “Get over here. We have a situation.” Before I can respond, he hangs up. Creed never tries to bother us if it’s late like it is now unless shit is serious. Most things get held off until the next morning.
 
   “Shit!” I let out a growl before I stand. Jersey is already snuggled into the pillow when I look back.
 
   “What happened?” She lifts her head and props up on her elbow. Damn, I can’t get over how perfect this girl is.
 
   “I need to go into the club.” Running my hand through my hair, she smiles up at me. Little tease.
 
   “I will fuck you senseless when I get back.” Jersey giggles as I grab my boots and pull them back on. I really hate this late night shit but there’s really nothing I can do about it.
 
   “I’ll be waiting.” Wiggling her eyebrows as I pull my cut on, I want to spank her ass too. 
 
   I climb on the bed, crawling over towards her as her eyes light up. That fire that’s always there sparks a little more tonight.
 
   “Promise me.” Brushing my lips over hers she looks confused.
 
   “Promise you what?” Another quick peck she pulls back.
 
   “Promise me that you will always be waiting for me.” Her hand runs up into my hair as the other caresses my cheek.
 
   “I promise to always wait for you no matter what.” Chills race over my body. They’re not the good chills either. These are the chills that something’s wrong.
 
   “Me too darlin’. I’ll be home as soon as I can. If you need somethin’ call, and I’ll get someone over here yeah?” Whispering against her lips, I never want to leave her. There’s an overwhelming sense of dread that fills me as I kiss her once more. 
 
   “I’ll be fine. I’m going to sleep.” I watch her lay back down, her hair fanning around her. The most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen lies there and it’s mine. She’s mine.
 
   I tuck her in before my phone rings again. Grabbing it I yank it out.
 
   “FUCK, I’m comin’.” Stuffing it back in my pocket I walk towards the bedroom door. I turn around and lock eyes with my Angel.
 
   “I love you.” 
 
   “I love you too, Ryker.”
 
   “Promise.”
 
   “Promise.” Blowing her a kiss I walk out of the room and towards the door with an overwhelming feeling inside of me. Whatever is going on now, it isn’t going to be good.
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 33
 
   Stepping inside the club house the place is a mess. People are moving around everywhere in full gear. That’s never a good sign.
 
   “ROUND UP!” Creed yells as I snap my head in his direction. Our eyes meet and there it is. The doom I knew was coming.
 
   “Listen up! We called you in here for a reason. Shits goin’ down and we are about to be sucked into it. The Dusts’ made an arrangement with the Russians. Instead of that little light the night episode comin’ back to the Dusts’, it was traced back to us. How the hell that happened, I don’t fuckin’ know. What I do know is the Russians have a little site set up around ten miles East of here. They planned a little light the night of their own on our fuckin’ clubhouse. We move before they move, simple as that.” Creed looks around as I run my hand through my hair. 
 
   Here it comes. My shit storm, the mess I created is blowing back on the club. I knew it would happen.
 
   A hand comes down on my shoulder as my body vibrates with rage. I can’t let the club take the fall for this shit. I did this shit.
 
   “Get the bullshit out now, Ryker. We can’t have your head on half ass when we ride.” Tank looks at me like I’m about to explode. In fact, I feel like I might do just that.
 
   “It was my fuck up, Tank.” Tank let’s go of me as he cracks his knuckles. Scrubbing his hand over his head he looks at me.
 
   “We aren’t doin’ this brother. This is the fuckin’ club! You are the club! She is part of this family too and we protect that!” His screams vibrate through me as everyone turns to look at us. The silence in the room is eerie but I know what I feel.
 
   “I know she is now! She wasn’t then though, I fucked it up!” My nerves are firing off one by one until my body feels like it’s a burning inferno. My hands clench at my sides as Creed walks over to us. All eyes are trained on the three of us.
 
   “I don’t give a fuck if she wasn’t then. She is now. I say we move, we fuckin’ move. Got it?” Creed lowers his voice as he looks at me. A part of me wants to tell him no but I know it wouldn’t do any good so I nod.
 
   “Good. Now we ride. Joey drive the van. In case shit happens, get back to the van. Don’t risk your asses for a bike we can replace. I’m talkin’ to you, Torch.” The guys all chuckle as Torch raises his beer bottle. Out of all of us here that one doesn’t follow directions for shit.
 
   “Let’s ride.” Twirling his finger in the air, the guy’s head towards the door but Creed stops me.
 
   “I know how you feel, Ryker. This is club business though. The Dusts’ are tryin’ to turn them all and this is just one of their games. Let’s win it before they do.”  With a quick nod, Creed nods back. 
 
   We all head out to the bikes as Joey hugs Bella. She has been spending a lot more time here than she used to. I take a minute to send Jersey a text to let her know not to wait up.
 
   “Gonna be a long one. Gotta take a ride. Sleep beautiful.” I don’t have to wait but a second for the reply that has me grinning from ear to ear.
 
   “Already asleep. Love you.”
 
   “Promise.”
 
   “Promise.”
 
   My heart swells a little more. Out of all the shit that I’ve done I think Jersey was the best. I know how we came to be together is all kinds of fucked up but we’re here and I haven’t been happier. That girl makes me smile even when my life feels like it’s going to end. My stomach tells me this night isn’t ending well either but that one little word from her settles something inside of me. Promise.
 
   That’s all I need to make it. Just her sweet little promise.
 
   “You good brother?” Tank hollers over as I slide my helmet into place.
 
   “Yeah. Just makin’ sure my bike’s good. I don’t plan on leavin’ it behind later.” Tank chuckles before adjusting his helmet.
 
   “Cher wants to take Jersey baby shit shoppin’ this weekend. You think she’s up for it?” Laughing at that one, I look back over at him. 
 
   “Hell yeah. That’s all she’s been talkin’ about. Buyin’ some kind of bassinet or some shit. Talkin’ about ruffles and Pampers versus Huggies. Hell, I ain’t even sure what the fuck a Huggie is!” Tank laughs before we hear Creed revving up his bike. I know it’s time to ride and so does Tank.
 
   With a quick nod we all file out in formation. Ten miles isn’t very far but it’s way too close to home. I’m just glad that we got the jump on this shit before they did.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 34
 
   My body is on fire and tensed to the max. My muscles are corded so tightly they may fucking snap. 
 
   We’re all in position as we stake out the surrounding areas of this little shack. As much as I’d like to toss in a gas bomb I know that would attract more unwanted attention than we already have. 
 
   I watch through the binoculars and count out the number of guys I can see. We seem to have them outnumbered which is a fucking good thing. I wonder why they don’t have more guys than this if they planned on coming after us? Hell, they may have been thinking the same thing as me. Light that shit up and walk.
 
   “How many you got, Ryker?” Torch comes over the headset as I keep looking.
 
   “This side has three. Saw at least one inside, guessin’ there’s more.” Listening to the static in the ear piece makes me crazy. I hate using them when we are out but I know we need to. Hell, I’d rather goes balls out screaming in there.
 
   “Got two on South end.” Barry, one of the other guy’s chimes in. That’s at least five. That’s easy enough to take out considering the amount of ammo we have tonight.
 
   “On three we move. Torch and Jimmy, take those two on your end. Ryker, you and Tank got those three. Once we see them hit the ground, Me, Charlie, James and Spoon are goin’ in. Joey you keep eyes out. Barry and Tiny fall back to perimeter.” Creed’s voice leaves the ear piece as I line up the scope of my gun. Hell this right here is what I do, what I’m good at. Sharp shooter my ass, I’m the best shooter there is. I should have taken my ass into the military for this shit.
 
   “What the fuck you smilin’ for?” Tank slaps my arm before I look over at him.
 
   “Cause motherfucker this is what I do. I shoot.” Tank smiles shaking his head before looking back through his own scope. He knows how I am.
 
   Watching the two motherfuckers I plan on taking out, I listen for Creed’s voice.
 
   “1………….2……………3! GO!” Shots sound off all around us. My two guys drop as Tank’s follows. 
 
   “Clear!” Yelling into the headset, I see Creed and his guys moving in. Tank and I follow at a short distance. I keep my eyes moving, I watch the area around us. No way in hell is someone sneaking up on me.
 
   Shots sound off inside the shack as Tank and I come up to the door.
 
   “You good?” Looking at Creed and the others they all nod. Tank and I step in with Jimmy not far behind us. Torch, the fucking lunatic is already in there looking around the area.
 
   Walking in, that dread hits me like a brick in the stomach. I’ve never felt anything like this after I’ve killed someone. This whole feeling is off and doesn’t settle right.
 
   “Son of a bitch!” Creed growls as Tank makes his way over to him. Creed passes him something before all eyes land on me. What the hell did I do now?
 
   “What? What is that?” Tank shakes his head trying to pass the paper back to Creed. This is some bullshit. I stalk over snatching the paper from his hands. 
 
   When I look down, my heart stops beating. What the hell is this?
 
   Stepping closer to the table I brush off the dead guy’s hand and pick up the photos that he was looking through.
 
   “What would they be doin’ with these?” Looking up into the face of my president I want answers. I want to know if they know anything else.
 
   “I don’t know, Ryker.” Tank digs through the rest of the papers as I stand there still. I can’t believe what I’m looking at.
 
   “Motherfuckers!” Tank’s growl rips through the shack but I know he’s found something. Moving quickly, I’m next to him as he leans over one of the dead guys on the floor.
 
   “What? What is it?” Tank drags the back of the guy’s shirt up to reveal the last tattoo I would have expected.
 
   “Shifter’s? What the fuck is this brother?” Taking a step back my mind is a mess. My body is so fucking jittery I can barely stand still. 
 
   Looking from the guy back to the pictures, my heart explodes. There’s no fucking way. They can’t be behind this. Those motherfuckers couldn’t have planned something like this out.
 
   “Tell me this isn’t what it looks like brother.” Pointing at the pictures on the table I look at Creed. 
 
   “Fuck!” Creed flips the table as all the pictures of Jersey flutter to the floor. My stomach is right behind them.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 35
 
   “Calm the fuck down Ryker!” Tank has me pinned against the outside of the shack when Jersey didn’t answer her phone. I’m about to lose my mind and Tank’s going to lose his life if he doesn’t take his hands off me.
 
   “Somethin’ ain’t right! She always answers!” Pushing against his grasp, Creed steps around the corner with Torch on his ass.
 
   “You said she was goin’ to sleep yeah?” Torch looks at me but I want to snap his damn neck.
 
   “She would hear it ring!” Looking to Creed for help, he nods. 
 
   “Let’s ride. Get there as fast as we can. Tank, get back to the club house and call up Griff’s boys. Get them on standby.” Tank releases me and before anyone can move I head towards my bike. This is bullshit. I had that apartment locked the fuck down. Nobody knew I lived there!
 
   They can’t have her. She’s pregnant.
 
   I’m on my bike and flying across town without a worry for myself. At this moment I don’t give a fuck if I wreck or not. My mind is buzzing as I play the scenarios over in my head. None of them end well if I find out anyone’s hurt her. 
 
   Pulling down my road I notice all the fire trucks and police scattered around. What the fuck is this shit?
 
   Climbing off my bike, I leave it in the middle of the road. Rushing up towards the mass of people, I panic.
 
   “Where is she?” Pushing my way through all the people, I don’t see her anywhere. 
 
   “What happened?” Grabbing my neighbor Steve, he looks over at me.
 
   “Shit man. Someone called in a fire. They didn’t find shit.” Shaking my head, I know it. I know they have her.
 
   I push my way through the crowd not giving a shit that the police are hollering at me as I move.
 
   Shoving through the door, I scream for her.
 
   “Jersey! Baby?” Making my way through the apartment, she’s not here. My pulse kicks up as blood roars in my ears. I will kill whoever has her with my bare hands.
 
   “She’s not here?” Creed walks into the bedroom behind me as I run my hand through my hair.
 
   “It’s my fault Creed. I shouldn’t have left her alone.” Tugging at my hair, I knew it was a mistake to leave her by herself but I thought she’d be safe here.
 
   “No it’s not. They planned this shit and we are gonna get her back.” Creed walks over putting his hand on my shoulder but that does little to ease the rage that burns through me. I want blood. I will have blood.
 
   I make my way through the apartment like a fucking crazy man. I turn to every spot I have guns and knives hidden before stuffing them in a duffle bag.
 
   “You aren’t out on your own brother. We plan this.” Creed growls as he makes his way towards me. He better not give me that shit right now.
 
   “Fuck that! They got my old lady Creed! My kid! No, fuck that shit!” Creed’s hands come to land on my shoulders pushing me against the wall.
 
   “She’s pregnant Ryker! We can’t go in guns blazin’! She could get hurt God damn it.” Taking a deep breath, I know he’s right but they have her. 
 
   Nodding my head, I run my hand through my hair before shaking my head. I need to be calm and think this through. Creed’s right, if I go in there all fucking crazy she could get hurt. I can’t have her getting hurt.
 
   “Yeah, we plan it out. You’re right. I can’t have her hurt. We need to move on this though, Creed.” Lowering his hands, Creed watches me.
 
   “Yeah, you’re right. Let’s get back to the clubhouse and get shit rollin’ yeah?” Taking deep breaths trying to keep some sort of peace within myself, I nod.
 
   “Ok. Yeah, let’s get back.” I don’t drop my duffle bag, no, I’m going to have that motherfucker on hand at any given time. My heart slams inside of me as I try to keep myself under control. 
 
   My body vibrates with rage as I think of all the things that could be going on right now. If they hurt her at all I will kill them slowly. I’ll sit and watch the life drain out of their bodies. 
 
   Climbing on my bike, I have to choke down the bile that rises into my throat. All I want right now is to wrap my arms around Jersey and hold her close to me. I want her to yell at me for being a fucking pervert and always wanting sex. I want to hear her giggle when I whisper dirty words into her ear.
 
   As I ride back to the clubhouse Jersey is the only thing that is running through my mind. I just need to get my hands on her, hold her. 
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 36
 
   With a beer in my hand, I pace back and forth around the main room. I haven’t done anything but drink since we came back. In fact, if one more person tells me to calm down, slow down on the drinks, or asking how I am holding up, I may lose my fucking mind.
 
   Creed has been in his office on the phone and Tank has been doing the same in the other office. Every once in a while they’ll come out and give me an update but for the most part no one knows where Jersey is. 
 
   I put in a call to Bone to see if he has any information that he can give me but so far I haven’t heard shit from him. My mind is a complete shit storm and there is nothing I can do about it. I don’t like being in this position. 
 
   I pull out a cigarette and light it up before walking out the side door. I need some air. 
 
   Taking a deep breath of the cool night air, I scrub my hand over my face. What am I going to do if I can’t find her? What if they hurt her, the baby?
 
   The ache in my chest won’t let me breathe. It tightens and becomes an annoyance I can’t seem to get away from. I hear the door open but I don’t look to see who comes out. 
 
   “I’m sorry about Jersey. We’ll find her.” Bella’s little voice comes from behind me as I turn to look at her.
 
   “Thanks sweetheart but I’m not in the mood for talkin’.” Bella giggles slightly before stepping up next to me. I don’t want to hurt this girl’s feelings but I am in no fucking mood to deal with this shit.
 
   “You know she wants the baby to be a boy.” Glancing back over at her, I smile slightly. I didn’t know she was hoping for a boy.
 
   “I didn’t know that.” Taking a long pull from my beer bottle, I look up at the dark night sky. I hope wherever she is that she’s safe.
 
   “Yeah. We talked about it one night. She said she wants him to look just like you. She loves you, Ryker. She’s the best person I know and if I have to go in there to get her out, I will. She deserves to be happy.” I look over and watch a tear slide down Bella’s face but there is also something else in her. She has a warrior’s spirit. She’s a Fallen Angel's. Just like the rest of us, she has lived a hell that no one should have to. 
 
   “She loves you too. I’m gonna get her back Bella. I know I tried to stay away from her, but she is mine. I can’t lose her, I won’t.” Bella wipes her eyes roughly before she looks up at me. With her back straightened she swallows hard.
 
   “I know you will but if there is a spot that I’m needed just know that I’m in.” Turning to Bella I grab her and pull her into my chest. 
 
   “I know darlin’.” Without a doubt in my mind, I know Bella has turned into a fighter. She is no longer a little girl that doesn’t belong. She has found her place in this club and I am damn proud of her.
 
   Bella and I stand outside for a long time just being in silence. No words were needed as we stood there with our own silent understanding.
 
   I finally made Bella head back inside but my thoughts still wander. It seems a little strange to me the way this all came to be. 
 
   Jersey wasn’t supposed to end up with me. She wasn’t supposed to matter to me the way she does.
 
   When I went into that house that night I never thought I’d find the love of my life in it. So broken and abused. She held strength in her, one that took hold of me and wouldn’t let go. Even as I tried to push her away something would always drag me back in. There is no doubt in my mind that Jersey was there just for me. There is no other woman I could want.
 
   “Ryker. Get in here.” Torch stands at the door as I turn to face him.
 
   “They find her?” That’s the only thing I actually give a shit about right now.
 
   “No. We know where the other girls are though.” My heart leaps in my chest when I hear those words. Jersey worried so much about getting the other girls out of there.
 
   “Where?” Storming towards the door, I head down the hall with Torch behind me.
 
   “Looks like they are moving back to the old place now.” Letting out a huff, I walk out into the main room before spotting Tank. 
 
   “What is it?” Tank turns to face me shaking his head.
 
   “Looks like they’re movin’ them back to the old house as we fuckin’ speak. We got Griff’s boys on their way over now. Tomorrow at dark we go in.” With a quick nod I grab another beer. A slight relief comes over me before Tank tries to ruin it.
 
   “You ain’t in it brother. Your head ain’t right!” Before I lose my fucking mind I take a long pull from the bottle in my hand.
 
   “Oh, I’m in motherfucker. Jersey wants this shit handled. I’m in.” Before he can say another word, I stomp off to my room.
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 37
 
   I flip and flop not able to sleep worth a shit. I can’t get the thoughts of Jersey out of my head. I don’t know if she’s ok or if she’s comfortable. It makes my nerves fire off all at once and there isn’t a damn thing I can do about it.
 
   Sitting on the edge of the bed I drag my hand through my hair before sliding the drawer on the side table open. I grab out my cigarettes and light one up before I notice the little notebook. I grab it out and set it on the bed next to me before flipping the pages open.
 
   It looks like a journal or some other girly shit of Jersey’s. Since my mind won’t slow down anyways I decide to look through it.
 
   Second night of being out of that hell hole. I don’t know if I should be dancing with joy or crying. I’m here with Ryker which is only a slight relief. He did come back for me. It just feels like I left one hell for another. I’m so lost and confused. My heart isn’t whole and I hate the feeling. Being in that house though has made me realize who I am. I am nothing. I never was and that’s why my family never wanted me. I think that I’ve come to accept that fact. I can only hope that the time spent here in my new hell isn’t as terrible as the other one.
 
   My stomach falls as I read it over and over. How could she feel like that? A better question is why didn’t I make her feel better about herself? Did I ever?
 
   Deciding to look into the book further I flip to the last page she wrote.
 
   I looked back through my notebook today. I can’t believe the change in me. Ryker gives me so much love that I can barely hold it all. Even when he thinks I don’t notice the little stares and smiles he gives me, I do. His perfect smile melts my heart every time I see it. I never thought I’d find someone like Ryker. So rugged and hardcore but with a heart of gold. He’s like the best of both worlds. My heart swells with pride every time I look at him. I never knew that love could mean so much to me. Here I am in love with a man that put his life on the line for me and pregnant. I never thought he would be happy that we were having a baby but he seems to be. He always makes me feel special. I don’t think I would want to be anywhere else. He is my heart and soul. I don’t know that anyone could be a better father or husband than Ryker.
 
   My stomach bottoms out. I can’t believe that she has all these thoughts about me. I know the way I feel about her but we never really talked about that stuff. I need to make a mental note to talk to her more when I get her back.
 
   When I get her back, that’s the thought that kills my heart. They took away something that means the world to me and now I need to get it back.
 
   I lie back on the bed with my cigarette hanging out of my mouth. Everything I thought I lost so long ago with Beth has fallen into my lap. Jersey is everything I could have asked for. I never figured that I’d have it back. I never realized how much I missed it until I found it in Jersey’s beautiful blue eyes.
 
   Yeah, she’s young but she has a better head on her shoulders than so many of the chasers that come through here. Jersey knows what she wants in life. She knows where her heart and head’s at. 
 
   Young or not, she’s mine.
 
   Thinking about those eyes are enough to kill my heart. The way they used to burn into me when she was horny. The way she smiles when she thinks I don’t notice. The way her touch soothes my nerves. I miss it, I miss it all. I want her and I will get her back.
 
   Snuffing out my cigarette, I lay my head back before grabbing Jersey’s pillow. I pull it into my face and inhale deeply before I make a promise to us both.
 
   “I’ll get you out again. I’ll be the best husband and father I can be.” Inhaling her scent once more I close my eyes and prepare myself to do whatever it takes to get her back home and back in my arms.
 
   There is not a single doubt in my mind that I will kill whoever I need to. I will take a life or give my own to make sure Jersey and my baby is safe. 
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 38
 
   I wake up early as hell. I hate the feeling I have in my stomach. I want to throw up but I haven’t eaten anything since I found Jersey missing. I can’t seem to force myself to eat. I can drink like a motherfucker though. That’s the one thing that numbs my mind or at least for a little while it does. 
 
   I get up and head into the bathroom to take a shower but everything in there is Jersey’s. Her extra clothes that hug her little body. Her shampoo that smells like melons.
 
   Stepping under the warm water I let it flow over me. I just can’t focus on shit.
 
   I quickly climb back out unable to handle all the smells that remind me of her. My mind can’t bear it anymore. I pull my clothes on and head out to the main room. 
 
   No one is up this early but me. I walk around looking at the place that’s become my home. This is my family; they mean everything to me. 
 
   I grab a beer knowing that it’s too early but who cares? No one understands the feelings I’m having right now. They don’t get what I’m going through. Taking my beer, I head over to the back where the couches are and drop down on one. I drink my beer when I hear someone making noise. Looking up I see Piper as he makes his way out into the main room.
 
   “You’re up a little early yeah?” Piper startles before he turns to look at me. 
 
   “What the hell are you doin’?” He narrows his eyes at me as I chuckle slightly. 
 
   “Can’t sleep brother.” Piper nods as he turns and makes his way over to me. Sitting next to me he coughs a few times before he speaks.
 
   “I know how you feel brother. Life can kick your ass and throw you down. I know this all too well. I used to love a woman many years ago. She was a cheatin’ little whore.” I chuckle as he reaches for my beer. I always wondered about Piper, but no one ever spoke about it so I didn’t ask.
 
   “Yeah. She was whorin’ with Sharp back in the day. It was a long time ago but she ripped my fuckin’ heart out brother. I know how you feel about that girl I can see it all over your face. If I have to put myself out there for her to come home, you know I’ll do it. She means the world to you, and I’m just an old man. I know you think drinkin’ and shit is the way to hide the pain but it’s not. Your mind needs to be on Jersey and those motherfuckers that took her. I know you can handle this shit brother but I’m tellin’ you I’ll take the son of a bitches down.” Slapping my hand on Piper’s shoulder, I know he would do just that.
 
   “I know that. I plan on gettin’ my girl back though. I think I needed that little pep talk yeah? I need to focus on what’s at hand and make the best plans to get her out safely. You’re right Piper. I’ll gut each and every one of those motherfuckers. No one fucks with what belongs to me. That woman and that baby belong to me. I’ll hunt those motherfuckers to the end of this earth to make them pay.” Piper stands up and smiles as he looks back down at me.
 
   “Now you’re talkin’ like a man. I know you’re a man don’t take that wrong, but you just sat here and said what you needed to do. I can’t say that about all the brothers in this club. I know we all want to jump and run after what belongs to us but you have your head on right brother.” Piper walks away leaving me sitting here alone. My mind wants to wander but I need to hold it in place. I need to be the stronger person and keep my head in the game.
 
   “I’m gonna get you out baby.” I know I look like a crazy man sitting her talking to myself but that doesn’t faze me. 
 
   I pull out a cigarette and light it up as I lean my head back and close my eyes.
 
   Her eyes are all that I see but that’s all that I need. 
 
   “Why are you up?” Bella’s voice has me snapping my head up to look over at her.
 
   “Couldn’t sleep. What are you doin’?” Narrowing my eyes at her, I wonder what she’s doing out here already.
 
   “Same. I don’t feel so good either.” I start to chuckle when she walks over and sits down next to me.
 
   “Pregnant?” Glancing over at her she shakes her head with a tear in her eye. What the hell?
 
   “If I tell you something Ryker, do you promise it stays with you? I mean it, not dad or Joey. No-one.” I see Bella’s eyes turn to serious and I can honestly say that it scares the shit out of me.
 
   “You can tell me anything Bella.” Bella swallows before she licks her lips, ready to speak.
 
   “I have cancer. I’ve had it for a while. It was in remission but it’s back. There is nothing else they can do to stop it.” Bella wipes her eyes as bile rises in my throat. No, this can’t be happening. She’s so young and full of life.
 
   “Fuck Bella!” Growling I go to pull her into a hug but she doesn’t let me.
 
   “No Ryker. It’s been a long time coming now. I know what my life is and I know my place in it. I don’t want dad freaking out so I never told him. I still don’t so this needs to stay with us.” She looks at me as I shake my head. How can I keep that from him?
 
   “Bella he’s your dad.” She shakes her head as my stomach sinks.
 
   “He has a family Ryker. He deserves to be happy and this isn’t happy. This is a burden. I won’t put that on him Ryker.” Shaking my head, I reach over and grab her pulling her against me.
 
   “How did you get so fuckin’ strong?” Bella giggles into my shirt before I let her pull back.
 
   “Look what I live with.”
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 39
 
   I spent the rest of the day hanging out with Bella. It seemed a little awkward but I don’t give a shit. I asked her all about her life growing up and how she felt about her dad and Cher. The main thing I wanted to know was how she felt about knowing that she is close to the end of her life. 
 
   The thing that amazed me about what she said was, is that she isn’t scared.
 
   She said that she had come to terms with it a long time ago. Her mom took her to the doctor when she was younger and that’s when they found out. I can’t believe that she is at ease about it all. I think if I ever knew my time was coming I would want my family to know, to be prepared. Bella has her own reasons for keeping it from them, and I need to respect that. 
 
   “Where’s your head at?” Tank calls over to me as we sit around the table discussing what’s about to go down tonight.
 
   “I’m here. Trust that.” Nodding his head, it hurts me inside to not tell him that he’s losing his little girl. The same little girl that he just got back is slowly slipping out of his grasps again.
 
   “We’re goin’ in full force. We got Griff’s boys ready to ride and our guys are strapped up. We know they are gonna be watched a little closer with all this other shit goin’ on but we have the numbers. With that bein’ said we don’t know where Jersey is bein’ held. We go in hard but we go in careful.” Creed looks around the table at everyone before we all agree. 
 
   “I want to tell you to pull back brother but I know it’s what she wanted. If she isn’t there we will keep lookin’.” Creed’s eyes burn into me. I know he isn’t playing about any of this.
 
   “I know Creed. I got this brother.” Creed nods again before he slams the gavel down on the table. We all stand and filter out ready to handle this shit. I want those girls out of there and now. We have left them to this shit for far too long. They need a safe haven and I need my girl back.
 
   Walking out into the main room I see Tank hugging Bella before we ride. A piece of my heart breaks at the sight before me. Such a waste of a young life. She had such a bad start to life that she deserved more than the hand she was given.
 
   Watching the guys as they say goodbye just rips my heart open. I hate that I can’t hug Jersey right now but one day soon. I know I have to be positive if I’m going to keep my wits about me. I need to be level headed going into that house. I already know that Jersey isn’t in there. She’s with the Shifters’ and hell is going to rain down on them when I find out where the hell they have her at.
 
   I head outside and climb on my bike before placing my helmet on my head. Inhaling the night air, I feel a sense of peace within me. This night is going to go off really well, I can feel it. We are going to take down the Dusts’, and keep moving forward. 
 
   My heart races as I rev up my bike. Most nights I enjoy this moment. That time right before you set out to kill someone. That used to be my high. That was before Jersey. She became my high. She became the thing that grounded me and held me in place. It’s strange that it has been such a short time. 
 
   “Let’s ride.” Creed circles his finger in the air like he has so many other times as we all get ready for this. I want blood. I want them to feel the pain they instilled in those girls. Every fear, every insecurity that they drilled into them, I want them to feel. 
 
   I watch as the guys all line up. We are ready for this night I can feel it flowing from everyone. 
 
   We all file out in formation as we make our way out to the main road. This is going to be one hell of a night.
 
   Shivers roll over my body as we get closer to the Dusts’. I know I’m going in as lead once we get there since I’ve been inside before. I like that part though. I never was a follower and tonight is no different. 
 
   Getting my head right, we pull up to the meeting point. Joey has the van parked and ready just like we talked about. The plan is for half the guys to move in on the Dusts’ while the other half moves for the girls. I know deep inside of me that I have to move these girls for Jersey. 
 
   Just because I’m moving them doesn’t mean I can’t take an asshole or two out on the way. They deserve a long drawn out torture but this isn’t the time or place for that.
 
   I climb off my bike and settle my helmet on the seat before I walk over to the guys.
 
   “We own this shit tonight.” 
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 40
 
   I can feel it coming in the air. That death and despair. I know it’s coming. It’s inevitable. Even with getting these girls out alive, I don’t know where their heads are at. We don’t know the extent of what has been done to them. 
 
   Jersey was special in the sense that kept her a little better off than the others thinking she would make a higher sale. Too fucking bad that backfired.
 
   “Ryker, your head in this? I want you on point in that house.” Creed looks over at me and must notice the look on my face. I have been ready for this for a while now. There is nothing beside Jersey that I want more than to take this operation down.
 
   “My heads straight Pres.” Creed nods with a cynical smile on his face. This is what he loves. I know Creed’s a good guy and one hell of father but this right here is what makes him tick. Knowing he’s making a difference in someone’s life. Hell, most of the guys here are the same way.
 
   “We roll on three. You got your guys, get them out as quickly as possible and back to the van. Send half your guys with Joey to get them in place.” With a quick nod I turn my attention back to the shit house they have the girls in. I’m ready for this. I’m ready for whatever the hell comes out of it too.
 
   “1……2……3.” On three we all move. Stealth like precision. I must say for a bunch of guys with fucked up backgrounds we make a hell of a team.
 
   Me and my guys move through the tree line as we watch for Creed and his boys to move too. We need this to go off at the same time like we planned for it to work. When I see the hand signals from across the dirt path, we move. We file into formation making sure no one is left uncovered. We always have each other’s backs in times like this. 
 
   “We hit that back door. First four in go up. Last four take down. Sam and Rod take front entrance. Move in until you meet up with Gary and Black at the back. Secure that shit yeah?” Looking at the guys behind me, I know they’re ready for this. The glint in their eyes is all the reassurance I need from them.
 
   Twirling my finger in the air in the silent gesture for us to move, we head in.
 
   The back door was open just like I thought it would be. I can only thank God for that part of the plan. We make our entrance as the others fan out to cover their areas. I can hear the shots being fired from across the lot where the Dusts’ are. In my mind I’m praying all of our guys make it out alive.
 
   I hit the top of the stairs and start toward the doors. Thankfully there are no guys up here right now. Pushing through the first door the girls don’t make a sound. They were expecting whoever rented them for the night to come in. High as fuck and out of their little minds.
 
   “Come on darlin’. We’re gettin’ you outta here.” Pulling one by the arm she looks confused.
 
   “What? No, we just came back. We can’t go again.” Tears fall down her face and I don’t have the heart to ask where they just came from. I can’t make myself do it.
 
   “No, I mean out for good. We have a safe house for you to go to. I just need you to be quiet and follow what we say yeah?” Looking down at her she cries harder.
 
   “Ok. I can help you with the others. A few may not go.” Looking into her eyes she doesn’t seem to be as fucked up as the others.
 
   “I don’t swallow the pills; I just act like it.” With a quick nod, I get what she’s doing. I can’t say that I blame her but to a point I don’t think I’d want to be in my right mind doing the things they are forced to do.
 
   “Let’s roll.” The girl jumps up and grabs the other one off the bed as I head to the next room. To my surprise they are all filtering out into the hallway following all the rules. I didn’t know what to expect coming in here looking like we do and then telling them we are taking them somewhere else.
 
   “You got this?” Looking at the little girl from the first room I nod into one of the others where Torch is trying to sweet talk the girl out.
 
   “I got her.” With a whistle and nod to Torch he stands as the girl walks in. I watch in amazement as she talks to her sweetly. I don’t know what she says to her but the girl smiles and nods her head following her out of the room.
 
   “What’s your name?” She stops and looks up at me. I can see the wheels turning in her mind. She doesn’t know if she should tell me or not. 
 
   “Cassidy.” 
 
   “Bella’s Cassidy?” The girl looks at me confused as I narrow my eyes at her. I don’t remember seeing her the last time we were in here.
 
   “You know Bella? Is she ok?” I nod my head as I look around a little more.
 
   “She’s with our club. She’s the one that told us about you and Deb.” Another tear slides down her cheek and I know Deb didn’t make it.
 
   “It’s ok. You’re safe.” With a quick nod she moves to help out in another room while I stop at the last door at the end of the hallway.
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 41
 
   I stand with my hands on the door for a minute before I push it open. Every memory of Jersey rushes me at once. I didn’t see it coming but there they are. I can picture her scared little face when I first walked into this room. I can see the broken girl they left to be used and mistreated.
 
   “I’m gonna find you darlin’ and when I do, I will make them pay.” Saying the words out loud seems to calm something inside of me. I know in my mind that I would do anything in the world for that girl. That includes killing each and every one that has ever hurt her.
 
   “We’re secured!” Torch yells letting me know that the top floor is ready to move to the van. With a quick look around, I step out closing the door to the past. She will never know that struggle again as long as I’m alive.
 
   Walking back down the hallway I take it all in. I already know I’m about to blow this motherfucker to pieces as soon as we have the all clear. I can only hope that these girls will see it as a new start. A chapter closed in their book of life. It’s time to start over and live.
 
   “How many we round up?” Looking at Torch as I walk outside and light up a cigarette, he smiles.
 
   “26 brother. They said that’s all that’s left of them.” Scrubbing a hand over my face, my heart drops. That means there were more. We missed the fucking time line to getting them out. 
 
   Rage simmers just below the surface of my skin.
 
   “Hey, that’s a good number Ryker.” With a quick nod, I motion for Rob.
 
   “Move them to the van. Cover your ass.” Rob nods as he starts rounding the girls up. A few of the others follow behind him but I set my sights on the Dusts’ across the lot.
 
   The shots have stopped which only worries me slightly. I know Creed and Tank are careful with what they do.
 
   “Let’s go get ready to play light the night.” Chuckling I make my way towards the rusty shack they use as a secondary club house when I see Tank.
 
   “Everybody good?” His eyes dart to mine before he nods. 
 
