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 Authors Note:  
 
    Although this is a work of fiction for the most part, this is someone's reality. I was lucky enough to be able to talk to a survivor of a cult similar to what you're about to read. Through friends, she decided to talk to me although she wished to remain unnamed. I gladly agreed. This was her life for so many years. Although no biker came and saved her, she still got out. She's lucky to be alive. The parts in this story that are told from Ariel's point of view within the cult have realistic aspects from this woman’s real life. I am telling you this so that you can get a real life feel for what she went through. Nearly twenty years later, she's a beautiful adult that looks at life as a whole brand new world. This book is for you and your happily ever after.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter1 
 
    Q 
 
      
 
    I sit here with a heavy heart, a beer in one hand, and lit joint in the other. I never thought I would be in this position. I never thought I would have done what I did either. Even all these years later and the pain still sits in the middle of my chest like a lead weight. Taking a life wasn’t the problem. It was taking his life. This was Savage’s MC. He took over for his father when he became ill and that line goes way back. This was his home and he left it in my hands. At first, I shoved the idea away. I didn’t want to be any part of this shit, but the more I thought about it, the more I knew that I could be what this club needed. I would never replace Savage and there is no way in hell that I’d try, but I could give it a shot. I take a long toke from the joint, letting the weed steady my nerves.  
 
    “You okay? You look lost today,” Stoney asks. I voted Stoney in as soon as I was made president as my VP knowing he could handle the job.  
 
    “Just one of those days, brother. The guys ready?” Stoney nods his head as I shove out of the chair and stand. Stretching my back, I take one more long pull from my beer before setting the bottle on the table.  
 
    “You sure you’re okay, Q?”  
 
    I’ve been out of sorts for weeks. This shit we’re facing today isn’t for the faint of heart. We’re waging a war that I’m not sure all the guys are ready for. Of course, we’ve upped our training, shooting, and gone over all the possible situations, but if this deal goes south, we’re all fucked.  
 
    “Yeah, Stoney. Just want this day over with and out of the way. We got a lot ridin’ on this shit.” Stoney nods, knowing the extent of what’s happening today. I’ve made damn sure that the guys fully understand that raiding something the DEA has a hand in is dangerous. We’ve studied our target and we know the risks. If we get caught, we all go down. That isn’t an option but things around here have been slow lately, and the more we go into debt, the worse it’s going to be on us. Our coke supplier was busted by the DEA six weeks after our weed grower did. Coincidence? I don’t fucking know, but if we aren’t supplying the streets, someone else will be and that isn’t an option. This is our turf and we will be the kings of it once more. I step into the hot humid California air, inhaling deeply as my eyes move over all my brothers.  
 
    “We all know what we’re riskin’ today but that shipment is ours. We’ve staked out the warehouse and we know there are at least six guards on the outside. Armored trucks ran inside with what we can only guess was two per truck. That puts us at eighteen total. Why the DEA chose this warehouse over the usual? I have no fuckin’ idea but we are usin’ that to our advantage. We all have our orders. We’ve gone over this plan more times than I can count. If you don’t think you’re ready, I need you to pull out now.” My eyes scan the crowd in front of me. We’ve brought in another MC that we’re friendly with out of Orlando, Florida, Soulless Bastards MC to help us out. I trust them and we’ve had a bond over the years so to speak. “We’re riskin’ a lot, brothers but the reward far outweighs that shit. We’ve hit some rough patches with our suppliers gettin’ caught up and we can’t afford that anymore. Petty work isn’t cuttin’ it. We offered SBMC half profits. Bein’ who they are they refused. Neo has a few things he wants to say.” I step back and watch as Neo steps up next to me.  
 
    “As President of Soulless Bastards MC, I agreed to help out with this for a variety of reasons. We’ve had a long runnin’ relationship with Dark Savage MC that dates back to before any of us motherfuckers were born. I’d like to keep that in good standin’ in case of times like these. We don’t need payment. We all know how this game rolls. Anytime any one of us could end up here. I appreciate the offer from Q, though. My men are ready for this!”  
 
    The guys roar and go wild. It does my heart good to see them this into it. I know we could be walking into a goddamn ambush, and that thought alone causes my nerves to stir as I step back up next to Neo.  
 
    “We take the vans! Only the men we selected will be on bikes. Our look outs are already over there settin’ up. We have communication devices in the back of each van that link back to the central unit, which will be Richy and Asphalt. They will have eyes out on all of us. If that’s all from Neo, we’re ready to ride!” I roar, getting the crowd amped up. I know I need them on high alert with as much adrenaline running through them as we can get.  The guys move to their positions as Neo and I head to our bikes.  
 
    “You know I appreciate this, yeah?”  
 
    Neo turns to look at me with understanding in his eyes. “It’s not a thing, Q. Like I said, we’ve been friendlies for longer than we been alive. One day I may need a favor,” he says with a shrug.  
 
    This is one of the reasons I like Neo and his club. They are straight forward guys who take no shit, much like we are.  
 
    “Heard that. You’ll have it too,” I assure him. He nods his head, grabs his helmet and climbs on his bike. I do the same before we share a glance and head out. The warehouse we’re hitting is about forty-five minutes out.  
 
    As I ride, memories of Savage slip into my mind. Of the day he patched me in. It was a fucking high that I never wanted to come down from. But with that memory comes another. The day I had to take his life. I will forever be haunted by that one. The look in his eyes, the smile on his face. It gutted me to have to be the one to do it, but I raised my gun and followed the law that our brothers before us set up to keep the club in order. That will never change the fact that I had to kill my best friend in the process. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    Ariel 
 
      
 
    “Bow your heads. Almighty father, we are grateful for your choices. We are grateful for choosing us to lead our people to better lives. Father, we ask that you please bless this compound and all who live on it and continue to show us the way. Amen.”  
 
    “Amen,” I repeat, but that doesn’t mean I believe. At least as of lately. The things I’ve seen and endured here would make you cringe but to me they are normal. We all rise as one and the women start filing out of the room, off to do the duties that only apply to women. The older I get the more I question things. I shouldn’t, I know that because that is against God’s will and Joseph would be angry if he knew that I was thinking such things. That’s why I keep them to myself.  
 
    “Didn’t Mark look cute today?” Ava asks with a giggle as she comes to walk next to me. I giggle a little too before looking over at her.  
 
    “He looks the same as every other day,” I tell her as we make our way across the small field. Ava and I grew up here. I’ve heard stories though over the years. Ava and I are blood sisters who were brought here when we were very young. No one knows who our real parents are. At least this is the story I’ve heard.  I never really thought about it until they said it. Now I look at Ava and me and wonder if that is true. We don’t look anything like any of the others here. A few of the older girls say that Ava and I are the purest of the girls here. There are special places in heaven for those who cleanse their souls in us. We look different than the other girls too. Ava and I both share the same emerald eyes and blonde hair as the other girls mostly have dark hair and brown eyes. Our parents, or at least the parents Joseph gave us, say we are special as well. They say that we hold the almighty in us and that’s why we look so different - God made us that way. The kids at school? They all make fun of us. They say we live in a cult that defiles children. I’ve learned a lot about the outside world going to public schools. I even revel in the normalcy that it gives me.  
 
    “His hair was a little more spiked today,” Ava says a little louder than she should. We aren’t allowed to look at the boys that way. Joseph says that all girls must belong to a man, not a boy.  
 
    “Shh, Ava! Do you want to be punished?” I shudder as the thought races through my mind. I’ve been punished before for my defiance at school. I like the idea of the outside world a little more than I should, and one day I let my friend Debra put eyeshadow on me at school. It felt amazing to fit in, but I forgot that I had it on, and once I returned home, I was sent to the chambers. I’m sure you’re wondering what the chambers are. They are dark, much like a dungeon. Blood stains the floors and any man who wishes to cleanse himself in the pure can come in and do so in any way he chooses. I had many who came in those three days I was locked in there to cleanse themselves. The pain will forever be engrained in my mind.  
 
    “What are you girls talking about?” Our mother, Angelina, walks closer to the two of us with a smile on her face.  
 
    “We were discussing what Joseph said in church today. How the almighty has a plan for all of us. I wonder what that plan might be for me.” I make up a lie that could ultimately get me in trouble as well. Sometimes I wonder if I enjoy the pain too much.  
 
    “Ah, that is always the question but we don’t know the answers to that. We can only wait and see what the Lord has planned for us,” she says, running her soft hand down my cheek. I smile back at her and nod my head before heading to the kitchen to start dinner.  
 
    “It’s your turn to cut potatoes,” Sherry, my other sister, says smartly. 
 
    “I know,” I reply with a smile although I want to slap her. I should be afraid of what might happen to me for thinking so badly of another person, but there are days that I just don’t care. This being one of them. Sherry moves to the other side of the kitchen when Ava sidles up next to me.  
 
    “Abby is planning to sneak out of school in a few days. I’m going with her,” she whispers excitedly. I turn my gaze to her, seeing the excitement in her eyes as I shake my head. I glance around to be sure that no one else is near.  
 
    “You will get in trouble. You don’t want the punishment, Ava, I promise you!” Ava and I are twins. We aren’t identical but close enough so that people wouldn’t know the difference. I once was put in the chambers when I pretended to be her so she wouldn’t get in trouble for sneaking brownies after dark.  
 
    “They won’t know, Ariel. We’re turning eighteen tomorrow. We should be allowed to have a little fun.” Her voice is low and hopeful. I know what she means but that isn’t how things are here.  
 
    “We will talk later,” I tell her and set about cutting the potatoes as Mother comes into the kitchen. I can’t believe that I’m actually thinking about going with her, but I’ve heard of all the fun the kids at school have when they go out. We hear the stories but we never get to experience it for ourselves. Music is something that peaked my interest years ago but we aren’t allowed to listen to any of it. Joseph said it’s the work of the devil trying to sing his way into our hearts to overrule us. I don’t see Debra or any of the other girls at school affected aside from the dancing, which I find intriguing.  
 
    “Hurry now, girls. We don’t want to make your father wait for his dinner.” Mother’s words ring in my head as I quickly pick up the pace of my cutting. She is right. When father’s dinner is late and he has to wait, we all suffer. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    Q 
 
      
 
    We’re set up and in place. All the guys are ready and I can see the fire in Neo’s eyes. It’s one of the reasons I asked him here. I knew he would be all in even if it wasn’t for his club.  
 
    “We fire on three. Take out the guards first then the cameras. Snipers, check in,” I say into the walkie talkie attached to my jacket. We left the cuts at the clubhouse. We don’t need to flash those around today.  
 
    “Sniper one in place.” 
 
    “Sniper two in place.” The remaining two call in as I glance over at Neo. He smirks and nods his head.  
 