   “Yeah but there’s a situation. Your boy Bone is in there.” Nodding towards the building I make my way over there. No one will be taking him out. He has laid his ass on the line for all of us for far too long.
 
   Walking in I see death all around me. Not all of them are dead but a lot of them are. It almost brings a smile to my morbid face.
 
   “Thing is; your boy isn’t doin’ so good.” Creed looks at me as I make my way towards him. I know that look. He isn’t good means he’s dying.
 
   “Where is he?” I know how this scenario plays out. I don’t like it at all but I know it needs to be me.
 
   Creed directs me to a backroom where one of the other guys stands. 
 
   “Get out.” Growling at him, he quickly leaves the doorway he was standing guard at. I take a deep breath before pushing through the door. I never expected this. I never thought I’d see him this way.
 
   Bone is on the bed bloody and broken. He looks like he should already be dead but I can tell by the cuts they made on him, they wanted this to be long and drawn out. My hands clench at my sides as I walk up next to the bed.
 
   “God damn brother.” He’s barely breathing from what I can see. He isn’t good at all.
 
   “Ryker. I tried brother. I tried.” In the weakest voice I think I’ve ever heard, he tries to speak to me.
 
   “I know you did. You chanced a lot on this brother. I just don’t know what to do now.” His eyes barely open as he looks over at me. I can see the look but hell help me I don’t want to do it. I don’t know that my head would ever be right if I do.
 
   Shaking my head, Bone can see the look on my face before he grabs my hand. SHIT! I can’t handle this.
 
   “I’m gone brother. Just finish it yeah?” Shaking my head, I can’t force myself to look at him. I can’t see the pain and pleading in them.
 
   “Ryker. You’re the only I want to finish it brother. It would be an honor. Don’t leave me like a fuckin’ dog.” I look down at the person that risked his life to give those girls theirs back. The man that is lying here bleeding to death to make sure they didn’t suffer the same fate. How the hell could I walk away and leave him like that.
 
   “You know you’re a good man Bone. I never doubted that.” Bone tries to nod his head but he can barely move. It kills a piece of me to see this.
 
   “You too brother.” The words barely leave his mouth as I pull my gun out of the back of my jeans. Placing it to his forehead, he gives a slight nod before closing his eyes.
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 42
 
   I lie here in the apartment with tears rolling down my face. I don’t know if it’s because I miss Jersey so damn much or the fact that I put my best friend out of his misery tonight. A man that risked his ass for the sake of girls he didn’t even know. 
 
   To all those motherfuckers that say time heals, it’s all a fucking lie. Time has done nothing but make my heart feel like a lead weight in my chest. It gets heavier and heavier every day. I never knew missing someone could take its toll on me the way not having Jersey has. 
 
   We’ve searched and put out calls. Nothing comes back to her. Shifter’s have moved from their old locations and club house to God only fucking knows where, taking my world with them. I don’t know if I will ever see my wife or child again. It all slams into me every single day.
 
   I try to hold back as much as I can but there is so much heartache in there. 
 
   It’s been almost four months now. I never give up though. She’s out there somewhere and any day now she will be having our baby. My baby. I can’t think negatively because that’s all I want anymore. I want them both back in my arms.
 
   I sit up and look at the furniture I bought and set up in the room. A crib, dresser, clothes. I have everything with the help of Bella, Jada and Cher. Who knew those girls would get so excited. Bella has been a light in all this darkness. Even though she fights her own battles, she never once said no to helping me. She has been around almost every day.
 
   I can’t function these days. I can’t focus on shit either. My mind whirls as I try to come up with new plans and ways to find out where the hell the Shifters’ have her. I know she’s out there. It’s like I can feel her presence out there somewhere. It’s calling to me and I want to answer.
 
   Standing up I look at all the little clothes that are folded neatly in the drawers. I want my baby home. I want to be the father I never really had. I want to be the man that Jersey and my child needs. The provider, the keeper. I want to be their world.
 
   Grabbing my cut, I make my way towards the door knowing that I need to get the hell out of this apartment before I lose my mind completely. I have barely been around the club but it’s just too hard to look at them there. I can’t see the girls with their kids so happy and smiling. It eats at me to know that mine is out there somewhere waiting for me and I can’t do shit about it.
 
   Walking out the front door, I spot my neighbor Steve. I haven’t talked to him either.
 
   “Hey man.” Steve turns to look at me. 
 
   “How you been brother?” Steve shrugs as I walk over towards him.
 
   “Just trying to live. How’s everything?” Shaking my head, I don’t know how to answer that. I don’t know how everything is.
 
   “I’m not sure brother. My life is a fuckin’ mess right now.” Steve sighs like he understands. He doesn’t, not even close.
 
   “I heard about your girl. I’m sorry man. If I hear anything I’ll let you know.” With a quick nod, I don’t want to rehash this shit again. I quickly turn around and make my way back to my bike. Climbing on I’m overwhelmed with grief. I know I need to get my ass back to the clubhouse but this shit isn’t working out for me. The fact remains I lost her, my baby and I was forced to take my friends life. What does that make me? At the end of the day what kind of person am I?
 
   Driving back to the club it’s with a heavy heart. As soon as I pull into the parking lot my phone rings.
 
   “Yeah?” I cut the engine and pull my helmet off as I bring the phone to my ear. 
 
   “You comin’ back to the world of the livin’ motherfucker?” Piper’s old ass voice booms through the phone making me laugh.
 
   “I’m in the God damn parkin’ lot asshole.” The slight chuckle leaves my throat before I can stop it. 
 
   “Oh thank shit! Get the fuck in here.” Piper hangs up as I shake my head. I make my way towards the door in a fog. I don’t know how I feel about coming in here right now.
 
   Stepping inside, my heart flips in my chest. Everything that I’ve tried to stay away from slams back into me. My past, my present and my God damn future. I don’t know how this is going to work out.
 
   “Good news motherfucker.” Creed comes at me smiling like he won the lottery. Crazy son of a bitch has lost his mind.
 
   “Oh yeah? What is it?” Tank comes out of the office smiling too. Hell, if both these motherfuckers are smiling there has to be some kind of good news.
 
   “We got a hit on Shifters’.” Waving his phone in the air, I shake my head.
 
   “Give it to me.” Sitting on the stool at the bar, I watch as Creed waves the other guys over. This must be good if he’s getting them all in on it.
 
   “We got word on Shifters’. They were last seen over in Wolves’ territory. They had a very pregnant girl with them.” Everything else fades out. All I can hear is that she’s alive. She’s still alive. My stomach swims with the news that her and the baby are alive. I don’t give a shit about anything else that he has to say. 
 
   “Where the fuck are they?”
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 43
 
   My heart slams in my chest as I run my hand through my hair. She’s ok. The baby is ok. That’s all I can keep thinking to myself. Now I need to know where the fuck they have her and put a plan of action into motion. I want to make every motherfucker that had anything to do with her being taken to suffer at my hands, I want blood.
 
   “Calm down brother. We talked about this.” Nodding my head, I already know this. I’m going to be calm and try to be level headed about this.
 
   “We know they have her. We know the Wolves’ are backin’ them. Why, we don’t know. I have eyes on them. Boys up north have that covered. As long as they stay there we will move on them in a few days.” Creed’s eyes land on mine as if to ask permission. I already know he has final say so my opinion means shit right now.
 
   “This is good news. We know she’s ok.” I can’t say that I disagree. It is good news that we know she’s alive and the baby is ok but what has been done to her is still unknown. 
 
   Jersey came a long way from the hell she lived in before. She was used to being abused but she never let that keep her down. She rose up and became stronger from all the shit that she lived through. She made herself into a better person, my person.
 
   Grabbing a beer off the bar I take a drink before I light up a cigarette.
 
   “We will get her back.” Piper slaps my shoulder as I nod. I don’t need the reassurance from them, I already know I’ll get my family back. I never thought that I’d say that but here I am saying, my family.
 
   “I know. I’m bringin’ my family home brother.” Piper smiles over at me as I shake my head and smile.
 
   “Don’t underestimate me Piper.” His laughter fills the room. I can’t stop myself from laughing with him.
 
   “I never underestimate any of you. I see the power in your eyes, Ryker. You don’t always know it’s inside of you but I see it.” Piper turns and walks away before Cher sits down.
 
   “You good? Ready to be a daddy soon?” Her bright eyes shine as she smiles at me. I have to say that Cher has been the calmest of all of the ladies about this shit. I don’t know how she does it, but I love it.
 
   “You damn right I am. I’ve had enough practice with the kids around here. Shit, I’m 34 years old, it’s about damn time.” I smile over at Cher as she narrows her eyes at me.
 
   “When was your birthday?” I knew she would catch that shit. 
 
   “A few days ago. I didn’t celebrate. Not without Jersey. It didn’t feel right.” Cher nods her head knowing exactly what I meant.
 
   “What are you hoping for? Boy or girl?” There’s a question that I haven’t thought about. In all honesty what man doesn’t want a son? But then again who wouldn’t want a little princess that hangs off her daddy? 
 
   “Both! Shit I was hopin’ for twins! Really though, I don’t care either way. I can always make more yeah?” Cher giggles and it reminds me of Jersey. Hell, everything does these days.
 
   “You think so but I bet Jersey has other ideas about that.” Glancing over at her, I smile.
 
   “That girl loves me. If I tell her I want a million babies she’ll give them to me.” Cher slaps me making me chuckle. I feel slightly better as I sit here joking around with Cher. I think the knowing that Jersey is ok and alive has set me a little at ease.
 
   “You show that baby off and she’ll have a million. Tank is the same way. He said he wants more kids too. I don’t know about all that.” Cher giggles wrapping her arms around herself. 
 
   “You know you’re a great mother. Don’t doubt that, Cher. I see the way you are with Griff and Bella. You’ve taken a big fuckin’ step taken on a teenager. You should be proud of yourself.” Cher’s little cheeks turn red as I reach over and pull her to me. Hugging her she looks up at me.
 
   “You’ll be a great dad too.” With a quick nod, Tank walks over.
 
   “Get off my woman!” With his cocky ass voice, I look over before letting go of Cher. I can’t stop the smile that crosses my face when I see him with Griff. He’s such a good dad.
 
   “You know she likes me, Tank. Can’t help that.” Shrugging I tickle Griff’s little belly. 
 
   “You think everybody likes you, motherfucker. I’m glad to see you smilin’ yeah?” I nod my head because it actually feels good to be smiling. I know in my heart that this is going to work out for the best.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 44
 
   I woke up extra early this morning. Surprisingly I am ready to start this day. I have a fucking plan in mind and I need to set it in motion before I bring Jersey home.
 
   I came into the club to find everyone in bed except Bella. I stand in the bathroom holding her hair back while the poor girl throws up.
 
   “You sure I can’t take you somewhere darlin’?” Bella shakes her head but this is ripping my heart apart seeing her like this. I wish there was something more that I could do for her.
 
   “I knew not to eat this early. It always makes me sick. I’ll be fine.” Letting go of her hair, I walk to the sink and grab a rag. Wetting it, I reach down and wipe her face before she looks up smiling.
 
   “You need a daughter. You’ll be a great dad.” Wiping her face once more, I extend my hand helping her up.
 
   “Why don’t you talk to your dad about this Bella?” Her eyes dart to mine before she shakes her head and looks away. Leaning over the sink she rinses her mouth before grabbing the towel again.
 
   “I won’t do it Ryker. I told you, he needs to enjoy his life. I want to do the same. Everyone except you would treat me like I’m already dead. Fuck that.” Bella’s eyes are so bright even with all she’s dealing with. She amazes me every day that I see her go on like there’s nothing wrong. She makes me look like a fucking bitch for moping around the way I do.
 
   “What are you doing here so damn early anyway?” We walk out of the bathroom and towards the kitchen before I answer her.
 
   “I need a favor. I’ve been thinkin’ about some shit.” Bella pours a glass of juice before she turns to look at me.
 
   “Oh hell should I be scared?” Her little giggle makes me smile. God, I hate that she’s going through all this shit. I hate it even more that there’s nothing I can do about it.
 
   “Maybe! No, I want to have a real weddin’ for Jersey when she gets back. I know that’s somethin’ she was really lookin’ forward to. I couldn’t give it to her before but I can now. Plus, I bought a ring.” Bella jumps up and down almost spilling her juice before she sets it on the counter. Before I know what the hell is going on she throws herself into my arms.
 
   “I always knew you had it in you, Ryker.” I spin her around a little before I set her back on her feet.
 
   “Does that mean you’ll help me?” Rolling her eyes, she puts her hands on her hips.
 
   “That is the stupidest thing you have ever said. Of course I’ll help but I want to see that ring.” Chuckling, I reach in my pocket and pull out the ring I bought the other day. I knew I wanted to get her one but this is a better idea. Remarry my wife. 
 
   “Oh my God Ryker!” Bella squeals when the kitchen doors fly open. Piper walks in scrubbing his hand over his face as he yawns.
 
   “The fuck is goin’ on in here?” He looks between the two of us before I glance at Bella. We both break into laughter as we look back at the shirtless Piper. He isn’t a small guy, at least not anymore. His tattoos are all stretched out with his old wrinkly skin.
 
   “What the fuck is that? It looks like a dick Piper.” Pointing at something on his stomach, I’m not sure what the hell it’s supposed to be. Bella laughs hysterically next to me.
 
   “That’s a dagger motherfucker.” Glancing at Bella we both lose it. I can’t help it. That shit isn’t a damn dagger, at least not anymore.
 
   “That’s a dick and balls Piper! Don’t you wear shirts to bed?” Bella can barely stand up she’s laughing so hard. I chuckle along with her as Piper turns to leave the kitchen with his finger in the air.
 
   “Don’t leave Piper! We all love dick and balls in here!” Bella grabs her stomach as she bends over laughing her ass of and I can’t help but follow along. She is funny as hell when she wants to be.
 
   “Oh hell Bella. I almost pissed myself.” Bella stands up with a red face trying to catch her breath before she lays her head on my chest.
 
   “Oh God Ryker. I don’t think I’ve laughed that hard in a long fucking time. It feels good.” Wrapping my arm around her I kiss the top of her head. I’m going to miss this shit with her. 
 
   “It does doesn’t it. Thanks for that sweetheart. I really think I needed that too.”
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 45
 
   “Ryker do you like these flowers?” Bella wanders around the store like she has lost her mind. I told her we can’t keep buying live flowers. We aren’t sure how long this is going to take us and I don’t know what condition Jersey is going to be in.
 
   “I like those but I told you that we can’t keep getting them.” Bella throws a flower at me making me laugh.
 
   “I didn’t ask you that. Besides, I’m like the fucking flower whisperer I can keep this shit alive, no problem.” My stomach is in knots as I think about tomorrow. I know I’m ready to have her home but I’m still scared shitless that something could go wrong. I can’t have anything happen to her or the baby, it would kill me.
 
   “What about cakes? We can store it in the fridge downstairs. It will stay just fine.” Bella walks through the store piling flowers up on the counter.
 
   “Yeah, I guess that works.” I don’t know why I’m even trying to get a word in here. Bella has been in her own little world where I plan on leaving her. I’m not really into this girly type shit. Different kinds of flowers, ribbons, bows that shit means nothing to me.
 
   “Let’s go find a cake! I want to decorate tonight.” I walk over to the register and pay before giving them directions to the clubhouse. I can’t believe that she had me buy that many damn flowers.
 
   Following Bella outside, I can’t believe tomorrow is the day. I’m so ready to get over there and get this shit in motion. 
 
   “What the hell is that?” Pointing at the truck I bought for bringing the baby home, that’s now full of shit, I look at Bella.
 
   “What? I told you I’m decorating.” She shrugs like it’s no big deal. The whole fucking truck is full of shit. Big fluffy girly shit!
 
   “Bella! That’s fuckin’ over the top girl!” I watch her shake her head as she smiles and climbs in.
 
   “You wanna eat before we head back?” Climbing into the truck, she nods. I drive as she hums to herself. I still can’t shake the feeling I have when I look at her. She’s just so young. Too young for this shit. 
 
   “Stop staring at me Ryker.” With a soft sigh I look forward as I drive to a little diner and park. Climbing out I walk around and help Bella out of the truck before heading inside.
 
   “Come on.” I drag her to a back booth where we sit before ordering. I can’t stop looking at her. It eats at me and she knows it.
 
   “Ryker! I mean it. This is why I didn’t want to tell anyone.” Grabbing her water, she takes a drink before looking back up at me.
 
   “I know. I just don’t know how to process this shit Bella. You’re so young. You deserve to have so much more.” Our food is delivered and we start to eat but it doesn’t sit right. 
 
   “Ryker can I ask you something?” Bella looks up at me as I set my drink down. I lean my elbows on the table as I look back at her.
 
   “Anything darlin’.”  Bella reaches up and wipes a tear from her eyes before she speaks. I know how hard she’s trying to hold herself together.
 
   “Do you think that my dad and Cher will tell Griff about me when he’s older?” Tears prickle at my eyes as she speaks. 
 
   “Darlin’, I don’t think that is even a question. Your brother already knows you. You’re in his heart, Bella. No one will ever let him forget you.” Tears fall down her face as my heart breaks for her. I stand and move around the table grabbing her and pulling her up into my arms. Bella tries to pull away but I don’t let her.
 
   “No Bella. We all need to break down sometimes. I’ve done it more than you know. Let it out sweetheart. I’m here whenever you need me.” Bella cries into my shirt for what seems like forever. I don’t let her go either. I don’t give a shit that everyone in the diner is starring at us. She needs this moment so to hell with them.
 
   When she finally pulls back her face rips me to shreds. 
 
   “I did need that. Thanks Ryker.” Reaching up I wipe the tears from her cheeks before I smile.
 
   “Don’t thank me darlin’. That’s what family’s for yeah?” Bella giggles slightly before she slaps at me.
 
   “Ok. Let’s go get that basement decorated. I won’t stop until it’s perfect.” Throwing some cash down on the table I grab Bella around her shoulders as we walk over to the counter. I pass the cashier some money before we head outside.
 
   “You know; I think you’re pretty fuckin’ great.” Bella giggles before looking up at me.
 
   “I agree. I am pretty fucking great.” I can’t stop laughing at her. She is truly one amazing girl.
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 46
 
   Getting back to the clubhouse was completely hilarious. We had a truck full of shit by the time we headed back.
 
    I have never seen anyone give orders the way Bella is right now.
 
   “She’s amazin’ isn’t she?” Tank walks over as I smile at Bella. She is for sure in her element right now.
 
   “Damn right she is. Why do you think I asked her for help?” Tank chuckles as we watch Bella bossing the guys around. It amazes me the way she can keep going. It makes me feel like a lesser person for the way I’ve been acting lately.
 
   “You ready for tomorrow brother?” I look over at Tank like he’s lost his damn mind. 
 
   “Damn right I am. It’s been too long brother. I need my girl home no matter what it takes.” Tank nods his head as he agrees. I’m glad he isn’t giving me some shit talk like he usually does. I don’t think my mind can handle it right now.
 
   “We got some guys set up. They haven’t moved Ryker. We are gettin’ her back tomorrow.” I let out a sigh of relief that they’re still in the same place. That’s been a constant worry that they would move her and I wouldn’t know where. It would be a set back and we would have to start all over again. I wouldn’t care though; I would look forever for her.
 
   “Yeah, we’re gettin’ her back.” We stand back and watch as Bella does her thing. That girl has transformed this shitty ass basement into something so amazing I can’t find words to describe it. My heart melts for more than one reason. I get to marry my wife again but I’m also saying goodbye to an important piece of this club.
 
   Bella smiles over at me before Joey grabs her around the waist. This shit is going to hit him hard too. I can see how much he cares about her. It’s there in his eyes just like the look in my eyes for Jersey.
 
   “I still don’t like that little shit.” Tank has me laughing again.
 
   “Oh come on VP. He’s not that damn bad. I mean, yeah he’s a little shit but he seems to care about her. Hell, he did take a bullet for the girl.” Tank huffs which only makes me laugh more.
 
   “Guess you’re right but you won’t catch me tellin’ her that.” I watch as he walks away and I laugh. I really hate this for him. I hate hiding it but I did promise Bella I wouldn’t say shit. As hard as it is I will respect that.
 
   “What do you think?” Bella hops up in front of me. I smile down at her as she jumps up and down.
 
   “You’re amazin’ Bella. This is like a fuckin’ magazine shoot. You know what the hell you’re doin’.” Bella beams up at me with so much pride.
 
   “Do you think Jersey will like it?” With a huff I look at her.
 
   “Are you fuckin’ insane? She is goin’ to lose her shit Bella!” I pull her into a hug as she squeals in my ear.
 
   “Thank you for this. It really means a lot to me.” Pulling back she smiles. That smile right there is so full of pride. She looks like she’s high on life right now. This is the look I want to remember on her forever. The one I want seared into my mind. The carefree little girl that stole so many hearts when she came back into this club.
 
   “Stop it Ryker!” Slapping me in the chest I laugh. There she is. Just like her damn daddy!
 
   “I need to go up and get a drink. You good?” Bella nods her head as I turn to walk away. Something is tugging at me though. I stop near the stairs and turn around to see her wrapped around Joey.
 
   “Hey Bella!” Looking over her shoulder she smiles at me. So young and innocent.
 
   “You amaze me sweetheart.” Her smile fades as she stares at me.
 
   “You amaze me too, Ryker. Just remember that.” With another quick nod I head upstairs. No other conversation is needed. She knows what I mean and I hope it sticks with her until the end. I know for sure that her words will always be with me.
 
   When I get upstairs I see Creed with Jada and the baby in the corner. I love seeing all the guys like this. For some badass bikers we sure as hell make some damn good family men. I don’t know that I could be prouder of this club. 
 
   Under Sharp’s control this club went to hell but Creed and Tank have turned it around. I’m damn proud to call this clubhouse home. We’ve overcome a lot of obstacles in a short period of time but we always come out on top. This time isn’t going to be any different.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 47
 
   “Did you sleep at all last night?” Piper slaps my shoulder as I walk into the clubhouse. Giving him a sideways glance he chuckles.
 
   “You know I didn’t sleep for shit. I laid in that bed all God damn night but nope.” Shaking my head, I walk into the kitchen to grab something to drink. This is going to be a long day and I don’t plan on getting my girl back with any kind of alcohol in my system.
 
   I grab the orange juice out and pour a glass when Creed comes in.
 
   “Holy motherfuckin’ shit! I never saw you without a God damn beer in your hand!” Creed watches me with a grin on his face as I drink my juice. Smart ass.
 
   “I’m ready for this shit. No drinkin’ today.” Creed’s smile falls as he nods his head.
 
   “I know you are. We all are. I don’t want you goin’ in there like a fuckin’ crazed man. We need to keep this shit low. I know how impatient you are but we need to time this shit right yeah?” Nodding my head, I already know all of this. In fact, I think I’ve been fairly calm considering all the shit that’s been happening.
 
   “Look Creed. I know I fucked a lot of this shit up myself. I drug her in here and now there’s a war comin’ at us. I respect this club but that girl is my world.” Creed places his hand on my shoulder as he clears his throat.
 
   “Is the situation fucked up? Yeah, it sure as fuck is but that girl belongs here Ryker. There is no doubt in my mind about that.” Smiling at him, he turns and walks out. 
 
   I stand there in my own little world for the moment. Right now I just want to be lost inside myself as I think about having Jersey back. I need to store my energy and focus on the ride I’m about to take. Having my mind in the right place is the only way to insure her safety. If I go in there crazed like Creed said, I won’t be able to keep that safety in place.
 
   Taking a few deep breaths, I steady myself as my nerves calm. The knots in my shoulders slowly fade before I look up. I’m ready for this. Whatever the outcome, I’m ready.
 
   I stalk back through the door as the guys are all suiting up. Shit is about to get real and I am going to be at the head of it. I just hope that Jersey hasn’t been hurt too badly. I would hate to take my rage to a new level.
 
   “We all good on the plan yeah?” Creed looks around at the now packed room of big burly men. If I was any other person I’d be fucking scared of this crew.
 
   The roars that flow through the room are astonishing. This is why I love being in this club. When shit goes down I know that I can count on my brothers to have my back at any given time.
 
   I gear myself up with guns and ammo like everyone else does. Knives and a few other things that I may need are also slid into place. I won’t take any chance when it comes to Jersey and our baby.
 
   We all look around the room at everyone else. We all look like we’re ready for murder which I guess we are.
 
   “We ride. We get back here like planned. We got Nomads’ watching the outside so there’s no worries about gettin’ in and out.” We all nod before heading towards the door. 
 
   The place where the Shifters’ have Jersey isn’t far from us but it is in another club’s territory. We’ve always stayed away from the Wolves’ and they did the same with us. There was never an alliance but we didn’t feed off each other either. We knew our boundaries and kept to them until now.
 
   My only worry is that the Shifters’ have made some kind of deal with them to keep them protected. In that case, shit will go from 1 to 100 in the matter of seconds. It never was my intentions to cause a rift between our clubs but in this case, there are exceptions.
 
   Climbing in the van, I look over at Joey. 
 
   “You drive this motherfucker carefully once I have her in it.” Joey nods but I don’t need to tell him twice. He already knows if he makes one false move I will kick his ass.
 
   “We’re good brother.” Nodding at Joey, I watch as the guys start to file out. My heart hammers into my ribs as the van starts to move. This is it. This is my moment of reckoning.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 48
 
   This is it. That’s what’s going through my head over and over. The whole ride here. This is it. My life has all come down to this moment in time. What happens next is the deciding factor on if I live or die. 
 
   I made the decision long before today. I promised myself that if I ever found love and lost it, that was it for me. Jersey is it for me. If by some chance I can’t get her and the baby out alive, I don’t come out alive either. I will take matters into my own hands. I can’t live anymore without her. She is it for me. She is the light in my darkness. She holds the other half of my soul within hers. There is nothing more in the world left for me if I don’t have her.
 
   Pulling up to the meeting spot, the guys are all gathered around. I climb out with Joey not far behind me as we make our way over to the crowd.
 
   “We ready?” Stepping into the middle of them, all eyes are on me. I know they all have my back but I still feel responsible. 
 
   “Yeah. We got this.”  Pulling guns out we make our way towards the Wolves’ clubhouse. Before we get too far we see some of the Wolves’ coming out. Guns are aimed directly at us but that doesn’t stop me. I’m on a mission right now to get my girl. 
 
   Creed puts his hand up to stop us all and God help me it takes all I have in me to do it. 
 
   “I don’t remember askin’ for visitors.” The man I assume to be the Wolves’ President steps out in front of the crowd as Creed makes his way forward, Tank not far behind him.
 
   “We seem to have a situation yeah? We have Intel that you have somethin’ that belongs to us.” Creed never lowers his gun as the man looks at him. Clearly this isn’t going to be easy.
 
   “I would know if that was true.” The man lowers his gun before pulling out a cigarette. In our world that can be taken two ways. Either he thinks we aren’t a threat or he clearly is clueless on what’s going on in his own clubhouse.
 
   “Well I think you may want to check in with the Shifters’. They brought an outsider into your clubhouse brother.” The man looks confused before he turns and looks back at his guys. He motions them to lower their guns which they do with a new quickness.
 
   “Let’s talk this out then. I don’t think we have officially met. I’m Rodney. President of the Wolves’.” The man we now know as Rodney steps forward before Creed shoves his gun into the back of his jeans.
 
   “Creed. President of the Fallen Angels’.” Rodney nods his head as he looks around at everyone.
 
   “I heard about you. Sharp didn’t like you much.” The men chuckle but I’m growing impatient with all this shit. 
 
   “That wasn’t a lie. He’s out now, I’m in. We never had a rift with you, didn’t plan on it either. We had a situation a few months back. Shifters’ got their hands on one of my brother’s old lady’s. We haven’t been able to track the motherfuckers until recently. They showed up on our radar here.” Creed keeps his tone calm and collected as he looks the man dead in the eyes.
 
   “Shifters’ told us Russians were after them. Offered us a shit ton of money for protection.” With a loud huff the man’s attention turns to me.
 
   “Got a problem there son?” The older man questions me but he should see the deadly look in my eyes at the moment. 
 
   “Oh I have big problem. SON. That old lady he’s talkin’ about is mine. She’s pregnant with my kid. I have every intention on gettin’ her home today.” The growl that rips from my throat should be a sure sign that I’m not playing.
 
   “That so? So the Russian shit?” His attention turns to Creed as I squeeze my hand around the grip of my gun. I’d hate to shoot a president but I’m not totally against it.
 
   “From what we can tell, Russians aren’t in on this. We got a lead out to an old shack after they took the girl. It was bullshit. Planted by a few of the Shifters’ boys.” Rodney takes a step back running his hand through his old gray beard. He looks as if he’s contemplating this.
 
   “I never had a beef with the Russians. Don’t plan on starting now. Same goes for you. I’ll get the Shifters’ out here; you do what you please with them. The girl’s inside. She won’t be harmed.” With a quick nod, he turns to the man behind him.
 
   “Round those motherfuckers up.” The man nods before turning with a few others and heading off.
 
   I can’t handle this shit. I need to get inside. Rodney must notice I’m impatient as he looks back at me.
 
   “She’s ok. We don’t harm our women like some of them. Let them round up the Shifters’ and I’ll take you to her.”
 
   Right after he speaks a whirl wind of hell breaks loose from behind him.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 49
 
   “What the fuck!” Growling I head straight towards the motherfuckers I see holding my woman around her throat. They are dragging her out of the side door of the club with a gun trained on her head. One false move, motherfucker is mine.
 
   “They pulled Pres.” One of the other guys steps out behind them. The Wolves’ all have their guns pointed at the Shifters’ but my eyes never leave Jersey’s. Something is off with her, I can see it in those beautiful blue eyes.
 
   “You got about one more second to hold onto her like that before I blow your fuckin’ head off!” My words come out in a growl that is barely audible. I’m pissed, no, I’m beyond pissed. My nerves are firing off and my rage is barely controlled. I know I’m about to lose it all in second.
 
   “She don’t belong to you! She’s one of us!” The older man yells as my body vibrates. This shit is going to get bad.
 
   “She’s my old lady. Don’t take it there asshole.” Inching closer I can see him shove the gun closer to her head. My eyes narrow in on him as the world spins around me.
 
   “Let’s drop this shit! You played us motherfucker! You think you’re walkin’?” Rodney turns to the man as I grin. Yeah, but that one is mine!
 
   The man nods his head to the guys behind him but we out number them by far. The man releases his grip on Jersey but aims the gun at me. The closest person to her is one of the fucking Wolves. He moves in and grabs her before she disappears back into the club.
 
   “Now what?” The man looks around before I grin.
 
   “Now I watch you suffer.” With my gun pointed at his head Creed gives the orders. Shots are fired and people are running. Ducking behind anything they can get behind as a shield, I move forward. I’m ready for a bullet. Won’t be the first one, doubt it’ll be the last.
 
   I watch the Shifters’ as they fall but the one I want is now in the arms of the Wolves’. The shots stop as I advance on him.
 
   “You got a basement?” As if that was even a question, the man nods with a huge grin. He yanks the asshole back before I turn to follow.
 
   “Tank, check on my girl!” Screaming over my shoulder, I see him nod before moving towards the building. I trail along behind the asshole that held his greasy hand around my woman’s throat. He has to be the father. He’s the oldest of the group and he wears the president patch. Too bad I’m about to strip him of that.
 
   The basement is dingy and smells of death. This isn’t the first motherfucker to lose his life down here. I know he won’t be the last but he will be mine.
 
   The guy ties him to the chair in the center of the concrete room. I don’t miss the stained floor beneath him either. 
 
   “So we finally meet yeah?” I pull my knife out as I circle the son of a bitch that traded my woman for guns. What kind of piece of shit is he?
 
   He sits still as I reach for his patch, then all hell rises in him.
 
   “Don’t you fuckin’ touch that!” Snarling at him I grab the patch ripping it from his cut.
 
   “Presidents are leaders. They hold high standards for the club. They teach them to be honorable to their families. I don’t remember trading their own kids out for guns is in there though.” I slide the blade across the exposed part of his neck as he cringes. It’s just a scratch.
 
   “That what this is? She ain’t even mine brother. Her mommy was a no good whore. Who the fuck knows who her daddy is!” The way he says brother just grates on my nerves. I throw my leg over his straddling him as I look into his eyes.
 
   “You gave her away and then tried to take her back. I know all the dirty little things you did to her.” As I get into his face the door flies open. My eyes travel over to Tank but he looks off. Sick even.
 
   “You need wrap this up brother. Somethin’s not right with Jersey.” The words sting like a blade being drug through my chest. If they did anything to her I will lose my mind.
 
   “You hurt her.” Turning my attention back to the asshole beneath me, I stab the knife into his throat. I watch the blood squirt as he gags and chokes. That’s right, enjoy that motherfucker. As much as I wanted to draw this out she’s more important than that. She means more to me than watching him suffer.
 
   Stepping back from him, his eyes meet mine as the life slowly fades from them.
 
   “I’ll see you in hell.” Looking over at the man that brought him in here, I nod.
 
   “Wait till he’s dead.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 50
 
   I follow Tank through the doors as I wipe my face on the rag he tossed me. I can’t go in there covered in blood.
 
   “What’s wrong with her?” Asking Tank doesn’t do any good. He just keeps walking not saying a word.
 
   He pushes the door open to one of the rooms off the side hallway and there she lays on the bed. She looks like hell but she’s awake.
 
   “Jersey.” Her name falls from my lips as she turns her head to look at me. My insides explode when I see those blue eyes. She’s amazingly beautiful even after all that has happened to her.
 
   “I’ll kill you!” Her face contorts into something hateful as I look around the room. The guys want to laugh but I can see they are holding back. What the hell is with her?
 
   “What the fuck did I do?” Walking closer she screams again piercing my ears. Jesus Christ what is with her?
 
   “She’s almost ready to push. I’ve never done this.” The small lady that sits at the end of the bed looks up terrified. It takes me a minute before I realize what she’s saying. Holy shit!
 
   “I don’t want to have my baby in this dingy shit hole! No offense.” Her little face turns to face the woman as she nods. Damn this girl is hot as hell screaming at people.
 
   “You, I will fucking cut your dick off!” Pointing at me, I see the lady stand.
 
   “One of you needs to get in there. We would call for an ambulance but we have bodies everywhere.” Shrugging she starts towards the door when I grab her. Oh hell no, she ain’t leaving me to that shit.
 
   “Where you goin’? I don’t know how to do that!” Pointing at Jersey, I can hear the lady laugh. 
 
   “Me either!” She starts to move but I pull her back again. No, a woman needs to be down there not me. I make them I don’t birth them.
 
   “Get your fucking hands off her Ryker!” Dropping my hand quickly the guys all laugh. I don’t think this shit is all that funny though. 
 
   I look around before I walk over cautiously to sit on the end of the bed. 
 
   “What the fuck am I supposed to do? What do I catch it with?” Looking around I see the guys look at each other before they head for the door.
 
   “Thanks guys! Real fuckin’ help you assholes are!” I can hear them chuckle as they leave the room. Fuckers.
 
   “You don’t catch it, Ryker! This isn’t football!” Jersey screams before she starts to cry. I sit there like a fucking bitch. Yeah, that’s what I look like right now. 
 
   “What do I do here darlin’?” Looking to her for answers that I never get she screams again. I make the mistake of pulling the blanket back to look.
 
   “Sweet fuckin’ Christ! That shit’s half out!” Now I’m screaming like she was.
 
   “Don’t call my baby shit! You fucker!” Her screams get louder as I roll the blanket back. Fucking hell, I can’t believe they are making me do this shit. I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing here.
 
   I reach towards the little spot of hair before yanking my hand back.
 
   “This is… I don’t know what the fuck this is!” Screaming louder, I reach back down just as the little head comes out. I don’t know if I want to scream with her or throw up. Second thought, I want to fucking throw up. If I knew this is what it looked like to have a kid, I would have worn three condoms at one time. This is just too much.
 
   “Ryker!” Jersey cries again as the rest of the tiny body comes free. My heart slams into my chest when the little thing cries. 
 
   Jersey’s head is thrown back against the pillow as she tries to catch her breath. I reach over and grab the closest blanket and wrap the tiny body in it.
 
   “Ryker. The baby?” Her head is barely up as she looks down at me.
 
   “She’s a girl. Jersey we have a daughter.” I hear the door open before Tank walks in with a grin.
 
   “It’s girl brother. I have a daughter.” Beaming at him he walks over and looks down at the tiny girl in my arms. The one that stole my heart in the matter of seconds. 
 
   “She’s beautiful. We need to move though. Jersey needs to be at a hospital.” Looking back up at her, she looks so worn out. It hurts me to see her that way.
 
   “Ok. Yeah, have Joey bring the van over.” Standing I grab out a knife to cut the cord before passing the baby to Jersey. I roll them both in the blanket she’s lying on before lifting her in my arms.
 
   “I’m gettin’ you out of here.” Placing a kiss on Jersey’s head she laughs.
 
   “That’s not the first time you’ve told me that.” 
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 51
 
   “Stop fuckin’ playin’ Bella. I’m not changin’ it.” If this girl touches my shirt one more time I might snap her fingers.
 
   “It’s a wedding Ryker! Not a God damn barbeque!” Tugging at my shirt again I almost lose it.
 
   “My weddin’ yeah? So leave it.” Bella steps back making her angry face at me before I laugh.
 
   “Fine, but you look like a homeless fry cook.” I watch her stomp away as I chuckle to myself. That girl is a mess.
 
   It’s been four days since Jersey had our little girl. Surprisingly enough Bella was able to keep the basement set up until we came home yesterday. She thought we should wait until Jersey was rested up a little more but I can’t wait anymore. I need to do this now. 
 
   Walking to the top of the stairs I see Jersey with baby Ansley in her arms. The sight stops my heart. She’s magnificent. I can’t help but stare at her. She’s the most beautiful person I have ever known inside and out. 
 
   “Let me hold her.” Walking over I reach up and take my daughter out of her mother’s arms and hold her against me.
 
   “She smells so damn good. I never knew babies smelled like that.” Kissing my little girl’s head, I inhale her scent. God I love this baby.
 
   “Stop sniffing her, it’s weird.” Jersey wraps her arms around my waist as I lead her towards the basement steps. 
 
   “You sure you’re up for this?” She nods against me as I wrap my arm around her shoulders. I don’t want to rush her into anything but God do I need this. I need that connection to her. I know legally we are already married but this is different. This is to bond our hearts.
 
   I lead Jersey down the stairs until I hear the music start. Bella has everything and I mean everything planned out. She didn’t miss a thing with this one.
 
   Jersey doesn’t have a clue what’s going on either. I told her that some of the guys wanted to meet Ansley. 
 
   “Oh my God.” Jersey covers her mouth as I walk her around the corner. All the guys stand there smiling as they watch us.
 
   “You did this?” Jersey looks up at me before I shake my head.
 
   “Nope. It was my idea but Bella did it all.” Walking her to the head of the aisle, Bella rushes over to get Ansley. I can’t stop smiling at her too. She did me the greatest honor when she did this for us.
 
   It’s hard to see the new life we created in the arms of such an old soul that threatens to leave us at any given moment.
 
   Turning to Jersey, her eyes are full of tears. I reach up and wipe them away before I look her in the eyes.
 
   “You have held onto somethin’ inside of me since the day I saw you in that place. I knew right then, there was no way in hell that I could walk away from you. It’s been thrown in my face over and over again. Every time I’m not near you, I’m lost. You hold my soul inside of you. I can’t breathe without you, Jersey. I know that we met under some strange circumstances but I still can’t let go. I tried to stay away from you, but you pulled me back in every time. You carried my baby inside of you and that’s somethin’ I never thought I’d have. Somethin’ was taken from me long ago but you renewed me. You brought me back to life. I know were married already but I want to know if you’d marry me again.” I drop to my knee with her hands in mine. Tears stream down her face as she pulls me back up.
 
   “You asked me once to hold onto somethin’ for you.” Jersey reaches into her pocket and pulls out my name patch. The one that I have long since forgot about and holds it out to me.
 
   “Answer me first.” Her giggles flow through me as she looks into my eyes.
 
   “I would marry you a thousand times, Ryker. You and our daughter mean everything to me.” I grip her hand before sliding the ring out of my pocket and onto her finger. 
 
   “Hold onto that a little longer yeah?” Closing her hand around my name patch I lean in and kiss her before turning to Bella.
 
   Taking Ansley from her arms I lift her little face to mine kissing her cheek.
 
   “That promise to love and take care of your mother goes for you too darlin’. Your mother may hold half my heart but you hold the other half.”
 
    
 
   The End
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   Chapter 1
 
   Bella
 
   The wind blows around me as I lay in the grass. It’s cool, and it calms my heated skin. Life has taken its toll on me. My body, my heart. It’s all on its downfall from this world. 
 
   You know when you get that feeling inside of you, and you just know something is coming? That’s what I feel, but I also feel a sense of peace. Not just any peace either. It’s a peace that surrounds me and engulfs me in warmth. It’s a peace that stills my wandering mind and eases the pain in my heart. It’s the final peace.
 
   I can hear all the kids laughing and playing closer to the clubhouse. Turning my head, I smile as watch them play. 
 
   I know that when I’m gone they will go on, but I wish they knew that I’ll always be watching them. They are my heart. I love these kids, and it makes me a little sad that I never got the chance to have one of my own.
 
   “You want one of those?” Joey drops down behind me before pulling me into his arms. This is the other thing I don’t want to give up. It’s not by choice, but it’s still hard.
 
   “What are you doing?” I need to change the subject. I don’t want to talk about that right now.
 
   “Lookin’ for you. I missed you.” Joey pulls me closer to him as I giggle. He was just with me twenty minutes ago. 
 
   “I think you have lost your mind. Is the food about ready? I’m starving.” Joey sits up before pulling me up with him. Looking in his eyes, I want to get lost. I have never cared about anyone the way I do him. Joey has been a solid foundation in my life since I came back home. 
 
   “I love you Bella.” Joey leans in and brushes his lips over mine making my body shiver.
 
   “I love you too. Now feed me.” Giggling, I pull back as he laughs. I can’t get enough of that laugh.
 
   “Fine. Let’s go feed you.” Pushing himself up, he pulls me with him. He never lets go of my hand while we walk over to the big grill.
 
   “Dad, you better not burn mine!” My dad, Tank, stands there with a smile on his face. These are the moments that I want to take with me. The ones I want burned into my memory.
 
   “Come on, Bella. I don’t burn shit when I cook. That’s Creed.” Pointing the tongs that he holds in his hands at Creed, I laugh. These two are crazy.
 
   “Fuck that! I cooked last round. Bella, was my shit burnt?” They both turn to look at me as I laugh. I can’t help it.
 
   “You both cook just fine. I’m freaking starving though, so come on!” Stealing a piece of corn off the grill they both laugh at me.
 
   I look around while I nibble on my food. Everyone is smiling and having a good time. These clubs have taken some hits lately, and when things are calm, you have to take advantage of it, like we are now. 
 
   The wars are far from over for this club, but at least it’s calmer for now.
 
   “Are you stealing corn?” Cher throws her arm around my waist. Wrapping my arm around her shoulder, I pull her into my side.
 
   “You know how slow dad is. I can’t help it.” Cher giggles before nodding.
 
   “Yeah, that I do. How are you? You look skinny.” I know I’ve been losing weight. Again, it’s not by choice but I knew it was getting noticeable.
 
   “Well, if dad would cook faster I could eat!” Cher lays her head on my shoulder. We have had our differences, but she is a great person. I know how much she cares about my dad, and I know that when I’m not around anymore she will take care of him.
 
   “Where’s my brother?” Looking around, I don’t see Griff anywhere.
 
   “Taking a nap. That boy has been so grouchy! Your dad wants another one, but I don’t think so.” Cher giggles when I let go of her. I turn toward her smiling.
 
   “Come on! Griff is adorable! He needs a playmate!” Trying to protest that one she laughs.
 
   “He has you. He loves you to death.” Cher smiles as she walks away. 
 
   I stand there and think about that one. She has no idea just how close that is.
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   Chapter 2
 
   Tank
 
   “Damn Cher.” Gripping her hips, she rides me like she’s in a fucking rodeo. I can’t get enough of this woman.
 
   “Shut up!” I know she hates when I talk to her when we fuck but damn, how could I not?
 
   I grip her hips tighter as her body slides over mine. If my dick gets any harder, she’s going to snap it the fuck off.
 
   Growling, I raise my hips to buck into her. I want to be so deep inside of her that I get lost.
 
   “Tank!” Yeah, there’s my name leaving those sexy plump lips. I love hearing it every time too. 
 
   Slamming her sweet body down onto mine, I feel her so close. She’s going to shower me in her sweetness.
 
   “Do it Cher! Fuckin’ do it.” Grunting as I push into her further, I feel her let go. I cum behind her with my heart hammering in my chest. Every time I fuck this girl, I swear I want to die.
 
   We both lay there breathless before I lift her off of me. Pulling her into my side, I inhale her scent. The smell of strawberries and vanilla soothes me.
 
   Life has been one roller coaster after another around here. We’ve had our ups and downs, but at the end of the day, we are still family. We make our way through this life the best way we know how. I can’t say the same about other clubs.
 
   “You think there’s somethin’ goin’ on with Bella?” Running my hand up and down Cher’s back, I have to ask. She seems so different lately. Not that I don’t like this new, carefree Bella, but she’s losing weight and barely eats.
 
   “I think she’s just growing up.” Letting out a sigh, maybe she’s right. Bella isn’t a little girl anymore. She’s turning into a beautiful strong woman. I admire that about her. She didn’t let her past rule her future. When Bella sees something she wants, she goes for it. And that includes that little prick of hers, Joey.
 
   “I don’t know if I like that shit. She’s my baby, yeah? Now she’s all grown up, and shit.” Cher giggles against my chest. I never thought that I’d lose Bella the way I did, but now that I have her, I want to keep her forever. I don’t want her to grow up and become a woman. I want her to stay that little girl I lost so much time with.
 
   “She will always be your baby, Tank. She just needs to find her way in life. She has a good head and she’s a strong girl. You shouldn’t worry about her much.” That’s easier said than done. She’s all I worried about for so many years. It’s hard to move past the lost time that I can’t get back.
 
   “You talk to Jada about the liquor store?” Opening up a new store on top of opening a shop is going to be rough. We make ends meet now, but that will boost our money flow up. It’ll be nice to have money to fall back on if needed. I just don’t know that we thought through all the stress of running two new businesses.
 
   “Yeah. She doesn’t know what to do. She doesn’t think that you guys should run it all the time, but she doesn’t trust the other girls much. Bella isn’t old enough, and we all have the kids. She wanted to talk to Creed before she decided anything.” Tightening my grip on her, I whisper into her hair.
 
   “Don’t you even plan on workin’.” Cher’s head snaps up to look at me, and I can’t help but smile at the look on her face. She knows she likes it when I boss her around.
 
   “Why the hell not? I told Jada I would help with what I can.” I can see the little attitude rearing its head in those dark eyes of hers. She won’t win this round though.
 
   “I plan on makin’ more babies. Besides, I don’t like the idea of one of those chaser’s watchin’ Griff. You’re his mother. He needs you around.” The way her eyes light up sets my soul at ease. She amazes me even if it’s just by the look in her eyes.
 
   “I never said I wanted more kids. Look what having Griff did. I have fucking stretch marks and I’m fatter.” Rolling her so she lies under me, I smile at her.
 
   “Those held my son. They protected him for months while he grew. There ain’t one fuckin’ fat spot on you. I love all this.” Running my hand over her stomach she looks away. I don’t like that she feels the way she does.
 
   Gripping her chin, I pull her face back to look at me.
 
   “Don’t do that darlin’. You’re the most beautiful thing I have ever seen. Now come on, let’s make a daughter.” Leaning down, I crush my lips to hers as she giggles softly.
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   Chapter 3
 
   Creed
 
   Slamming the gavel down, I look around at my family. Throughout all the hell and bullshit we have handled, I’m damn proud to say that this family has kept it together. Life floats by like a breeze. You never know what you might miss but with this family, who cares.
 
   “We got word on that store over on highway 6. I’m happy to say that this club is now the proud fuckin’ owners of Angel’s liquor store!” The guys all explode into cheers. We have been looking into some legitimate ways to make money for a while now. Tank and I knew about the store, but we just wanted to make sure it was all still a go before we announced it.
 
   I never realized just how much I want for my family. Not just the guys either, all of them. The old lady’s that have our backs, our children. They deserve more than the illegal aspect of what we do.
 
   “Shut the fuck up! With that bein’ said, we also got word on the old Davis garage. We got that shit too brothers!” Yeah, I have set a few plans into motion for this club. 
 
   “We need to work out who is goin’ where. We got a little bit before that shit happens, so discuss it amongst yourselves. We will vote on shit later on. Right now we need to talk about the fuckin’ Dusts’. With so much shit goin’ on we’ve kind of turned our backs to them. Not anymore. We have to think about our plan of action in case they retaliate.” The guys nod their heads as I look around.
 
   As much as I’d like to say that we finished them off, I can’t. We have moved on with our business ventures, but set them off to the side. That needs to change though.
 
   “We got word they are still a runnin’ club. Apparently, we didn’t kill enough of the son of a bitches.” The guys laugh as I smile. 
 
   “No word on shit comin’ this way, but just to be sure we need to be ready. I’m not puttin’ shit out there today though. We have some celebratin’ to do!” Slamming the gavel down, I dismiss the guys. I see the look in Ryker’s eyes though. He isn’t done with this talk.
 
   When all the guys finally file out, I sit down next to him, slapping a hand on his shoulder.
 
   “Nothin’ to worry over. We will get them handled.” He nods his head, but I still see his eyes. He isn’t fooling me one fucking bit.
 
   “I know, Creed. I just don’t like this shit. It doesn’t sit right with me. I want every one of those motherfuckers gone.” I can see the way he has his hands clenched. The way the muscles in his jaw are clenched, is a pretty good giveaway too.
 
   “I know you do. We all do. Right now isn’t the time. We got new babies around here like a goddamn nursery. We got the business’ we need to get up and rollin’. Makin’ a better future for this club, and these kids, need to come before another war brother.” Ryker drops his head before running his hand through his hair. He knows I’m right, but this son of a bitch has a temper straight from the devil.
 
   “I know brother. Let’s do this. You better have my ass in the goddamn garage though. You put me around that liquor and my day is over.” Chuckling, we both stand and head out into the main room. 
 
   I can’t stop the smile as I watch all the women and kids in here. It makes my once dead heart fill with pride. 
 
   “Put that goddamn cigarette out!” Screaming at one of the new prospects, he jumps slightly. Now, that is fucking funny. I made a new rule of no smoking when the kids are in here.
 
   “Jesus Christ Creed! He almost shit himself.” Tossing my arm around Jada’s shoulders, I lean in and place a kiss on her head.
 
   “Stupid prospect’s dumb as hell darlin’. No smokin’ when the kids are here. How hard is that one?” Shaking my head, I glance around watching everything. Tank in the corner with little Griff, Bella wandering around with my daughter in her arms. I don’t know that I could be any prouder of everyone.
 
   “What are you thinking about?” Glancing down at my beautiful woman I smile.
 
   “Everything. How perfect this is all turnin’ out to be. This club has taken hit after hit, and it’s about damn time we have a little peace in here. Look around sweetheart. Everyone’s happy and smilin’. I never thought this day would come.” Jada pushes up on her toes kissing me quickly.
 
   “They have some great leaders. You guys make it easier for everyone here, Creed. I’m proud of you.” 
 
   Hearing her say that to me means more than she knows. That’s all I’ve ever wanted. I wanted her and Jason to be proud of me. 
 
   “He’s proud of you too, Creed. I know he is.” Nodding my head, I think she’s right.
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   Chapter 4
 
   Ryker
 
   “Son of a motherfuckin’ bitch. Why the fuck are you creepin’ around like that?” Snapping as Bella giggles, I shake my head. I swear that girl wants to give me a fucking heart attack.
 
   “I wasn’t creepin’! I can’t help it if you don’t watch what you’re doing.” With her hands planted on her hips, she beams at me. I love that happy go lucky girl that stands in front of me.
 
   “What are you doin’?” Walking past her, I head toward the kitchen to make Ansley a bottle. I can’t believe that I’m on my way to make a goddamn bottle and not grab me one.
 
   I’ve decided that drinking all the time wasn’t in the best interests of my little family. Occasionally will be fine though.
 
   “I was bored. Dad sent Joey on a run, and I have nothing to do. Give me her.” Bella walks over motioning for me to hand her Ansley. After she snatches her from me, I heat up the water to make a bottle.
 
   “Where’d that little shit go?” Rolling her eyes, I chuckle. She hates when I call him that.
 
   “I don’t know. Up north somewhere. Hey, I wanted to ask you for a favor.” Her tone doesn’t sit well with me. I know that tone. It’s going to get one, or both of us, in trouble.
 
   “I don’t like the sound of that shit.” Mixing the formula up in the bottle I look over at Bella.
 
   “I didn’t ask yet Ryker!” Shaking my head, I blow out a breath before passing her Ansley’s bottle. I watch as my little girl eagerly sucks away without a care in the world. I want that for her always. I don’t ever want her to worry about anything.
 
   “Fine. Ask me whatever the hell it is.” Leaning against the counter, I cross my arms over my chest and watch her. 
 
   “I wanted to see if I could use your apartment for the weekend. I need a break. I need to talk to Joey.” Raising my eyebrows, she has my attention now.
 
   “So, you plan on tellin’ him?” Bella nods her head slowly. I know this is hard for her. How do you tell someone that you have cancer, and there is nothing they can do about it? I know how I felt when she told me, so I can only imagine what Joey will think.
 
   “I’m proud of you darlin’. I think a lot of that stress will fade once you tell someone else. I wish you’d talk to your dad, but I guess the little shit will do.” Bella giggles softly as she stares at my little girl in her arms. I wanted so much more out of life for Bella. She deserves so much more.
 
   “Will you do something for me Ryker?” Her eyes come to meet mine and I know she’s having a serious moment. I will give her anything she asks for.
 
   “You know I will if I can. I’ll do whatever you want sweetheart.” Hearing her little sniffles as she looks back at Ansley, my chest tightens. I hate seeing Bella cry. I hate that there is nothing I can do to make her better.
 
   “Make sure these babies know I loved them. Make sure that no matter what happens, they know how much you guys love them. Growing up without dad was hard. I never knew if he loved me, or hated me. I heard so many stories from my mom and none of them were good. I liked to think that he was out there looking for me though. Just promise me that these babies won’t have to feel that pain like I did.” Taking the last few steps toward her, I pull her and Ansley against me. 
 
   “You never have to worry about that sweetheart.” The door opens, but I don’t release my grip on Bella. She needs this right now and fuck, so do I.
 
   “Everything ok?” Jersey’s voice sends shivers over my body. I love that she can do that to me.
 
   Tilting my head, she must notice the tear that escaped. I don’t fucking cry, at least I didn’t until Jersey came around. She brings out new emotions within me.
 
   Jersey’s hand comes to rest on my back before Bella pulls back.
 
   “I’m going to burp her, and then we are having girl time.” Kissing Ansley’s head, she smiles before leaving the kitchen.
 
   Jersey moves to stand in front of me with her arms wrapped around my waist.
 
   “I love you Ryker.” Nuzzling my face into her hair, I never want to let go.
 
   “I love you darlin’.” We stand in silence for a few minutes, which I’m thankful for. I needed this little bit of time that we have.
 
   “You want to talk about it?” I blow out a breath knowing there is nothing I can say. I promised Bella I wouldn’t say a damn word, and if it’s the last thing I do, I won’t.
 
   “No. Just life.
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   Chapter 5
 
   Creed
 
    
 
   “Alright. Snake called. Said that we are ready to roll with the liquor store. You motherfuckers can’t be over there drinkin’ all the product either.” I feel so damn proud in this moment. My beautiful old lady stands by my side as we watch the guys gear up to start working on the store. Angel’s Liquor is going to do this club proud, I can feel it. 
 
   “Are you a little excited?” Jada looks up at me with those big blue eyes. I could get lost in those eyes.
 
   “I’m beyond that darlin’. This is the first legit business we are takin’ on. I want more for this club than what we have now.” Leaning down, I kiss her gently before smiling. She is the best thing that has ever happened to me.
 
   “I know it is. I’m proud of you guys.” Smiling back at me, I want to fuck her on this counter. 
 
   “That right there means the world to me sweetheart.” I can’t stop looking at her. She’s magnificent. 
 
   A hand slapping me on the shoulder pulls me away from her.
 
   “What the fuck brother?” Tank grins like a lunatic at me. That motherfucker has been crazier than usual. It’s not a bad thing though, just strange.
 
   “I want in on the damn garage Creed.” His smile turns serious as he stares at me. I know he wants in that garage, and that’s exactly where I wanted him anyway.
 
   “Who the hell did you think I’d put in there? The prospect?” Tank chuckles before he looks over at the new prospect, Bo. He’s a hell of a fighter, but when it comes to fixing things, he’s dumb as hell.
 
   “Shit. You want to ride your bike, or look at the pieces of that shit?” Tank grabs a beer off the counter before taking a long pull from it. He has me smiling now as I think about that.
 
   “You know you’re in the fuckin’ garage. Hell, I might put that little shit in there too.” Tank nearly chokes on his beer before he looks back at me.
 
   “Like fuck you will! I’ll take Torch and Piper’s old ass before I take Bo. That boy is dumber than anything I’ve ever seen.” Jada giggles next to me before she speaks.
 
   “I’m working the liquor store for a few hours a day. I thought Cher might want to work with me.” Tank shakes his head before taking another drink. What the hell is he saying no for?
 
   “I don’t want her workin’. I want her with Griff. No reason for her to work while I’m around.” Jada stiffens in my grip as I glance down at her.
 
   “What the hell is wrong now?” I ask her. Jada lets out a huff before she pokes Tank in the chest.
 
   “You, are way to caveman. If she wants to come hang out with me she can Tank. You’re not the boss.” Jada slips out of my reach before walking past Tank. My eyes dart to his and hold there. Amusement dances across his face.
 
   “Look what you did.” Nodding toward Jada, I don’t smile. 
 
   “I didn’t do shit. My woman ain’t workin’ Creed. My son needs his momma.” I watch him take another drink before he looks at me.
 
   “Shit, brother. I’ve tried talkin’ Jada into stayin’ home too. That shit didn’t work out well.” Tank chuckles before he slaps his hand on my shoulder.
 
   “Take charge brother. Be a man. Tell her she ain’t workin’. Hell, I just told Cher she wasn’t workin’ and she was givin’ me another baby.” Shaking my head, I lose it. I wonder how well that went over. 
 
   Cher has a mind of her own, always has. I never understood how these two stay together. They are some of the most hard headed people that I know.
 
   “You didn’t win that shit Tank. I know that girl.” Walking toward the door, he follows.
 
   “What the fuck you mean; I didn’t win?” I can hear the annoyance in his voice, but I know how she is.
 
   “What the fuck I mean is, you didn’t win. She ain’t one to roll over for no man. Hell, brother. That girl has had a mind of her own for as long as I can remember. Ain’t shit changin’ that.” Reaching for my helmet, Tank laughs. 
 
   “You don’t know the skills I got. I told her what she’s doin’ and she agreed.” Shaking my head, I pull my helmet on.
 
   “You remember that’s the same girl that gave you shit not so long ago about gettin’ on a motorcycle yeah? The same girl that didn’t like the idea of sleepin’ in the woods.” Adjusting the strap on my helmet, he glares at me.
 
   “She’s also the same girl that I fucked senseless the day we got back to this clubhouse. The same girl that I fucked until she carried my son in her. Yeah, I got that girl.” Tank slides his helmet on before climbing on his bike. He’s going to have his hands full with Cher.
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   Chapter 6
 
   Tank
 
    
 
   The smell of stale grease hits my nose as soon as I walk into the old abandoned shop. This place was left the way it is, a long time ago. The old man that owned it passed away, and no one else has messed with it since.
 
   In fact, the bank nearly laughed when we went in there and said we wanted it. They said no one has put an offer on it in over ten years. I must say, that I’m damn glad we did.
 
   I walk around the garage and look at the rusted out tools, and old motors that still litter the room. This is like a second home to me. I love being in the garage. Knowing that I’m fixing something and being useful for a fucking change, just hits me in all the right spots.
 
   “Jesus Christ, brother. This place is a shit hole.” Torch walks over kicking some old pieces causing them to clink across the garage floor.
 
   “This ain’t a shit hole. This is beauty. Raw, untouched beauty.” Torch chuckles before pulling out a cigarette, and passing one to me. We both stand there glancing around as we light them up.
 
   “You know, it wouldn’t take much to put some shelves and shit up there. Get some new tools in here and we’re good. This is like fuckin’ heaven brother.” Turning to look at Torch, he blows out a puff of smoke.
 
   “Heaven or hell? Either way, it’s all the same to me.”  Shrugging, he walks toward the little office as I follow. Torch sits at the desk flipping through some dusty papers.
 
   “Look at this shit.” The way he jolts into the upright position has my attention. 
 
   “What’s that?” Reaching over, I grab the picture out of his hand. My heart nearly falls out of my chest as my eyes come to rest on our old president. 
 
   “I’ll be goddamned. He did business with old man Winter.” What a hell of a way to come into this place. I had no idea that Sharp ever dealt with old man Winter. As far as I knew, he always used the club shop. Guess that was all a load of shit like everything else that came from him.
 
   “Seems he had quite the side business.” Dropping the photo onto the table, I take the paper that he holds out to me. Scanning it quickly, I shake my head. This is some crazy shit.
 
   “See what else you get. I want Creed to see this shit.” Dropping the paper back onto the table, Torch nods and fumbles through more.
 
   I take that moment to walk around the small office, just looking at things.
 
   Nothing else jumps out at me as I try to plan this shit out in my mind. I have a visual of what I want this shop to look like. I want this to work out for the club.
 
   Stepping back out into the main garage, I take a puff of my cigarette and look around the empty space. 
 
   Creed brought the idea of opening up a garage to my attention. At first, I wasn’t sure if it was a good idea but the more we dug into it, the better it sounded.
 
   We own it flat out. We paid for it, and now it’s ours. The way things looked and mapped out we will be the only shop within a twenty-mile radius, and the only one within an hour that specializes in Harley’s. That’s a big fucking plus on our end. We can pull in some of the other chapters, and the other clubs that we don’t have issues with too. 
 
   “You like the layout brother?” Torch comes to stand next to me as I look around again.
 
   “Yeah. We can make this work. I’ve worked with less. What do you think?” Glancing over at him I see the smile on his face. He is all in on this shit too.
 
   “Fuck yeah. This place has potential. Bein’ the only shop around, we are bound to get some good business. Plus, the location is hot.” Nodding, I have to agree. This is a prime location.
 
   “What are you thinkin’ about Angel’s?” Walking back out into the parking lot, I look over at Torch as he shakes his head.
 
   “Who the fuck don’t like liquor? I’m just worried about rivals Tank. That shit ain’t exactly in a friendly area. I don’t like the idea of any of the girls workin’ there either.” At least we agree on one thing. I also don’t like the thought of them working there. 
 
   “I heard that. I told Cher hell no. Jada still wants to though. I think we need to have a nice talk with Creed about that shit.” Torch nods as we make our way back to the bikes.
 
   “I think we can make this shit work brother. Me and you got the skills, anyway. I don’t know about the other end of shit but on the shop front, we’re good.” Nodding my agreement, I climb on my bike.
 
   This is going to be our new beginning.
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   Chapter 7
 
   Creed
 
    
 
   Standing in the liquor store, I look around at what we have to work with. This is a good move for the club. It’s a legit business, that will bring in legit money. Our future needs to be secured for the sake of this club, and the kids in it. Not all blood money is bad money, but the legit money, is a shit ton better.
 
   “What are you thinkin’ brother?”  Looking over at Piper, he smiles. He’s in his element here.
 
   “I think this shit is goin’ to be good for the club. I like it Creed. You did great on this.” Nodding at the old timer, that means a lot to me. Hearing it from him, is special. Piper is one of the last of the older guys aside from Bobby, and he’s out of commission. 
 
   “We did great. Piper, what would you think of runnin’ shit here?” His eyes light up as he looks over at me. I’ve never seen the look he has right now. 
 
   “I’d love it. It’d give me great pride Creed.”  Pulling me into a hug, I slap my hand on his shoulder. Piper has been a life saver in many situations. To not let him have a place in this would be immoral and wrong. He was a founder here. He built this club from scratch. 
 
   I wander around the store before I realize just how lucky we are to have this place.  It’s in fairly good shape for not being open in a long time. We shouldn’t have too much work to put into it before it opens. 
 
   Pulling my phone out, I call Jada.
 
   “Hey baby.” That voice of hers melts me inside. 
 
   “Hey darlin’. The store’s lookin’ nice. Shouldn’t take much to get it up and runnin’. I don’t know if I like the layout enough for you to be here though.” I hear her sigh into the other end of the phone. I know I’m in for it when she speaks though. I know her.
 
   “I don’t give a shit if you don’t like the layout, Creed. Put a goddamn lock and alarm in. I told you this is my choice. I can’t sit around and play housewife.” What the hell does that mean? Is she regretting her role in the club? Her role with me? 
 
   “Housewife huh? What the hell does that mean, Jada?”  Feeling myself getting a little more pissed by the second, I need to diffuse this.
 
   “I walk around that clubhouse cleaning up after grown men, Creed. This isn’t my life forever.” Holy shit! I’m in no mood for an argument tonight but she is really grating on my last nerve.
 
   “You fuckin’ walk around there as my old lady, Jada! You knew that shit when you got back with me. I don’t know what the hell is goin’ on in that head of yours, but you better get it straightened out before I get back!” Shoving the phone back in my pocket I shake my head.
 
   Walking back into the back room I take in the area. If she’s going to be here, I want to make sure I can at least put some kind of security in place. 
 
   “Fuckin’ hell.” Blowing out a breath I run my hand through my hair. 
 
   With both of the new businesses and now Jada, I will lose my damn mind.
 
   “Lady troubles?”  I spin around to see Piper grinning at me. He knows he loves this shit. 
 
   “I don’t know what the hell is wrong with her brother. She has an attitude from hell. She doesn’t listen to any of the shit I have to say to her. She said she is tired of bein’ a housewife.” Pulling out a cigarette, I light one up. Life was just starting to get back to normal, and now this.
 
   “She’s young Creed. She gets restless. I know she has her family now, but she needs some kind of freedom. I’ll keep my eye on her when she’s here.”  I’m glad that Piper will be around when Jada’s here, I just don’t like the attitude I’m getting from her.
 
   “You know I appreciate that. We need to get some new locks on back here. I don’t want any way in this shit, other than the front door.” Piper walks around taking in the back room before he looks back over at me.
 
   “I know I tell you this a lot Creed. I’m proud of you. You took this club back to its roots. We weren’t always this fucked up you know. We once ran legit. We once had heart. This club was the way it should be until Sharp.  Shit changed. Bonds were broken. We lost our way for a long time.  I’m just glad that you see the potential that these boys have. You can put it back together, repair the bonds. Shit comes at us from all angles that will never stop either, but the way you handle it, that’s something you can change.”  I watch the old man in front of me as I let that sink in. I’ve always known that this club needed to go in a different direction than it was. I was never in the position to change anything though.
 
   “You’re right. I want this to change.  I want this club to be better than it was.”
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   Chapter 8
 
   Ryker
 
    
 
   The days go on like usual. My heart sinks a little further with each one that passes. Some days I feel like the walls are closing in on me, I can’t breathe. 
 
   I don’t know what part hurts the most. The part that yearns for the old me, or the part that hurts to know that I’m losing Bella.  I know it’s wrong of me to hide this from everyone, but I made her a promise. I can’t break that. 
 
   “What are you doing out here?” Speak of the devil and she appears.  
 
   “Hidin’.” Pulling out a cigarette, I light it up before Bella passes me a beer.
 
   “The demons follow us you know.  It doesn’t matter where you try to hide.”  Glancing over at Bella, my heart breaks further.
 
   “Yeah, I get that. Those motherfuckers are everywhere.”  Chuckling, I take a drink from my beer.  She’s too young to know about demons, yet she’s lived with them her whole life.
 
   “When I was little, I would think I could hide from them. Even when I got older, I still tried. Growing up in this life taught me some valuable lessons.” Bella drops down in the grass before lying down in it.  
 
   “What’s it taught you?” Sitting next to her, I stretch my legs out in front of me.
 
   “That life is valuable.  That you need your family, your friends. I learned a lot being bounced around. I know when someone is rethinking their life, kind of like you are right now.” Bella giggles before sitting up, laying her head on my shoulder. I didn’t realize just how much she pays attention to everything around here.
 
   “I just feel lost, Bella. I’m used to bein’ a wanderer. Sittin’ still wasn’t a part of my life before I came here. Every single day I would be some place new.  I don’t know what I’m doin’ most days.” Bella looks up at me with such a sure look. 
 
   “I can see you.  I know you are lost, but at the same time you have your family. You have your life here. You make it work because that’s how life works. You win some, and you lose some, but that girl and that baby you have in there are all that matters. Trust me Ryker; you don’t want that baby to grow up without her daddy.” Turning my head, I kiss Bella’s forehead before I speak.
 
   “Wise words for such a young girl. That little girl in there will only know love.  I know what I have in those two. I know what I have in you too.” Bella smiles up at me before I hear someone coming. 
 
   Jersey drops on the ground next to me before Bella moves to stand. I grab her around the shoulders pulling her back into me.
 
   “Thanks Bella. You know what you mean to me, yeah?” Giggling slightly she kisses my cheek before standing and running toward the door.
 
   “Where’s my baby?” Grabbing Jersey, I pull her into my lap. God, I love this woman more than life itself.
 
   “Sleeping. Jada’s listening for her.” Kissing her neck, she squirms under my touch. Her skin is so soft and supple. She’s mine, always will be.
 