    “Three…two…one…fire!” The snipers shoot quickly and accurately taking out the guards and then the cameras, like they were told to do. As soon as the last guard falls, we move. Twenty guys move in, one taking the door down. As soon as we step inside shots are fired. We fire back, ducking and covering where we can. I raise up from behind the crate and fire. I watch a few guys drop before I get back on the walkies. 
 
    “Front’s clear!” One of the guys says.  
 
    “Back’s clear! Call the vans in!”  I add. Once all the enemies are dead, we move. We all file out, Neo pulls the doors open, and ushers the vans inside.  
 
    “Make sure you check everything! I don’t want shit left behind and move quickly! We have a small window of time here,” I yell through the warehouse. The guys start hauling ass, moving the coke from the back rooms as Neo and I check the armored trucks. 
 
    “Empty,” I call out as I check the first one.  
 
    “That one’s empty too. Pretty sure they moved it all in the back. Short runs.” Nodding my head, I agree. I jump down out of the back of the truck and head toward the vans. 
 
    “Easier than I thought it would be,” Neo adds.  
 
    “Shit, we ain’t out of the danger zone yet, brother,” I remind him. Nothing is ever this simple. We just killed a shit ton of DEA agents. That isn’t going to sit well with the heads of this shit.   
 
    “Let’s move, boys! Our window is closin’!” I holler once more as the first of four vans close their doors.  
 
    “We got it all?” I ask Murphy, one of the other brothers, as he walks up to me with a grin on his face.  
 
    “Damn right we do. Ready to ride?” Nodding my head, I get on the walkie once more. 
 
    “We move out! You each have a route back to the storage warehouse. No fuckin’ detours.” As the words leave my mouth, I hear it. The sound of helicopter blades whipping through the air. Fuck! 
 
    “We got company! Choppers!” 
 
    “Leave the bikes! They’re far enough out they won’t notice them,” I tell Neo. He leaps in the first van giving me a mock salute as I jump in the other.  
 
    “Move out!” The vans speed from the warehouse ripping over the dusty path leading to it. Once we hit the main road, we all go separate ways. There’s no way in hell they can follow all the vans so we know one is going to be targeted. I turn on the police scanner when I hear it.  
 
    “Goddamn it!” I roar slamming my fists onto the dash board.  
 
    “They on us?” Roman asks as he veers in and out of traffic. 
 
    “Yeah. Callin’ in the dummy van,” I tell him as I slide my cell out. Keeping my eyes on the window, I call Stoney.  
 
    “Shit gone bad?” 
 
    “Yeah. Chopper is trailin’ us. Get the dummy van under the twenty overpass,” I tell him before hanging up. We have our asses covered to a point. We planned ahead of time for a situation like this, but when it hits you, it hits you hard. My nerves are on fire as the chopper keeps up with us.  
 
    “Goddamn traffic,” Stoney grumbles as he weaves in and out of cars. I can’t help but chuckle along with him.  
 
    “You not worried about this shit, Q?” he asks the closer we get to the bridge. 
 
    “Hell no. Ain’t no cops on us so far. I’m sure they’re on the way though,” I tell him as I listen to the police scanner. And just like magic, the words come over the air. They’re moving in but not close enough for this not to work yet.  
 
    “Get to the right. Dummy van’s in place.” Stoney maneuvers the van to the right and just as we go under the overpass, the dummy van takes off. The chopper follows it but I know the cars are on the way. We count it down from ten. Giving them a ten second start before we pull out.  
 
    “First exit, brother,” I remind him. Stoney presses the gas throwing my ass back in the seat with a laugh before pulling out and off the exit. I run the scanner and listen as the dummy van is tailed. They have patrols out looking for the others but they should be far enough out now that it doesn’,t matter.  
 
    “Fuck yeah!” I roar, slamming my fists on the dash once again. I’m happy as hell that shit went down as it did. My first major decision as President of the Dark Savage MC and I’m sure it would have made Savage proud. 
 
    “You fuckin’ called it, Prez! Fuckin’ kick ass, brother!” Stoney is as amped about this as I am. The adrenaline rush is something else. I can’t even explain the feeling that courses through me right now. Explosions dance in my veins, a high I’ve never felt in my life. This is what I was born to do. This is what and who I am.  
 
    “You did good, Prez. He’d be proud.”  
 
    Hearing Stoney say the words that I’d been thinking just settles me. I know I’m young. I know I don’t look like the typical MC Prez, but I sure as fuck know what I’m doing. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
    Ariel 
 
      
 
    I lie awake hearing the footsteps as they pad toward my room. Ava is fast asleep, as she should be, but I know what’s coming tonight. Father told me at dinner that there were a few men who needed to cleanse. I shuddered at the thought of who it might be. In the time that I’ve been here and have been used, I realize that this isn’t normal. No man should be able to do what he pleases to me. Some days I wonder if that’s why we are allowed to attend public schools; they want us to know what the real world is like but at the same time they want us to fear what we have here. I’m confused and conflicted but I do know that one day I would love to see what’s out there. My door creaks open and someone walks inside.  
 
    “Ariel. Come with me.”  
 
    The deep voice sends a chill down my spine. I sit up and throw my legs over the edge of the bed and stand, walking toward the dark shadow. When I’m close enough, I realize who it is. Jimmy. He’s one of the worst men here. He’s abusive but he always claims the Lord instructed him to hurt us. He leads me down the hallway to the end room where a majority of the cleanses take place. I have heard at school that home should be a safe place. My home isn’t.  
 
    “You will be surprised with who is here for you tonight. Do not make a sound and do not deny him.” Just hearing that causes bile to race up my throat. The end door is opened, and when I step in, I gasp.  
 
    “You will allow Mark to cleanse himself in you, Ariel. Once he is finished, I will be next.” I take a step back knowing that this would just kill Ava if she knew. She’s had a crush on Mark since we were young but crushes aren’t allowed here. Now that Mark has turned eighteen he too needs to cleanse. Mark watches me unsure of what to do when Jimmy grabs the back of my neck roughly. His fingers dig into my flesh painfully as he thrusts me forward. I stumble but right myself quickly when he tears my night gown from my body. Standing naked in front of Mark is unnerving but this isn’t anything I haven’t had done to me before.  
 
    “Get on the bed, Ariel,” Jimmy says in a grim tone. I do as I’m told, climbing on the bed. Jimmy climbs on behind me, pulling me back into his arms.  
 
    “Now, Mark. Cleanse in her, son,” he orders Mark.  
 
    Mark stands pulling his clothes off as Jimmy’s rough hands move over my breasts. The feeling isn’t good, especially when it’s him touching me. He fondles me as Mark climbs on the end of the bed. I close my eyes not wanting to see the look in his eyes.  
 
    “Now, Mark!” Jimmy growls causing me to jolt. His grip on me tightens, one hand sliding up around my throat. Panic races through me as he squeezes lightly to keep me silent. Mark pushes into me as tears silently fall down my cheeks. I don’t know how long this goes on for because I close myself down and allow myself to drift somewhere else. Anywhere else but here. I often dream of going to the ocean and basking in the warmth that the sea has to offer.  
 
    I’m so lost in myself in my thoughts that I didn’t notice that Mark left the room. Jimmy hovers over me, menace in his eyes. He’s evil and I know it. I don’t care what anyone says, no one can make me believe that this is what God has planned for me.  
 
    “You didn’t pay attention to him. That was wrong, Ariel.” He forces his way inside of me, pain ricocheting through my body. I try to clench my eyes shut but his hand comes up to grip my face roughly forcing me to open my eyes.  
 
    “You look away and I will make it far worse!” His words cause me to focus on his eyes. The eyes of a man who will forever haunt my dreams. Each thrust, each bite of pain will be cemented into my brain. Jimmy pulls back, pushing my thighs apart. His razor like nails drag down my thighs as I bite my lip until I taste blood. I can feel blood rushing to the surface of my skin and I can’t do anything about it.  
 
    “You bleed for me, my child. You cleanse me,” he growls as he thrusts a few more times. When he’s finished he simply gets up and leaves. I’m left to my own agony and the pain and shame they have inflicted on me. Shoving myself off the bed, I walk to the bathroom and turn on the shower. In here, I can cry. In this bathtub, I can be ashamed of what’s been done to me, of what I’ve let them do. I could fight. I could scream but the outcome would be far worse. I slide down and sit in the tub watching the water turn pink as it washes away the wounds that will forever scar my heart. Lowering my head, I find myself drawn to suicide for this very reason. It’s a sin and I know it is, but could the Devil possibly be worse than these men? Could going to hell be worse than where I am now? I find myself thinking it over more than I should but every single time my mind drifts back to Ava. What would happen to her? Would she bear the punishments that were meant to be mine? I couldn’t allow that to happen to her. Instead, I wipe my eyes, pull myself up, and wash before heading back into my room where sleep will never come for me tonight. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
    Q 
 
      
 
    Balls deep inside some random pussy. That’s how my day is going. I don’t know who the hell she is or what her name is. I think she said it was Ira or Irene - I don’t fucking know. All I know is she’s tight as hell and lets me do what I want. Holding her hips in my hands, I thrust roughly into her. She screams my name as I pump in and out. I lean down over her back, letting my hand wrap around her neck. She moans as I squeeze harder and fuck her senseless. My cock loves the way she clamps down around me, her walls contracting and holding me hostage.  
 
    “Fuck,” I grumble as my balls tighten up and explode inside of her.  
 
    “Q! Make me come!” s1he squeals but I don’t give a shit about her. I needed a release and she was willing to bend over.  
 
    “Shut up!” I growl as I pump my hips into her. Pounding on the door has me pulling out quickly.  
 
    “What the fuck?” I roar as I grab my jeans and jerk them on before walking toward the door. Flinging it open, I raise my eyebrows at Stoney as he smirks at me. 
 
    “What the hell do you want?”  
 
    “Got a problem you might wanna get in on,” he says, looking around me to see who I have in my bed. Sick fucker.  
 
    “What problem?” Scratching at my neck, I wait for him to answer.  
 
    “Thrash and his crew are headin’ this way as we speak. Thought we might cut them off before they get too close to the clubhouse.” As soon as the words leave his mouth, I move. Grabbing my shirt, I pull it on before my cut. Dropping on the edge of the bed, I pull my socks and boots on.  
 
    “How many?” I ask as I stand and buckle my belt.  
 
    “About ten. Not everyone but they’re still movin’ in,” Stoney tells me.  
 
    “Q! You can’t just leave me like this,” the bitch says from the bed next to me.  
 
    I look over my shoulder and wink. “Just did, darlin’.” I follow Stoney out into the main room where all the guys are ready to move.  
 
    “We go on foot. Cut them off before they get too close. Any idea what the fuck they want?” I glance around at the guys but they all shake their heads. I don’t have a fucking clue and to be honest, I don’t want to deal with their petty bullshit today.  
 