   “I heard what you said, Ryker. I know I wasn’t part of your plans, neither was she.  I love you more than anything in the world.” Sighing against her, I hate that she heard that part but I know she heard what came after too.
 
   “Then you heard what else I said. Findin’ you that day in that place Jersey. Fuck! My stomach was in knots for days afterwards. I didn’t know which way was up. All I could think about was you. Your eyes, your heart. I needed you Jersey. I need you. You make me complete. We may not have planned this shit out right, but I have you, I have Ansley. It’s all I ever wanted in this world.” Her lips crush mine. The air is sucked from my lungs. She is my air.
 
   “I never thought I’d want to settle down after the way I was traded out. You changed everything in me. I don’t want you to feel like you’re stuck, Ryker. It would kill me.”  The things that come from her surprise me. She always surprises me.
 
   “I’m not stuck Jersey. I’m livin’.  I could walk away at any second, yeah? I don’t, because you are more to me than my own life. I love you.” Kissing her gently I’m taken back to the first time my lips touched hers. So innocent and lost.  
 
   Pulling back, I look at my wife. No longer the little girl I found. No, now she’s strong, a force in this world.
 
   “Bella’s right.  There are demons everywhere. If we let them, they will pull us under. I won’t let them. I won’t let them pull me under Jersey.” With another kiss I pull her head against my chest. 
 
   Holding Jersey against me makes me feel alive.  It reassures me that something in my life is real and right. No matter how hard things are going to get for all of us, I have her, and I know she can be the rock I need.
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   Chapter 9
 
   Tank
 
   Stocking tools in the garage is like a dream come true.  I’ve loved being able to work on bikes. It calms the storm inside of me.
 
   “Knock knock.” A strange voice pulls my attention. Turning around I go straight for my gun, but I’m slower than this guy considering, I didn’t expect company.
 
   A gun is trained on me as I smile. Looking at the cut he has on, I know who he is.
 
   “You walk into my shop with that piece, you better be willin’ to use it.” Setting my wrench on the counter behind me, I lean against it crossing my arms over my chest. Fucking little prick doesn’t know who he’s fucking with.
 
   Out of the corner of my eye I see Joey and the prospect with guns pointed at him. See, I knew they were useful for something.
 
   “Well now, look at that. We seem to have us a little situation, yeah?” Nodding toward the guys that stand off to my left, I smirk.
 
   “I didn’t come here for that.” I can’t contain the chuckle that escapes me as he slides his gun back into his holster. Yeah, I didn’t think he wanted it to go down that way.
 
   “What did you come here for?” My eyes never leave his as he lights up a cigarette.
 
   “A peace offerin’. I took over Dusts’. I know there’s a history there, and I don’t want any part of it.” Watching the smoke ring that flows from his lips, I scrub my hand over my head.
 
   “Well, now that isn’t goin’ to be as easy as you walkin’ in here offerin’ it. We have unfinished business with some of your guys.” The man steps closer to me as I read his name patch. Rit. I’ve heard of him.
 
   “I came to offer a peace offerin’ VP. I don’t care what the motherfuckers did in the past. We agree to this and it’s over.” Shaking my head, I smile over at Joey and Bo. Who the hell does he think he is?
 
   Pushing myself up I stand at full height. Who the hell does he think he’s intimidating? 
 
   “I don’t think that’s your choice to make Pres. You might be in charge now, but that shit storm blew in long before you did. We don’t let shit slide. You might want to run along with that little peace offerin’.”  Watching the look in his eyes, he isn’t letting this go. For his own sake, he needs to.
 
   “You might want to run that past your own Pres. Yeah? I didn’t know VP’s were the decidin’ factor these days.” Taking a step into his space, I can feel the tension rolling through here now. Shit could get deadly quick. What surprises me is that he came alone.  No VP, no guards.
 
   Looking around, he takes notice.
 
   “I didn’t bring anyone. Thought that might give off a bad impression.” Nodding my head, I can’t help but smile. Stupid asshole.
 
   “Me and my President are one.  If I say it’s a no go, we don’t leave shit. Take a note of that right now because I don’t plan on tellin’ you again. Now, I believe that you are crossin’ territory right now, Dust. You see, my boys over there are a little trigger happy. They haven’t had a good shoot out in a while.” Rit moves his eyes to look at Joey and Bo before coming to rest on mine. My nerves are firing off one by one as I look him in the eyes. 
 
   “You know you’re askin’ for a war right now?” Wiping the back of my arm over my sweaty forehead I glare at him.
 
   “There’s already a war, Rit. All you’re doin’ is ampin’ it up. We let shit slide. We laid back. Crossin’ over here and threatenin’ me? You brought it to yourself.” Watching him drop his cigarette to the ground and stomp it out, I feel myself on the edge.  If he doesn’t leave, and soon, shits going to go south.
 
   Nodding his head, Rit backs away slowly.
 
   “You remember that VP.” Pointing at me, I grin. I sure as hell will remember that.
 
   Walking toward the garage door, I watch him climb on his bike. He’s not a stupid man. I know he has boys out there waiting on something to pop off. Too bad for him, today isn’t the day.
 
   “What the hell was that shit?” Joey walks over stuffing his gun into the back of his jeans before he takes his place next to me.
 
   “That right there, is the Dusts’ new President. Wagin’ a war he ain’t ready for.” Taking a step back from the door, I pull my phone out and call Creed. He may want a heads up if these motherfuckers are planning on heading to see him next.
 
   “Yeah?” Creed answers on the second ring.
 
   “Had a visit from Rit.” Pulling a cigarette out, I light it up. Something has to calm my nerves right now.
 
   “Rit? What the fuck is he doin’ around here?” Chuckling, I know he will like this shit.
 
   “Guess who the new Pres. Is over at the Dusts’.” Without another word, Creed grunts.
 
   “Goddamn!”
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   Chapter 10
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   Gathered around the table, Tank briefs us on his encounter today. I can’t say that I’m surprised that Rit is in the middle of that shit. He’s always wanted that president patch and didn’t care where he had to get it from.
 
   “The only problem I see with this load of shit is that Rit won’t back down. I don’t think he has the force anytime soon, but we need to watch that shit.” Slamming the gavel down, the guys stand to leave.  I don’t like any of this shit happening so soon, but I knew it was coming either way.
 
   I follow the guys out to the main room before I grab a beer.
 
   “Don’t look at me like that, Ryker. I ain’t lettin’ shit slide and you know it.” Ryker chuckles before grabbing Jersey and pulling her into his lap.
 
   “Never said you were. You know I want a piece.” Giving him a quick nod, he doesn’t need to tell me twice. If I set that motherfucker free right now, I know where I’d find him. 
 
   “You’ll get it brother.” Looking around, I take a long pull from the bottle before I see Jada. My angel, my reason for living.
 
   I miss the smile that used to be plastered across that beautiful face. I miss the way she used to hold onto me like she would lose me for forever if she didn’t. 
 
   “She’s just lost, Uncle Creed.” Pulling my attention from Jada I look over at Bella. 
 
   “Aren’t we all?” The smile that comes across her face could melt hearts. That girl is beyond beautiful. She has a heart of gold, and I couldn’t be happier to have her in all of our lives.
 
   “Yeah we are. Some more than others. She needs to feel special. She needs to know that she is a bigger part of your world.” Throwing my arm around her shoulder, I lean in and kiss her head.
 
   “What makes you the wise one?” Bella giggles before looking up at me.
 
   “I’m an older soul than most of the girls here. I know how she feels. The feeling of “being” and nothing more. Sometimes we lose ourselves in the everyday world. We forget what’s important to us.  We forget to remind the people that mean the most to us, just how much they do mean.” I don’t know what I would do without this girl. Bella is right. She is an old soul. She has lived so much hell that it’s scary to think about. 
 
   The one thing that has been a constant since she’s been here, is her spirit. She never loses it, and we all need it.
 
   “You know how much I love you, yeah?” Bella smiles up at me with those big blue eyes.
 
   “I know. I love you too. Go show your girl how much you love her.” With one last kiss on the cheek I walk toward Jada.
 
   Stepping up behind her, I wrap my arms around her waist.
 
   “You look awful hot in this skirt.” With my lips pressed against her neck I can feel her shiver like she used to.
 
   “I’m not in the mood, Creed.” Letting out a sigh, I let her go before running my hand through my hair. I have to get this girl back to herself. Glancing around, Bella catches my eye and nods at Jada. 
 
   “Walk with me darlin’.” Taking her hand in mine, she reluctantly follows me. I walk us down the hallway and out the end door. 
 
   The air is warm like it always is. I take a deep breath as I drag her through the grass.
 
   “What are you doing Creed?” Yanking her hand out of mine, I step in front of her grabbing her face in my hands. 
 
   “I need to make this right Jada. I don’t know what the fuck I did, but I need to fix it. You have been off for a while now. Talk to me sweetheart.” Looking in her eyes, I see the tears pooling. It kills me inside to see her this way. It hurts me.
 
   “I’m not off, Creed. I’m tired.” Shaking her head out of my hands, I drop them to my sides. I feel like I’m at a loss here.
 
   “Jada, come on. Somethin’ ain’t right with you. Why won’t you talk to me?” Watching the tears spill down her cheeks, I want to take it away. I want to take all the pain away but if she doesn’t tell me what’s hurting her, how can I?
 
   “I feel like we’ve forgot him. I feel like I let his memory fade, Creed.” Jesus Christ, this is what’s been wrong with her? This whole thing is about Jason.
 
   “No. No, you didn’t.  We never will Jada. Don’t you understand that? He is a part of us. He always will be a part of us. We moved on with life. We didn’t forget him, or let him fade away. I’ll never let that happen. I love you too much. I love him too much.” 
 
   Jada slams into my chest wrapping her arms around my waist as she cries. Holding her against me, I didn’t realize she was hurting this much.
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   Chapter 11
 
    
 
   Ryker
 
   “Goddamn it’s like liquor heaven.” Chuckling, I drag Jersey around the liquor store with me. I came over here to help get the new locks and shit put on before we try to open.  
 
   “Don’t think about drinking right now. You have work to do.” Jersey winks at me before she walks past me. Slapping her on the ass, she yelps, before I head toward the back room. 
 
   This is going to be a lucrative business when we get rolling with it. I’ve known some other clubs back in the day that ran stores like this and had great success with it. I have no doubt that Angel’s will be the same.
 
   Screwing in one of the new locks, I feel Jerseys hands come around my waist. Damn, the feeling of this girl anywhere near me makes my heart leap. She knows she does it too.
 
   “Did you need somethin’ darlin’?” Her hand slides lower before gripping my dick through my jeans. 
 
   Twisting the screwdriver, I get harder. Trying to focus on this shit with her hands on me is not going to work much longer.
 
   Sweat pours from me in this hot backroom. Jersey’s hand stays in place stroking me gently.
 
   “I need you Ryker.”  Shudders roll over my body as I drop the screwdriver to the floor. In a flash, I have Jersey spun around and pinned against the wall. Sweat burns my eyes as it drips down from my forehead. The way she’s licking her lips right now, damn, I might explode.
 
   “You know what you’re askin’ for, darlin’?” Licking my way up her salty neck, she moans. 
 
   “I always know what I’m asking for.”  Hiking her little skirt up, I drag my fingers through all the wetness I find between her legs. 
 
   “You want me to fuck you against this wall, or over those boxes?” Yanking her hips closer to me, she better decide quickly. 
 
   “Are you being a gentleman giving me the option?” Oh my God, her fucking mouth.
 
   “It’s customer appreciation day. Pick. One.” Growling against her, she speaks softly.
 
   “Wall.” That’s all I needed. Yanking my jeans to the floor I lift her easily in my arms before slamming inside of her.
 
   “Ryker!” That’s right, scream my name. No one can hear her. We’re alone here, not that I’d give a shit if the whole store was full.
 
   “You love me?” Thrusting into her with a new force she screams.  Every time I fuck this girl it’s like the first time. She takes my breath away. I love her more every time she looks at me.
 
   When Jersey doesn’t answer, I dig my fingers into her hips. Her cries get louder the faster I pump into her.
 
   “Answer me!” Harder and harder. Sweat flows between our bodies as she slides so perfectly against me.
 
   “Yes! I love you!” Yeah, I knew that. I just like making her say it. It gives me a sense of peace when I hear those words leave her lips.
 
   Biting down on her neck, she clenches around me. This girl will be the death of me.  She has me in such a vice like grip; I never want her to stop.
 
   Rolling my hips, I can feel her on edge. She is about to let loose all over me.
 
   “Jersey.” Growling low into her ear does it. I know it works every time. Call me a cocky bastard, I don’t give a shit. I know how to fuck my old lady.
 
   Jersey cums, flowing like a river with me right behind her.  She drops her head to my shoulder as I hold her in place.
 
   “I think I made baby number two just then.” Jersey laughs against my neck, her breath warming my skin. 
 
   “You have lost your mind.” Leaning her against the wall I pull back to look at her face.
 
   “You know I’ve loved you from the start. First time I saw you. A girl like you is impossible to find, and yet here you are.”  Tears prickle her eyes before I lean in and kiss her slowly. 
 
   “I fall for you every single day, Ryker. There isn’t a time that I don’t feel something new for you.”
 
   Pulling out of her, I let her slide to the floor before grabbing my jeans, yanking them back up.
 
   “I want to always be like this. I don’t want to fight. I want us to be this way forever.” Gripping her face in my hands, the tears finally fall. 
 
   “Then don’t make me change my mind about you. You are my heart, Ryker. I wouldn’t be able to live without you.” Kissing her once more, I hear someone entering in the front. Not knowing who it could be, I pull away from her.
 
   “What the hell are you two doin’ back here?” Torch walks into the back with a smile on his face. Nasty fucker was probably out there listening the whole time. 
 
   I grab Jersey’s hand pulling her with me as I walk toward the front.
 
   “We christened the store. We’re good now.” Jersey elbows me in the side as I laugh. I will never get used to this. I love it.
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   Chapter 12
 
    
 
   Tank
 
   I sit back and watch Bella with all the other girls. She’s so skinny and frail. I’ve asked her so many times if she’s feeling ok. She always says she is, but I don’t believe her. 
 
   She’s been spending more and more time at the clubhouse than at home. I feel like she’s pulling away from me at times, but at others, I feel like she doesn’t want to let go of me. It’s a strange feeling to have seeing how I lost her once. 
 
   I know no one can take her away from me again, but that feeling of dread, it still hides out in the pit of my stomach. 
 
   “She’s beautiful.” Cher wraps her arms around my waist before I hug her against me.
 
   “She is. I just don’t know what’s goin’ on with her.” Cher snuggles into my side before she speaks.
 
   “She’s a teenager Tank. They go through phases. She’ll grow out of it.” Maybe she’s right. Maybe it’s just a phase that she’s going through.
 
   “What’s up brother?” Creed smiles as he makes his way over to us. Shaking my head, he’s a mess these days. His spirits are high as hell. I guess getting the shop and the store has set his old grumpy ass into a good mood.
 
   “Nothin’. What the fuck are you grinnin’ about?” Cher giggles before letting me go and walking off. She must know we are about to talk business.
 
   “Life brother. Things are fallin’ into place Tank. I thought about it a lot. I didn’t know if we could get it there but we are. Look around us. Look at what we brought back.” Taking a step back, he stands next to me. I look around the room at everyone. It is amazing to see so many smiling faces in here. 
 
   “Yeah. It’s nice brother, but for how long? Dusts’ ain’t playin’, Creed. RIt will be comin’ back.” Creed blows out a breath and I hate to be the one to rain on his fucking parade, but it’s true. 
 
   “I know he will. We’ll be ready for it too. We need to have some down time Tank. Jada has fuckin’ lost her shit one too many times. Ryker is smilin’ but for how long, before he loses it again? We’re all some fuckin’ tickin’ time bombs around here.  At any second it’s goin’ to explode. We need to keep that shit locked up for now. When Dusts’ come at us, we’ll handle them.” Maybe he’s right. Maybe we need this time. Time to recoup and be a family.
 
   “Yeah. You’re right, Creed. I’ve seen some off shit lately too. Think we should hit the lake?” Creed smiles before he nods his head.
 
   “What a better way to unwind before we start workin’ harder, yeah?” Nodding my agreeance, we both smile. He’s right. We need some time before the real work kicks in.
 
   “Couple weeks out?” Creed looks over at me. 
 
   “Yeah. Sounds good.” Creed walks off before I make my way toward Bella. Grabbing her around the waist I kiss her cheek.
 
   “Eww Dad!” Squirming in my grip, I let her go.
 
   “What the hell was that for?” Rolling her eyes, I see the smile on her face. 
 
   “I love you Bella. Just wanted you to know that.” Smiling with pride, I look at my daughter. She has overcome so many obstacles and she keeps smiling. She is a role model to all of us. 
 
   “I know you do. I love you too. Are you ok?” Chuckling slightly, Bella wraps her arms around my waist. I hold her against me. Having my family is the best thing that’s ever happened to me. Having Bella here has made my world complete.
 
   “I’m just happy baby girl. I’m happy to have you and Griff. I never knew havin’ kids could make me this complete.” I don’t miss the sob that escapes her. I don’t know what’s going on with her, but I just need to hold my little girl. 
 
   Bella buries her face in my chest as I hold her close. The way she’s crying rips my heart open. I know there’s something wrong, she just won’t tell me. I thought we moved past all of that, but maybe Cher was right. It’s just a phase.
 
   “Everything ok?” Ryker steps up next to me as I nod. Bella pulls back slightly wiping at her eyes before she smiles.
 
   “Just the person I needed to talk to. What are you, a magician?” Ryker chuckles as he looks at her. I don’t know the connection that these two have but he seems to be her new go to person. 
 
   “Thanks dad, for everything.” Leaning down, I kiss her forehead before she latches onto Ryker. I watch as the two of them walk toward the kitchen. 
 
   “What’s that about?” Jersey looks up at me with a slight concerned look in her eyes.
 
   “Don’t know. She needed to talk. How are you doin’ darlin’?” Looking down at her, I watch her stare at her daughter. It amazes me the way the guys in this club have become such great men and fathers. Even Ryker, with his short temper, seems to have calmed at least a little with Ansley around.
 
   “I’m ok. She hardly sleeps though unless one of us is walking her around.” Jersey smiles up at me.
 
   “Colic. Bella had that when she was a baby. Give her to me.” Taking Ansley from Jersey I marvel at how small she is. I remember the day Bella was born. I was ecstatic. Candy was scared shitless, but I couldn’t stop smiling. I felt like a lunatic. 
 
   “Hold her like this and rock her. Works every time.” Showing Jersey, the way I used to hold Bella when she’d cry makes me happy. I love this. I love my family here.
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   Chapter 13
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   Everything is working out exactly the way I hoped it would. The girls have all calmed down significantly. The shop is almost ready to open, and the liquor store is also. The plans to head out to the lake house for a weekend are set. Now all we have to do is sit back and enjoy. Or so I thought.
 
   “Heather hasn’t stopped crying for hours, Creed!” Jada comes into the office crying herself. Why is she yelling at me? I just got back.
 
   “Did you feed her?” Flipping through some papers I need to sign off on I hear her huff. I look up to find her glaring at me.
 
   “Do you think I’m fucking stupid? Of course I fed her asshole!” Her screams, with Heather’s on top of that, are the loudest thing I’ve heard in the clubhouse for days.
 
   Pushing up from the desk I walk over to her picking Heather up out of her arms.
 
   “You miss your daddy darlin’?” Kissing my little girl’s forehead, she feels like she’s on fire. 
 
   “Have you checked her temperature? She’s fuckin’ hot Jada.” Pressing my lips to her cheek I look at Jada. Fire rises in her eyes. That’s never a good thing to see.
 
   “You think I’m not a good mother, Creed? Is that what it is?” Blowing out a breath, I look around the room, looking at anything but her. 
 
   “No, I never said that. She’s hot though. Maybe she’s gettin’ sick.” Jada storms toward me taking Heather out of my arms.
 
   “Yeah, ok Creed. Thanks for that, doctor fucking Spock.” Jada turns and storms out of the room like the little tornado she is. Blowing out a breath, I grab my phone and dial. 
 
   “Hey doc. Baby’s sick. Think you can come take a look.” Listening to the old man’s instructions, he agrees to come.
 
   I head out to the main room but I can still hear Heather crying. I know Jada’s nerves are worked up, but she needs to calm down.
 
   “I tried to take her, but your girl went fuckin’ crazy on my ass.” Ryker slaps a hand on my shoulder as I walk toward her.
 
   “She said she’s been cryin’ all day brother. Doc’s on his way.” Ryker passes me a beer when Jada’s eyes land on mine. She looks at the beer in my hand and back at my face before she turns on her heel and heads toward the room.
 
   “Oh hell, Creed. I feel sorry for you.” Ryker chuckles next to me but this shit isn’t funny. I thought Jada was getting better, but she seems to be on edge still.
 
   “Shit’s gettin’ out of control with her Ryker. I don’t know what the fuck to do.” Running my hand through my hair, he nods.
 
   “It’s rough brother. It’ll get better. Ask Doc while he’s here.” Hell, I have thought about that also. I thought maybe she was a little depressed after Heather was born, but this shit is going too far.
 
   “I might do that.” Passing him the beer back I head toward the room. I can hear Jada all the way out in the fucking hallway.
 
   “Please Heather. Just stop fucking crying!” Jesus, this girl has lost it. I shove through to door to find Jada walking and crying. Heading straight for her, I take Heather when I hear a knock on the door.
 
   “Yeah!” Tank steps in motioning for Heather. I look at Jada and back at him, but he just nods. 
 
   “She’s fine in here!”  Jada snaps as I pass Heather off to Tank. 
 
   “Thanks, Tank.” 
 
   “Just hold your woman.” Nodding at Jada, he turns to leave the room. My attention snaps back to Jada as she cries harder in the corner. 
 
   My heart breaks for her. I don’t know what’s going on inside of that beautiful mind of hers. 
 
   Stepping up next to her, I wrap my arms around her.
 
   “Everything’s ok Jada.” Whispering into her hair she tightens her grip around me.
 
   “It’s not Creed. It’s not ok. I’m a horrible mother. I yelled at her.” Jada sobs harder into my chest. I want to lose it with her. She’s tired, worn out. I can’t blame her either.
 
   “It is ok. I left you with more than you could handle. I’m sorry sweetheart. I need to be a better husband, a better man.” I feel like a piece of shit for not helping her more.
 
   “You’re a good man Creed. I just get overwhelmed. I’m sorry.” Kissing her head, I need to ask. I just hope she doesn’t lose her shit on me.
 
   “Doc’s comin’ to check Heather. You want to talk to him?” Jada tenses up in my arms as I wait for the storm. She wants to lose it; I can feel it in her.
 
   “Yeah. I do.”
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   Chapter 14
 
    
 
   Ryker
 
   Holy hell, that clubhouse has turned into a shit storm of hormonal females. I never knew having that many in one place could set off so much craziness.
 
   “What the fuck you hidin’ out here for?” Torch walks in smoking a cigarette. I thought working on the bikes would take my mind off things. 
 
   “You been inside?” He nods his head as he blows out a ring of smoke. “That’s what the fuck I’m hidin’ from.” Torch chuckles before he drops down on the stool next to me.
 
   “Can I ask you somethin’ brother?” Torch never has asked for permission. The son of a bitch always spoke his mind. This shit is either important, or personal.
 
   “You know you can.” Picking the wrench up I tighten a few bolts.
 
   “You ever dream about your own death?” Stopping what I’m doing, I glance over at the crazy fuck. He looks dead serious which makes me change my whole attitude.
 
   “I’ve dreamt a lot of shit. Death, life, all of it. What’s goin’ on Torch?” Pulling my own cigarette out and lighting it up, I sit back leaning against the wall.
 
   “I’ve been dreamin’ about my sister. The one I told you about. She’s gone brother. I know she’s dead. It’s always dark and full of fuckin’ smoke. She always stands there telling me to come with her. Come be free, Travis. That’s all I hear.” Glancing over at him, I know how those dreams can haunt you.  It’s scary as hell being lost inside yourself.
 
   “Travis huh?” Torch chuckles before he smiles at me.
 
   “Yeah. Haven’t been called that since I was a kid. She started callin’ me Torch when I would light shit up. That was my thing back then.  The dreams just fuck with me; you know?” Nodding my head, I know all too well.
 
   “I hear you brother. Lost inside your mind isn’t a place you want to be. I know that shit first hand.” Picking up my beer I take a pull from the bottle before he speaks again.
 
   “Crazy thing is. I see myself die Ryker. I go in a fuckin’ blaze of gun fire. It’s like my subconscious is tryin’ to prepare me for that shit. I’m ready though. Is that some shit or what?” A slight chuckle escapes him before I look over shaking my head.
 
   “Nope. I’ve had that too. Maybe it’s just the demons we fuckin’ hide from everyday makin’ it hard to sleep.”  Torch nods before grabbing his own beer.
 
   “Probably right. You ready to hit the lake?” Changing the subject is his thing. He doesn’t like to dwell on things too much, and I can’t blame him on this.
 
   “Yeah brother! I just worry about the Dusts’ when we come back. I’m ready for that shit. Just waitin’ on the go ahead from Creed.”  Torch laughs as he stands up.
 
   “Not lettin’ that rest until you get them all, yeah?” He knows me. I’m my own worst enemy.
 
   “Damn right. Rit thought he was doin’ somethin’ takin’ over that shit but he threw himself into somethin’ personal to me. He wants to ride that storm out with his boys, I’m all for it.” I hear Torch laugh as he walks out of the garage. 
 
   I hear the door close but I figured it was just from Torch going out so I don’t turn to look.
 
   “Always in this damn garage. What is with you?” Bella drops down to take the spot Torch just left. 
 
   “You women make us fuckin’ crazy in there.” Bella slaps my arm before laying her head on my shoulder. 
 
   “You ever just get tired of life Ryker?” I know what she’s getting at, and I don’t really want to go there with her right now.
 
   “I used to. Not since I’ve found somethin’ to live for though.” Kissing her forehead, I hear someone suck in a breath behind us. We both turn to see Jersey standing there.
 
   “Come join the party.” Turning back to the bike I’ve been trying to fix for the last hour, she doesn’t come sit.
 
   “Ryker.” Bella whispers before I turn to look at her. The startled look on her face has me following her gaze to Jersey.
 
   “What the fuck are you doin’?” Jumping at the same time as Bella, I push her behind me. Jersey stands there with tears streaming down her face, and my gun in her hand.
 
   “How long?” Her words mean nothing. I have no clue what the hell she’s talking about.
 
   “How long what? What the hell is wrong with you?” Taking a step toward her, she shakes her head.
 
   “How long have you been fucking her?” Screaming louder, I almost laugh. Looking over my shoulder, at Bella she looks amused. I shake my head as I turn back to Jersey.
 
   “Have you lost your Goddamn mind woman? I’m not fuckin’ her!” Taking another step toward her, I watch as a new fire blazes in her eyes.
 
   “Don’t you fucking come near me.”
 
   “What are you goin’ to do? Shoot me?” Taking another step, the gun goes off. Bella screams as Jersey drops the gun to the floor of the garage.
 
   I rush in grabbing her around the waist, pressing her against the wall.
 
   The side door flies open as the guys all file in with their guns drawn. I bet that little show scared the piss out of them!
 
   “What the fuck?” Creed looks around before I nod at Bella.
 
   “You ok?” She nods her head before she moves to wrap her arms around Creed. 
 
   “Take her inside. I got this.” Creed nods before he takes Bella from the garage. The rest of the guys look confused as they file out behind him.
 
   My attention drifts back to the girl that just fucking shot me in the arm.
 
   “What the hell was that shit, Jersey?”  Taking a step back her eyes land on my arm before she loses it again. Sobs choke her from the inside out.
 
   I look over at my arm before I look back at her. 
 
   “Flesh wound. It’s fine.” Shaking her head, she slides to the floor in a heap of tears. I don’t know what to do here. How the fuck do I respond to this shit?
 
   “You’re always with her.  She’s always hanging off you. I know I’ve changed since I’ve had Ansley. I don’t look like I did when we first met.” Jersey curls into a ball before I reach for her.
 
   “She’s sick Jersey. She didn’t want anyone to know. She told me in fuckin’ confidence. She’s a good kid, but that’s all she is to me. She’s family for fucks sake!” Jersey’s head comes up as her eyes rest on mine.
 
   “She’s sick? What’s wrong with her?”  Shaking my head, I stand up and run my hand through my hair.
 
   “She has cancer Jersey. She’s dyin’.”  With that, I walk out of the garage leaving her to contemplate the news I just gave her.
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   Chapter 15
 
    
 
   Tank
 
   Doc’s checking Heather, and there seems to be a line of women that need his services tonight. I don’t think I’ve ever seen shit get as crazy around here as it is right now.
 
   “You sure you’re ok?” Grabbing Bella one more time, I drag her against me.
 
   “I’m fine dad. I just hope Jersey’s ok.” Nodding my head, I get why she lost it. Shooting at people though? I didn’t think the girl had it in her.
 
   “She will be. Havin’ kids can mess with your hormones and shit. She’ll be alright.” Bella nods as I let her go. I watch as she wraps her arms around Joey’s waist.
 
   “He isn’t so bad is he?” Cher startles me slightly. Looking down at her, I smile. 
 
   “Thank God you haven’t lost your damn mind too!” Cher laughs before she hugs me.
 
   “I don’t think I could. There needs to be at least one sane person in this place.” Kissing the top her head, I have to agree.
 
   “That’s true. Those girls will need you, if you’re up to it.” As if that was even a question, she nudges me.
 
   “I love these girls. I’ll do anything for them.” She always brings a smile to my face. She never ceases to amaze me either. 
 
   “We’re taking that ride to the lake, yeah?  Before we can go, there’s another run that I signed up for. We need to help out Griff’s boys.” Cher looks up at me not at all happy about it, but she understands.
 
   “I wish I could have met him.” Sighing, I wish the same thing. 
 
   “Me too darlin’. I need to go get ready. “Cher pushes up on her toes to kiss me quickly.
 
   “I’ll pack it. Go see Griff and Bella before you go.” Damn, how did I get so fucking lucky with her? I watch her walk down the hallway, my eyes traveling over her body. Cher amazes me every day that I have with her. She’s the best thing that’s happened to me aside from my kids.
 
   “You on the run?” Torch walks up next to me with a shit eating grin on his face.
 
   “Oh fuck. I’m stuck with you?” Glaring over at him he laughs and nods. Crazy fucker.
 
   “Damn right. You know you gotta roll with the best brother.” Shaking my head, he’s lost his damn mind. 
 
   “You’re crazier than the fuckin’ devil. How the hell is that good?” Heading toward the bar he laughs behind me.
 
   “Oh Tank. You know you love me brother!” I flip him my middle finger as I walk. He’s really one crazy shit.
 
   “Hey Tank. Can I talk to you a minute?” Joey side steps me as I walk.
 
   “If you have to.” As thankful as I am for Joey taking a bullet for Bella, I still don’t like this dating thing.
 
   “Has she talked to you? I mean, she won’t talk to me. She looks like shit. She barely eats anything.” Scrubbing my hand over my face, I look over at him.
 
   “She doesn’t say shit. I don’t know Joey.  I see it too, but Cher thinks she’s just growin’ up.” Joey looks concerned which in turn makes me a little more uneasy. I don’t like the looks of Bella either, but if everyone else is noticing it there has to be something going on.
 
   “I don’t know Tank. She hardly sleeps at night. I hear her in the bathroom. She’s always sick.” Cutting my eyes at him, that’s some information I didn’t need to hear coming from him.
 
   “You get my daughter pregnant?” Hell, that’s the first thing that came to my mind.
 
   “Hell no. We haven’t even.” Shaking my head, I throw my hand up. No need for him to go any further with that shit. I don’t need to know what him and Bella have, and have not done. Although, it is good to hear that she is being careful.
 
   “Enough! Just see if you can get her to talk while we’re out.” With a nod, he walks away as I blow out a breath.
 
   “What the hell was that?” Glancing over at Creed, I grunt. 
 
   “The boy was tellin’ me that he and Bella haven’t slept together.” Creed breaks into laughter before I elbow him.
 
   “Wait till Heather grows up, you son of a bitch.” Creed laughs harder as I walk away to find Griff. Hell, I need some father son time, with all these damn females around here.
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   Chapter 16
 
   Creed
 
   “Joey! Let’s ride.” Yelling at the little shit to come on, just annoys me further. I don’t like the fact that I have to take him with me. I should have sent his ass with Tank.
 
   “Why are you yellin’?” He walks over with a grin on his face. I can’t say that I hate the boy these days because I really don’t. He kind of grows on you. At first, he was a little punk, but now he seems somewhat valuable to the club. 
 
   “We need to take a ride over to the Spawn’s.”  Joey looks at me confused, since Tank just left to go help them out.
 
   “Clubhouse. Tank’s runnin’ with their northern chapter on some shit. We need to make sure that they have everything covered on their end at home. Shit’s been off over there since their Pres. died.” With a quick nod, he heads for the door.
 
   “You leaving?” Jada wraps her arms around me before I kiss her head.
 
   “I’ll be back soon. This won’t take long. Heather’s got her medicine for her ear; Doc said she’ll be feelin’ better soon.” Jada nods her head before nuzzling her face into my side. I feel bad for her, I really do.
 
   “Yeah, Doc is getting me something too. I’m sorry Creed. I’ve just not felt like myself in a while, and I took it out on you. It was all kinds of wrong.” Holding her a little tighter, I savor this moment. We don’t always have to see eye to eye, but I hate the fighting. I hate being angry and not being able to reach her.
 
   “It’s fine darlin’. I told you. We’re fine. We’ll get past this also, just like everything else. Hey, can you talk to Jersey while I’m gone? I don’t know what kind of shit she was on out there in that garage, but she almost took Ryker’s ass out.” Jada smirks that sweet little look of hers before she nods.
 
   “Ryker’s a dick. He probably pissed her off really good.” Jada laughs as she pulls back to look up at me.
 
   “He can be, but shootin’ the fucker in our own garage ain’t gonna fly. If she needs help she needs to get it.” Jada’s face changes. She understands more than anyone else could.
 
   “I know. I’ll talk to her. Be careful.” I lean in and kiss my woman roughly. Even though this is a fairly routine run, you can never be too sure. Anything can happen at any time, and all of our lives here are a picture of that. 
 
   “Go take care of my daughter.” Shivers roll over my body as the words leave my mouth. My daughter. I never thought I’d see the day that I’d have kids. I never thought I’d be alive that long.
 
   Walking out of the clubhouse, the air has turned chilly. The wind blows and new day has begun. It’s sad to think that at any time, any of us could be gone from this world. This world that we have built still holds so much pain, and grief. 
 
   We’ve been through a lot in our time as Angel’s. Making things take a turn down a different road hasn’t been easy, but we’re slowly doing it. If we can pull ourselves away from the illegal shit that flows through our veins, we may have a fighting chance at setting the future up for our kids. 
 
   “You ok? You look lost.” Looking over at Joey, I take a deep breath. He’s the next generation. He’s young. He is one of the ones that we need to make this shit work for. When our kids grow up, he’s one of the one’s that will show them the way.
 