    “Let’s go,” I thunder, heading out the front door. Nodding at the guys I put out to guard the gates, we walk through and down the road. 
 
    “Maybe I can kill somethin’ today,” Roman grumbles as he walks up next to me.  
 
    “Could be fun. Just make sure you clean up your mess.” Chuckling we walk a little farther until I pull my gun out. Letting it hang at my side, I see the assholes walking toward us.  
 
    “You comin’ this way for a reason?” I ask when the bastard is close enough to hear me. This is Dark Savage turf.  
 
    “You got something I want, man.” 
 
    “And you thought walkin’ up on me like this is the way to get it? Couldn’t call and make an appointment like a normal person?” I ask, making my guys chuckle.  
 
    “We know you hit that warehouse, Q! We want in on the next job,” Thrash says, keeping his head held high.  
 
    “The next job? Who the hell said there’d be more? And who the fuck do you think you’re talkin’ to right now? You ain’t MC, Thrash. You’re a low class dealer. You peddle my shit, makin’ you my bitch! Who the hell do you think you are comin’ around here askin’ for handouts?” Raising my gun, the guys do the same. Thrash moves, raising his just the same when I hear screams. I don’t look to see where they are coming from even though we’re on a public road having this showdown but I got the cops on payroll thanks to Savage so I’m not worried at all.  
 
    “I’m no one’s bitch! We want in, Q!” Just as I’m about to say more a few girls come laughing and running in between us. Knowing Thrash’s take on harming women, thinking quickly, I nod to Stoney. We each grab a girl but one gets away. Pressing my gun to her temple, she sobs.  
 
    “Stop tryin’ to play in the big leagues, Thrash! We all remember what happened to your sister and I know you got a few more.” Hit him where it hurts. I know his sister was killed a few years ago by her boyfriend, which is why Thrash hates the abuse of women of any kind. I can’t say that I’m the same.  
 
    “Don’t do that shit, Q!” he growls, but I just smile. 
 
    “Turn and walk away, man. There ain’t no jobs for you here and there won’t be unless I say so. You picked the wrong MC to run up on, Thrash,” I inform him.  
 
    His eyes move over the girls and it make me wonder if he knows them. Something inside says that he does or his reaction wouldn’t be like that, but I could be wrong. Nevertheless, they will be mine until further notice. Thankfully they are the only two girls out here. I don’t need the extra shit.  
 
    “This isn’t over, Q. I could turn you in for that shit.” He points at me as I press the gun against this girl’s temple a little harder.  
 
    “You could do that but where’s your proof?” I chuckle.  
 
    Thrash nods his head like he’s king of the fucking world. He walks backward, keeping his eyes on me the whole time.  
 
    “Stupid fuck,” I growl before looking over at Stoney.  
 
    “What are we doin’ with these?” he asks with a nod to the girl in his arms. She’s young but she’s pretty, aside from the weird plain ass dress she has on. Big green eyes stare back at me as I let my gaze roam up and down her body.  
 
    “He might come back. We keep ‘em,” I say. The girl’s mouth parts as if she wants to say something, but the one in my arms shakes her head.  
 
    “Listen to her. Keep your fuckin’ mouth shut,” I order. The girl’s mouth quickly closes as I usher the other one back down the road. Stoney’s girl is quiet and calm walking but mine? No, she wants a good fight. She tries to pull away from me but I hold on tighter. I lift her off the ground, tossing her over my shoulder as she kicks and punches me. It’s almost amusing that she’s as weak as she is.  
 
    “Stop fightin’ me, darlin’.” I stuff my gun back into my jeans before slapping her ass roughly. She must not be into that kind of kink since she just fights harder. Roman opens the clubhouse door as we walk through the gates. The motherfucker is laughing his ass off at the situation I’m in.  
 
    “You always get the fighters, brother,” he says as I chuckle and walk inside.  
 
    “Where you want em, Prez?” Stoney asks as his girl stands still in front of him. Mine isn’t screaming, which is weird but she sure as hell is still fighting me.  
 
    “Basement for now.” With a nod he heads to the basement door with me right behind him. He veers left and I go right. Separate rooms for now until I figure out what the hell is going on.  
 
    “You gonna calm down?” I ask stepping inside the small room and closing the door behind me. All the fight leaves her when I set her on her feet. She stands tall, maybe five six as she stares up at me. In the dimly lit room, I gasp. 
 
    “You’re sisters?” I ask her but she just nods. Her big green eyes have small specks of gold in them. I’m close enough now to see that difference between her and her sister.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
    Ariel 
 
      
 
    He stands in front of me, taller than I am. I can’t help but stare at him though. He is pretty. His face is that of a boy yet he’s a man. His light brown hair hangs around his face as he peers down at me, his light honey colored eyes burning through me.  
 
    “I just need to figure shit out and then I’ll let you go in with your sister, yeah?”  
 
    He speaks but I won’t give him the right to hear me. Why should I? He stole us. I should have known better than to go with Ava and her friend, sneaking out of school. I can only imagine the punishment we are going to receive once we are returned. A shiver races over my body and the man in front of me can see it. He smirks as though it’s funny.  
 
    “It’s not cold in here. What’s wrong?”  he asks, his bright eyes moving over me.  
 
    “Are you mute?” he presses me further but I shake my head.  
 
    “So you’re just bein’ a bitch? I get it. You want to be treated like a bitch, I can do that, little girl.”  
 
    That makes me angry. Being called a little girl all my life has really made that statement worse coming from him. He turns to leave the room when I say what I’ve been thinking for a long time. 
 
    “I’m not a little girl,” I say through clenched teeth, no longer able to keep my mouth shut.  
 
    The man turns around, his eyes on me once more. His mouth curls into a smile when he says, “She speaks.” 
 
    “I am not a little girl. I haven’t been for a long time,” I tell him although I have no idea why it matters. His eyes move over me once more before settling on my face.  
 
    “You look like a little girl. How old are you? Sixteen?”  
 
    Shaking my head slowly, I tell him, “We just turned eighteen.” 
 
    He doesn’t move. “We?” 
 
    “Me and my sister. We’re twins.” 
 
    “Not identical,” he adds. My mouth hangs open with that. No one has ever noticed the difference in us and it makes me wonder how he does.  
 
    “How do you know that?”  The man steps closer to me, mere inches away. I can smell him and he smells nothing like the men at the compound. I inhale deeply, wanting to hold onto that difference for as long as I can.  
 
    “You’re shorter and have gold flecks in your eyes. Your sister doesn’t. What were you doin’ with those guys?” he asks, his words causing me to step back.  
 
    “We weren’t with them.” 
 
    “Where’d you come from? A goddamn cult? You’re dressed like one,” he says motioning toward my dress.  
 
    All the air escapes my lungs. How does he know? How could he? 
 
    “You won’t return us, will you?” My voice sounds timid, but now that we’re out of there, I don’t know if I want to go back. We’re free. We are finally free. “Please, sir. Don’t make us go back there. I beg you.” Grabbing the front of his shirt, I risk the chance of being hit like at the compound, but I can’t stop myself. We’re free! The man stands still as a statue before he raises his hands and wraps them around my wrists, pushing me back off of him. 
 
    “You are one of them, aren’t you? Fuck. I’ve heard about that shit but I’ve never seen it. You all fuck each other and stuff, yeah?” His words burn. He says stuff like he knows, but he knows nothing of what our lives are like.  
 
    “Not by choice.” 
 
    “You mean they rape you? They force you?” He seems genuinely interested and that confuses me.  
 
    I tilt my head to the side and think before I speak. “You are going to return us, aren’t you.” His eyes are like fire and I’m a moth. I want to reach into him and touch, I want to see if the burn is as bad as I think it will be.  
 
    “Didn’t plan on keepin’ you,” he says smoothly.  
 
    “We can clean and cook. You just tell us what to do, we will do it. Just please, don’t send us back there.” I’m not against begging him. We’re finally out of that place and I never want to go back.  
 
    “What makes you think it’ll be any better here?” he asks, cocking his head to the side to look at me. His thin lips curl once more into a smile. “Behave and you can share the room with your sister.”  
 
    He steps toward the door and the thought of throwing myself in front of him crosses my mind, but maybe he’s right. How do I know that it’s better here? I don’t know that. He opens the door and calls out to his friend who brings Ava in the room. She rushes to me, throwing her arms around me as they both watch. Sobs shake her body but she holds me tightly.  
 
    “It’s okay. We’re free of them now,” I whisper as I keep my eyes on the men. We might be free of the compound but what are we getting into here? 
 
    “What’s your name?” the pretty one asks.  
 
    “Ariel. This is Ava.” 
 
    “I’m Q. I’ll get you some clothes and things so you can shower and have someone bring you some food.” He seems nice enough so I nod my head. The door closes and I collapse with Ava in my arms onto the bed behind me.  
 
    “Where are we, Ariel?” I lift her face and wipe her eyes. 
 
    “I don’t know just yet, but we aren’t on the compound and that’s what’s important. We’re free, Ava.” As the words soothe her, they make me nervous. For some reason I feel like we have just traded one hell for another and Q is the leader of that hell. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
    Q 
 
      
 
    I sent the prospect and a few club girls down to the basement with things for the girls. Stoney, Roman, and I sit at the bar drinking and discussing what to do with them.  
 
    “You think they’re in with Thrash and his crew?” Stoney asks taking his shot and tossing it back. I shake my head as I swallow mine. 
 
    “Nah. They don’t fit in with his crew. Did you look at them? I asked that girl and she said they were part of some cult shit.” 
 
    “Cult shit?” Roman chimes in leaning his elbows on the bar.  
 
    “Yeah. That weird shit we always hear about but never see,” I chuckle. “I put a call into David to see what the hell he knows. I don’t need that kind of shit around here too.” Stoney grunts his agreement. I knock back another shot when I hear commotion. Turning my head, I see the prospect’s face red with scratches. It peaks my goddamn interest. Shoving off the stool, I head toward him with a smirk. 
 
    “What the hell happened to you, Fredrick?” I can’t help but laugh. Last time the idiot came back looking the way he is now, he got attacked by a goddamn cat. 
 
    “Those little bitches are losin’ their goddamn minds! Bitch attacked me!” I can’t help but laugh. There’s barely anything to those girls and Fredrick is a pretty large man.  
 
    “What did you do to get attacked?” I ask crossing my arms over my chest and glaring at him. 
 
    “He treated her like one of us,” Cree says as she walks past with the girls’ old dresses in her arms.  
 
    “What do you mean?” I stop her.  
 
    “He tried to grab on her. She lost it. Can’t say I’d blame her since she’s being held hostage,” Cree says with a roll of her eyes. She turns and walks away when I call out to Roman.  
 
    “Watch this motherfucker, Roman!” Stomping down the steps I turn to the room on the right and walk in. Both girls jolt when they see me but Ariel looks furious.  
 
    “What happened?”  
 
    They look at each other but I can tell that Ariel is the stronger of the two. Ava cowers in the corner, her head hanging but Ariel stands.  
 
    “We have been touched more times than we can count. We are no longer on the compound and I will fight back,” she says, keeping her head high even when I see the tears forming in them.  
 
    “He shouldn’t have done that. He won’t be around anymore.” Taking a step back, I blow out a breath when my phone rings. I pull it out but keep my eyes on Ariel.  
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s David. I’ve been looking into that shit you asked about. On the outskirts of town there is a church cult of sorts. No one is allowed on the compound, not even us. If those girls you have there are really off that compound, they will come looking for them.” 
 
    “So, what the fuck do I do with them? They ain’t stayin’ here, David,” I inform him. I don’t need some whacked out cult coming in here for a war. Not that I wouldn’t give them one, I just have other shit to do.  
 
    “Send me pictures of the girls and let me see what I can find. Years ago the other detective thought that girls were being kidnapped and taken there. We never had anything to go on and he retired. I don’t know what to tell you, Q. Keep them, throw them out on their asses, I don’t really know,” he says blowing out a breath I can hear through the phone.  
 
    “I have a shit ton goin’ on David, you know that,” I remind him.  
 
    “Which is why I said kick them out on their asses! I don’t fucking know what to tell you here, Quinn!”  
 
    The line goes dead as I sigh.  
 
    “Cops want a picture of the two of you,” I tell them. Ariel shakes her head and the fear I see in Ava should tell me to back off, but I don’t. This is my goddamn clubhouse.  
 
    “You can’t do that.”  
 
    “I can do whatever the fuck I want. This is my clubhouse, darlin’.” Raising the phone, Ariel moves. She leaps toward me, slapping the phone out of my hand as I stumble back into the wall. With a thud, I wrap my arms around her body holding her close to me. So close I can smell the clean scent of the shampoo Cree gave them to use. Her eyes move rapidly between mine, her lips part.  
 
    “I will do anything you say as long as you don’t send those pictures.” I can hear the tone in her voice. She’s nearly pleading with me in her own way. Something about the way she’s looking at me grabs hold and doesn’t want to let go.  
 
    “Anything I say?” She nods her head, her blonde hair bouncing over her shoulder. I use one hand, bringing it up to brush it back over her shoulder as she watches me intently.  
 
    “If I tell you to fuck half my boys, you gonna do it?” My voice is husky and the more I can feel her heart beating out of her chest, the more I want to feel.  
 
    “If that’s what must be done.” Ava whimpers in the corner, and when I move my eyes to hers, something else hits me. These girls really were used and abused. The thought makes my stomach churn, but am I any better than what they had before? Setting Ariel on her feet, I run my hand through my hair.  
 
    “You can’t go outside. You can’t go anywhere. I can’t have anyone knowin’ that you’re here.” I don’t know what the hell I’m doing right now. Keeping them? What the hell am I going to do with two fucking cult girls? 
 
    “You mean…you aren’t making us go back?” Ariel asks pulling my attention back to her.  
 
    “No. Not right now anyway. I don’t need a war with a goddamn cult on my hands today. I need the pictures though and before you freak the fuck out on me again, he can be trusted,” I tell them.  
 
    “Father Joseph has cops as well. How can you be sure they are not one of his?” Ariel asks and the words burn like acid through me.  
 
    “Because I know. He’s on my side. Besides, we’re not in the same district as your place. Come on.”  
 
    Holding my hand out to her, she studies it. She looks at my hand before looking over her shoulder at her sister and nodding. Ava climbs from the bed only to cling to Ariel’s side but it shocks the hell out of me when Ariel slips her hand into mine. The feel of her warm soft skin ignites a fire in me that I know I shouldn’t feel. I look at our joined hands when I see the scars around her wrists. I want to ask but I don’t. Instead, I lead them up the stairs and into the main room. Everyone’s attention is on me with the two girls who trail along behind me.  
 
    “These are guests. You treat them like you’d treat your mom. I find out any of you fuckin’ touched either one, I will snap your fuckin’ neck. You!” Pointing at Fredrick, “Get over here.”  Turning to look at Ariel, I say, “You need to watch what happens when people don’t listen to me, yeah?” She nods her head slowly when I release her hand and turn to Fredrick. My fist flies quickly, slamming into his jaw. His head snaps back as the guys all cheer. No one really liked this little fucker to begin with and I knew I’d never patch the fucker in. I deliver a few more blows until blood has splattered the floor in front of me. Then I reach down, grabbing his cut and jerk him to his feet.  
 
    “You’re out. You don’t follow fuckin’ orders and you aren’t worth a shit,” I hiss in his face. Roman comes behind him ripping the cut off his shoulders.  
 
    “Over a piece of pussy?”  he questions when I go back in for another hit.  
 
    “Over fuckin’ around and not followin’ orders. Did I tell you to go down there and touch them?” His head lowers and he knows he fucked up.  
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Goddamn right no. Get the fuck outta here, and if any of us see you walkin’ in this direction, you’re a dead man.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
    Ariel 
 
      
 
    It’s strange not knowing where you belong. When we were on the compound, Ava was abused less than I was simply because I was the stronger of the two. Where Ava would give in, I wouldn’t. Deep down I feel like the men at the compound really enjoyed the abuse and torture they could inflict upon us. They knew I would be the one to give them more trouble, which meant that I was in the dungeon more often for them to hurt. From what I was told, Ava and I were the only girls used for cleansing because of our different looks. We were considered special because of that and that’s all we’ve ever known until now.  
 
    Not that we’re away from that terrible place, Ava has done nothing but smile. She looks happy to be away from the hell that we lived. I’m slowly falling into a routine here with cleaning and helping at the bar. And I enjoy it, enjoy having more control over myself and circumstances. 
 
    I smile as I think of how Chrissy, the other girl, here has taught me how to mix drinks. All in all I feel like a weight has been lifted off my shoulders not having to do what they made me do on the compound but now new feelings and emotions torment me. Most of them are because of Q. He watches me all the time. His eyes are always on me. It’s new and different, not at all like the men on the compound. I don’t know what to think about that, but I know when he’s doing it. I can feel a shiver work its way through my body much like it is right now. I turn my head to the left and sure enough, he’s watching me. Those honey colored eyes seem to burn me. There’s a girl in his lap kissing his neck but he isn’t even looking at her. It’s always me.  
 
    “I think he likes you,” Chrissy says when she notices where my gaze is. I snap back to attention and finish wiping the glasses in front of me.  
 
    “No, I don’t think that’s it. He always has a different girl sitting on him, and I’ve only been here a week,” I tell her. Chrissy laughs and bumps her hip into mine.  
 
    “He hasn’t stopped looking at you since you got here.”  
 
    I take the chance and look back over at him, and there he is, still watching me. “He just doesn’t know what to do with me is all,” I tell her.  
 
    Laughter erupts behind us and when I turn to look it’s Ava and Stoney. She has taken a liking to him and I can see why. He’s a very large man with huge muscles. He’s a lot bigger than Q is. Some days I wonder if he shouldn’t be the one in charge, but they all seem to listen when Q speaks.  
 
    “Your sister is getting herself into something there,” Chrissy says. I turn to look back at her. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Do you think these guys don’t want to fuck you two? They do. All of them have been going on about getting some of the new girls.”  
 
    Her laughter bothers me. When I see Ava and Stoney walk out the door, I move to run behind them only to be cut off by Q.  
 
    His hand comes to rest on my stomach causing butterflies to erupt inside of me. 
 
    “Where you goin’?” he asks, his breath smelling of alcohol.  
 
    “Chrissy said that all of your men wanted to sleep with me and Ava. He can’t do that. He can’t hurt her!” I scream watching the way his eyebrows pull in.  
 
    “No one is fuckin’ either one of you without your permission. This isn’t the fuckin’ compound, Ariel. We don’t rape women.” 
 
    “Do they rape you?” I’ve seen the way the girls climb all over him and it made me wonder. Q chuckles taking a drink from his beer bottle before looking at me.  
 
    “No, they don’t. Why would you even ask that?” His hand still remains on my stomach, making me nervous and hot all at the same time. I’ve heard the girls talk at school about the feelings they get when a boy touches them, but I’ve never felt this before. 
 
    “They are always climbing on you and you never seem interested.”  
 
    “You’ve been watchin’ me,” he says, his tone certain and full of himself.  
 
    “You’ve been watching me,” I retort. His hand moves from my stomach and comes up to my cheek. His thumb strokes me, and my mouth falls open. I’ve never felt anyone touch me so gently in my life. I find that I like it and my head slowly falls into his touch.  
 
    “How could anyone not watch you, Ariel? Do you even know how beautiful you are?”  
 
    His thumb moves over my bottom lip and my stomach tumbles. Excitement and fear races through me. The way he’s looking at me is as if he wants to kiss me, and I don’t think that I’d stop him. Q leans in and my heart races in my chest.  
 
    “I’ve never seen anyone like you, Ariel. Broken yet strong. So fuckin’ perfect but you don’t even see it,” he whispers, and just as I think he’s going to kiss me on the lips, his lips touch the tip of my nose. My heart feels like it’s shattering into a million little shards of happiness. Q pulls back and his eyes burn into the depths of me.  
 
    “You didn’t kiss me.” 
 
    “I did kiss you. Here,” he says, tapping his finger on the tip of my nose. “I’m not a good guy, Ariel. You’re young and have a whole life ahead of you. I’m not gonna ruin that, I’m not gonna ruin you anymore than they have.” 
 
    “What’s your name, Q?”  
 
    His eyes light up and his lips curl into that perfect smile I’ve grown to love. “Quinn Jameson.” 
 
    “Quinn. I like it. I’m not broken, Quinn.” With that I step away from him, already missing the heat of his body so close to mine. I spin around and head down the hallway toward my room when I hear him behind him.  
 
    “You are broken, Ariel. They ruined you with whatever they did to you.”  
 
    Oddly, his words don’t hurt me. I know what’s happened to me and somehow I feel stronger in a way because of it.  
 
    I watch him raise the beer to his lips and I wonder what it would be like to have his lips on mine. Without thinking about it, I step closer to him, inches away. He lowers the bottle and looks down at me curiously. I timidly reach my hand up to touch his cheek, and when they connect, I gasp. I’ve never touched a man of my own free will. This is new and different and exciting.  
 
    “What are you doin’, Ariel?” 
 
    “I was never allowed to touch a man unless I was told to, which was not very often.” 
 
    “What do I feel like?” he asks in a husky tone. His eyes are hooded as he looks down at me.  
 