   “Ain’t we all lost brother? I was just thinkin’ about this club, these guys. We’ve come a long way. We still have a long way to go, but for now we’re makin’ it. You boys are the future of this club, and I sure as shit don’t want my kid to have to live the way we did. I want more for them brother.” With a smile, Joey nods his head.
 
   “Look Creed. I know we haven’t always seen eye to eye, mainly about Bella, but I want that brother. I want to be somethin’ those kids can look up to. I don’t want to be Sharp. If I can change anything for the better here, hell, I’m all for it.” Starring at him, I can see it in his eyes. He’s got to be one of the best guys we’ve brought in here. 
 
   “Let’s do it then brother.” Pulling my helmet on, I climb on my bike. Glad me and him had this little chat.
 
   Now, we need to see that everything is good with Spawn’s.
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   Chapter 17
 
    
 
   Ryker
 
   My mind is a fucking mess. My old lady took a fucking shot at me! Hell, she did shoot me. How the hell does that play out? 
 
   Jersey and Ansley mean the world to me, but I can’t deal with some trigger happy woman all the time. Jealous of Bella? Hell, I almost laughed in her face. Thank God, I didn’t do that. She may have really aimed that shit better.
 
   Following behind Tank and Torch, I’m lost inside of myself. The same place I told Torch not to hide in, yet I’m there. 
 
   “She’s had a rough time Ryker. Give it some time.” Tank slaps his hand on my shoulder yanking me back to reality. A reality I don’t want to be in right now.
 
   “Fuck, Tank. She took a shot at me brother! Your kid was right there.” Seeing the look in his eyes, I know he is madder than he’s letting on about that shit. 
 
   “And you protected her. Look, shit has been rough on those girls. Look what they lived with brother. Hell, Jersey was fuckin’ traded out by her own goddamn parents. She needs reassurance. She needs to have that in place so she knows she is cared for, and loved.” Running my hand through my hair I thought that’s what I’ve been doing. 
 
   “How do I do that? I thought she already had all that. What the fuck more do I need to do?”  Tank shrugs his shoulders as the Spawn’s all gather around.  
 
   “Can’t thank you guys enough for comin’ up here. Since Griff’s been gone, no one wants to take this club seriously. We lost out on over 7k this month alone.” Davey, one of the Spawn’s from the northern chapter speaks. He looks like hell. Shit, they all do.
 
   “Who moved in?”  All eyes come to rest on me before he speaks.
 
   “Raven’s. Took up residence over at the shop on Willow. They’ve been runnin’ shit out of there since Griff died. They intercepted one of our shipments comin’ in from Cuba.” Shaking my head, that shit’s never good. 
 
   Spawn’s have tried to go legit the same way we’ve been trying. It’s hard though, when your life revolved around guns and drugs for as long as we’ve been alive.
 
   “So we roll on them. Run them out of there. Ravens were never about shit when I was Nomad.” Looking around I see the nods. Most of these guys know me from back then. I was all over when I was Nomad.
 
   “I agree. They’re a small club. Shouldn’t take a whole lot to push them out. That’s Spawn’s territory, yeah?” Tank looks over at Davey as he nods.  
 
   “Has been for years. We don’t mess around that way much anymore with the new shit opened up. Hell, we didn’t even know they were there until our shipment was gone.”  Shaking my head, I wonder what the hell the Ravens were even thinking. They never were a big club. They dabbled in little shit. Weed, hookers, things like that. 
 
   “We know how they got it?” Davey nods again.
 
   “Picked up one of our old lady’s a while back. Beat the shit out of her until she talked. Problem was, she had her jaw wired shut and was on so many meds, she didn’t know what was real or not.” That sets a new fire off inside of me. I may be a crazy motherfucker, but after what I saw with Jersey, I don’t like hearing that shit. 
 
   Tank’s hand lands on my shoulder drawing my attention to him. I can see the look in his eyes, he knows.
 
   “I agree with Ryker. We move in on them. Let’s get them out of here, but first, I wanted to ask. Who’s your new President?” Looking around the room no one speaks. No one looks at the other, they all look down. I know it had to be hard losing their president, but surely they picked a new one.
 
   “Oh, come the fuck on! You think Griff would have wanted you motherfuckers to be rollin’ around here without a president?” Tank loses his shit. I know he was close to Griff. 
 
   “No one measures up to him, brother.” One of the others guys speak before Tank looks ready to lose his shit. 
 
   “That’s pretty clear. No one will ever be Griff, but you need to have a president in place. How the fuck you want anyone around here to take you seriously if you don’t? I for one, ain’t rollin’ on shit, until this shit is settled.” Crossing my arms over my chest, Torch mimics my moves.  It’s true. I’m not rolling up on another club without a President in place. That would make them, and us look weak.
 
   “Vote on it. NOW!” Tank growls as their heads pop up.
 
   “Nominate.” Looking around the room, they all look to Davey. Well, there it is.
 
   “Who votes Davey as the new President?” I don’t give Tank the chance to speak as I look around the room. Hell, I have my own problems at home that I need to handle. This shit is for kids.
 
   We go around the room and the majority vote for him. Thank fuck, that went quickly.
 
   “There we go. Let’s fuckin’ roll Pres.” Slapping my hand against Davey’s chest, he nods as we all file out.
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   Chapter 18
 
    
 
   Tank
 
   It was hard being there. I know that wasn’t Griff’s clubhouse, but those were his guys. That chapter never had an individual president before. Griff always handled them too. He was good at it. He made his mark on this life.
 
   Davey is a good guy. Has a good heart, but I know his past. He’s a mean son of a bitch that doesn’t care to take a life if he feels threatened. I guess I understand why they haven’t moved on the Ravens. With no true president, it would have back fired on them. I was glad Ryker stepped up the way he did though. 
 
   Ryker has a lot of courage in him. He also has a lot of the devil in there. Crazy as hell with a good heart has never been so dangerous.
 
   “Look at that. Just kickin’ back with a beer like it’s the good old days.” Ryker leans against a tree as we scope out the area. We know they are a small club, but we don’t know if Ravens have intercepted more than just the Spawns drugs.
 
   “Fuck that shit. It’s like football Friday in that motherfucker.” Torch chuckles next to Ryker. Glancing at the two of them, I don’t know how these motherfuckers are even alive. They have to be the sons of the devil himself.
 
   “You two havin’ a good time? Want to go join them for a beer?” Sarcastic. I was being sarcastic. I guess I need to think about my choice of words with these two. The glance they just shared wasn’t a good one.
 
   “Sounds about right.” Ryker and Torch both push off the tree they were leaning against, making their way toward the garage. I’m undecided on what to do here. Lay back, or follow these two fuckers up there.
 
   Motioning to a few of the Spawns including their new President, we head forward. I need to remind myself to kick their asses later. Assholes are acting like Creed right now.
 
   “Hello boys.” Ryker pushes the sleeves of his shirt up as he looks at the men in front of him. Crazy fucker. No wonder that girl tried to shoot his ass.
 
   “Well, well, well. Ryker. Haven’t seen you in a while. Can’t say that makes me sad either.” The grunt that escapes Ryker amuses me. Usually I step in as the VP, but when Ryker knows the men we’re after, I let him take the lead. He knows how to work them better than I do.
 
   “Aw Come on now, Ricky. We had some good times, yeah?” Ryker slides his sunglasses onto his head as he looks the man in the eyes.
 
   “If you count shootin’ me in the back a good time, then yeah. What the fuck do you want?” I watch the man stand with a slight crook to his back. Damn, I knew he was off, but he really shot that man!
 
   “Oh yeah. Forgot about that.” Chuckling, Ryker looks around at us. He’s clearly amused by what he did.
 
   “Fuck you Ryker. What the hell are you doin’ here?”  Getting in Ryker’s face doesn’t seem like a good idea. Not with that look on his face. The whole scene changes within seconds.
 
   Ryker has the man by the throat dragging him toward the side of the garage, guns drawn, everyone following. Well, isn’t this great.
 
   “Ryker.” Giving him a short but firm warning, he looks over.
 
   “Hey, Tank. Why don’t you go see what’s inside, while me and my old friend have a talk.”  I can see the look on his face. This isn’t going to end well.
 
   “Goddamn it Ryker.” Stalking off toward the front, Ravens don’t back off.
 
   “Why don’t we let them talk, yeah?” Stopping in front of one of them, I press my chest against the barrel of his gun. He doesn’t look too happy, but then again neither am I.
 
   “Yeah. Let’s do that.” The man growls before he lowers the gun. By the time I get them around the front of the building Spawns are already inside.
 
   Davey stands at the door with a shit eating grin on his face. They must have found their shit. 
 
   “You look happy.” Pulling a cigarette out I light it up as I look around the area.
 
   “All of it’s there. Fuckin’ idiots never touched it.” Nodding my head, I’m glad they got their shit back. This run could have turned to shit; I guess it still could.
 
   Screams roll through the air as we all rush toward it. Stepping around the side of the building, I see Ryker with something in his hand while Ricky is on the ground screaming.
 
   “What the fuck is that?” Pointing to whatever it is in his hand, he holds it up and smiles.
 
   “It’s a finger. You want one?” Tossing it at me, I raise my hands and watch the damn thing fall to the ground.
 
   “That’s all your shit, brother. I ain’t into that.” Shaking my head, Ryker laughs.
 
   “Yeah, it is. Why don’t you boys pick this motherfucker up and move out.” Looking around at the Ravens they don’t need to be told twice. They quickly grab him and head toward the front. That was easy. Easier than I thought it would be, but then again they aren’t a large club.
 
   “You have lost your goddamn mind.” Shaking my head, I turn and walk off.
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   Chapter 19
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   “You boys seem to have this all covered, yeah?” Walking around Spawns clubhouse is weird without Griff here. He was a good man, even better brother. He’s greatly missed more than any one of us knows.
 
   “Yeah. We got that new load comin’ in. Recruited a few more guys. We’ve closed off the old maintenance road so there won’t be any more surprises there.  Shipments from Florida are runnin’ smooth. Everything looks good.” The new President over here, Benny, smiles as he speaks. 
 
   I knew he would be a shoo in with these guys. He’s always been the leader type. He has connections to things the rest of us don’t, and I personally, don’t want.
 
   “Yeah. Tank and the northern boys are handlin’ that other little issue. I don’t think Ravens will be a problem once they take care of it.” Benny nods his head before passing me a beer.
 
   “How’s shit over at Angel’s?” Isn’t that the million-dollar question?
 
   “It’s goin’ brother.  We got that shop openin’ up soon and the liquor store is lookin’ good. Get some of that legitimate money flowin’ in.” Benny nods his head before taking a long pull from his own beer.
 
   “Let me know if there’s anything we can help out with. It’d be an honor. Griff always spoke highly of the Angel’s. I’ve known you for a long time, too.”  Nodding at him, that I know.
 
   “Well, if all is good here we’re goin’ to ride. We’re thinkin’ about the lake here in a few weeks. You should get the boys together. Let’s make this a family thing.” Putting my hand out, Benny takes it in his. Shaking on our new agreement, I’m ready to get back home.
 
   I head back outside to climb on my bike. An eerie feeling comes over me before Joey looks up.
 
   “We good to ride? I need to go pick somethin’ up.”  Glancing back over at him, I nod.
 
   “Yeah. Go ahead. I need some alone time anyway.” Joey nods before starting up his bike. 
 
   Sitting on mine, my mind drifts to the old times. Older days, older friends. The life I once lived. The friends I once had.
 
   Jason made me a lot of who I am today. Losing him forced me to take a look at myself. For a long time, I was lost. I didn’t know where I belonged. There are times I still don’t. As happy as I am to have this club and the family I do now, a part of me yearns for the old days. 
 
   I wanted to watch Jason play pro football. I wanted to be the best friend that always cheered, and ragged on the star of the team. Back then, that was my dream.
 
   Now things have changed. I find myself looking in the mirror, and wondering if I’m a good enough man. If I made him as proud as he made me. 
 
   I miss my parents. My mother mostly. I haven’t been back to see her, and she hasn’t seen Heather either. In some ways, I think its best that way though. My life is far different than it was when we were closer. I pushed myself away from them. Now, I don’t know if that was for the best.
 
   “Wherever you are Jason, I hope you know I love you man. You made me see myself differently, for who I am. If you’re out there, just know that I love your sister with everything I have.” I may look crazy, but there’s a part of me that needs to make that clear for him. Whether or not he can hear me is up in the air. It just needed to be said.
 
   Sliding my phone out of my pocket, I dial Jada.
 
   “Hey.” She sounds at least somewhat happier. That’s always a good thing.
 
   “Hey darlin’. I’m headin’ home.” I can hear her sigh on the other end. 
 
   “Are you ok Creed? You’ve never called me when you’ve been on a run like this.” Chuckling slightly to myself, she’s right. I haven’t, but it’s time I start. Life can change in the blink of an eye.
 
   “I know. I just want you to know that I love you.” Before I know it, a tear slides from my eye. Quickly wiping it away, I need to be calm.
 
   “I love you too. Is everything ok?” Laughing, I know she worries.
 
   “Everything’s fine. I’m comin’ home darlin’.” 
 
   “Be safe.”
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   Chapter 20
 
    
 
   Ryker
 
   Climbing off my bike, Tank glares at me. I know he has something to say.
 
   “What?” Pulling my gloves off I slap them down onto the seat.
 
   “You are really fuckin’ gone brother. Is that fuckin’ bite marks?” Looking down at my hands, I smile.
 
   “Had to keep that fucker quiet somehow.” Tank shakes his head as I smile. What? It’s true.
 
   Following Tank inside, I see there are people everywhere. No kids though. Oh shit, it’s Friday. Party night. I should be excited about it, but I’m not. I’m still unsure how to handle Jersey.
 
   “That was a short run.” Throwing my arm around Bella she smiles up at me.
 
   “Yeah. I got all kinds of people skills. Look, I’m sorry about what happened.” Bella shakes her head before pulling out of my grasp. 
 
   “No. Don’t do that shit Ryker. It’s ok. She needs you, that’s all.” Bella turns and walks away leaving me standing there alone again. I don’t know if that is all that’s wrong with her. I don’t know anything anymore.
 
   I head down the lonely ass hallway and head into my room. Staying at the clubhouse lately has been a relief for me. Sometimes it’s too damn lonely at home. I love Jersey and Ansley, but some days it’s overwhelming, I just need out.
 
   “Where’s my baby?” Seeing Jersey in the corner smoking a cigarette, I look around for my daughter.
 
   “Basement with the other kids. I was helping Jada fill the bar.” I can see the puffy eyes from here. 
 
   Walking over, I drop down onto the bed before laying back. I close my eyes and try to think of something, anything to say to her. I don’t know what the hell to do here. I’ve never been in this position before, but there is no way in hell that I can have my old lady shooting at people. 
 
   “I talked to Bella. I’m sorry Ryker.” Blowing out a breath, I don’t want to do this.
 
   “I get that shits hard for you right now, but you can’t fuckin’ just go all crazy like that.” I hear that girl huff in the corner before she stands.
 
   “Crazy? You think I’m crazy?” Oh hell, here we go. Opening my eyes, I turn my head to the side to look at her.
 
   “You want the real answer to that darlin’?” Her eyes fill with rage, but she doesn’t understand. That craziness in her is what attracts me to her. Some plain girl would never hold my interests.
 
   “Yeah, Ryker. I think I fucking do!” Snapping at me, I watch her eyes go wild. There it is. That right there, that fire, that rage. I love it.
 
   “Yeah. I think you are fucked up crazy! I think there’s a part of the devil inside of you! I see the fire that ignites in that little head of yours.” Pushing myself up, I stand and face her. 
 
   “That’s what you think about me?” She narrows her eyes on me, but I don’t move. I stand there eyeing her back.
 
   “Damn right I do! I saw that spark inside of you that day in that shit house. It’s what drew me in. I love it. I fuckin’ love that devilish spirit you have.” Her face changes, her expression, void.
 
   “I didn’t want to lose you.” A tear slides down her cheek. As much as I want to go to her, I don’t.
 
   “You will never lose me, Jersey. I can’t breathe without you. You can’t go after family though. That girl, this club. It’s all she has. Her life was hell too, just like yours.” As the realization hits her, she walks off wiping at her face. 
 
   I don’t know how to make her understand that she’s all I need. She is all I’ve ever dreamt of having, and she’s ruining it herself.
 
   Dropping back on the bed, I close my eyes again. After a few minutes I feel the bed shift next to me, but I don’t look up.
 
   Jersey’s hand grabs mine, and that electricity flowing through my veins, sparks a desire in me. Does she not feel this? Is it not the same for her?
 
   “A bite mark? Really Ryker?” Her voice has calmed as I feel the cool liquid touch my skin. Gently, she cleans my hand, and I let her.
 
   “He wouldn’t shut up.” Her soft giggle ignites a need inside of me, a feral and all-consuming need for her.
 
   Opening my eyes, I turn my head slightly to watch her work. She cleans me, dresses the wounds.  I can see so much caring in her eyes. Could it be that she is really that much in love with me, that she would get jealous?
 
   Pulling my hand from hers, I reach over and pull her around the waist, until she lays on top of me.
 
   “Do you not feel it Jersey? Do you really not know how much I fuckin’ love you?” Gripping her face in my hands, I force her to look at me. 
 
   “Sometimes I don’t know why you would want me. I can see the other girls around here. They are so perfect, and I’m just me. Used, and tossed away.”  Dropping my hands from her face, I slowly slide her off of me. 
 
   “Jersey, I can be carin’. I can be gentle, calm, hell, I can even be romantic if I want to be. The one thing I can’t be, is doubted. If you fuckin’ doubt my love for you darlin’, there is nothin’ else I can do. I kiss you; I tell you I love you. I goddamn hold you all the time. I married you. TWICE!” Holding up two fingers, I need her to understand this.
 
   “We have a daughter for fucks sake! Figure it out woman!” Standing up, I storm out of the room. I need a goddamn break, and I just came home.
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   Chapter 21
 
    
 
   Tank
 
   I watch Ryker storming from the side door with a pissed off look on his face before Jersey comes out of the room. I know this shit is hard on all the girls. This life isn’t for everybody.
 
   “Want to talk about it?” Jersey looks up at me before shaking her head. I can see she’s hurting.
 
   “He loves you sweetheart. Stop doubtin’ it. You’re only hurtin’ yourself.” Patting her on the shoulder, I turn and head back to the main room.
 
   “What the fuck is that?” Pointing at some kind of game machine Joey and Bo are dragging through the door, I don’t know if I really want the answer to that.
 
   “Pinball. Got a good fuckin’ deal on it.” Closing my eyes, I have no words for those two. 
 
   “What are you doin’ with it exactly?” Joey sets his end down before wiping the sweat from his forehead.
 
   “Hookin’ it up, Tank. What the hell did you think I was doin’ with it?” Bo chuckles before I cut my eyes at him.
 
   “You two need to grow the fuck up.” Shaking my head, I can’t believe they bought a pinball machine. On second thought, it is Joey.
 
   Walking around the main room, it’s loud. Too loud. I know its party night, but fuck if I’m not getting too old for this shit. I miss the quietness.
 
   “You ok?” Cher wraps her arms around my waist. Grabbing her hands in mine, I hold them tightly.
 
   “Take a walk with me, sweetheart.” Cher lets go before moving in front of me leading me toward the door.
 
   Stepping outside, I take a deep breath of the cool air.
 
   “I always loved the cool nights you know? It was somethin’ peaceful.” We walk toward the edge of the tree line before I lean against a huge tree, crossing my arms over my chest.
 
   “What’s wrong Tank?” I look down before my eyes come back to rest on hers.
 
   “I feel like the family aspect of this club is comin’ apart, Cher. We got old lady’s shootin’ at each other. Guys not payin’ attention to them. I know we’re all tryin’ here, but fuck. Jada is pissed all the time. It stresses Creed out. I try to pick up his load when that shit happens. Ryker is so fucked in his head. The motherfucker threw a finger at me.”  Cher’s face scrunches up when I say that but hell, the man is gone.
 
   “That’s life. You know as well as I do that nothing works out perfectly. I think with all things considered, we are doing a pretty good job.” Nodding slightly, she may be right.
 
   “I just feel like I’m gettin’ lost in this club again. Yeah, it’s changin’, but so am I. I don’t know how to do that Cher.” Cher steps in closer to me before her hands rest on my arms.
 
   “You have had a lot going on lately. Maybe you need a break. Maybe the whole club needs one. You said we we’re going to the lake right? Things will calm down. It’s a new direction Tank.” Grabbing her and pulling her into my chest, I savor her warmth. 
 
   I can’t help the feeling that I have inside of me. It’s consuming. As much as I want to think that everything is going as planned, and maybe it is, I still can’t stop the feeling of dread that floats over me. Something bad is coming; I just don’t know what it is yet.
 
   “Stop thinking about it so much. You’re torturing yourself.” Looking down at the only woman that ever really understood me, I smile. 
 
   “You know you’re the best thing that has ever happened to me.” Her eyes sparkle as she looks up at me. I never want to lose this with her.
 
   Holding Cher here, feels right. I know something is coming. I can feel it. I hate it when I feel it, too. It never ends well, and I don’t know how much more I can handle.
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   Chapter 22
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   “Tell me again why the hell you have me climbin’ this goddamn tree like a monkey?” Ryker hangs off the tree, putting up the new security cameras that I bought.
 
   “Because I fuckin’ told you to. Shut up and hook them up.” Holding the ladder still, I can hear him grunt. 
 
   As I watch Ryker work, I hear the rumble of bikes, I know it isn’t our guys.
 
   “Son of a bitch.” Ryker jumps from the top of the ladder, and lands on his feet like a fucking cat.
 
   “What in the hell? You some kind of ninja?” Looking over at him, he already has his gun drawn.
 
   “Oh yeah. I’m the fuckin’ dick ninja.” Moving toward the edge of the road, we see the four bikes coming toward us.
 
   “See that. That’s why we’re puttin’ those cameras up. I want to see these motherfuckers comin’ a mile out.” With a slight grunt, Ryker steps out in the middle of the road waiting.
 
   “Fuckin’ Dusts’.” I hear the low tone of his voice. He’s pissed, but we can’t just shoot them all right here. This technically isn’t our land.
 
   “Don’t drop any of them right here.” Ryker chuckles as the bikes slow down in front of us. Here we go.
 
   “What is it you boys need? Seems you’re on the wrong side of town.” Ryker narrows his gaze on RIt. I can feel the tension, and hatred, this man holds inside of him. Sometimes I wonder how he does it. How does he live day to day with all that pent up inside of him?
 
   “We have a business opportunity to discuss. Seems I can’t get a phone number on any of the Angel’s.” Ryker looks over his shoulder at me as I shrug. I know nothing about that shit.
 
   “We don’t have anything to discuss.” Ryker steps back as I come up next to him.
 
   “You ain’t the President now are you?” Rit throws off one of those vicious glares, but I’m afraid to look over at Ryker. 
 
   My nerves are on edge as my heart picks up a beat. I try to keep an eye on all the guys at once, but I need to focus on Rit and what the hell he wants.
 
   “My brother here’s right. We don’t have anything to discuss. In fact, I think you should get on over to your side of town. We wouldn’t want any accidents now, would we?” Clenching my jaw, I want to explode. I hate when someone comes to our territory demanding shit.
 
   “We want to run half of Willow’s Creek.” RIt announces without another word. Did he just demand half of Willow’s? Who the hell does he think he is?
 
   Taking a step closer, I feel the anger boiling inside of me.
 
   “You ain’t runnin’ shit near Willow’s. That’s a safe haven. Nothin’, and no one, runs through it.” I can feel my temperature rising. Every club knows this, and everyone agrees to it.
 
   “Well, that’s what we want to change. We only want half. The other half can be your own little Mayberry.” The tone in his voice just works my nerves over. I feel like Ryker right now.
 
   “Mayberry huh?” Chuckling, I look over at Ryker as he speaks. He clearly isn’t amused by what’s happening in front of him.
 
   “Get your ass back on that motherfuckin’ bike, and leave. I don’t want a war on this end, but you are pushin’ your fuckin’ luck with me. I don’t want to keep remindin’ you.”  I’m damn near screaming. I’m trying to control the rage that boils up in me. I’m losing it. We have been doing so well around here, and this one motherfucker wants to ruin it all.
 
   “This ain’t done Creed. You want to be Fallen Angel’s; I can make that happen.” Growling, he walks backward climbing back on his bike.
 
   Ryker and I watch as they rev up the bikes and leave. Shit is getting close to home again.
 
   “GODDAMN IT!” Ryker screams into the air. He’s pissed. He wants them, and now they are threatening us. This isn’t going to end well.
 
   “Let’s get these cameras done. We need to talk.” With a quick nod, we get back to work.
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   Chapter 23
 
    
 
   Ryker
 
   “I want them dead. Every one of them motherfuckers. I don’t care if I have to take them all myself.” Slamming my hands down on the table, I’m pissed. I want these assholes dead, once and for all.
 
   “We ain’t wagin’ a war.” Creed hollers above us all. He might not want to, but I sure as hell will.
 
   “He threatened us! What the fuck, Creed!” Shoving myself up, I glare at him. My body is tense, every muscle corded tightly. Between this shit and Jersey, I may just lose my fucking mind.
 
   “Sit the fuck down! We’re goin’ to get them, just not now! We need to plan this shit out! We ain’t goin’ in there blind. We’ve lost enough good guys to this shit!” The room grows quiet as I let that sink in. He’s right, but I don’t know how to control what I feel.
 
   Dropping back into the chair, I light up a cigarette. Something has to calm the way I feel right now.
 
   “We take our goddamn trip to the lake. We come back fresh, and ready to handle this shit, yeah? We’ve got Spawns comin’ out too.  We can get shit talked over.” Creed slams the gavel down, but my body vibrates with rage. I can’t control it. I don’t know how to stop it.
 
   Standing up, the chair slams to floor with a thud before I stalk out of the room. I need to be away from everyone right now. With the way I feel, there is no telling what I might do.
 
   Stomping past everyone and straight toward my room, I slam the door as soon as I’m inside. 
 
   Jersey damn near leaps off the bed, I scared the shit out of her.
 
   “Why don’t you go check on Ansley, or help the girls?” Dragging my shirt over my head I drop to the floor and start doing some push-ups. I need to work off this pent up energy.
 
   “What’s wrong?” I don’t answer her as I push myself harder and faster. The feeling of exploding is overwhelming me.
 
   “Ryker.” Pushing myself up until I’m standing, I look over at her.
 
   “Look. I’ve had a shitty couple of days. If I tell you to take a walk, do it!” Grinding out the words between my teeth, she jolts slightly. I’ve never talked to her like this before. This is fucking great. I can’t control my attitude either, and now I’m scaring the shit out of her.
 
   Moving toward the wall, I press my hands against it as I hang my head. So many things run wild in there. So many things I can’t control.
 
   Jersey ducks under my arms before her hands run up my sweaty chest and around my neck. Her head tilts up and her lips find mine. Slowly, and gently, she kisses me. I don’t kiss her back though. I can’t move. 
 
   As if her lips are magic, my dick springs to life. The need to own this girl consumes me. It eats away at everything else that swirls around with the demons in my head.
 
   Grabbing her roughly, I pull her body against mine.
 
   “You don’t know what you’re askin’ for right now.” With my hands digging into her skin, she shakes her head.
 
   “I know exactly what I’m asking for.” Why does she do this to me? How? How can she calm everything?
 
   Slamming her body against the wall, I drag the little t-shirt she’s wearing up her body, and toss it to the floor. My eyes roam over her body. Shivers roll through me as I take in her beauty. She’s the most gorgeous thing I’ve ever laid my eyes on.
 
   Dipping my head, I suck her nipple into my mouth. Biting a little harder than normal, I taste the metallic blood drip into my mouth. Jersey cries out softly as her head falls back.
 
   Running one hand between her legs, I feel just how wet she is for me. She’s always ready for me.
 
   I slide a finger roughly inside of her as her body arches into my touch. I want so much from her. Why is it so hard for her to understand that I need her?
 
   Kissing between her breasts, I move up her chest toward her neck. My fingers work that little pussy over as I slide them in and out.
 
   “When will you see how much you mean to me?” Whispering against her neck, she shivers. I nip her earlobe as soft moans float from her mouth.
 
   “You mean everything to me Ryker.” Her voice hitches. I love it. Turning her head, she captures my mouth with hers. The harder she kisses me, the harder I pump my fingers into her.
 
   Sliding them out quickly, I lift her, and toss her onto the bed.
 
   “Hands and knees.” Growling at her, she does as she’s told. I quickly strip out of the rest of my clothes before climbing on the bed behind her. With my belt in hand, I grab her wrists securing them to the headboard.
 
   “You’re goin’ to take all of me darlin’. Every last pent up emotion I have, is all for you.” Slapping her ass roughly, I look at it, it’s glowing red. Her moans just harden my dick. 
 
   Positioning myself behind her, I slam into her. Jersey screams as I grip her hips. Thrusting into her, I let out all of the frustration I have in me. Every last piece of dread, and hate. I slam inside of her with so much force, I feel like I’m losing control of myself. 
 
   My balls slap her clit, hard, and rough. The sound of our naked body’s slapping against each other nearly chokes me. 
 
   “Make me cum Jersey!” Slapping her one last rough time, I roll my hips into her. Her body locks up as I cum gripping her hips in a death grip. So much emotion floods me. I don’t know where I would end up without her.
 
   “GODDAMN!” I let it all unleash on her. I fill her so full, I feel dizzy. Sliding out of her, I untie her hands before dropping onto the bed.
 
   Jersey climbs on top of me before laying her head on my chest.
 
   “I’m so sorry, Ryker. “Wrapping my hands around her, I hold her close to me.
 
   “I’m sorry too.”
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   Chapter 24
 
    
 
   Tank
 
   “Their movin’ closer again. This shit is wrong.” Sitting at the bar with a beer in my hand, I glance over at Creed.
 
   “I know. That’s why I wanted those cameras put in. I don’t want them sneakin’ up on us.” I get what he’s saying, but it’s not technically sneaking when they just show the fuck up.
 
   “What do you want to do? I don’t know if takin’ the lake trip is such a good idea now.” Creed shakes his head as I take a drink. I don’t want to argue with him but hell, he has a mind of his own.
 
   “I think we need it brother. We’re all so fuckin’ wound up.” Pulling out a cigarette I light it up before looking around.
 
   “I might hang back on this one. I don’t like leavin’ the clubhouse, or the shop open like that. We haven’t even started work yet.” I can see the pissed look in his eyes. I don’t care right now. Creed is right on one thing. This shop and store are our futures. We need to keep shit running right to secure that future.
 
   “What’s with you these days, Tank?” Shaking my head again, I don’t want to talk about my personal shit with him, but on the other hand Creed is my best friend, my second in command.
 
   “I don’t know brother. I just feel like I’m bein’ sucked down. Somethin’ feels off and I can’t shake that shit.” Creed sets his bottle on the bar before turning completely toward me.
 
   “If shit feels off about goin’ to the lake, we call it. You never steered us wrong before, Tank. I take what you feel to heart, yeah? If it’s off, it’s off.” Slapping a hand on my shoulder, maybe it is a good thing that I told him. 
 
   “Somethin’ is for sure off.” Creed nods before he stands, and looks at me.
 
   “Then we call it. We can always go later.” With a quick nod, he walks away. I sit back with my beer in hand, trying to be reasonable. It doesn’t make sense to ruin everyone’s plans for the lake, but I sure as hell don’t want to be there.
 
   “Got company!” I hear Joey hollering before I stand and walk toward him.
 
   “Who the hell is that?” Making my way out the front door, I see a car pulling in. I wonder who the hell that is. We weren’t expecting anyone.
 
   I step outside with half the guy’s behind me. Crossing my arms over my chest, I watch the car like it might fucking explode at any second. 
 
   The door opens, and a small elderly woman steps out looking nervous as shit. She should be, she doesn’t know what kind of place she just pulled her little Buick into.
 
   “Lookin’ for someone?” Her eyes come to meet mine, and I can tell she’s scared. Her eyes dart around as the rest of the guys follow my lead.
 
   “I’m looking for my granddaughter.” Looking over my shoulder, Creed shrugs before stepping up next to me. 
 
   “And who would that be?” The woman looks around a little more before she swallows hard. It kind of strikes me as funny that we are all standing here on guard with this woman. She has to be in her seventies, but then again, stranger things have happened.
 
   “Candy Thomas.” My heart stops. I never met her grandma before. I didn’t know she had one to be honest. My arms fall from my chest, to hang at my sides.
 
   “I take it you never met her?” Creed leans into my side as I swallow hard.
 
   “Nope. Didn’t know she had a grandma around.”  My eyes never leave the old woman’s, but those blue eyes of hers should have been a dead giveaway. They look just like Bella’s.
 
   “What do you want to do here brother?” Shrugging my shoulders, I’m fucking clueless.
 
   We stand there in a silence that can’t be described with words. I didn’t think I would have to face anyone for what I let happen to Candy. The thought never occurred to me that she may have had other family. 
 
   “Give me a few, yeah?” Looking over at Creed, he nods before turning and ushering the other guys back inside.
 
   I walk toward the woman before she smiles.
 
   “I remember you. You wouldn’t know who I am though. I’m Anna, Candy’s grandmother.” The small woman extends her hand to me as I stare at it in shock. How does she remember me?
 
   “I’m sorry, how do you know who I am?” I swear I feel like my heart is going to jump out of my chest.
 
   “I saw you when you were with Candy. I helped her move away when she left with Bella.” Snatching my hand out of hers, I scrub my hand over my face. Did she just admit to helping Candy take my daughter? 
 
   “I didn’t know anything at the time. She said she was leaving, and asked for help. I offered. She was my granddaughter after all. She called me many times after that. Every few months she needed money for something. It grew old after a while. I hired a private investigator. This is the place he came up with.” Shaking my head again, I don’t know what to say to her. How do I tell her I let her granddaughter get killed without a second thought?
 
   “I didn’t figure she’d still be alive.” It’s like she stole the words right out of my mouth. How can she know that?
 
   “I’m sorry. I don’t know what the hell to say here.”  Anna smiles before she places her hand on my arm.
 
   “It’s ok. I’ve been looking for years for Bella. I wanted to see if she was ok. There was never much about her in any records, other than a few old doctor visits. That was many years ago though. The trail just kind of went cold after that.” I can see it in her eyes. She’s telling me the truth. 
 
   “Bella showed up a while ago. A friend from another club helped her find me. She’s been with me the rest of this time.” Her smile widens as she gazes up at me.
 
   “Oh. I can’t believe it! She’s ok? She was ok?” The concern etched across her wrinkled face says it all. She loved that girl.
 
   “She’s good. She had a rough life.” A tear slides down her cheek before I look away. I know that feeling all too well.
 
   “I didn’t know what Candy had planned. I should have never helped her. I’m so sorry, to both of you.” Anna turns to walk away when something tugs at me. 
 