    “Perfect. You feel perfect.” Then I take a deep breath and push myself up, pressing my lips to his. Heat explodes inside of me. I’ve never felt this kind of fire before in my life. My eyes stay open as I look up at him, his eyes wide. I don’t know if he wants me to stop, but I don’t. My hand lingers on his skin, reveling the feel of him when his lips finally move. He kisses me back and it’s unlike anything I’ve ever felt before. Of course, some of the men kissed me, but it wasn’t like this. It was full of something more than malice. Kissing Quinn is a tiny slice of heaven.  
 
    His hand moves to snake around to the back of my neck, holding me to him. I can feel the hard length of him pressing into my stomach, and for some strange reason, I’m not afraid of him. I’m not afraid of what he would do to me. His fingers find their way into my hair while his tongue sneaks into my mouth. Heat builds inside of me when Quinn suddenly pulls back. He rests his forehead on mine, breathing heavily as he looks into my eyes.  
 
    “You’re testin’ my patience, Ariel.” 
 
    “I don’t mean to.”  
 
    “I know you don’t but you aren’t used to men like me. I’m bad for you,” he says softly, his eyes never leaving mine.  
 
    “They were bad to me, Quinn. You’ve been nothing but perfect.”  
 
    “You should go to bed, it’s late,” he tells me.  
 
    I lower my head feeling rejected and ashamed that I actually threw myself at him the way I did.  
 
    “Ariel. Whatever you’re thinkin’, you’re wrong, darlin’.”  
 
    Looking back up at him as he walks backward, bringing his beer to his lips once more, I shake my head. “No, I think I was right this time. Goodnight, Quinn.”  
 
    “Night, Ariel.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
    Q 
 
      
 
    Stressed wouldn’t even be able to describe what I’m feeling today. Ariel and Ava have been here for a few weeks, and each day I see her I find it harder to resist her. She has a way about her that just tugs at something unfamiliar inside of me and makes me want to fall to my knees for her, but I can’t do that. Ava walks in to where I’m sitting at a table in the back of the main room and takes a seat.  
 
    “Hey,” she says sweetly. She looks so much like her sister.  
 
    “What do you need?” I ask casually. Ava picks at her fingers nervously not making eye contact.  
 
    “We believe that we were taken,” she spits out quickly. I shift in my seat before resting my arms on the table in front of me.  
 
    “We did take you,” I remind her with a smirk.  
 
    “Not you. Our parents. Q, no one looks like us. Not one single person on the compound. They all have dark hair and dark eyes. They always told us we were special because of what we look like, but I don’t think that’s really true.” 
 
    “What’s the first memory you have?” I ask her, finding myself intrigued by what she’s saying.  
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Do you remember when you were young? How old were you?”  
 
    “We both remember when we were around four. We don’t remember much before that.”  
 
    I sigh and pull a cigarette from the pack and light it up while Ava watches me.  
 
    “You ever ask?” I ask her, blowing smoke through my nose. Ava shakes her head no.  
 
    “We would be punished if we asked questions.” 
 
    “Were you punished a lot?” I find myself drawn to her answers. I want to know more about what happened to them and why. I don’t give a shit about the bastards who hurt them aside from wanting them dead, but I’m intrigued. 
 
    “Ariel took most of the punishments. I don’t know why she was chosen, but that’s what they told us. The Lord told them that she was to receive the punishments and so she did. I’ve had my fair share as well, but Ariel… Sometimes I think they broke her spirit,” she says softly, lowering her head. I reach across the table and lift her chin so that she’s looking at me.  
 
    “You do know that whatever they did to you is not normal, yeah?”  
 
    Ava shrugs her shoulder and leans away from my touch, sitting back in her seat. “You have to understand that everything we were taught since we were young has been all that we’ve known. This world here is new to us. We went to public schools, but I think it was more of a tease to us than anything else.”  
 
    I nod my head because frankly I don’t know what else to say to her. Those sick fucks have completely messed their heads up and that pisses me off. Not that I should give a shit about two girls we took but I find that I do.  
 
    “Hey, Q! Need to talk to you, brother.”  
 
    Looking over my shoulder, I find Roman standing there staring me down. I look back to Ava and say, “You’re not there anymore, Ava. You don’t have to live that way, and if you really think that you were taken, I’ll help you find out.”  
 
    Her head snaps up with that and her eyes fill with tears. “You will?” she asks as I stand from my chair, nodding my head. She leaps from her seat and runs around the table, throwing herself into my arms. I pat her back, unsure what to do with her aside from that until she lets go. Wiping her eyes, she runs down the hallway toward the rooms no doubt to tell Ariel the news as I walk toward Roman.  
 
    “What the fuck was that?” Roman points toward the now empty hallway.  
 
    “Don’t even ask, brother. What’s up?”   
 
    Roman blows out a breath and shakes his head. “Beast called. Said he needs to crash here for a few days. I ran it by Stoney, and he was good with it. Told me to ask you.” 
 
    “He bringin’ guys?” Beast is a Nomad who typically stays with us when he’s in town, but he always comes with at least ten more guys. For Nomads they sure as hell travel in a pack.  
 
    “Yeah, the usuals.”  
 
    “Fine with me. We’ll have to find somewhere else for the girls to sleep while they’re here. I’m headin’ out to the warehouse to get shit ready for the next shipment. You good here?” Roman nods as I turn on my heel and head toward the door. 
 
    “Why do you get her hopes up?” Ariel’s voice rushes over me like a goddamn breeze. I close my eyes before turning to face her.  
 
    “What do you mean?”  
 
    “You told her you would help us find out if we were taken. How could you do that when you have nothing to go on?”  
 
    Running my hand through my hair, I shrug. “I don’t know. I can ask around, see if anyone knows of any missin’ kids years back.” 
 
    “See! You can’t get her hopes up like that, Quinn!”  
 
    I can see the tears in her eyes from across the room and it kills a part of me. “Come over here,” I tell her. Ariel tilts her head to the side and watches me. I just raise an eyebrow.  
 
    “What do you need me there for?” she asks almost sounding scared of me. That’s a low fucking blow considering I haven’t done anything to warrant that.  
 
    “I gotta go, Ariel. I don’t have time to play these kid games with you.” Turning on my heel, I pull the door open and walk out into the cool night air. I don’t make it all the way to my bike when she’s behind me.  
 
    “I’m here. Now tell me why you would do such a thing?”  
 
    I turn around slowly and look down at her. Her wide green eyes so full of fear. Is it me? Or from being outside in the open where she knows she shouldn’t be? 
 
    “Why are you shakin’?” I ask when I notice. Ariel wraps her arms around herself and ignores the question.  
 
    “What will you gain? You want to be rid of us?” 
 
    “That’s not fuckin’ fair, Ariel! I’ve let you stay here no fuckin’ strings attached. I made the guys leave you the fuck alone, and just because I was tryin’ to be nice for once, you think I want you gone?” The roar that rips out of me startles her. She jolts and takes back a step, but I’ve had enough of her games. I counter that step and move closer to her.  
 
    “Your sister asked for my help. I grew up not knowin’ who my family was. They didn’t want me. I was tossed from foster home to foster home until I ran away, so please fuckin’ forgive me if I wanted to help you out!” My voice thunders, rumbling through the still night.  
 
    I hadn’t realized just how far back I’d walked her, but now I have her pinned against the side of the clubhouse. Her hand comes up to my chest and I figure she’s going to push me away, but she doesn’t. Her tiny fingers wrap around my cut and jerk me closer. Her lips brush over mine and I’m too lost in the moment to give a shit. My hands cup her face, kissing her back until neither of us can breathe. It’s taking all that I have to keep my cock under control with this girl. I know it’s a bad idea to want her the way I do, but I can’t stop it. When her hand moves down my chest nearing my painfully hard cock, I shove away from her.  
 
    “You gotta stop doin’ that. Fuck!” Tugging at my hair, I turn to walk back to my bike once more. 
 
    “Take me with you,” she says from behind me.  
 
    I keep walking ignoring her all together. Grabbing my helmet, I slip it on before climbing on my bike.  
 
    “Quinn, take me with you.”  
 
    “You need to get back inside. Someone could see you out here,” I tell her, ignoring her pleas.  
 
    “Why can’t I come with you?”  
 
    Looking over at the tears that fall down her cheeks, I want to give her the goddamn world, but I can’t. “We’re not right for each other, Ariel. Do you know how badly I want to take you back inside and fuck you?” 
 
    “So, why don’t you?” she asks curiously.  
 
    She’s pushing my limits and I know who I am. I will snap at some point. I need to get her out of here before I do because all of that emotion is going to be directed at her. I take a deep breath and do the only thing I can do. I rev up my bike and haul ass out of here.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
    Ariel 
 
      
 
    “He doesn’t like me, Chrissy. I tried to talk to him and he left,” I tell her as she plays with my hair. I’ve never felt that level of rejection in my life. It was a pain that ran deep and still lingers.  
 
    “He’s a man and has eyes, Ariel. He likes you; he’s just being a man.” 
 
    “What does that mean?”  
 
    “It means that he likes you but he’s afraid to hurt you. You’ve lived through a lot and he doesn’t want to make it worse,” she says fluffing my hair a little more as I sit on the toilet seat in her bathroom.  
 
    At first, I couldn’t believe that he did that; he left me standing there and I thought about leaving but where would I go? I have nothing and no one aside from Ava.  
 
    “I don’t believe he would hurt me,” I say softly, making Chrissy laugh although I don’t see what’s funny. I look up at her and she smiles.  
 
    “Maybe not on purpose, but he’s a man and all men have faults, Ariel.” 
 
     I let her words linger in my head as she applies makeup. This is only the second time that I’ve worn it, the first ending in my punishment. My nerves are a ball in my stomach although I know that Q won’t be upset that I’m wearing it or punish me for it. 
 
    “Stand up,” Chrissy says and I do. “Take that off. I’ll help you put this on.” My insides tremble, and as much as I want to look beautiful, I’m afraid. If I take off my clothes in front of her, then she will see just what they did to me. How they ruined my body and that scares me more than anything. Will she think badly of me?  
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I have scars, Chrissy,” I say through a sob.  
 
    Chrissy shakes her head and grabs my shoulders. “Never be ashamed of what they did to you, Ariel. You’re better than that. And don’t cry! You will mess up your makeup.”  
 
    I find myself comfortable around Chrissy, she makes me smile and laugh even when I don’t want to. I take a deep breath and when Chrissy pulls away, I slowly pull the long-sleeved dress over my head and let it drop to the floor. Chrissy’s eyes move over my scarred body but she doesn’t comment on them. Instead, she grabs the dress she brought in here and helps me slide it over my head. After she finishes fussing over it, she takes a step back with a huge smile on her face.  
 
    “You look amazing!” she squeals. She turns me toward the full length mirror and I can barely recognize myself. My green eyes look extremely bright with the black that Chrissy has put around them. I blink my eyes and take myself in, but when I see the scars on my ankles and wrists, I cringe. 
 