   “Do you want to see her?”
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   Chapter 25
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   Tank walks in with the little old lady wrapped around his arm. It’s a little funny that he’s so damn huge, and she isn’t.
 
   “Guys. This is Anna. She’s Bella’s great grandma.” Tank announces as we all look at each other. I walk over first, extending my hand to her.
 
   “Nice to meet you, ma’am.” She smiles up at me with a slight shocked look. Yeah, we have manners sometimes.
 
   Cher stands there in shock herself before Tank waves her over.
 
   “Anna, this is my wife. Cher.” Her smile widens before she pulls Cher into a hug. Cher’s eyes widen as she looks at me over Anna’s shoulder. It’s the funniest sight that I’ve ever seen before. 
 
   “It’s so nice to meet you.” I nudge Tank’s arm before I almost lose it. His smile is pure amusement. 
 
   “I’ll go find Bella.” Offering to go before I laugh seemed like the best option I have. I head down the hallway, stopping at her door before knocking.
 
   “Come in!” She hollers as I shove the door open.
 
   “What are you doin’ in here?” Smiling at my beautiful niece, I wonder how she’s going to take all of this.
 
   “Nothing. I was thinking of watching a movie with Griff.” Griff smiles happily in his sister’s arms. I don’t know that I could be any prouder of my niece and nephew. These kids are wonderful.
 
   “Someone’s here to see you. I was goin’ to let your dad tell you, but I think you should be prepared before you go out there.” Taking on a now serious tone, I look at the confused look in her eyes. 
 
   “Who is it?” Hiking Griff further up her hip, she looks nervous. 
 
   “Your great grandma, Anna.” Shaking her head, she takes a step back.
 
   “I thought she was dead. My mom, Candy, always told me she was dead. I remember gram. I talked to her on the phone when I was little. One day, it all stopped. Candy never called her anymore.” My heart slams in my chest. Tears fill her eyes. This is killing me.
 
   I walk toward her before I reach for Griff, but she shakes her head.
 
   “Bella, let me take Griff.” Shaking her head, she takes a deep breath before looking up at me.
 
   “I got him. I just can’t believe that she’s alive. How did she find me?” Swiping at her eyes, I put my arm around her shoulder.
 
   “I don’t know sweetheart, but she seems happy to be here. Are you ok with this?” Bella leans her head against me before sighing.
 
   “I never thought I’d see her again Creed. I don’t really remember what she looked like, but I remember that sweet voice of hers. She would always tell me she loved me when I’d talk to her on the phone.”  Holding Bella tighter, I hope this works out for her.
 
   “She has your eyes. Those beautiful blue eyes.”  Bella giggles before she pulls back and smiles up at me.
 
   “Thanks Creed.” Kissing her forehead, I lead her out into the hallway.
 
   “Come on, give me little man.” She smiles up at me before she passes Griff off. I love how protective she is over her brother. She’s an amazing sister.
 
   “It’ll be ok Bella.” I feel like I need to remind her when she dead stopped in the hallway in front of me.
 
   “I know.” Without looking back at me, she heads into the main room. I stand off to the side and watch as she makes her way toward her grandma. It’s a beautiful sight to see.
 
   “This is crazy.” Jada steps up next to me. Looking down at her I nod. This really is a strange event in our world.
 
   “Yeah, but look at her. Look at the look on her face.” Jada smiles up at me, and I know she’s thinking something.
 
   “Spit it out darlin’. I can see you thinkin’.” Jada giggles before she sighs.
 
   “I just miss it you know. I miss having a family like that, and don’t say it Creed. I know you are all my family but you know what I mean.” Sadly, I do know what she means.  I miss that aspect of life too. 
 
   “We have all the family we need right here. He’s with us.”
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   Chapter 26
 
    
 
   Ryker
 
   Well if this hasn’t been the strangest week in history, I don’t know what the fuck is. The lake trip was called off, Rit showed up, and now Bella’s grandma has been here. Yeah, in the fucking clubhouse for a week!
 
   I don’t know how to act. I do have some kind of manners and respect for the elderly, but she is there every time I turn around. I don’t think that old woman sleeps!
 
   Sneaking out of the room and down the hallway toward the main room, I almost shit myself when she’s standing in front of me.
 
   “Jesus Christ!” Stopping before I slam into her, she looks up at me.
 
   “You, young man, have a nasty mouth.” Shaking my head, I don’t know how to respond to that. I’m standing in a pair of sweatpants and no shirt, with an old lady in nothing but a night gown!
 
   “Yeah, I’ve been told that. Amongst other things.” Stepping to walk around her, her voice catches me off guard.
 
   “You know about Bella don’t you?” Closing my eyes, I wish I didn’t. 
 
   “How’d you know that?” I don’t need to turn around to know she’s coming over here. I can feel her presence. 
 
   “I see the way you look at her. Her dad doesn’t know. Just you.”  Dropping my head, I hate it. I hate knowing and not Tank.
 
   “How do you know?”  Finally turning to look at her she smiles.
 
   “I paid for the doctor visits. I don’t think Candy realized that all the paperwork came to me. I also knew that she was in remission. That’s changed though, I can see.” Hearing the pain in her voice hurts me. She’s her blood, and she has to live knowing that Bella is dying. I thought I had it hard, but it must be ten times harder for her.
 
   “How do you deal with it? Knowin’ and not sayin’ anything?” Anna’s hand comes to rest on my arm as she looks up at me.
 
   “It isn’t our place to say something. She’s a smart girl, always has been. Bella knows what she wants; I have no doubts about that. It’s not hard to deal with, Mr. Ryker. You know in your heart that she is hurting. You don’t want that for her. I don’t either. I’m glad that I’ve had this little time with her though. I can see how much she means to you. I’m sorry that you are going through all of this.” A tear slides down my cheek. Here I am crying like a girl when she isn’t even my blood. Blood isn’t what makes a family though. I know this. Bella is my family.
 
   “She’s like one of my best friends. She knows me like no one else does. She gets why I am the way I am. Not everyone can do that.” Anna raises her hand to my face before she speaks.
 
   “Oh that girl of yours, can do that too. I can see it in her eyes, that fire she has. Bella will be fine in her own way. That girl of yours, she needs you. She needs the safety of your arms young man. Don’t fail her.” With that Anna turns and walks away. I don’t move from this spot as I let that sink in.
 
   She’s right though. As much as I hate to admit it, Bella will be ok in her way just like Anna said, but Jersey is mine.  She’s mine to love, protect, and take care of. She’s my everything.
 
   I don’t know why I came out to the main room to begin with, but it doesn’t matter. I turn and head back to the room, closing the door quietly. 
 
   Looking into the crib next to our bed, I smile at my little girl. Sleeping so peacefully and securely. She deserves that, she deserves to be at peace, and she deserves to have a safe life.
 
   “What are you doing, stalking her in her sleep?” Jersey’s voice pulls my attention.
 
   Reaching in, I pull Ansley’s blanket up over her, making sure she’s tucked in.
 
   “She’s beautiful. I never knew a baby could be that beautiful. She’s perfect.” Jersey smiles as I walk over to the bed, before climbing on it. Sitting on my knees, I look at her. My wife, my world.
 
   “Are you ok?” Her big blue eyes beam up at me.
 
   “I’m perfect.” I cup her cheeks in my hands before pulling her lips to mine. Kissing her gently, I melt into her.
 
   “I love you more than the air I breathe, Jersey. Without you, my life is nothin’. Before I met you I didn’t know where I belonged, or what I needed to do, but it’s all so clear now.” Her eyes boar into me as she takes in what I’m saying. 
 
   “What’s clear?” Her lips are inches from mine, but I need to tell her this. Watching Bella deteriorate the way she is, it reminds me how precious time is.
 
   “My life’s clear. You and that little girl, that’s all I want. There will never be anyone else for me. You complete my puzzle. My life was in pieces before I met you. You are the last piece. You fit all the others into place, you hold them all together.” Before I can say anything else, Jersey kisses me roughly. 
 
   She understands me now. She knows what she means to me.
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   Chapter 27
 
    
 
   Tank
 
   “Pass me that wrench.” Pointing to the pile of tools that now litter every surface of the garage, I can’t help but smile. Everything seems to be coming into place. The garage, the store, and even the club.
 
   Dusts’ have been quiet for the time being, but I know that will change. Rit knows how to push our buttons and I know he doesn’t walk away easily. He’s a hard headed son of a bitch, much like the rest of us.
 
   Grabbing the wrench out of Joey’s hand, I work on a bike that was brought in this morning. I must say that we have been picking up good business where we’re at. 
 
   “What do think about Lakewood?” Joey’s question doesn’t make sense to me. What the hell is the boy talking about now?
 
   “What the fuck is there to think about?” Talking with my cigarette hanging out of my mouth, I keep working.
 
   “Houses.” Shaking my head, I hope this boy doesn’t think he’s taking my daughter along for that ride.
 
   “There are a bunch of those.” I try not to look at him. I don’t want to slap him today, but I can. I know what he’s getting at, he’s brought it up around a few of the other guys.
 
   “Yeah, I know it. I want to buy one.” I hear the chuckle and know it’s Piper, before I ever turn my head.
 
   “You know about this shit Piper?” Hearing him cough, I know I caught him off guard. He knew. Damn asshole!
 
   “I may have heard a few things.” Piper chuckles as Joey squats down next to me. Glancing over, I can see the now serious look on his face.
 
   “I want things to be right with me and Bella. She means the world to me.” Dropping my head, I knew this was coming. I knew it, and I don’t like it, one fucking bit.
 
   “She’s too young for all that shit don’t you think?”  I hear him huff. I don’t need to turn to look at him either, he’s mad.
 
   “I don’t think so. I’m askin’ her anyway, Tank. I don’t need your damn approval; I was just hopin’ you’d understand.” Joey drops the other tools to the floor before pushing himself up and walking away.
 
   “Fuckin’ hell.” Mumbling to myself, Piper takes up the spot that Joey just left. 
 
   “He’s a good kid, Tank. He’ll do right by Bella if you give him the chance.” Tilting my head to the side, I look over at Piper.
 
   “She’s too young for that shit Piper. She’s a kid, she doesn’t need one.” He knows what I mean. She doesn’t need to end up like I did. Too young to realize that you need to be a parent.
 
   “She isn’t like you and Candy, brother. Don’t take that shit wrong either, but that girl is smart. She knows her limits.” Piper stands and walks away leaving me to contemplate that. She isn’t like Candy. She knows the hell she lived through at the hands of her mother. I have no doubt in my mind that she knows her rights from wrongs.
 
   “You ok?” Creed strolls in looking me over before I set the tools on the floor.
 
   Pushing myself up, I look at him. 
 
   “No. Joey asked me about houses for him and Bella.” Creed raises his eyebrows before taking a step back. He wants to laugh; I can see it in his eyes.
 
   “What did you say?” The amusement is clear on his face now. Asshole.
 
   “I said I didn’t think it was a good idea. Little fucker said he was askin’ her anyway. I don’t like this shit Creed.” His laughter erupts out of nowhere. I’m glad this is funny.
 
   “Oh hell. She’s growin’ up Tank. She ain’t a baby.”  Did he really? 
 
   “She’s my baby. Goddamn I just got her; I don’t want to lose her again.” Creed takes a step toward me before putting his hand on my shoulder.
 
   “You’re not losin’ her. You’re her dad.” Shaking my head, I feel like I am. Something inside of me says I am.
 
   “I feel it Creed. I’m losin’ her. I don’t know how, but I am.” Creed drops his hand before running it over his face.
 
   “What do you think it’s about?” Shaking my head, I have no idea. 
 
   “I don’t know brother; I feel it though.”
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   Chapter 28
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   The world spins us in new directions every day. We never know what way that may be but with family, it doesn’t matter. At least not to me.
 
   Every day is a challenge we must face. I’ve worked hard to keep this club running smoothly. To keep it legit for these kids for the future.
 
   “Pass me that crate.” Pointing to the crate on the floor, Jada bends over to get. Of course I sneak a peek at her ass. I’m a man.
 
   Jada smiles as she passes me the crate full of liquor bottles. I want nothing more than to bend her over that crate.
 
   “Stop looking at me like that.” Jada giggles before I set the crate down, dragging her body against me.
 
   “You look so damn good.” Kissing her neck, I hear the bells of the front door but I don’t look up. Not until I hear bottles crashing to the ground. 
 
   Shoving Jada behind me, I glance around. 
 
   “Do you know what the fuck you just started?” Growling between my teeth, I stare Rit down. He and a few of his boys stand in front of me smiling like they have lost their fucking minds.
 
   “I came to make another offer. I’ve decided that I want to run all of Willows. I’ve been thinking about shit, yeah? You boys don’t like to share, and well, I’m tired of askin’.” Fire rages through my veins. I want nothing more than to snap this assholes neck, but not now. It isn’t the time for that.
 
   “Willows is off limits. You know that.” Shaking his head, he glares at me.
 
   “So you said. I told you I reconsidered. I want all of Willows and I’ll leave these little stores of yours alone.” He’s pushing my buttons, and I’m letting him. My nerves are on edge and I want to lose it. I want to, but it’s only me and Jada here. 
 
   “You don’t want this war. I promise you, we out number you RIt.  Don’t make it into a war.” 
 
   RIt grins that evil grin he has. My heart picks up as I look at him. I want to shoot the motherfucker right here in the store.
 
   “I’m warnin’ you. This is the last chance I’m givin’ you. Get the fuck out of my store, and stay the hell away.” Taking a step toward him, he shoves off another case of bottles. The crashing glass just sets me off.
 
   I lose it. I fly toward him knocking him to the floor. Punching each other, I feel hands on me before I hear Jada scream. My heart thunders in my chest right before I hear the gun go off.
 
   Reaching for mine, I drag myself up only to realize I was the one that was bleeding. Jada screams something into her phone as I stumble backward. Rit and his guys quickly run out the front door before Jada’s at my side.
 
   “Creed! Shit! The guys are coming.” Her hands roam over my stomach and up to my chest as she looks for the cause of the bleeding.  She’s frantic, and it is kind of funny.
 
   “I’m ok, sweetheart. It just startled me.” Her hands are yanking up my shirt but I can’t do anything but smile.
 
   “Shit, where is it?” Her hands dart around before I reach up and grip them in mine.
 
   “Jada, I’m fine.” Pulling her hands out of my shirt I pull her against me.
 
   “No, you’re shot!” My lips press against hers, stealing my breath away.
 
   “Jada, I’m ok. Let me go check outside.”  I try to move her but she holds me in place. Her eyes wander over me as she tries to assess if I’m really ok.
 
   Sliding my hands up to her cheeks, I force her to look me in the eyes.
 
   “I’m ok. It’s a not as bad as it looks.”
 
   “Goddamn Creed! This shit scares the hell out of me.” Her tears wet my skin as I hold her face in my hands. I hate this for her, but this is why I didn’t want her working in the store to begin with. This just seals the deal.
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   Chapter 29
 
    
 
   Ryker
 
   We pull into the liquor store parking lot and instantly spot Creed leaning against the building smoking. Figures, that dumb ass would be smoking after getting shot.
 
   “You look good in red.” Walking over to him, I slap my hand on his shoulder before I notice the look on his face.
 
   “I used to think it was your color.” The smirk on his face is priceless. I guess I deserved that.
 
   “Yeah, it usually is. Was it RIt?” He knows I want the answer to be yes. I want to move on that son of a bitch so damn bad, I can taste it.
 
   “He wants all of Willows. I said no.” Shaking my head, I run my hand through my hair. This is getting worse. Creed may be the president, but I am the fucking enforcer. I want blood.
 
   “Watch that look brother. We aren’t movin’ in just yet.” Creed’s voice pulls my attention back to him. He is making a mistake not moving in on them, I can feel it.
 
   “Come on Creed! He fuckin’ shot you brother!”  Kicking a rock across the ground, I take a deep breath.
 
   “We ain’t ready Ryker! We need a plan, you know that.” Creed growls before standing up and moves toward me. His hands land on my shoulders before I jerk away. 
 
   Pointing at him I let it all rip from me. “You could have died! They could kill any one of us brother! Is that what the fuck you’re waitin’ for?” Stomping past him, I head inside.  
 
   Looking at the mess that Jada sweeps up just rips at me. My chest tightens as I reach for the broom before she shakes her head.
 
   “Let me do it.” Being a little firmer with her this time she lets me take it.
 
   “He could have died Ryker.” Sweeping the glass up, I don’t want to look at her. It eats at me. This is our life though. This is what we’re signed up for. Any of us at any given time could be dead.
 
   “I know. I want to move on them, but he won’t.” The sob that rips out of Jada tightens my chest even more. I fucking hate this!
 
   Leaning the broom against the cooler, I reach for her. Pulling Jada into my chest, she cries harder.
 
   “I’m sorry.  I know how hard this is on you darlin’.”  Jada doesn’t stop crying as I rub her back. Blowing out a breath, I try to calm her, and myself. 
 
   “When is this shit going to end?” Pulling out of my grasp her whole attitude has changed. Jada scrubs at her eyes before she sniffs. Her anger radiates off her. There’s the feisty girl I heard so much about.
 
   “It never ends. Welcome to the lifestyle Jada. You knew this shit. You lived it!” Getting a little louder than I needed to she glares over at me. 
 
   “It does end! It ends, when I end it.” Her tone is harsh as she grabs for her phone on the counter.
 
   “When you end what?” Looking over my shoulder, Creed stands with a cloth to the wound.
 
   “All of this! I’m sick of worrying about if you’re going to come home Creed! This is crazy!” I watch the rage that sizzles through her before Creed steps in front of me. 
 
   “You knew all this shit Jada. You knew how this life was. I’m tryin’ here!” Watching him snap at her, I can’t even imagine how that must feel. Our old lady’s sit there and wait while we’re out on runs, not knowing if we’re coming home or not.
 
   I don’t think I’ve ever thought about it that way. The toll it must take on them; it rubs me raw.
 
   “Why don’t we just head back to the clubhouse? This shit is gettin’ too real, and we need to work it out.” Both of them turn to face me but I just shrug. Hell, I was just trying to be helpful here.
 
   “You know what. You’re right Ryker. I want to go the fuck home. Not the fucking clubhouse. I’m going home!” Jada stomps around Creed before stopping and kissing my cheek. The look I get from Creed is one of rage. 
 
   “Way to help motherfucker!” Creed screams before he stomps past me to go after Jada.
 
   “That mean you ain’t givin’ me a kiss too?” The way he slams the front door should answer that. 
 
   Chuckling, I go back to cleaning up the damn mess those asshole Dusts’ made.
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   Chapter 30
 
    
 
   Tank
 
   The club was in an uproar when Creed and the guys came back. I can’t say today is any different either.
 
   Jada left with Heather saying she didn’t want to be near Creed right now. Of course we sent a guy to keep an eye on her.  That hasn’t stopped Creed from going all kinds of insane. He’s stomped around busting shit up all over the club. I swear, it’s like having another kid around here.
 
   “I’m going to see Jada. Do I need to take someone?” Cher smiles up at me before I kiss her.
 
   “Yeah. Take Bo.  Be careful, and see if you can talk that girl into coming back in here. That son of a bitch has lost his mind.” Nodding over toward Creed, where he sits at the bar drinking like an idiot, Cher laughs.
 
   “I’ll try. I love you.” Leaning down, I kiss her once more before she walks off.
 
   “Hey Creed. Let’s ride brother.” Yelling at him, he looks up shaking his head. I know he doesn’t want to ride, but there are a few things that I wanted to look into.
 
   “Take Torch.” Huffing, he turns back to his drinks. I swear he is worse than a fucking female. 
 
   “I said you. This is a president matter. Let’s fuckin’ ride.” Stomping past him, I head out the door and toward the bikes. 
 
   Creed comes out a few minutes later, not looking very happy either. 
 
   “What the fuck is this shit?” Creed doesn’t look too happy with me, but I don’t give a shit.
 
   “We need to go look at somethin’. It needs to be us. Get the fuck over yourself.” Sliding my helmet on, I ignore the smartass remarks he’s mumbling over there. We need to figure out this fucking Dust shit so we can make a plan.
 
   I rev up my bike before heading down the driveway. I’m in no mood to deal with Creed’s whining shit today. I’ve heard it enough. We all have problems, and this just goes with the territory.
 
   We ride out Hwy 16, toward and old warehouse that I heard the Dusts’ had been using. I didn’t bring it up with the other guys though, because I know Ryker would go all out crazy, and rush the fucking place.
 
   The silence is nice. Only my bike rumbling beneath me. Its’ a reprieve from the hell we’ve been living with at the clubhouse. So much bullshit crammed into one place will work your nerves over, that’s for sure.
 
   Pulling into the parking lot, I cut the engine before climbing off my bike. I need to get Creed’s mind on something other than Jada.
 
   “What the fuck is this?” Creed climbs off looking around before he runs his hand through his hair.
 
   “I got word that Dusts’ were using that old warehouse. Not sure what the hell they’re doin’ in it. I thought we could take a look.” Creed looks over at me with disgust all over his face.
 
   “You couldn’t bring Torch out here for this shit?” Clearly the man is pissed, but I need to get his head right for him.
 
   Stepping into his space, I get right in his face. 
 
   “This shit with you and Jada is affectin’ the club. You’re off your game, and it hurts us. This shit ain’t goin’ to die down anytime soon. We need you in this shit!” Grinding out between my teeth, he steps up closer.
 
   “You think I’m not handlin’ shit?” The rage that simmers inside of him is threatening to explode free. I can see it in his eyes. At least he’ll take it out on me, and not one of the other guys.
 
   “No Creed. I think you’re lettin’ this shit with Jada cloud your judgement. I get it brother, I do, but we need to watch our asses here.” Creed blows out a breath before taking a step back. I know things are getting hard for him but he’s a strong person.
 
   “I feel like I’m losin’ her Tank.” Scrubbing his hand over his face, I look at him. I get it, I’ve been there.
 
   “Jada’s a lot of things Creed. Hard headed, strong, fierce, but the one thing she isn’t, is a quitter. She needs some space. Let her have that; let her find her way back. Life’s crazy for everyone right now.” Creed nods, but I don’t know if he’s truly listening to me.
 
   “Let’s check this shit out, yeah?” Creed nods before he follows me toward the building. I hope shit gets worked out soon. This shit is crazy.
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   Chapter 31
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   Heading into this building, I don’t really give a shit about the Dusts’ at the moment. I’m worried about Jada, and I think Tank may be right. My head is messed up. I’m not right, and I need to figure this out. 
 
   “Looks like a fuckin’ crack house.” Stepping over litter and broken bottles, I look over at Tank as he chuckles. 
 
   “That’s what it seems like.” We keep walking but this shit is nasty. I don’t think I’ve ever seen such filth in my life. 
 
   Moving from room to room, it’s all the same. Litter and bottles, that’s all you see around here.
 
   “What do you think they are usin’ this for?” Tank stops walking when I speak. His eyes are tracking something. I know how he gets when he thinks, or sees something that’s off.
 
   I don’t speak, I just follow behind him. 
 
   “Look. Right there.” Stepping up next to him, I follow his finger. I focus on the area he’s pointing at when I see it.
 
   “Trip wires. Son of a bitch.” My heart slams in my chest while my hands clench at my sides. They are up to something, and I don’t like not knowing what it is.
 
   “Somethins’ back there.” Looking over at Tank, I know the asshole is about to go back there and find out. Whatever I say doesn’t matter at this point.
 
   “How are we gettin’ past those?” Pointing at the wires, he smiles. Sneaky bastard. 
 
   I follow Tank as we cautiously make our way toward the back room. Standing there, I watch as my best friend follows the wire back to its origins. 
“Watch that shit up top Creed.” Nodding my head, I look up to see two shotguns ready to fire as soon as those wires are tripped. Shaking my head, I wonder what the hell is back there that they have this shit set up like that.
 
   Just as Tank snips the wires, I hear someone coming in.
 
   “Shit! Tank.” Nodding toward the entrance I twirl my finger in the air, letting him know we need to roll out, but he shakes his head.
 
   Damn him!
 
   Glancing around for something to hide behind, I crouch behind a table that’s been flipped over. Tank moves closer to the door before plastering himself against the wall.
 
   Shit could go a few ways here if there is more than one guy coming in here.
 
   Taking a deep breath, I wait for it. 
 
   Seconds tick by like the longest minutes of my life before a man walks in carrying a food bag. I swallow hard as Tank heads toward him. 
 
   “Nice to see.” His growl rips through the room before I stand with gun drawn. Aimed right at the door, I look at the guy. He’s actually not a guy at all. He’s a prospect, not very old either.
 
   Tank has the kid around the neck before he drops his bag to the floor. Something flashes in his eyes, fear. He’s scared shitless.
 
   Lowering my gun, Tank looks at me confused.
 
   “What the hell are you doin’ here kid?” Making my way closer to the two of them, I can sense the fear inside of him. It practically hits me in the face.
 
   “I was told to watch the warehouse. I wasn’t supposed to leave. FUCK!” Tears pour from the little fuckers eyes as snot leaks over his lips. Sad to see such a young kid sucked into this shit.
 
   “How old are you?” Looking at Tank, he loosens his grip on the kid.
 
   “I just turned seventeen.” He stutters his way through those few words when I shake my head. Damn, he is just a kid.
 
   “What are they usin’ a kid like you in their warehouse for?” Tank releases his arm completely before crossing his arms over his chest. Shit, if that big motherfucker doesn’t scare the shit out of him, nothing will.
 
   “I’m dispensable.”  Dropping my head, he cries harder. Kid’s shouldn’t be in this shit.
 
   “Pick your bag up kid. What’s your name?” He looks around like he’s afraid to answer, but when Tank twitches the boy nearly pisses his own pants.
 
   “Johnny.” He squeals out before he grabs his bag off the floor.
 
   “Do you know what you’re guardin’?” Johnny looks up at Tank shaking his head.
 
   “No. I was just told to shoot to kill.” His hands shake before I turn and head toward the back room. 
 
   Tank follows behind me with Johnny in front of him.
 
   “Take a seat.” Once we walk into the room, Tank directs the kid to a chair against the wall where he gladly goes.
 
   Pulling the lid off one of the many crates that are back here, I gasp. Sucking in a rough breath, this is bad.
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   Chapter 32
 
    
 
   Ryker
 
   “You bunch of pansy ass bitches!” Spitting on the ground outside the clubhouse, I look at these kids. That’s all they are. A bunch of little fucking girls disguised as men. 
 
   “Fuck off Ryker!” Torch gets pissed but he knows he can’t fight me. None of these motherfuckers have shit on me in a fist fight.
 
   “Oh come on, Torch. I took on half your team brother. Give me somethin’ I can work with here.” Wiping the blood from my lip, I look around at the small crowd. 
 
   A few of the Nomads and a few of Griff’s boys came over to hang out, and get in some hand to hand combat action. 
 
   “Let me in this shit.” Jack, one of the Nomads steps up. Now he’s a big motherfucker. He’s about 290 pounds of muscle. I don’t care though; I can take his ass.
 
   “You big jolly green giant lookin’ asshole. You think you can take me?” Now, I know I’m not as big as the other guys, but my fighting skills are superior to theirs.
 
   Rob stands in the middle as acting referee while I bounce around getting ready.
 
   “What the fuck are you doing?” Jersey’s voice booms behind me before we all turn to look at her. Standing there looking sexy as fuck isn’t going to help my strategy here.
 
   “Workin’ out darlin’.” Jersey shakes her head before taking a few steps closer, her eyes never leaving mine. That sexy as fuck grin across her lips does little to help either.
 
   “I can work you out better than he can.” Nodding toward Jack, I laugh. She has a good point there. Bella walks out of the door behind her with wide eyes.
 
   “Oh shit! Are you guys fighting? I’m in. $50 on Ryker.” Bella drags money out of her pocket before tossing it onto the table.
 
   “I got you on that one. Mine’s on Jack.” Jack’s old lady throws her cash down as I rub my hands together.
 
   “Now we got a fight goin’ on.” Turning my attention back to Jack, he looks a little nervous. Yeah, I would be too, if I was about to get my ass beat in front of my girl. 
 
   “Don’t take it so hard Black Jack. I’ll go easy on you.” The sinister laugh that escapes my throat should scare the hell out of him. Hell, it would me.
 
   “Easy my ass. I got you motherfucker.” Pointing at me, I smile. Yeah, we’ll see about that. 
 
   I turn into a devil when I fight. I break bones, I give no mercy.  Blood is all I want. I want to see the motherfucker bleed at my hands. Call it demonic, or crazy. That’s all me. 
 
   When I was younger I’d be pushed to my limits. I wanted to die, but once I learned how to fight, I became what people feared. I was the devil himself and I own that shit.
 
   “Let’s do it.” Clapping my hands together, we get into position. My hands are clenched into fists as I ready myself for the monster that comes at me.
 
   Fists are flying, blood is shed. Bones crack and lips get split. I’m running on pure adrenaline here. It courses through me like the blood in my veins. I can feel it rising to the surface.
 
   “Jesus, Ryker!” I can hear Jersey’s voice off to the side yelling at me. A slight grin tugs at my lips before I move in on Jack. He doesn’t know what’s about to come down on him.
 
   My right fist connects with his eye before the crack can be heard. Jack falls to the ground with his hands over his face. Rob calls our little fight just as I see Tank and Creed pulling up.
 
   They kill their bikes before walking toward us. Their faces are haunted, and I know this is going to be bad news.
 
   “Havin’ fun?” Tank nods at Jack as he pulls himself up off the ground.
 
   “I was. What’s wrong?” Looking between the two of them, I shake my head.
 
   “Church in twenty. Get cleaned up.” Without another word, I nod before heading over to Jersey.
 
   “You won that bet, yeah?” Grabbing the towel and wiping my face, she smiles.
 
   “I did”. I knew my man was a winner. Kissing her quickly, I dry my chest.
 
   “Got church. After that I’m fuckin’ you all crazy.”
 
   Without another word, I head inside to clean up.
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   Chapter 33
 
    
 
   Tank
 
   “So, shit at the old warehouse wasn’t what we expected. There’s enough C4 in that motherfucker to blow half the city.” Creed looks around at all of us. My gaze tends to stay on Ryker though. I know that out of all of us here, that motherfucker is the most ruthless one of all.
 
   “We blow it or score it?” Speak of the fucking devil and he answers.
 
   Creed’s eyes move to Ryker’s before he speaks again.
 
   “Well, that’s what we don’t know. If we blow it, that brings a shit storm on this city. One that we might not be ready to handle. Feds, local police.” Creed shakes his head before I look back over at him.
 
   “But if we go back in for it, they won’t know which club has it. We can’t go flashin’ that shit around or lettin’ it be known that it’s here.” Creed nods his agreeance before Ryker stands. Damn, why does he have to be so goddamn evil?
 
   “Fuck that shit. We use that shit to blow them the fuck up! We kill those motherfuckers with their own shit.” Half the room chuckles along, but not the other half. They know just how crazy Ryker really is.
 
   “Thought about that, too. Heard they were settin’ up a new clubhouse down off Shady. I thought we could let them get all nice and settled before we play light the night. I want to watch when they go in, meetins’, parties; I want to know it all.” Ryker drops back into his chair with a huge ass grin on his face. Yeah, he likes that idea.
 
   “We vote on the kid.” Blowing out a breath, I didn’t want to do this.
 
   “What’s that mean? What kid?” Piper looks over at me before I speak.
 
   “When we were in there, a kid came in. Seventeen. He was told to watch the shit and shoot on sight. Clearly he didn’t do that. Now, we know he’s only a prospect, but we still need to vote on what we do with him.” Ryker grins and I already know his answer.
 
   “Vote to let him slide, say no. Take him out, I.” Creed starts around the table with me first. I’m not into killing kids.
 
   “No.” I can’t kill a kid for being in the wrong place at the wrong time. What kind of father does that make me?
 
   The votes go by but I don’t have the heart to listen to the votes. I heard more I’s than anything and that doesn’t sit right with me.
 
   “I it is. We take him out.” Creed slams the gavel down before the guys all stand to leave. Glancing over I see the look on Ryker’s face. He isn’t sure about this shit either.
 
   “I’ll do what I need to, but this shit doesn’t feel right.” My heart damn near stops in my chest when Ryker speaks. I never thought I’d see the day that he didn’t want to kill someone.
 
   “I feel you on this one. The kid’s not a threat.” Ryker turns to look at me with question in his eyes.
 
   “You know that? For a fact?” Ryker asks me before I nod. 
 
   “Fuckin’ damn near pissed himself when he saw us. There’s no way in fuck he would turn down a couple thousand to get the hell out of town. He was scared Ryker, a real fear.” Ryker nods his head. The look on his face, void. He’s lost in himself. An internal debate that he and only he has to come to terms with.
 
   Ryker doesn’t say anything else before he walks toward the bar. He grabs a beer and heads toward the back. No other words are needed. If he’s going to take out that kid, he needs to make it right in his head. 
 
   “You think this shit’s goin’ to play out brother?” Torch slaps a hand on my shoulder before Piper comes to stand in front of us.
 
   “No way to tell. That place was wired up. One false move and that shit would blow a fuckin’ hole in the universe.” Piper nods before he asks the same question we already discussed.
 
   “The kid? You think he’ll flip and give out info that you were there?” Shaking my head, I don’t think he will. I saw him, felt him. The fear that shook that kid from the inside out was nothing I’ve witnessed before.
 
   “He ain’t sayin’ shit.” Walking away from the two of them, I need a break. I need a drink, and I need to make this right in my head. I’m not the one pulling the fucking trigger, but it still needs to make sense.
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   Chapter 34
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   Is this wrong? This whole fucking thing? There’s no way in hell that Rit would leave some kid in charge of that much C4. It just doesn’t sit right with me.
 
   Cher walks into the club with Heather in her arms. My heart leaps as I fly off the stool and straight toward her.
 
   “How’s my baby girl?” Taking her from Cher, I kiss her head, smiling down at her. Damn, that is one beautiful little girl.
 
   “Thanks Cher.” She smiles and nods before passing me the diaper bag.
 
   “Jada will be here in a while. I told her to take her time and get a shower. Pull herself together. I’ll keep Heather tonight so you guys can talk.” Shaking my head, I don’t know how she did it. I don’t know how she got her to come back, but I can’t thank her enough.
 
   “Thank you. I know shit’s hard around here, and I hate that you and Jada are in this. You two were never the type.” Cher throws her hand up before she speaks.
 
   “It’s hard Creed. You guys don’t get it. We never know if you guys are going to come back in one piece. Look at Dougie. We worry, we get scared. You have to understand that there’s a fear that sits in the back of our minds, even when you just go to the store for cigarettes. It doesn’t leave.”  I never thought this through.  I know she worries but even over the little things, I didn’t realize that.
 
   “I get it, but how do I make her feel more comfortable? I don’t know what the fuck to do here, Cher.”  Cher wraps her arm around my waist before she looks up at me.
 
   “There’s nothing you can do, Creed. You can reassure her that you’ll come back, but this is something she has to work out in her own head.” I never heard Cher talk like this. This was never a role she would have taken. 
 
   “You have that shit worked out in your head? With Tank?” Cher smiles and nods before she steps away from me.
 
   “I do. He has my heart Creed, and I have his. His time isn’t going to end before it’s supposed to. Plus, I have all of you now.” With a wink, I watch her walk away as calm as can be. I don’t understand that woman at all.
 
   Looking down at my daughter, I think to myself. This is the reason I want us in more legitimate situations. I don’t want that fear to be there forever. I want reassurance that one day we can go out and have no worries about a rival trying to take us out. That’s the plan anyway.
 
   “Is that my baby?” Bella squeals before I look up and see her running straight toward me.
 
   Snatching Heather out of my arms, I smile. 
 
   “You’re goin’ to be a good mother one day, Bella.” Her eyes are bright, but there is a sadness that I can’t place in there too.
 
   “I don’t know about that. I love these babies though!” Kissing Heather’s head a million times, my heart settles in my chest. 
 
   “They are a good group of kids. That includes you. I don’t think we give you enough credit around here. You’re always there when we need you darlin’, and that means the world to us. To me.” Bella’s eyes come to rest on mine. She looks like she wants to say more, but she doesn’t.
 
   “That means a lot to me Creed. You’re the best uncle I could ask for. This club, you guys. It all means so much to me. It’s my first home. It’s the first time I felt like I belonged somewhere.” I lean in and kiss her cheek before I see movement out of the corner of my eye.
 
   Pulling back, I see her.
 
   “Jada.” Her name slides from my lips like silk. 
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   Chapter 35
 
    
 
   Ryker
 
   “Are you ok?  You look off.” Jersey watches me carefully as I do my push-ups. Lately, this is my go to when I need to work out some pent up stress.
 
   “Yep. Don’t I look sexy?” Locking my arms at the elbow, I turn to glance at her with a shit eating grin on my face.
 
   “You know damn good and well that you are the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.” I watch her lick her lips before going back to my work out.
 
   Sweat drips from my forehead, puddling on the floor beneath me. Thoughts swarm my head. It’s a kid that isn’t a threat, but I need to take him out. I don’t know why all of the sudden something like that bothers me, until I hear that little angel of mine cry.
 
   Jersey moves to pick up Ansley, then it all makes sense. That’s someone’s kid. That’s someone’s brother.  He’s innocent in all this shit. 
 
   “Think you can calm daddy down?” I smile when I hear Jersey talking to our daughter. I love the things she says to her. 
 
   I push myself up and stand, before grabbing the towel off the bed wiping myself off.
 
   “I know I’ve never talked to you about a lot of shit that runs around in my head, but I want to ask you somethin’.” Looking over at Jersey, her eyes light up. She loves the fact that I’m offering to talk to her. That doesn’t happen very often.
 
   “You can talk to me about anything Ryker.” Nodding, I scrub the towel over my face and down my beard.
 
   “There’s a decision that’s been made. I don’t know how well it sits with me. There’s a silent understandin’ though with another brother. If I go rogue on this, I don’t know where the fuck that leaves me.” I don’t look at her. I can’t. I want so much to tell her what’s going on, but there’s no way in hell that I can do that. 
 
   “You’ve always done your own thing Ryker. Since the day you busted into my room, I’ve known it. What makes this any different?” Finally looking up into those sexy eyes of hers, I rethink it all. 
 
   “My place in this club could be at risk.  Opportunities that we have here might be gone. I don’t know where the fuck that would leave me darlin’.”  Jersey looks down at Ansley before stepping closer to me.
 
   “That would leave you with me and your daughter. We would figure it out. If this is something that is eating away at your heart, don’t do it. You won’t like the regret that you would have to live with.” Kissing my cheek, I smile at her.
 
   “I’ve never been one to have a heart darlin’.” Jersey giggles softly before looking back at me.
 
   “You’ve always had a heart. Sometimes it fades, but it’s never completely gone. It’s always there.” I watch Jersey’s ass as she bends over the crib to lay Ansley back in it. 
 
   Walking over, I wrap my hands around her waist and pull her against me. Jersey stands up and straightens out before turning her head to the side.
 
   Her lips brush over mine but I know she has more to say, I can see it.
 
   “Say it Jersey.” Her smile melts me inside, like it always does. 
 
   “I want you to be happy. I want you to have a clear conscience with whatever you choose to do. I know some things don’t make sense to me, but in this world they do. Just make sure your heart can handle it ok?” Damn, I love this woman. I love her more than the air I breathe.
 
   “You know what my heart can handle? You Jersey. I love you more than you could ever know.”
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   Chapter 36
 
    
 
   Tank
 
   Wandering outside the clubhouse, my brain is going crazy. That kid hasn’t left my mind in days. The closer we get to moving in on that warehouse, the worse it gets. 
 
   Shit’s changing inside of me. A million things vie for attention, but the constant remains on him. I’ve never been the type to care if it was a younger kid when we went into these things, but there’s something about that one that strikes a nerve. I saw it in Ryker too.
 
   “You want my opinion?” Ryker leans against the wall with a cigarette hanging out of his mouth.
 
   “You’re goin’ to give it anyway.” Shrugging, he blows out a ring of smoke.
 
   “Yeah, that’s true. I don’t like this kid thing any more than you. You want to tell me why in the fuck this is botherin’ me the way it is?” Leaning against the wall next to him, I don’t know if I have the answer to that.
 
   “Maybe because we’re all dyin’ slowly. We see ourselves in those kids.” Ryker chuckles before looking over at me.
 
   “You know I don’t see myself in that little fucker. I saw what I could have been.” Nodding, that makes sense too.
 
   “Yeah, that might be it too. Either way, it’s off brother.” I can feel it. He knows this shit is wrong.
 
   “Where would that leave me, Tank? Where does the loyalty lie?” Ryker’s eyes close as he takes a drag from his cigarette. With his head tilted back, the world spins. 
 
   Ryker’s always been the loyal type. It’s his life. It’s our life.
 
   “No one has that answer, but lately I’ve been wonderin’ the same goddamn thing. When the hell does it end though?” Ryker doesn’t look over before blowing out a ring of smoke.
 
   “Maybe this is my hell. It’s where I belong.” Ryker shoves off the wall and walks away leaving me to my own thoughts.
 
   “What’s that about?” Creed steps up next to me passing me a beer that I gladly take.
 
   “Confusion. We all have that shit at one point, yeah?” Creed moves to stand in front of me before I look at him.
 
   “Say it Tank. You’ve never held back. What the hell’s goin’ on?” Scrubbing my hand over my head, I look around. How do I tell him we’re drowning?
 
   “I don’t like the shit with the kid. I get we voted, it’s the way of the club. You saw him though.” Creed swallows hard before punching the wall next to me. I step aside and let him take his frustrations out on it. Better than fighting with me.
 
   Punch, after punch, until blood drips down his knuckles.  Leaning forward, he rests his head against the wall.
 
   “There’s days when I wish I was never voted in Tank. Days I wish I didn’t have to make these choices. It’s fucked up brother! My heart, and my head, rip me the fuck apart!” He screams out his anger and I feel for him. 
 
   As much as he’s been putting into this club, it’s sucking his life right back out.
 
   “Go inside Creed. Take a break.” Slapping my hand on his shoulder, I think we’re all about to hit rock bottom.
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   Chapter 37
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   “Let me see it.” Jada snaps, before I slowly reach out my hand to her. She turns the bathroom faucet on and cleans it off with the warm water. 
 
   “What’s happening here, Creed?” She knows it’s off.  Hell, everyone in this clubhouse knows it’s off.
 
   “It feels like we’re goin’ down instead of up. We make changes, we move on, but then somethin’ yanks us the fuck back. We’re drownin’ in the hell that Sharp created. We can’t get the fuck out of his shadow.” My hand jerks when Jada pours some medicine over it.
 
   “Sorry. It’s going to sting.” Holding my hand still, she finishes before wrapping it in a bandage.
 
   “What can I do? How can I help?” Snapping my head up to look at her, I don’t know what to do. Do I scream at her? Hell, she runs every time something doesn’t go her way.
 
   “Jada, you can trust in me. You have no fuckin’ trust for me anymore. You run off after every little thing that happens. I need my old lady to be stronger than that. Fuck! This shit kills me, and then to not have you? It’s the fuckin’ worst feelin’ in the world.” Jumping off the toilet where I was sitting, I head into the bedroom.
 
   “That’s not fair!” Spinning around on her, I almost lose it.
 
   “It’s not? I have seen things Jada. Things that are burned into my motherfuckin’ brain! The things I’ve done to people, lives I’ve taken! I’m a cold hearted person! You want to talk about fair? Jason fuckin’ died and left me, too! He left me with nothin’. No way to turn in life. This is it; this is what I’ve become!” Throwing my hands out to the sides, I scream at her. What’s it going to take for her to understand this shit?
 
   “You think you’re the only one that’s lost?” Her screams mean nothing to me. We’ve been over this before. 
 
   “I do the best I can for you! You’ve lived through hell too Jada, I know, but fuck! You don’t know the half of what I’ve done! The way the eyes of the people’s lives I took stare into me when I try to sleep. The way their beatin’ hearts stop within my hands! YOU. DON’T. KNOW!” Walking around her, I go into the bathroom slamming the door closed. 
 
   I lean my head against the cool door as I try to calm every demon that pulls at my soul. They’re with me all the time. I can’t get rid of them. No matter how hard I try to make my past go away, it lingers.
 
   My heart screams to be free from the hold that those demons have on it. It begs and pleads, but they never let go. 
 
   I turn the shower on and step in as soon as it’s warm enough. I let the water fall around me before the tears come. 
 
   I didn’t hear the door open but there she is. Jada climbs in the shower wrapping her arms around me.
 
   “I hear you cry. I know you don’t want me to make a big deal about it, so I don’t. It hurts me to see you like that. I thought if I just stayed away things would change.” Leaning down I capture her lips with mine. I’ve had enough talking for one day. I want to enjoy being with her right now.
 
   Lifting her, I push her against the cool tiles of the shower before sliding inside of her. My dick responds to every little moan and groan that comes from her mouth.
 
   I grip her hips in my hands thrusting into her. I don’t want to take out the rage I feel inside on her. I focus on my love for her. Rocking my hips into her, her lips crash into mine. 
 
   She feels so perfect and when I’m inside of her, nothing in the world matters to me. 
 
   “I love you.” Whispering against her lips, I pick up the pace. My dick slams into every wall she has inside of her before I can feel her body tense up.
 
   “I love you too.” A few more hard thrusts and we come together. Just how I need us to be forever. Together.
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   Chapter 38
 
    
 
   Ryker
 
    
 
   Bouncing up and down, I can’t control myself. I’m so amped up for this run. I want nothing more than to find some of those Dusts’ assholes in that warehouse too. I’d be happy as fuck to take them out.
 
   “You goin’ to do that the whole day?” Torch slaps my shoulder laughing. Hell, the way I feel right now, I might do it for the next month!
 
   “Yeah, this shit gets my blood goin’. I love it.” The smile on my face is downright devilish and I know it. I don’t know what it is about death and blood that sends me over the edge, but it’s been that way for a long fucking time.
 
   “Let’s move!” Creed circles his finger in the air, signaling us to move out behind him. 
 
   In perfect formation we all file out as we make the short trip to the warehouse.
 
   What to do with the kid once we get in there hasn’t stopped running through my mind since the other day. I haven’t made a final decision either. I decided to let it play out the way fate wants it to. 
 
   Jersey had a hard time with me going on this run. She understood where I was coming from with the way I felt. It’s hard to think that I might not have a place in this club after today. This is the only life that I’ve known. The only protection that I’ve ever had.
 
   Pulling in, we all cut our bikes off as Joey positions the van. My stomach is in knots as I walk around taking in the area. 
 
   “Your head right brother?” Tank slaps a hand on my shoulder. I don’t need to look at him to know what he’s talking about either.
 
   “About as right as it can be.” I see him nod out of the corner of my eye, but I make no attempt to actually look at him. I don’t need to see the look in his eyes.
 
   “What’s that about?” Torch passes me the joint he’s been smoking. I take a long drag, savoring the feel of it burning through my lungs. 
 
   “Nothin’. Just makin’ sure I’m ready.” Torch laughs before I blow the smoke out of my mouth.
 
   “When the hell are you not ready for this shit? You fuckin’ love blood and guts brother.” Laughing along with him, I have to agree there. 
 
   Creed rounds us up before he talks.
 
   “We go in, we do our shit, and we get out. We take what we can haul in the van, and we roll. Watch your asses. We don’t know what kind of wirin’ these motherfuckers put up since we were here last. Trip that shit, and I can promise, we won’t be taken you home with us.” Looking around at the guys, they all smile. 
 
   They know the risks, we all do. We came into this club knowing that we may never make it back out alive. 
 
   “Let’s move.” When Creed finishes speaking, I make my way to the head of the group with Torch on my ass. It’s good to know that he’s by my side. Torch is a complete fucking lunatic, but a lunatic that I can trust with my life.
 
   Making our way across the small field doesn’t take long. My stomach knots up, and at first I think it’s because of the kid, but there’s more, I can feel it. 
 
   Making entry into the warehouse was easy, too easy. I watch as we advance into the shit hole. This place is almost as nasty as the place I found Jersey in.
 
   “Up.” Whispering to Torch, his eyes move to follow mine. I can see the trip wires in place, and there are a shit ton of them.
 
   Stopping, I crouch down and turn to motion to the guy’s behind me. Once I see they all know what’s up there, I turn around and start moving again.
 
   I see the kid at a table not far from me. My heart is beating so fast; I feel as if I’m going to explode. I’ve never felt this before on a kill. It’s new, and I don’t fucking like it.
 
   Sneaking up behind him, I grab the kid around the neck before whispering in his ear.
 
   “You scream, I shoot.” Nodding his head rapidly, I know he isn’t going to make a sound.
 
   As soon as the guy’s start moving in, the kid speaks.
 
   “There’s more. In the back.” Tilting my head to look at him, I assess his look. He isn’t lying, and we just walked into a goddamn ambush.
 
   Shots ring out all around me before I’m knocked back. 
 
   It all goes black.
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   Chapter 39
 
    
 
   Tank
 
   Shots ring out and echo through the warehouse. They came out of nowhere.  We all ducked and got behind anything that we possibly could use as a shield.
 
   “CREED!” Hollering, I need to make sure he’s ok. I saw Ryker go down, but I couldn’t tell if he was hit or not.
 
   My hearts ready to burst when I hear him.
 
   “I’m good! Torch?” We wait through the shots until we hear it.
 
   “HIT, BUT GOOD!” Only he would say he was hit, but good, crazy fuck.
 
   “Ryker’s down!” Yelling over the shots, I know we need to move in. If we don’t, we are going to be on the losing end of this battle.
 
   “Get Ryker out! I’m flankin’ these motherfuckers!” Torch’s voice booms through the warehouse before I catch a glimpse of him moving.  My eyes dart around trying to spot Ryker.
 
   When I do see him, he’s lying there with the kid on top of him. 
 
   “Son of a bitch.” Growling, I pull out my other gun and stand. I start blasting away at anything that moves. I can see Torch off to the side taking guys out left and right. They outnumber us, but I can’t figure out how.
 
   They were a smaller club than we were. There’s no way in hell that Rit patched in that many people.
 
   Sliding across the floor to where Ryker is laying, I drop onto my knees. I look for any signs that he’s been shot.
 
   “What the fuck? Tank, you smell that?” When I hear Creed screaming, I sniff. Fuck me!
 
   “It’s gas boys! Get Ryker and pull the fuck back! I’ll hold them off!” Torch yells before I start to shake Ryker slightly.
 
   “Come on brother. Jersey will kill me if I don’t get your ass home.” Ryker grunts but doesn’t open his eyes. There’s a lot of blood coming from the back of his head. 
 
   “CREED!” Within seconds of my yelling Creed’s next to me. 
 
   “Fuck man!” 
 
   “Get the kid. I got Ryker.” Creed drags the kid up and hoists him onto his back, as I do the same with Ryker.
 
   “Son of a bitch you need to stop workin’ out.” As if he can hear me, it’s true. This asshole feels like a solid 180 pounds of pure fucking muscle.
 
   “RUN!” Torch screams over the noise that echoes through here. It’s so fucking loud, my ears are ringing.
 
   With Ryker on my back, I push myself harder toward the door. As soon as my feet touch the earth outside an explosion rocks the ground beneath me. 
 
   I’m thrown through the air forcing my grip on Ryker to fail. I lose him right before I slam into the hard earth below me.
 
   My back burns and my head spins. Blinking rapidly, I try to make out my surroundings. I see Joey leaning over someone, but all I hear is a buzzing in my ears.
 
   Joey looks over at me, his mouth’s moving, but I’m in a complete haze.
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   Chapter 40
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   Because shit couldn’t get any worse, I roll over and look around to see Joey standing over someone.
 
   “Who is it?” Shaking the dizziness I feel away, I try to stand but stumble.
 
   “Stay down Creed! I’ll get you in a minute.” Joey screams as he rushes around. My head feels like it’s going to explode.
 
   “Fuck off! Where’s Tank?” Blinking rapidly, I look around on the ground. I see Tank a few feet over, and try to stumble my way to him. 
 
   Dropping onto the ground he looks up at me.
 
   “Fuck, Creed.” Tank blinks his eyes before pushing himself up. I can smell the burnt flesh, and I know it’s coming from him. This shit just went from bad to worse.
 
   Gripping his hand, I pull him up as he sways. Looking over, I see Ryker opening his eyes.
 
   Tank and I both move next to him as he looks up.
 
   “The fuck was that shit?” His words are slurred and his eyes are glossy. He must have taken a bad hit to the head.
 
   “Can you stand? We need to move.”  Reaching for Ryker’s hand, I pull him up before I see the kid struggling to breathe. 
 
   “Shit!” The guys look over at me before following my gaze down to him.
 
   “He’s chokin’ on his own fuckin’ blood.” Ryker bends down damn near falling before grabbing the gun that lies next to him. Standing up, Tank grabs his arm. 
 
   “I’ll do it.” I watch the two of them as they debate it amongst themselves. A silent agreement is made as Ryker shakes his head, he holds the gun out from his body.
 
   Aimed at the kid’s head, I hear him whisper. “I’m sorry.”
 
   We all jolt a little when the gun fires. I don’t understand why he said that, but it’s none of my business.
 
   He slides the gun into the back of his jeans before he turns to look at me.
 
   “Torch?” Swallowing hard, I shake my head. Ryker sucks in a breath before he walks away. There’s a trail of blood running down the back of his neck as I watch him go.
 
   Tank slaps a hand on my shoulder before he speaks.
 
   “Let’s go home brother.”
 
   Tank walks off as I follow. My chest is tight and I can’t breathe. It’s Jason all over again. My heart screams and cries out from the pain. It’s a physical pain. 
 
   We all climb into the van and leave the bikes. Joey looks like he saw a ghost. This isn’t the way this should have played out. Not in a million years, did I see this coming.
 
   “Good thing we drove the old bikes out here, yeah?” Ryker looks over with a sad smile on his face.
 
   “Fuckin’ right on that one.” My heart’s not in it. We all know it. We all just try to hold the other one up.
 
   “Are we ready? I heard sirens.” Glancing over at Joey, I nod. 
 
   We pull out leaving this mess behind us. Leaving one of our own behind us. 
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   Chapter 41
 
    
 
   Ryker
 
   Pulling into the clubhouse parking lot, a somber feeling comes over me.
 
   I just lost one of the best friends I had. As if losing Bone not that long ago wasn’t enough, now I lost Torch. My heart hurts more than I ever thought it could.
 
   No one speaks as we climb out of the van, defeated. We set out to get some C4, and ended up coming home with one less brother. It’s not right. It all feels wrong. 
 
   “I’ll call a meetin’ in the main room.” Creed speaks, but it’s like the words just float past me. 
 
   Opening the door, we all head inside to laughter and talking. As soon as Piper looks over at us, the room grows quiet. I don’t know if he said something or not. I can’t focus on anything.
 
   “We need to talk. Everybody out here?” Creed speaks before he steps up next to the bar looking around at everyone.
 
   “We’re all here.” Piper looks over at me, but I can’t meet his gaze. Looking around, I don’t see Jersey out here, and I’m not sure if I’m happy about that or not.
 
   “We went on this run tonight not expectin’ any trouble, but that’s what we found. We lost one of our own brothers tonight.” Creed’s voice cracks before the tears spill down his face. 
 
   “Torch didn’t make it out. He took the hit for this club, for his brothers.” Shaking his head, he doesn’t say anything else before he moves straight toward Jada.  Tank is gone, and I don’t see Joey anywhere.
 
   Bella rushes toward me throwing herself in my arms.
 
   “Oh God! Ryker.” She cries hysterically into my chest before I see Jersey walking down the hallway. Her eyes land on mine, and I can tell she knows something isn’t right. She looks around at everyone crying and holding each other before she rushes toward me.
 
   Grabbing her with my free arm, I pull her against me.
 
   “He’s gone, Torch is gone.” Jersey cries as Bella tries to pull away. I don’t let her though; I don’t know where Joey or her dad went. I won’t leave her alone, not now.
 
   “I’m so sorry Ryker.” Jersey holds on tighter when I see Joey. He looks so lost as he looks around the room. I know he’s looking for Bella.
 
   “Bella, Joey needs you sweetheart.” Bella pulls back looking up at me as my heart breaks further. Her little nod does little to reassure me of anything right now.
 
   “I’m sorry Ryker.” With a quick kiss on the forehead, I send her off to be with Joey.
 
   “I need to go in the room.” Jersey starts to pull back but I can’t let her. Instead, I lift her in my arms and carry her down the hallway. My heart feels like it’s in a million little pieces. How is life so cruel?
 
   Closing the door, I set her down before moving toward Ansley’s crib. My little angel is laying there sleeping peacefully, then I pick her up, cradling her to my chest.
 
   “What can I do?” Jersey watches me as I walk to the corner and sit on the floor.
 
   Holding Ansley close to me, I rock back and forth with her.
 
   “Just be with me Jersey. I feel like I’m fallin’ apart here.” My voice cracks but I don’t stop moving. I can’t. I feel like if I do, my world is going to crumble and fall apart. 
 
   Jersey moves to sit on her knees next to me before wrapping her arms around me and Ansley. She kisses my cheek so many times I lose count.
 
   “I love you Ryker. I love you.” Her words repeat in my ear, soothing me as the rest of the world explodes into a million pieces.
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   Chapter 42
 
    
 
   Tank
 
   My chest tightens at the thought of what we have to do today. Burying one of our own is harder than I thought it would be.
 
   “FUCK! We got company!” Creed hollers from his office as we all stand on alert now. What the fuck else could possibly happen?
 
   Just as I’m about to ask him who the hell it is, the side doors fly open. Cops come rushing in from all angles with guns aimed directly at us.
 
   “Guess I don’t need to ask what else could wrong, yeah?” Looking over at Creed, he shakes his head. 
 
   “On the ground!” The guy that appears to be heading this shit up screams as we all make our way to the floor.
 
   “Don’t touch me!” Screams erupt from the hallway and I know its Cher. Turning my head, I see her. My little fighter. Her face is read with anger as the cop drags her out into the main room.
 
   “Get on the ground.” He throws her to the floor which raises my blood pressure.  As I start to get up, the butt of a gun connects with my eye. Son of a bitch!
 
   “Stay down! You move again, I’ll shoot!”  Getting back into position, I glance up at the asshole that just blacked my fucking eye.
 
   “He throws my old lady around like a fuckin’ rag doll again, you will be shootin’.” Gritting my teeth, I want nothing more than to jump up off this floor and beat his ass.
 
   “Tank, calm brother.” Creed hollers over at me before I hear him get hit next.  
 
   We lay there for a few minutes until all the women and kids are brought into the main room. 
 
   “Up now!” This little son of a bitch is pissing me off. We all climb up and look at each other, all cuffed behind our backs. 
 
   The grin that comes across my face just pulls at every part of my insides. This right here, is something Torch would have loved. He would have made it hell on these cops.
 
   “Something funny?” The man steps into my face. He can’t be any bigger than 5’7’’ and maybe 145 pounds soaking wet. If I wasn’t cuffed, I’d snap his ass in half.
 
   “There’s a lot funny. It all starts with you.” Smiling down at him, I can see the muscles in his jaw flex. He doesn’t like being talked down to.
 
   “We have word that you boys may know something about a warehouse explosion. Anyone have anything to say about that?” Mr. Small Badge walks around stopping in front of each of us. He gets the same thing from all of us too, nothing but a grin.
 
   “What kind of question is that?” Creed pulls the attention to himself as the guy’s just keep smiling.
 
   “It seemed like a good one. There was a warehouse, it exploded. We heard it was you. That seems like a pretty easy one.” The man stands in front of Creed before his eyes jerk behind him.
 
   “You! Come here.” Turning my head, I see he’s pointing at Jada. Oh hell, shits about to get serious. 
 
   Jada walks up next to Creed, with Heather in her arms. If he tries one fucking thing while she has that baby in her arms, I will fucking lose it.
 
   “I know you. You didn’t run with Angel’s before.” Jada’s eyes jerk to Creed’s before they come back to rest on the man in front of her.
 
   “Detective Richards. Never thought I would see you again.” The hatred that flows from her amuses me. 
 
   “I could say the same. How are you involved here?” Creed tries to side step the guy and get in between them, but Jada shakes her head at him. Swallowing hard, I watch her bulk up in front this guy.
 
   “This is home. These people are my family. Let’s make that deal.” Confusion runs around the room. What the fuck just happened here?
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   Chapter 43
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   “What the hell are you talkin’ about Jada?” Looking over at her, she refuses to look at me.
 
   “I don’t know if that offer is still open. You seem to have switched sides on us. We thought they killed you in all honesty.” The detective stands firm in Jada’s face, but the boldness that radiates from her sends my heart soaring.
 
   Jada shrugs before she speaks again. “You call it changing sides; I call it finding my way home. You want the information or not?” The man looks amused at what’s taking place in front of him. I’m fucking confused.
 
   “Jada, what the fuck is goin’ on?” Her eyes never break from his. It’s like a battle of the strongest minds here. I don’t know if I should be proud, or pissed.
 
   “Keep your fucking mouth shut.” The man speaks to me but again, their eyes are connected. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say they were about to go head to head here.
 
   “I got this Creed. Bella, come here please.” Turning slightly the guy nods to the other officer to let Bella come over here. Jada passes Heather off to Bella before turning back to the man.
 
   “Let them go, and take me. I’ll give you everything I know.” I start to protest that, but Jada throws her hand up stopping me. Damn, I think I like this side of her. It turns me on bad!
 
   “Can’t do that. You know as well as I do that you have to be inside, at least for the minimum time. We have nothing to hold you on.” Jada’s lips curl into a devilish smile. Oh shit, this is not good.
 
   Her little fists ball at her sides and I know exactly what she’s about to do. 
 
   Her hand pulls back before flying through the air. She nails the little prick right in the nose. Blood pours before the other guy tackles Jada. 
 
   “Don’t you fuckin’ hurt her!” The prick pulls a tissue from his pocket holding it to his face as Jada laughs.
 
   The man yanks her up with her hands cuffed behind her back like the rest of us.
 
   “I could have planted weed on you. Fucking hell.” The prick holds the tissue to his face as I look between the two of them. I don’t know what kind of past they have, but I sure as hell want to find out now.
 
   “I figured you could too, but I enjoyed this a whole lot more.” Jada’s smile stays in place the whole time she watches him. When he turns around she looks over at me. 
 
   “What the hell was that, darlin’.” I can’t help it; I smile like a fucking fool. That was priceless.
 
   “Long story. I’ll tell you later. I’m a little busy right now.” Jada steps toward me before I lean down and kiss her quickly.
 
   “Move them out!” Prick yells again, but Jada tries to protest.
 
   “Oh hell no! I said take me!” He shakes his head before he stands in front of her again.
 
   “You’re going, trust me, but so are they.” Nodding toward the guy’s she smiles once again.
 
   “We’ll see how far you get with that Richards.” Jada snarls before she turns and stands in her place in the line.  
 
   Shaking my head, I can’t believe she did that.
 
   “Stop shaking your head Creed. I still have that old Jada in me.” Laughing, I follow the line out the door and to the waiting van.
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   Chapter 44
 
    
 
   Ryker
 
   Leaning against the wall in the cell with my arms crossed over my chest, I can’t stop thinking about Torch. It’s been four days. We’ve been in this hell hole the whole time. We have the club lawyer working on things, and we should be getting out anytime now.
 
   “I still can’t believe she hit that fucker.” Chuckling, I look over at Tank. He has been repeating that shit for days now.
 
   “That was some good shit. I didn’t know she had it in her.” Creed laughs before looking at both of us.
 
   “She’s had that shit in her. She just kept it well hidden.” Nodding, that she did. I sure as hell didn’t see it coming from her.
 
   “What is it she knows that they want?” Tank looks at Creed. The whole atmosphere in here just changed. I don’t think any of this shit has to do with Fallen Angel’s but I guess Tank needs to be reassured.
 
   “I’d guess the shit with the Dusts’. I really don’t fuckin’ know though.” Creed scrubs his hand over his face before I take my usual spot in the corner. 
 
   It feels safe there. Tucked away in myself is where I’ve been for days now. The look on that kid’s face haunts my dreams. Even though I didn’t plan on killing him, in the end, I did. I took his life like it was any other day. 
 
   Torch being gone doesn’t sit well either. He was a good friend. Crazy as fuck, but he had my back more times than I care to think about. He lost it all, for us. I know why he did it though. He told me once before that he had nothing left in him. Nothing left but this club. 
 
   “You boys are free to go.” The jailer steps up unlocking the doors to let us out. I drag my ass out of the corner I’m lost in, and follow the guys out toward the front.
 
   “Where’s Jada?” Barking at the little prick that locked us in here, he grins at me.
 
   “I didn’t realize she had two men.” Taking a step toward him, he jumps back quickly.
 
   “She has a ton more at the clubhouse. She’s family. Hey, how’s that nose feel? It ain’t lookin’ too good from this angle.” Tank laughs as the other guys file out the door. 
 
   “I can have your ass back in here in the matter of seconds.” The look on his face makes me laugh.
 
   “Yeah, I bet you’re right. Problem is, next time you come into my home and throw another woman to the floor, I’ll bust more than your motherfuckin’ nose.” Creed grabs my arm pulling me back away from the asshole before I lose it completely.
 
   “Take a walk Ryker. Jada’s outside.” Nodding toward the door, I do as I’m told while Creed finishes up with the lawyer. 
 
   Pushing through the door, my heart hammers in my chest. I take a deep breath of the cool air before I lock eyes with our little fighter.
 
   “You busted that motherfucker’s nose. Good job darlin’.” Jada smiles while she walks over to me. Wrapping her arms around my waist, I hug her back.
 
   “Out of that whole club, I knew you would be proud of me.” Jada giggles into my shirt before pulling back.
 
   “Whatever you did, I appreciate it.” Looking down at her she smiles.
 
   “I didn’t do much Ryker. Honest. He wanted information I had from my time with Kenny. I gave it to him with a little twist.” Shaking my head, Creed comes out of the building.
 
   “Let’s get the fuck out of here!” Screaming at the top of his lungs, I don’t think I could agree more. Throwing my arm over Jada’s shoulders, we filter to the van the lawyer brought over.
 
   “Hell of a right hook.” Jada looks up at me laughing before we climb in.
 
   With a heavy heart, I sit against the side of the van. This is just the beginning of the end. I can feel it.
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   Chapter 45
 
    
 
   Tank
 
   Rolling over, I groan at the pain that radiates through my back. I never knew a burn could hurt worse than a fucking gun shot.
 
   The last few days have been tense around here. Everything seems off. Nothing’s going right. 
 
   “Dad, are you ok?” Bella sits on the edge of the bed finally moving from the chair she’s been perched in for days. She hasn’t left my side after Doc checked me out. He gave me some pretty heavy pain medicine that kicked my ass.
 
   “Bella, I’m the dad. I need to ask you that, yeah?” Rolling her eyes, she smiles at me.
 
   “I’m worried about you. Hell, you were burned, and then arrested.” Her giggles are music to my ears. I miss that little laugh of hers. So angelic.
 
   “Yeah, you know they say when it rains, it pours. It fuckin’ poured in here.” Smiling at her I adjust myself in the bed until I’m sitting up.
 
   “Let me change that. Doc said it needed to be changed every few hours.” Bella hops off the bed heading into the bathroom before coming back out with clean dressings. 
 
   “Cher can do it baby girl.” Again, I get the eye roll.
 
   “What, am I not good enough to do it?” I look at her expression before she starts laughing again. The little shit.
 
   “You’re the fuckin’ best, Bella. Don’t you ever forget it. I want to talk to you though.” Bella climbs on the bed behind me before I feel her pulling the old dressings off. I try not to move so I don’t startle her, but that shit hurts like hell.
 
   “About what?” Her voice is calm and steady. My sweet baby girl.
 
   “Well, you know the shit we get into around here. There’s just a few things I need you to know. I love you, Bella. I’d never leave you on purpose.” My voice hitches slightly when I feel the medicine touch my burns.
 
   “I know dad. We don’t need to do this.”  Shaking my head, I do need to do this.
 
   “I wouldn’t leave you if I had the choice. You, Cher, and Griff mean the world to me. If somethin’ ever happens to me I need to know that you’ll be ok Bella.” I hear her sniff behind me. My heart breaks. I don’t want to have this conversation, but I need to know that Bella can move on with her life. She has to.
 
   I feel her put the new dressing on before I grab her hand. I pull her around to my side before I wrap my arms around her.
 
   “I just need to know you can move on. You deserve so much more than I can give you baby girl.” Bella cries into my side. I know this is hard for her, but she has to understand what she means to me.
 
   “I’ll be fine dad. You taught me how to live. I’ve never lived so much until I came here. Never worry about me, ok?” I love how strong she is; how strong she tries to be.
 
   “I always worry about you Bella. You’re my daughter.” Shaking her head, she looks me in the eyes.
 
   “Promise me, dad. Promise me that you won’t worry, ok?” The way her eyes plead with me kills something inside of me. Somethings not right.
 
   “Bella.” She shakes her head again before looking me dead in the eyes.
 
   “Promise me.” Her voice turns demanding before I nod my head.
 
   “I promise Bella. I promise.” Throwing herself back into my arms, I hold my little girl. 
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   Chapter 46
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   We said our goodbyes to Torch in a not so familiar way. We didn’t have a body to bury which is strange in itself, but we all did what we needed to do.
 
   Sitting here at the bar, we laugh and talk about old times with Torch. Piper is off to the side lost in his own world. This is harder on him than it is for the rest of us. He always planned on going before the rest of the guys here. 
 
   This is our lifestyle whether we like it or not. As hard as I’m trying to pull us in another direction, there’s always that one thing that sticks around to haunt the hell out of us.
 
   “Ryker, you good brother? I need you over in the shop tomorrow.” Ryker raises his beer at me but doesn’t speak. He’s been that way lately. He doesn’t speak a whole lot; I guess he’s processing things in his own way.
 
   “I’ll help out if you need me.” Joey chimes in from down the bar. Nodding at him, I hate the whole vibe of this club. We’re not right, but I can only hope that with time we will be.
 