    “I can’t wear this.” 
 
    “Yes, you can. Stop overthinking it, Ariel. You’re beautiful,” Chrissy tells me.  
 
    No one has called me beautiful before. Tears sting my eyes, but I remember what Chrissy said about ruining her makeup job, so I reign it in.  
 
    “Let’s go show Q what you’re working with. No way could he walk away from you looking like this.”  
 
    Her words spur me on but deep inside I’m trembling. What if he doesn’t look at me? What if he’s disgusted with what he sees? Setting aside of all my doubts for now, I take a deep breath and follow her out of the room. Ava has taken to one of the other girls, Sybil, here and she has already changed her clothing choices. I was afraid since I bear more scars than she does. Ava seemed happy in her new attire, so I suppose I can give it a try as well. My nerves are starting to get the best of me as I think about what I’m wearing and the idea of people seeing me. The music is loud as Chrissy and I walk into the main room. She stays close to me mainly because I’m holding her arm in mine.  
 
    “There are so many people,” I tell her.  
 
    “A few Nomads are in town. They always have big parties when they’re here.”  
 
    I nod my head as she leads me through the room. Girls roam around half naked but the men seem to like it. Eyes turn to me and Chrissy. I can feel the heat of many stares as Chrissy drags me toward the bar. She orders some drinks and passes me one, but I’ve never had alcohol before – I’m not sure what to think. Taking the cup and bringing it to my lips, I take a small sip and cringe. 
 
    “You’ll get used to it,” Chrissy laughs at my reaction. I don’t know that I want to get used to it, it’s not very good.  
 
    “I’ll be back!” Chrissy cheerfully throws over her shoulder. 
 
    I watch as she walks away, dancing through the crowd. I want to follow her, but I’m sure she wants some space from me. I’ve been crowding her lately but I find that I like her company. She’s different than anyone on the compound, but she’s kind and she’s genuine. 
 
    Hands comes to rest on my hips and I smile thinking it’s Q, but when I spin around I find an unfamiliar face. My smile fades as I try to step back, but the man doesn’t let me.  
 
    “Please, let me go.”  
 
    The man grins but doesn’t make any move to walk away. “You walkin’ around here lookin’ good enough to eat. I think I’m hungry.”  
 
    Panic works its way through my body. My muscles tense as the memories assault me at the worst time. 
 
    Jimmy stands over me as I’m chained to the wall in the dungeon. His smile is so sinister.  
 
    “You never learn, girl. You will learn tonight.”  
 
    I tug at the binds that hold me in place but that does nothing but cause more blood to trickle down my arms. The pain is horrific but there is nothing I can do to stop him. He moves forward, unhooking my legs from the first set of binds only to hook them to another. My legs are spread wide and there is no way I can close them. Jimmy picks up the whip and runs it through his hands as he smirks down at me.  
 
    “Ariel!” Ava’s voice seems so distant yet so close at the same time. “Ariel!”  
 
    “Move! Ariel, baby? Look at me.” Who is talking to me? The voice fades in and out. 
 
    “Baby, it’s me. It’s Q. Look at me,” he pleads. I move my eyes until they slowly come into focus and I see him. He isn’t Jimmy. Jimmy isn’t here. 
 
    “Quinn?”  
 
    His lips slowly curl into a smile as he nods his head. “It’s me, Ariel. You’re okay.” His arms wrap around me and I’m lifted to my feet.  
 
    Embarrassment flushes my cheeks pink as I look around and see everyone looking at me. I want to shrink into myself, disappear. Warm hands hold my face forcing me to look at the one person that I find some kind of strange comfort in.  
 
    “What happened, Ariel?” Quinn asks me. I blink a few times and swallow hard watching the room slowly go back to the party.  
 
    “The man grabbed me, and I don’t know, Quinn. It was like a memory just took over. I got so lost in it. I’m so sorry. I ruined your party. Please forgive me.” I find myself sobbing, tears rolling down my cheeks. His thumbs move gently wiping them away. 
 
    “Don’t do that. You can’t control that. Who grabbed you?” I can sense the anger in him. I can feel it in his touch.  
 
    “That man,” I say nodding toward the guy. Quinn looks over and follows my gaze before looking back at me. His eyes are darker than ever and my insides quiver just from looking into them.  
 
    “Stoney! Hang onto her,” he roars, pushing me into Stoney’s arms. Quinn turns and moves quickly, grabbing the man by the throat. He screams so loudly that it pulls all the attention in the room.  
 
    “Oh shit. It’s about to get good,” Stoney chuckles next to me. His hands remain tight on my shoulders as I take in the scene in front of me. Quinn pulls his fist back slamming it into the guy’s face. Blood sprays from his nose before the guy fights back. The room explodes in noise and cheers. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
    Q 
 
      
 
    The guys pulled me off that asshole before shit got too far. I made it clear that no one was supposed to touch those girls and that bastard did anyway. That was the most disrespect I was going to take for one fucking night. I move to the corner of the room where Chrissy hands me an ice pack for my eye. I nod at her and hold it there when Ariel slowly makes her way toward me. I should tell her to go, but I can’t find it in me. She’s grown on me and that’s never a good thing. The party has died down and most of them have gone outside.  
 
    “Why did you hit him?”  
 
    I look up at her with my good eye and chuckle.  
 
    “They were told to keep their fuckin’ hands off you. He didn’t listen.” Ariel moves closer sliding into the seat right next to me. It’s unnerving having her this close and not touching her, because fuck do I want to.  
 
    “Maybe I didn’t want them to keep their hands off me,” she says so softly I almost didn’t hear her. 
 
    “Excuse me? You want to be a club whore? Is that why you’re dressed like one?” I snap. Shoving out of my chair, I start toward the bar needing more than just a fucking beer right now.  
 
    “No! You don’t get to walk away this time, Quinn. You treat me like a little girl. You let me kiss you and then you run away. Is it because they ruined me? Are you embarrassed to be seen with me because of the scars?”  
 
    I can sense the tears in her voice, and it fucking kills me. I don’t want her crying because of me. I don’t turn to look at her but then her hands are on me. I lost my shirt after the fight and having her skin touching mine ignites more than a fire in me. It’s a fucking volcano that’s about to erupt. I spin to look at her and god why did I do that? Those piercing green eyes burn straight into my soul. 
 
    “Why would I be embarrassed of you, Ariel? Why? Have you looked in a mirror? You’re beautiful! You’re fuckin’ gorgeous! The scars? They made you who you are. They aren’t somethin’ to be embarrassed or ashamed of.” Grabbing her hand, I press it to my chest right over the scar that my tattoos now cover. Her eyes are wide as I move them from one scar to the next until we reach the one on my lower abs. She tilts her head to the side, looking over my body, and it sends chills through my body.  
 
    “What happened to you?” she asks softly, never moving her hand. I lower mine leaving hers on my stomach. I’m not sure why she doesn’t move but she doesn’t.  
 
    “Tradin’ stories now?” She looks up at me and I can see the hint of a smile in her eyes. “That one you like so much, I was stabbed when I was twelve.” 
 
    “You were so young.” 
 
    “So were you.” Fuck. What am I doing? What the hell am I thinking? I move my hands up, holding her face gently.  
 
    “This is such a bad fuckin’ idea, Ariel.”  
 
    “Is it?” she responds.  
 
    My lips brush over hers and heat spirals out of control through me. She opens her mouth, welcoming me in. My tongue sweeps over hers and groan into her mouth. Ariel’s hand moves over my stomach and up my chest, the other following. Tingles race over my skin as I walk her backward until her back hits the wall. I devour her mouth with mine, tasting her and never wanting to stop. I don’t know what the hell I’m doing. I said they could stay here, I said they would be safe here. Yet here I am taking advantage of that. I need to pull away, but I don’t know how much more strength I have left in me. My cock grows painfully hard as I grind against her. Ariel moans and I almost lose it. My hands slide down her neck and shoulders moving to her hips as I press into her. The more we kiss the hotter I become. My hands slide to the hem of her dress and slowly slip underneath. When I reach the one spot that’s been taunting me for weeks, I groan but Ariel goes stiff. My brain finally catches up with my actions and pull away from her. She’s panting and her eyes are wide, pink tinting her cheeks.  
 
    “Why did you stop?” she asks breathlessly. I shake my head, running my hand through my hair.  
 
    “This is wrong. I shouldn’t do this.”  
 
    “I want this, Quinn.” 
 
    “And later, what? Do you think this will last forever, Ariel? I’m not good for you!”  
 
    “I’m tired of being told what’s good for me, Quinn. Why can’t I make my own decisions? I’m not on the compound anymore and I still can’t decide things for myself. I hate this!”  
 
    Ariel turns to run down the hallway and I snap. I lose it. I follow behind her, grabbing her around the waist. Lifting her in my arms easily, I stalk toward my room with her screaming at me. As soon as I step inside, I kick the door closed behind me and set her on her feet. She spins quickly, locking her gaze on me through her tears. I strip out of all my clothes and stand there with my arms out.  
 
    “This what you want? Or you want me to force you like they did? Huh? Make your fuckin’ decision, Ariel!”  
 
    Her eyes are wild as panic takes over. I’m fucked up for doing this, I know I am, but a man can only handle so much and Ariel pushes me to my fucking limits. She opens her mouth like she wants to speak but she doesn’t know what to say. Frankly, neither do I. I lower my hands to my side but stand here waiting on something that I’m not even sure of. This dance me and Ariel are doing is dangerous. She takes small steps toward me and my heart nearly bursts out of my chest.  
 
    “I’m scared, Quinn.” 
 
    “I know you are.”  
 
    “Will you hurt me?”  
 
    God, I want to say no. I want to tell her I won’t but I can’t. I know who I am and what I do. I know what’s expected of me. 
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    Her eyes sparkle with the tears that linger and my chest feels tighter than ever. “Why?” 
 
    “Because it’s who I am. You don’t know me, Ariel.” She takes the last step between us, my cock hard as fuck, pressing into her. I can see the fear in her eyes but I can also see the lust. I’m not the good guy here. I’m the bad guy, she just doesn’t see that in me yet. Her hands come to rest on my chest and I inhale deeply.  
 
    “I know you saved me.” 
 
    “I kidnapped you, it’s not the same.” 
 
    “You didn’t send me back,” she says softly, watching her fingers as they move over my chest.  
 
    Heat stirs in me and I’m about to explode but there is a nagging voice in the back of my head that says I shouldn’t be doing this. “I’ll ruin you for others. You won’t look at men the same after you’ve been with me, Ariel. It’s a bad fuckin’ idea. You think they fucked you up? I’m far worse.” My admission falls on deaf ears. Ariel continues moving her hands over my flesh, igniting me to the core. When she grabs my cock in her hand, all bets are off. I move quickly, ripping the little dress she wears off her body, tearing it to shreds as I go. She isn’t wearing panties and I groan when I look down at her.  
 
    “Who gave you that dress?”  
 
    “Chrissy.” 
 
    “Never wear her clothes again. You’re perfect the way you are.” I mean every goddamn word of it too. She doesn’t need to dress like a club whore, she’s better than that. She’s pure and perfect the way she is. I lean down and press my lips to her neck, and fuck, I become painfully harder. Spinning her around, I lay her on the bed, her legs spread for me.  
 
    “Goddamn it, Ariel.” I look at her laid out before me - the scars that line her inner thighs, the ones around her ankles. I close my eyes thinking to myself how badly I’m going to fuck this up. I shouldn’t touch her, I should walk away, but God help me, I don’t know if I can.  
 
    “Quinn.” She says my name like it’s always fallen from her lips and it sounds so goddamn right when I know it’s so very wrong. I climb on the bed, grabbing a condom out of the night stand.  
 
    “I can’t have children,” she says softly. I narrow my brows and look down at her.  
 
    “What do you mean? How do you know?” 
 
    “When I was younger, they did things. They said it was sterilization. The chosen ones should never bear children.” The more she talks, the more I debate this and killing them. This is wrong. How the fuck could they do that to her? I close my eyes as I hover over her, but when her hands touch me, I’m lost in her. She’s so broken but so alive. She doesn’t even know what life is and here I am ruining it a little more.  
 
    “I want you, Quinn, all of you. I want to feel what it’s like when it’s real,” she says.  
 
    She breaks the last of my resolve. I lean down and kiss her, grabbing my cock in one hand. I tease her, letting her get used to the feel of me before pushing inside her. I gasp and Ariel whimpers. I pull back to look at her face, her eyes burning through me. I thrust gently into her but never let my eyes leave her face. I can’t, I’m captivated by her. Her hands come to rest on my chest sliding them around to my back, pulling me into her.  
 
    “I want more, Quinn,” she begs, digging her nails into my back. She arches into me, giving herself to me, and I feel like a piece of shit for taking it. I lift up and plunge into her waiting depths, taking from her as much as I’m giving. I don’t hold back. I fuck her roughly and out of control as she screams my name. I kiss her, suck the flesh of her neck into my mouth, fuck her. I can’t stop myself, and when I feel her tense up, she digs in harder. I look down at her, sensing something might be wrong and the worry on her face stuns me.  
 
    “It’s okay, Ariel. You’ll feel good. Just let go, baby.” It slams into me that she’s never had an orgasm before. It never occurred to me before now, but the more I coax it out of her, the more she lets go. Her walls pulse as she comes screaming for me and taking what I have to give.  
 
    “Fuck!” I growl. I’ve never felt anything like her in my life. My hips jerk, shooting all that I have inside of her. Her nails remain in my back as I slowly lower my head to her neck pressing feather light kisses.  
 
    “I never felt anything like that,” she says sounding almost embarrassed.  
 
    “That’s how it should always feel,” I tell her. I pull out of her slowly and roll onto the bed next to her. Ariel rolls to her side, watching me intently.  
 
    “What is it?” I ask looking over at her.  
 
    “Thank you, Quinn,” she says through a yawn that looks absolutely perfect on her. I brush her long blonde hair behind her ear and ask, “For what?” 
 
    “Making me feel like I’m a real person.” With her eyes heavy, she lays her head on my chest and falls asleep within minutes. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
    Ariel 
 
      
 
    I never knew that something like that could feel so right. My night with Quinn was amazing. I woke up to him sleeping soundly, his chest rising and falling as I watch him. I want to wake him and thank him again but he looks so peaceful right now. Instead, I run my fingers over the scars on his body. I trace the lines of the intricate tattoos that cover his skin. He’s perfect. He’s everything a man should be, or at least he is to me. I’ve never known what a man should be like, but I’d like to think it’s Quinn. Someone knocking on the door startles him awake. His eyes snap open and he looks down at my hand on his chest before moving to my eyes.  
 
    “What?” he calls out in a gruff tone but his eyes stay on mine.  
 
    “We need to talk!” Stoney hollers through the door.  
 
    “Call church in twenty minutes,” Quinn calls back. His eyes are like pools of honey as they look into my soul.  
 
    “What are you doin’ awake? It’s early,” he says reaching up to move my hair away from my face.  
 
    “I couldn’t sleep. I always wake early. We would have to prepare breakfast for everyone. I guess I still haven’t adjusted to being able to sleep in.” He nods his head as he studies my face. It’s slightly unnerving to have him look at me that way.  
 
    “You said you were in school. What year?” 
 
    “Last year. We only had six months left of schooling when we snuck out,” I tell him, feeling a bit of guilt inside.  
 
    “What if I had someone come in and teach you two? Would you want to finish it?” he asks and my heart soars.  
 
    “You would do that?”  
 
    “If you want to finish. You were so close to the end before I took you,” he says sounding a little sad about that too. Maybe he regrets taking us.  
 
    “Thank you, Quinn. I would like to finish although I don’t know what I would do with a diploma. I have no skills that are of any use,” I admit.  
 
    “You can do whatever you want, Ariel. You’re free of those assholes now,” he says rolling over and climbing out of the bed. My face heats when I see him naked but Quinn doesn’t care. He walks around the room grabbing his clothes before dressing and sitting in the chair to pull his boots on. When he stands he finally speaks.  
 
    “I have shit to do. I’ll see you later.” He shrugs his cut on and walks out of the room leaving me alone.  
 
    I sit in his bed and wonder what I did wrong. Why did he just leave like that? Reality can be a hard thing to accept but this is mine. Quinn doesn’t want to marry me. He gave me last night because I begged him to. I slowly climb off his bed and pick up my dress but it’s torn into too many pieces to put back on. It almost makes me giggle that he did that. Looking around the floor, I find one of his t-shirts and slip it over my head. It’s long enough to cover what needs to be until I get to my room. I chastise myself the whole way too. I should have known better than to let him have me that way but I wanted to feel Quinn. I wanted to know what it felt like to have someone actually want me the way a man should want a woman. Stepping into my room I find Ava fiddling with her hair.  
 
    “Where have you been?” she asks, eyeing my shirt before her mouth pops open. 
 
    “Did you sleep with him, Ariel?” The gasp that leaves her mouth surprises me considering the way she’s been acting around Stoney.  
 
    “What’s the difference? I thought you were close with Stoney?” She watches me as I walk toward the bathroom before she follows me.  
 
    “You shouldn’t have done that, Ariel! That is the ultimate sin! You of all people should know that.” Her words hit me hard, like a punch to the stomach.  
 
    “Do you still believe all of what they taught us?” I turn the shower on and peel Quinn’s shirt off me, tossing it to the floor before stepping in. The warmth wraps in its embrace as tears silently fall. I cry because Ava’s words hurt. We’ve been free of the compound and she still believes, even after all that Quinn has done for us, that they were right.  
 
    “I don’t know what I believe anymore, Ariel. It’s all just a lot to take in. Don’t you miss being home?”  
 
    Home? What is home? We don’t have a home anymore. The thought never occurred to me until now and that thought hits me hard. The things Ava says make me wonder. Did we make a mistake by leaving? Are we not truly free now? Nothing has happened to indicate otherwise. Times like this I wonder if Ava wants to go back, but I can’t bring myself to ask her that. We had nothing there. I wash quickly before dressing and walking to the main room. Not many guys are around today but I knew they had a meeting from what Quinn said. I spot Chrissy and head toward her before sitting on the stool in front of her.  
 
    “What’s wrong? You look sad.”  
 
    “My sister said I shouldn’t have been with Quinn last night.” Chrissy spits her juice before covering her mouth with her hand.  
 
    “Sorry but did you just say you fucked Q last night?” Her eyes are wide as I nod my head. Her smile that follows couldn’t be any bigger if it had to be. “Why is that a bad thing? You like him, don’t you?” 
 
    “I do but he left me alone this morning. I don’t know what to think of that, Chrissy.” 
 
    “Q is different. He’s never been with just one girl, Ariel, but he likes you. I can see it in his eyes.” 
 
    “That means nothing. I was just one more girl,” I tell her sadly as the realization hits.  
 
    “Don’t think about it. I’m sure it’s fine,” she tries to reassure me.  
 
    The door to the office opens and the guys all file out. None of them look happy, but my eyes are drawn to Quinn. He never looks over at me. He heads straight toward the door with some of the other guys. Roman walks over to the bar, stopping long enough to tell Chrissy something.  
 
    “Need Doc on alert tonight. In fact, you should have him come in. We’re lockin’ down for a few days so make sure we’re stocked up on shit and call in the old ladies.” Chrissy nods her head listening to everything he’s saying when he turns to me. My heart leaps, wondering if he has news for me about Quinn.  
 
    “You okay? You look sick,” he states. I shake my head, opening and closing my mouth with no real words forming.  
 
    “I’m fine,” I say lowering my head so that he doesn’t see the hurt in my eyes. Stoney leaves and Chrissy disappears to do what she was told and I’m left yet again alone. I thought I felt something for Quinn but it was just my stupid lying heart. I thought that it meant more because for the first time it was on my terms and I chose what happened to me.  
 
    I was wrong.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
    Q 
 
      
 
    “Watch my ass, Jeremy!” I hiss as I pull my gun and head around the corner of the building. Stoney got intel what that asshole Thrash was going to talk to the cops. It seems one of his guys got picked up, and in order for them to release him, they wanted information that that slimy bastard was willing to give up. Now I have to stop that before it happens.  
 
    I crouch low as I move against the wall. Peering around the corner, I see the door and make hand motions for the guys to follow me. We make it around the corner and Roman kicks the door open. Shots are fired before we ever make it inside. We return fire, shooting until we all make our way inside and that’s when I see Thrash with the shoulder wound. I can feel pain in my own arm but I know it’s just a flesh wound.  
 
    “Ain’t that a damn shame?” I say when his eyes come to meet mine. I can see the panic there.  
 
    “What the fuck, Q? I stayed away like you said!” He looks around at his dead gang members, a few still moving. They don’t all need to die, just remember who the fuck the boss is around here. Me.  
 
    “Yeah, you did but then a little fuckin’ birdy told me that one of your boys got himself caught up in a mess and wants out,” I say when Roman chimes in next to me, “badly.”  
 
    Nodding my head, I pace the floor next to the girl I know is Thrash’s girlfriend, or at least she used to be. I kneel down, grabbing her by the hair and jerking her to her feet next to me. She cries in pain as strands are ripped from her head. The look in Thrash’s eyes tells me he’s pissed and that’s just the way I want him.  
 