   “I’m goin’ to Angel’s tomorrow for most of the day. Reggie is comin’ in to help out. Vic wants to come pay his respects this weekend and said he might stick around a little if that’s good with everyone.” Ryker grunts before I turn to look at him.
 
   “You don’t like Vic?” The amusement in my voice brings out a grin on his face. That’s something I haven’t seen in a while.
 
   “Hell no! You don’t remember that summer five, six years ago when that motherfucker rolled in here?” Shaking my head, I do, but I want him to tell that story. I want him to let out some of that shit he’s holding in. 
 
   “Yeah you do. That motherfucker rolled over here drunk of his ass. He ran around this club like he was a fuckin’ race car. Sharp let him shoot up that new shit we had and it was bogus. Vic tried to get Torch to shoot up with him but Torch knew somethin’ was off with it. He wouldn’t do it. Vic climbed up on that goddamn pool table right there, and took a big ass shit all over it.”  The smile on his face is priceless. I love seeing him remembering and not getting lost.
 
   “That was some nasty shit, too. Torch went over there and kept fuckin’ playin’. You remember that Ryker?” Piper smiles as he walks down toward us.
 
   “Yeah, that motherfucker hit my favorite 8 ball right into the middle of that pile of shit. Nasty motherfucker.” Chuckling, we all laugh with him.
 
   “Yeah, that was the good times back then brother. You young ones were up for anything back then. That same night, you took that dare and jumped off the goddamn roof of this place.” Jersey’s hands wrap around Ryker as she smiles.
 
   “You did not do that?” Ryker turns his head to peck her on the lips before nodding.
 
   “Oh darlin’, I did a shit ton more than that.” His smile lights up the room. 
 
   “Yeah, ask him about that time he almost electrocuted Torch.” Piper laughs before sliding another beer down the counter to me. Grabbing it in my hand, I look at Ryker.
 
   “I wasn’t here for that shit. I would remember.” Ryker chuckles before pulling Jersey into his lap.
 
   “Torch was fuckin’ with one of those chasers’ hair dryers. I filled up the bath tub next to him, told him it would work better if he jumped in and out really quick. I never thought the son of bitch would do it. When he jumped in the hair dryer slipped out of his hands, and hit the water. I never saw a man light the fuck up like he did.” Everyone breaks into laughter. I see the look in Ryker’s eyes though, he’s hurting inside. 
 
   Losing Torch is taking a toll on him.
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   Chapter 47
 
    
 
   Tank
 
   Wandering around the shop, I know I need to get to work but my mind won’t stop. What if I would have stayed in there and not Torch? He might not have had kids and all, but he was a good man. He didn’t deserve to go out like he did.
 
   “Get your head out of your ass, Tank. We need these bikes done before tonight.” Ryker sits with a cigarette hanging out of his mouth working on one of them.
 
   “Fuck off. I don’t give a shit if those little wanna be’s have their bikes for bitchfest.” Ryker laughs hysterically knowing exactly what I mean. The so called bikes we’re working on are what we like to call crotch rockets. Made of shit material, for even shittier riders. They shouldn’t even be considered bikes.
 
   “Could you see us ridin’ these motherfuckers around town?” Hitting the bike with the wrench, Ryker laughs again.
 
   “What kind of punks would we look like?” Shaking his head, he gets back to work before I start on the other one.
 
   “We should cut the break lines. Fuckin’ shit isn’t a bike.” Mumbling to myself I hear Ryker laugh again. At least he’s laughing. That’s always a good sign.
 
   “Hey, are we taken that lake trip any time soon?” Messing around with a bolt on this piece of shit, I look over at him.
 
   “Hadn’t talked about. We need that shit though. At least, I do.” Ryker grunts as he gets back to work. 
 
   We work in silence when the thought occurs to me.
 
   “Hey, Ryker. Bella say anything to you lately?” Grabbing his bottle of beer, he takes a long pull as I watch him.
 
   “No more than usual. Why?” I see the look in his eyes. He knows what I’m talking about, he just isn’t saying it.
 
   “She said somethin’ the other night. It just got to me.” Looking away from him, I saw him swallow hard.
 
   “What’d she say?” Pulling out a cigarette, I light it before turning to look at him again.
 
   “She made me promise that I wouldn’t worry about her. I don’t know what the hell she’s talkin’ about though.” Ryker shakes his head before standing up.
 
   “So, did you?” Walking past me and toward the office, I follow his movements with my eyes.
 
   “Did I what?” 
 
   “Promise her?” Shaking my head, I stand up and cross my arms over my chest.
 
   “You want to tell me what it is you know brother?” Ryker pulls another beer out of the fridge before popping the top off and looking at me.
 
   “I don’t know shit. Was just askin’.” He averts his eyes away from mine looking at anything but me. I’ll find out what it is that he knows.
 
   “I did.” Walking past me, he stops.
 
   “You did?” Looking at me a little confused, I wonder if the man is a little slow.
 
   “I promised her I wouldn’t worry.” With a slight nod, he smiles and gets back to work.
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   Chapter 48
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   The store’s been busier than usual today. It’s weird not having Torch around being his normal annoying self. I miss it. I miss the smug ass look that he used to get on his face when he thought we were doing shit we shouldn’t be. I miss him.
 
   “You ok in there, Creed?” Reggie hollers through the bathroom door at me. I don’t know how long I’ve been in here, but I do know that I’m not ready to come out. My head is spinning as my mind wanders to other things. 
 
   “Yeah.” Pushing the door open, I step out to see the look on Reggie’s face. He’s worried, and I can’t blame him. Hell, I’m worried right now.
 
   “What are you thinkin’?” The way he narrows his eyes at me, makes me think he knows exactly what I’m thinking.
 
   “You know somethin’ ain’t right when you start to think like Ryker, yeah?” Reggie shakes his head as he follows me back out to the front of the store. I stand off to the side watching Jada and Jersey as they work the register. 
 
   “That shits not good Creed. Ryker’s head is a completely messed up place to be brother.” Glancing over at him, I already know that. Ryker is a crazy son of a bitch.
 
   “He seems to be on the right track with these motherfuckers though. I feel like I should have listened to him a long fuckin’ time ago. I wanted to plan shit out, and have everything in place before we moved on them.” Reggie sighs before slapping his hand down on my shoulder.
 
   “You can’t think like that man. You’re right. You can’t go after them without a plan. Ryker wants to go balls out crazy, and believe me the rest of us do too, but goin’ out there unprepared isn’t goin’ to do anything but get more of us killed brother.” Dropping my head, I know he’s right. I just feel like I’m losing here. I’m losing my brothers, my club.
 
   All the anger that bubbles up inside of me threatens to spill over, and I don’t want to take it out on anyone here. 
 
   Reaching out, I hit all the bottles in front of me off onto the floor. The girls jump before Reggie grabs my shoulders.
 
   “Come on Creed! Take a walk!” Jerking me back, I turn on him.
 
   “I’m losin’ it, brother!” Emotions flood my vision before I feel her hands wrap around me. 
 
   “Creed, take a walk with me.” Jada tugs at me, but my hands are clenched and ready to fight. I don’t know how to control all this shit. This club is falling fast, and nothing I do seems to be keeping it up.
 
   Finally giving in to Jada, I let her pull me out the back door into the alley.
 
   Pressing my hands against the wall, I lower my head. Her hands rub small soft circles over my back. Something inside of me wants to snap, it needs it. I haven’t felt like this in such a long time, it scares me.
 
   “I want to kill someone.” Her hands press into me harder.
 
   “I know.” Her voice is soft as she whispers near my ear.
 
   “No you don’t. Jada, I haven’t felt like this since you’ve been back. Before, I just killed for the fuck of it. It soothed me to watch a motherfucker die. I don’t know what I’m doin’ anymore. I don’t know who the fuck I am.” Jada climbs under my arms gripping my face in her hands, forcing me to look at her.
 
   “You’re a leader Creed. If you aren’t strong enough for this, they won’t be either. They look up to you, respect you. They look to you for strength. You are you. You’ve always been you, Creed.” Looking her in the eyes, I don’t know how she sees that in me. Not anymore. 
 
   “I’ve lost that right, Jada. I don’t think I can lead these guys anymore.”
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   Chapter 49
 
    
 
   Ryker
 
   The shop smells of oil. I sit in the back of it with my knees pulled up to my chest, my face buried in my hands.
 
   Life has always had a way of kicking my ass. Memories rush me as I try to block them out. Nothing works though, nothing takes the pain away.
 
   Hearing noises, I don’t bother to look up. I don’t care who it is. If it’s Rit or his boys, then let them take me. I’ve given up. There’s a hollow spot inside of me where my heart used to be. 
 
   “I’ve been looking for you.” Jersey’s voice flows through me, but I don’t look up at her. I was supposed to be the man here. The one that took care of her, protected her, and now all that has slipped between my fingers too.
 
   
“Creed lost it over at Angel’s.” I still don’t look up. I just let out a grunt. I’m sure he did. He was on the edge just like the rest of us. Hell, I’m not far from that shit myself.
 
   “Ryker, talk to me.” The sadness in her voice hurts me. My chest constricts as all the air is sucked from my lungs. I want nothing more than to be ok with her, for her.
 
   “I don’t know what to say Jersey.” I can feel her sliding down the wall next to me before her arm wraps around my shoulder.
 
   “I don’t either. Torch wouldn’t want you guys like this though.” My head snaps up as my eyes lock with hers. 
 
   “What the fuck do you know about what Torch would want?” I know I sound harsh, but it’s true. 
 
   “I know he wouldn’t want you sitting around like this. I know how much he loved you guys.” Pushing myself up, I stand looking down at her. All my nerves firing off in unison.
 
   “You don’t know shit! He died because of me!” Jersey jumps up off the floor pushing me in the chest. Her hands on me ignite a fire that I’m not sure how to handle.
 
   “No Ryker! He died for you, not because of you!” Grabbing her by the shoulders, I shove her against the wall. Her eyes widen before she sucks in a breath.
 
   “You don’t have the fuckin’ right to say that shit to me Jersey! What the fuck is wrong with you?” Screaming in her face, I grip her shoulders tighter. Fear is etched across that beautiful face of hers. I hate seeing that on her.
 
   “I have every right Ryker! You guys have walked around like fucking zombies for days! None of you are handling business. None of you are being men!” Jersey snaps, screaming back into my face. Her rage isn’t unwarranted either. She speaks nothing but the truth right now.
 
   None of us have been ourselves and it’s hurting this club, hurting the ones we love.
 
   “I’m not a man? Is that what you think?” Pressing my body into hers, I wait for her to answer.
 
   “No Ryker. I think us women are being the men for you. We have taken over your roles.” The look on her face sends jolts throughout my body. She’s not mad, she’s pissed, and she’s right.
 
   We’ve let ourselves go until they had to pick up our pieces. What kind of men does that make us?
 
   Letting go of her shoulders, I wrap my hand around her neck, squeezing slightly.
 
   “You want me to show you what kind of man I am?” Leaning in close to her ear, I can feel her little body shiver.
 
   “You don’t have it in you.” She growls at me. Pulling back, I look in her eyes before sliding my hand between her legs. This little skirt leaves little to the imagination. 
 
   I can feel just how wet she is right now.
 
   “Try me.” My words leave my lips before her lips slam frantically into mine. Tasting her, touching her, it all ignites a fire in me. Reaching between us, I undo my jeans letting them fall to the floor before I lift her, pinning her against the wall.
 
   Teasing her entrance with my dick, I suck the side of her neck.
 
   “Tell me again that I don’t have it in me.” Biting her neck, she screams. Yeah, that’s what I thought. I slam her little body down on my dick as I rock my hips into her. Thrusting into her with everything I have in me, feels so good.
 
   My stomach trembles when I feel her nails on my skin. Rolling my hips, I lean back and take in her beauty. Her breasts bounce the harder I slam into her.
 
   Her eyes sparkle as they lock with mine. I know I haven’t been the man I need to be, but that changes, and it changes now. If I have to take over the roll as President for Creed, I will fucking do it. This club needs to get its shit together before there isn’t a club left.
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   Chapter 50
 
    
 
   Tank
 
   Long days, turn into longer nights. The club’s eerily quiet with no Angel chasers in site. The music that once filled these walls ceases to exist anymore.
 
   I sit in the back of the room with a beer bottle in my hand when Bella walks over. She drops on the couch next to me before laying her head on my shoulder.
 
   “You ok dad?” Dad. Those three little letters. Something I haven’t been in weeks.
 
   “I don’t know baby girl. I’m at a loss right now.” Snuggling in closer, I wrap my arm around her shoulder and hold her.
 
   “You know; I remember the day you were born.” Having her near me makes me remember. The slight chuckle makes her giggle.
 
   “You were freaked out weren’t you?” Sighing, I pull her as close as I can get her.
 
   “No. Your mom was. That nurse passed you to me and my world collapsed around me. You opened those big blue eyes of yours and looked up at me, like you knew who I was.” Bella tips her head so she’s looking up at me.
 
   “I did know. I’ve always known. When she took me away from you, I thought about you all the time. I had a picture that I found in her stuff one night. She was gone and I was bored. I always remembered you. Bald head and everything.” Bella giggles as I turn my face to look at her.
 
   “Hey, you had this bald head when you were born.” Ruffling her hair with my hand she grins.
 
   “You know you’re the best dad, right?” Shaking my head, I don’t believe that, not anymore.
 
   “I don’t think I have been.” Bella sits up a little looking me in the eyes.
 
   “Dad, you have always been the best. Even Dougie told me that you were looking for me for years. No one knew where she took me, but I knew in my heart that you were out there waiting for me.” A tear slides down her cheek before I wipe it away.
 
   “I’d wait for you forever Bella. You are my baby girl; you always will be.” Pulling her into me, I hug her. Holding her tight, I never want to let this girl go again. I don’t plan to. 
 
   “Dad, your choking me out.” Bella giggles as I loosen my grip on her.
 
   “Can we cook out? I know things are rough right now, but you know Torch would be cooking out.” Looking down at the look in her eyes, I know she’s right.
 
   “He’d be burnin’ shit. Drunk off his ass with a burnt hot dog in his hand.” Bella laughs, and that noise fills me with joy. She’s right though. Torch wouldn’t sit around like this. He’d make the best of another day on this earth. That’s how he was. A crazy son of a bitch that enjoyed every day he was given.
 
   “You know what. I think it’s a good idea. Let’s round everyone up.” Kissing her forehead, she nods before standing up. Offering her hand to me, I take it in mine.
 
   “When the hell did you get this tall?” Setting my hand on the top of her head she laughs.
 
   “Please. I’m freaking barely five foot four. If that’s tall, I hate to see what short is.” Bella laughs as we walk down the hall toward the bedrooms.
 
   “Cher ain’t much taller than you. Maybe you two could join the circus together. Squeeze in that tiny car.” Bella slaps the hell out of me before I laugh hysterically pushing the bedroom door open.
 
   “What are you two doing?” Cher smiles as we go in. Bella jumps on my back before she talks.
 
   “Dad thinks we’re too short to be normal. He thinks we should join the circus.” Pulling at my ear like she did when she was little makes me smile. 
 
   “It was a suggestion. I thought you’d be perfect for the little car.” Cher moves in on me now, too. The two girls that mean the most to me in the world are right here in my arms.
 
   Looking at the two of them, I know what I need to do.
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   Chapter 51
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   Lighting the grill’s up out back seems surreal. It’s been a long time since we’ve done this. It doesn’t feel right, but I know we need this time.
 
   “Uncle Creed, don’t burn mine!” Bella smiles as I look over at her.
 
   “Oh come on Bella. I don’t burn that shit, that’s your dad.” Watching the smile on her face reminds me of Jada when she was younger. Innocent, and full of life. 
 
   “Yeah, says that crunchy black burger last time when you cooked.” Rolling her eyes, I chuckle to myself. This girl is the light in a lot of darkness. I never knew just how much having her around has changed us all.
 
   When shit gets rough, Bella seems to pull us all out of the dark, and back into the light. 
 
   “Now, you know you could always do it yourself.” Pointing the tongs that I have in my hand at her, she puts her hand on her hip.
 
   “Now that would be unfair. Remember that whole a woman’s place is in the kitchen thing? A man’s place is at the grill.” Shaking my head, I wonder how we ever survived without her around here.
 
   “Then get that little ass in the kitchen. I want pasta, and only you know how to make it right.” Bella sticks her tongue out at me before turning and heading back inside.
 
   “What the hell did you do to her?” Tank steps up next to me passing me a beer.
 
   “Told her to get her ass in the kitchen.” Chuckling, I take a drink before looking back at the grill.
 
   “I’m glad we’re doin’ this. We need to reconnect here. This club is comin’ apart Creed.” I look up at him and nod.
 
   “I know brother. I haven’t taken my place very well lately. I know it needs to change though. We’re goin’ to get back on track.” I’ve thought a lot about this. I’ve looked at myself and the guys. We need to start fresh.
 
   “We’ve all been off. None of us have pulled our weight around here. We need to fix that.” Ryker walks over with a smug ass grin on his face.
 
   “What the hell are you smilin’ about?” Tipping his bottle at me, he shrugs.
 
   “I just got the best dick suck of my life.” Shaking my head, I look at him. Nasty motherfucker puts his business out there for everyone to know.
 
   “Ryker, why the hell did you think we needed to know that?” Tank blurts out loudly. Ryker tips his head to look at Tank before he grins.
 
   “Come on asshole! You know you get that superb dick suck every once in a while. That one, where you have to tell the world about it.” His face is so serious I want to punch him. 
 
   “Oh shut the fuck up. You two are just jealous.” Ryker snaps at us as we watch him walk away with that giant ass grin on his face, I can’t help but laugh.
 
   “You ever wonder what the hell happened to him when he was a baby.” Looking over at Tank, I lose it. I laugh like I haven’t laughed in a long time.
 
   “Tank, I think there’s a lot that happened to that motherfucker when he was a baby. Look at him!” Both of us look over to see Ryker dancing like he’s lost his mind. I’m not sure the crazy fuck ever had one!
 
   “Jesus Christ. Look what we have to look forward to.” We both laugh before I turn back to the grill. 
 
   It’s nice to laugh and be ourselves. That’s something we’ve been missing for a while now.
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   Chapter 52
 
    
 
   Ryker
 
   “Oh yeah! This is the shit right here.” Hell, I might be a little drunk right now, but I’m in a hell of a mood.
 
   Eating with the guy’s and Jersey is the best. I haven’t felt this energized in a long time.
 
   “Bella! Get your ass over here.” She spins around to look at me like I’ve gone crazy. Yeah, that was long ago.
 
   “Why are you yelling?” She walks over to me not looking all that amused. She’ll get happy, I’ll make her.
 
   “Dance with me Bella.” Grabbing her hand, I pull her closer to me. The music is blasting from the speakers, just like the old times. The times when we had all of our guys here with us. The times when all we worried about was what kind of beer we were drinking.
 
   “What’s wrong with you today?” Bella looks me in the eyes as I smile.
 
   “I’m at peace Bella. I’ve been thinkin’ about shit. Life. We need to make this club stronger and we ain’t doin’ that. It needs to change.” Her smile lights up as she looks at me.
 
   “My thoughts exactly. That’s why I made dad have the cook out.” Her smile widens, but mine fades.
 
   “What? What’s wrong now Ryker?” She notices the shift in me. Hell, I notice it, and I don’t like it.
 
   “I don’t know what I’m goin’ to do without you Bella. I don’t want to lose you.” Her smile never fades. It stays in place.
 
   “Don’t think of it like that. I’ll be around Ryker. You can’t get rid of me that easily. Every time you feel the breeze blow, that’ll be me.” She leans in whispering that last part in my ear. I know what she’s saying, but that does little to ease the hurt.
 
   “It’s comin’ Bella. I can feel it.” She smiles before nodding her head. 
 
   “I know.” 
 
   “The guys are goin’ to lose it. If I don’t, they will.” She pulls back to look at me, a now serious look in her eyes.
 
   “You can’t let them Ryker. Promise me you won’t let them fall apart.” Her hands grip my shoulders before I smile at her. How could I say no to her?
 
   “I promise Bella. I won’t let them fall apart, but you know that’s a big order. It hurt when Torch died but you, that shit’s goin’ to kill us.” I’m telling her the truth. It will break this club, I know it.
 
   She may not see it, but I do. She’s the glue that holds us together here. It’s been that way since she came home.  
 
   “Shut up Ryker! This is happy time. Stop fucking with my happy mood.” Bella slaps the hell out me before I laugh.
 
   “I didn’t know you had a happy mood.” I can’t help but mess with her. She makes it too easy for me.
 
   “You know I have a happy mood! You are sending me into my pissed off mood though.” Her smile falls but not for long. She can’t pretend to be mad, it doesn’t work.
 
   “Oh stop tryin’ to act mad. You know you love me.” Jersey’s hand touches my back. I know it’s her, I can feel her warmth.
 
   “Not everyone loves you Ryker. Stop getting a big head.” Jersey giggles behind me.  Bella laughs before I let her go to grab Jersey.
 
   Looking between the two of them laughing, I grab Bella again.
 
   “Look at that. Two chicks that love me. I’m a lucky motherfucker.” They both laugh, but I don’t. I know now just how lucky I am. If I lose either one of them, I don’t know what’s going to happen to me.
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   Chapter 53
 
    
 
   Tank
 
   The party is pretty lively if I do say so myself. It’s nice to see the calmness back in place around here.
 
   “Hey, Tank. Need to talk to you a minute.” Looking over, Creed has a serious look on his face. I don’t like it; I know what it means.
 
   “Take Griff. I’ll be right back.” Kissing Cher, I pass Griff over to her before I follow behind Creed. He stops at the corner of the building, checking to see that no one else is near.
 
   “Just got a call. Some of Griff’s boys said they saw Rit holdin’ up at that old motel on 1st street.” Scrubbing my hand over my face, I blow out a breath.
 
   “Shit. They have any idea what they’re doin’?” Creed shakes his head before he speaks again.
 
   “Nope. Said the bikes are lined up out front. Looks like he’s got a few more guys with him.” That doesn’t sound good. Besides the fact, that 1st street isn’t too far from us.
 
   “What do you want to do?” Creed’s eyes come to meet mine, that old devilish look to them. I know exactly what he wants to do.
 
   “You call in for back up? We’re runnin’ low without Torch, yeah?” Creed nods his head. 
 
   “I want to move, in the next hour. If they’re plannin’ on hittin’ us, we need to hit them first.” I agree with that. We’ve taken enough hits to last us a lifetime.
 
   “Round the guys up. Let’s do this.” Creed slaps a hand on my shoulder before he walks off. I turn and head back over to Cher.
 
   “You ok?” She smiles up at me, but I can’t smile back. The feeling of something going wrong is hitting me hard. I don’t like it.
 
   “We have to take a run. I don’t know how long it will be.” Cher nods not looking all that happy about it, but she understands.
 
   “Ok. Be careful. I love you.” Kissing her I pull back and kiss Griff on the head. Turning, I motion for Bella to come over here.
 
   “Miss me already?” Her joking smile sets my heart at ease.
 
   “Always baby girl. We’re headin’ out on a run. You keep an eye on those two?” Nodding over my shoulder at Cher and Griff, she shakes her head.
 
   “Please. Cher is a big girl, dad.” Her smile lights up my insides.
 
   “Yeah, but you know she gets out of hand. I love you.” Kissing her cheek, I pull her into a hug. 
 
   “Love you, too.” Pulling away from her just feels off. 
 
   I head inside to get shit together before we go. I don’t know what we’re looking at when get there, but I can assure you it won’t be good.
 
   “You ready?” Ryker, the crazy son of a bitch is grinning ear to ear.
 
   “Damn right I am.”
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   Chapter 54
 
    
 
   Creed
 
   We’re all geared up and ready to ride. The girls all know that the club is on lockdown until we get back. Leaving Piper there seemed like a good idea, even though he wanted in on the action. He can’t get in there as fast as we can.
 
   “We’ll stop and set up a perimeter once we hit 1st.  Once we see what we’re dealin’ with, we’ll move from there.” Everyone nods their heads ready for this. It’s like something has settled within us all.
 
   We will get payback for what they did, and we are ready. 
 
   We round up and head toward the meeting spot. The rumble of the bikes sends a shiver throughout my body.
 
   Knowing that we are going to take these assholes out just fills me with the need for blood. I want to watch every little bit of life drain from their no good bodies.
 
   Looking in my rear view mirrors, I smile. The guys are in formation behind me. They are all on edge and ready to finish this. This will officially close this chapter in our lives. We need to turn the page and start a new one, and I think this is the way to do it.
 
   Pulling up at our meeting spot, my heart is flipping in my chest. We cut the bikes engines before we stand in a circle.
 
   “Hotel’s over that hill. We need guys on all sides. Coms are up and runnin’. I don’t want these motherfuckers to know we’re comin’. We scout it, we hit it. We hit it hard, and fast. Shoot to kill.” Everyone’s eyes light up. This is it. They know I mean business.
 
   “You and your boys take the back and north side. Reggie, you take the south end. Me and my guys are hittin’ the front. No one makes a fuckin’ move until I say.” Everyone nods in agreement before we file out.
 
   My pulse pounds in my ears. Something inside of me tells me this is all wrong, but how can it be?
 
   “All units in place?” Talking into the coms, I watch the hotel. There is no movement, which worries me.
 
   “South is in place.” I hear Reggie confirm before I hear Timmy.
 
   “North, in place.” Here we go. This is what it’s coming down to.
 
   “Anyone see any movement?” Glancing over at Tank, I see the look on his face. Ryker has the same look in his eyes.
 
   “This ain’t right Creed.” Ryker speaks softly, and I can feel it too.
 
   “Fuckin’ bikes don’t look touched.” Looking through the binoculars again, he’s right.
 
   “South side. Move in on room one. This shit’s not right.” We watch as Reggie moves into the first room. Kicking the door open I can hear him cursing.
 
   “Empty. Checkin’ room two.” My heart is going to explode in my chest. I can hear Ryker next to me chanting.
 
   “Come on, come on, come on.” Door two is kicked open.
 
   “Empty! Son of a bitch!” We all jump up at the same time.
 
   “GET BACK TO THE BIKES!”
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   Chapter 55
 
    
 
   Bella
 
   Wandering around the club without all the guys in it seems weird. It’s too quiet in here.
 
   “Hey Piper. What are you doing?” Stopping at Uncle Creed’s office, I see Piper sitting inside.
 
   “Nothin’ much darlin’. What are you up to?” Walking in, I smile at him. He’s the best old man I think I’ve ever met.
 
   “Being bored. There isn’t shit to do when the guys are gone.” Piper chuckles before he stands from the chair he was in.
 
   “That’s true. They always get to do the fun stuff.” Coughing a few times, he looks tired. Worn out.
 
   “You Piper, are the best grandpa I ever had.” His smile is bright while he looks at me.
 
   “I’m the only one you had.” He laughs making me laugh.
 
   “I guess that’s true too. Hey, what’s that?” Catching movement on the screens next to me, Piper turns to look. His smile fades and so does mine.
 
   “Dusts’. FUCK!” Piper starts grabbing guns from the cabinet before he tosses me one.
 
   “Get the girls and kids downstairs Bella. Shoot to kill, understand?” Nodding my head, I grab two of the guns and run down the stairs.
 
   “JERSEY!” She comes out of the room with Ansley in her arms. 
 
   “What are you yelling about?” Her smile fades away as she looks at my face. 
 
   “Ambush. Get everyone downstairs, NOW!” Looking around, I don’t see anyone else.
 
   “Everyone is down there already.” Pushing her toward the basement door, I open it pushing her through it. I’m glad I don’t have to chase them all around. I know the kids’ playroom is down there, so that’s where they mainly stay when the guys are out.
 
   “Good. Lock the bottom door understand? Don’t fucking open it until you hear the guys.” I start to close the door when she stops me.
 
   “Come down here, too.” Shaking my head slowly, I know what I have to do.
 
   “Bella!” Jersey cries big tears but I shove the door closed, locking it. 
 
   Running back toward the front I see Piper on his way out the door.
 
   “Get in the fuckin’ basement Bella!” Shaking my head, I take a deep breath.
 
   “We move into the tree line right there. We take out as many as we can. I’m dying anyway Piper. I know you know it, too.” Piper shakes his head before he starts to move. He has always looked at me differently. It’s as if he could feel me slipping away slowly. He knows it’s true.
 
   “You go down; I go with you baby girl.” Smiling over at him, I know he’s about through, too. It’s like people can sense it in each other.
 
   Hiding in the tree line, I hear the rumble of the bikes coming down the road. Thank God, Creed put those cameras up.
 
   “Sounds like only four bikes. What the hell?” Piper whispers to me and I know he’s right. He’s been around bikes his whole life.
 
   “Should be easy enough.” Nudging him with my elbow, he smiles.  Taking a deep breath, I’m ready. I’m ready for whatever my fate is.
 
   The bikes come into view when I step out first. Shots ring through the air. I watch two of the four fall to the ground before there’s return fire. Hell, I am a pretty damn good shot.
 
   Electricity shoots through my body. I can feel it. My fingers keep pulling on the triggers though, until I feel myself falling. 
 
   In a heap on the ground, I can feel it. The peacefulness. It doesn’t hurt, nothing hurts. I close my eyes.
 
   Dying doesn’t hurt.


 
   
  
 




 
    [image: ] 
 
   Chapter 56
 
    
 
   Tank
 
   I sit in the back of the church with my head in my hands. My baby lies in the front in a goddamn box. I never saw this coming. I just got her back, and now she’s gone. 
 
   My heart has a hole in it. There is nothing left inside of me. Everything is void. 
 
   “You need to drink something.” Cher hands me a bottle of water but I just set it down next to me.
 
   “Tank, please.” Looking up at her red and swollen eyes, I want to cry again. I do, but there are no tears left. I’ve cried for several days straight. They didn’t stop, and I couldn’t make them if I tried.
 
   Losing a child is a pain no parent should ever have to feel. The emptiness, the loss of control you feel is overwhelming. Sorrow consumes you.
 
   “I feel sick Cher. I can’t.” Her hands land on my shoulder as I bury my face in my hands again.
 
   “You holdin’ up brother?” Looking up, I nod my head at Ryker. He hasn’t left my side for longer than a few minutes. I know how much he cared about Bella.
 
   “She knew it was time, Tank.” What the hell does that mean? I snap my head up looking at him in confusion before he shakes his head.
 
   “What do you mean?” Ryker blows out a breath before I stand up and look him in the eyes.
 
   “She had cancer. She had it since she was little. It was in remission, but it came back. She said the doctor couldn’t do shit for it.”  Shaking my head, that’s a fucking lie. She would have told me. 
 
   “She didn’t say anything.” Growing angrier by the second, my hands ball into fists.
 
   “She didn’t want anyone to treat her any differently.” Rage and sorrow consume me. I don’t know what the hell to do.
 
   “You knew my baby girl was dyin’, and you didn’t say shit?” Before he gets a chance to answer, I’m on him.
 
   My fists blaze to life from the pain of hitting Ryker. The sad thing is, he lays there and takes it. He isn’t fighting me back. He just takes what I need to give. It’s like a part of him knew I needed to take this out on someone, I needed a release.
 
   Hands yank me back before I look over and see Creed.
 
   “Stop this shit!” Looking at him, I turn to look back down at Ryker. His face is bloodied, but the tears that stream through that blood are what kills me. It isn’t from the pain that I’ve inflicted on him. It’s the pain of losing his best friend.
 
   Reaching my hand out, I pull him up before jerking him into a hug.
 
   “I’m so sorry Tank. I loved her too, brother.” Ryker’s tears rip me apart. More tears spring to my eyes. This is the hardest day of my life, and feeling the way Ryker trembles in my arms, it’s his too.
 
   I don’t know how to live without her anymore. I lost her once, but I always knew she was out there. This time, she isn’t coming home. The reality of that shakes me to the core. My baby is gone, forever.
 
   She isn’t coming home this time.
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   Chapter 57
 
    
 
   Ryker
 
   The babies and kids are all back at the clubhouse.  We climb on our bikes with our old lady’s behind us as we get ready to leave the church. 
 
   A somber feeling flows through the air, a peace that hasn’t been felt in a long time.  A gentle breeze touches my skin, and I know it’s her. She told me, it would be her.
 
   The bikes all rev up at the same time. Jersey grips my waist as we start to move. Visions of Bella smiling slap me in the face as I close my eyes to keep the tears at bay. 
 
   The hotel was empty. There was no one there. Rit and his boys set us up. We should have seen it coming. In fact, I think most of us felt it, but didn’t say anything. We all wanted so much to take them down, and didn’t care how we did it.
 
   When Reggie kicked that first door open and it was empty, our fate was sealed. They weren’t there. 
 
   In the rush to get back to the clubhouse, a few guys wrecked. No one was hurt, but it took a little extra time to make it there.
 
   We weren’t prepared for what we found. 
 
   Bella and Piper took them down. Single handedly, they did it. They saved the girls and kids. The feeling that I had in the back of my stomach was right. Everything was wrong. 
 
   Bella and Piper laid there, proof of what real family means. They took it. They gave their lives, to save ours. That’s the real meaning of having a family. 
 
   When we found them lying there, we all lost it. Tank went insanely crazy. and I wasn’t far behind. Joey though, fuck! Joey couldn’t handle it. He was gone. His eyes were glazed over; he was completely lost. I saw him with that shotgun in his hand, but there wasn’t any strength in me to try to stop the inevitable. Joey took that shotgun and made his way out into the road where Bella had lost her life. We heard the blast all the way up at the clubhouse, but I knew it was too late for him. The love that boy had for her would have eaten him alive. As much as it hurt to lose another brother, he was long gone after seeing Bella the way she was. It was only a matter of time before the pain ate away at the kid.
 
   The bikes file out behind the three hearses. Hearts are heavy. Sadness is all around, but that breeze that blows, I know its Bella. I’ll make good on my promise to keep everyone in line. I’ll keep this club on track and moving in the right direction. I made that promise, and I intend to keep it. As much as I want to lose myself in this moment, I know I can’t. That woman behind me is what’s holding me together right now. The family I have in this club is what’s going to propel me forward. Bella made it clear that she wanted things to move ahead, and goddamn it I will die trying to make that happen for her.
 
   Jersey’s hands tighten around my waist. Lowering my hand, I grip hers in one of mine. I know this is taking its toll on everyone.  My heart isn’t the same. My chest feels hollow. I don’t know how I’m going to make it without my side kick. She was my right hand. She knew me in a way no one else ever will.
 
   Jersey holds my heart, but Bella took a big piece of that with her. She held a part of my soul. She saw the darkness in it and loved me anyway. She was the best friend that anyone could have ever asked for.
 
   Bella and Piper, are the true Fallen Angel’s. They will forever be missed, but they will always be here in spirit. A part of me knows that now. I don’t think I realized that before, but I do now. 
 
   As we prepare to say goodbye to some of the most important people in my life, we follow along as they take their Final Ride.
 
    
 
                                                [image: ]
 
                            The End.
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