    “I don’t know shit!” he roars, making me laugh.  
 
    “You do know and I know that you were the one who was gonna give up what info you had on me. Who the fuck else might know? Her?” I shove my gun into her mouth until she gags.  
 
    “Let her go, man. I won’t say shit!”  
 
    Roman laughs knowing how much he wants blood today.  
 
    “I could do that but what are the odds that I don’t want to? She’s kinda hot. I could make her a club whore in no time,” I tell him. I watch his face, the way his nostrils flare and his brows narrow.  
 
    “I mean it, you fuck with her and I’ll tell my boy to make the move.” There it is. The extra info I needed. Pulling my gun from his girl’s mouth, I pass her off to Roman as I move in on Thrash.  
 
    “Who else knows?” I ask him calmly knowing that he will never tell me. I’m not new to this game. I fucking invented it.  
 
    “Fuck you, Q. Fuck you and all your guys. I’d rather die than tell you shit!”  
 
    Raising my gun, I pull the trigger as blood and brains spatter the wall behind him and me. I wipe my arm across my face and shrug.  
 
    “Easy enough.” Turning back to the girl, I smirk. Roman has his hand over her mouth, keeping her quiet. 
 
    Tears spill down her cheeks, making my heart hammer a little harder. I don’t care about what happens to any of them, they aren’t my problem. What they know however is.  
 
    “Your man wasn’t smart when he dug into my world. Let’s hope you’re smarter than he is,” I say, giving Roman a nod. He pulls her back toward the door as I look around at the bodies on the ground. 
“The rest of you will live to breathe another day. If you open your mouth or come anywhere near me and my shit, you will die. That’s a promise.”  
 
    Kicking the bloody leg of one of the assholes, I head toward the door quite proud of what we accomplished today. I didn’t set out to blow their fucking heads off but it is what it is. The point was made and I don’t think Thrash’s guy will be saying anything any time soon. Now I just need to get his bitch back to the clubhouse shed and find out who the other idiot is. I’m sure Roman won’t have problem with heading out to take care of that problem. I’m about to slide my helmet on when my phone rings. I pull it out quickly, needing to get the hell out of here when I see it’s the good old police Chief.  
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Two things. I just got a call about shots being fired. That you?” 
 
    “Just a little feud.” 
 
    “Get the fuck out of there, Q.”  
 
    “I’m workin’ on it. What’s two?” I ask, watching to make sure all the guys are ready to move out.  
 
    “The girls you asked me to look into. I think I might know who they are. Can you come in tomorrow?” 
 
    “Yeah. I’ll be there.” Hanging the phone up, I slide it back in my pocket and put my helmet on, motioning for everyone to move out. The last thing I need is the goddamn cops to deal with. The ride back to the clubhouse takes about thirty minutes but that’s thirty minutes I have to clear my head. Ariel has taken up a spot in my mind that I wasn’t willing to give up. She’s digging her claws into me and holding on. I don’t know what else to do with her aside from show her what kind of man I truly am.  
 
    When the gates open and we pull inside, we all ride around to the back and park near the shed. Roman pulls the girl into the shed as the rest of us climb off our bikes and follow. A few of the guys head back inside, which is fine by me. This is my game to play, not theirs. The girl is already tied to the chair when I stroll in.  
 
    “You have two choices here. You can give me what I want and walk away or you can take what we’re about to give you and still tell me in the end. Your choice here, sweetheart.”  
 
    She stares up at me with swollen eyes from crying probably thinking that would faze me. It doesn’t. I don’t give two shits about her. She is nothing but dispensable to me. She doesn’t speak so I nod to Roman. He swings his hand, backhanding her across the face. Her head whips to the side before I move in. Slamming my fist into her stomach, the air is knocked from her lungs. Each of the guys take a few blows until I hear a scream. I spin around and see Ariel with her hand over her mouth, tears in her wide green eyes, and Mini the club whore grinning next to her. It doesn’t surprise me that that bitch would bring her out here. She’s always jealous of anyone I fuck who isn’t her.  
 
    “What the fuck are you doin’?” I direct my question to Mini.  
 
    She just smirks and says, “She was looking for you. I helped her out.”  
 
    My feet move before my brain, and in the matter of seconds, I have Mini around the throat. Ariel screams again but I have tunnel vision and it’s all aimed at this bitch.  
 
    “Who the hell do you think you are? Huh? You are nothin’ but a piece of fuckin’ ass that half the guys have used up. When did anyone tell you you could be back here?” I squeeze harder needing to hear her say something, anything, but she doesn’t. I slap my open palm across her face before shoving her to the ground roughly.  
 
    “You get the fuck outta here or you’ll be in there next!” I roar when Ariel slams into me. Her little fists hit and punch as hard as she can, but she isn’t that strong. I lift her in my arms and holler over my shoulder to Roman.  
 
    “Get what I need!” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
    Ariel 
 
      
 
    He doesn’t put me down no matter how hard I hit and kick at him. I can’t believe he did that. How was I so blind to the fact that this is the kind of man he is? Was I so infatuated with him that I didn’t see it? 
 
    “Let me go!” I scream louder as Quinn carries me through the main room. People glance over, most just laugh, but none make a move to help me.  
 
    “Shut up!” Quinn snaps, carrying me down the hallway. He doesn’t stop until he gets to his room. Once he steps inside, he kicks the door closed before tossing me on the bed roughly. I start to climb back up when he turns that evil glare my direction. With just the look in his eyes I know better than to move. Quinn runs his hand through his hair roughly, not saying a word but when he does, I want to curl into myself.  
 
    “Do you see me now, Ariel? Do you?” he roars, sending a tremor through my body.  
 
    “I saw you abuse a woman. You are no different than they are!” I can see the rise and fall of his chest as he works to control himself. Quinn watches me before he finally speaks, raising his hand to point at me.  
 
    “Don’t you dare. Don’t you ever compare me them! I’m nothin’ like them!” Fire dances in his eyes, and I know I’ve made a mistake by saying that, but after what I saw how could I not? 
 
    “You hurt her! How is that different than them?” 
 
    “It’s different, Ariel. She knows the rules around here and about our business!” 
 
    “And the other one? In that shed?” I question him further. 
 
    “She has information I need. If I don’t get it, we’re all goin’ to jail! You think they won’t haul your pretty little ass in there with us? You’re dead wrong! Then what will you do? What the fuck will you do then, Ariel?”  
 
    I didn’t think that through. I am here in his clubhouse with all of his people. If they find out who Ava and I are, would they make us go back? Defeat is something I’ve come to know. I sink back onto my knees as the reality hits me.  
 
    “I didn’t think that I would be involved,” I say softly.  
 
    “I don’t want you to be, Ariel, but the fact is you are. You’re here.”  
 
    “I remember being hurt and hit. Being chained to the dungeon wall. I was so scared, Quinn. I thought I would for sure die in there. That I would be punished until there was nothing left of me.”  
 
    Quinn moves toward me and I cower away. It’s a natural reaction but I immediately regret it. Quinn’s eyes narrow at me and I can feel the heat in them.  
 
    “You think I’d hurt you?” he asks and my insides quiver.  
 
    “I…”  
 
    He doesn’t let me finish. He turns on his heel and walks back toward the door. So many emotions run wild through me that I don’t know what I’m doing.  
 
    “Quinn! Please, wait!” He stops near the door, his long hair hanging around his face, shielding him from my view.  
 
    “I get it, Ariel. I’m fucked up and there is nothin’ I can do to change that. You’re fucked up too, Ariel, but you had better never compare me to them again. I’ve been as carin’ as I can, darlin’. That was a low fuckin’ blow.”  
 
    I stand from the bed and move toward him, resting my hand on his back. Shocks zap through me and I know he can feel it too, I can feel him tense up. He slowly turns and looks down at me and my insides flutter.  
 
    “I’m sorry. You’re right. I shouldn’t have done that. You have been great to me and Ava. I’m sorry, Quinn.” Tears fill my eyes. Quinn shakes his head before reaching for me. Cupping my cheek in one hand, I lean into him.  
 
    “Doesn’t change how fucked I am, Ariel. I wish it did, but you’ve only seen the tip of iceberg as to who I am. You’re better off without me.” He leans in and presses his soft warm lips to mine briefly.  
 
    “Please. Just stay with me tonight, Quinn. I don’t want to be alone tonight.” I nearly beg him. Quinn shakes his head keeping his forehead pressed to mine.  
 
    “You don’t need me, Ariel.” 
 
    “I do need you. More than you know.” Kissing him back, his fingers tighten on my cheek. Heat races through my body. I want him inside of me again. The way he felt the last time, I need to feel that again even if it is the last time.  
 
    “Ariel, come on, baby. Don’t make this harder on me,” he pleads as he grinds against me.  
 
    “Just tonight, Quinn. Please.”  
 
    In seconds he has us both naked and me on the bed underneath him. His eyes are full of what I’ve come to know as lust, his eyes hooded. His bare chest dances with color as tiny beads of sweat form and roll over every crevice. The urge to lick them is strong but I don’t think I have that much strength in me just yet.  
 
    “God, you’re fuckin’ perfect, Ariel. I’m gonna ruin you,” he says running his hand over his face. I reach up and pull him to me, kissing him roughly, letting him know that I’m okay being ruined by him. I just need to feel that it’s real, that he’s real. Quinn shifts and reaches down, grabbing his cock and swirling it over me. 
 
    “This what you want?” he asks in a growl. I arch my back and press into him giving me my answer.  
 
    “Yes,” I respond sounding desperate. Quinn doesn’t go slow and easy, no, he thrusts into me roughly, taking me the way he wants. My body bucks and moves with him, his body taking what it wants. Plunging into me, I’ve never felt so full, so used, so perfect in my life. Quinn leans down sucking my nipple into his mouth, letting his teeth sink in.  
 
    “Quinn! Oh!” He chuckles and thrusts harder. My body is on fire as he takes me rougher. His fingers replace his mouth, tugging and plucking at my nipple. Arching into him, he growls and lifts one of my legs over his shoulder. I peer up at him with my mouth open, gasps and moans filling the air.  
 
    “This what you wanted, baby?” he groans, keeping up his pace.  
 
    I can’t speak as he uses my body to the fullest extent. Quinn’s hand comes up to my throat and my eyes widen. Fear grips me and my heart races. Quinn sees the panic in me, and when he lowers his hand, his lips touch mine.  
 
    “Only pleasure, baby. No pain, I promise,” he reassures me sitting back up. I swallow hard as he thrust and squeezes gently. The feeling of warmth blasting through me makes me forget everything. He’s right; this is pleasure, not pain. His thrusts quickens and so do mine. We both come together as I scream for him. Quinn lies on top of me catching his breath as I do the same. My fingers find their way into his hair, loving the way the silken strands feel as they slip between them. Quinn’s lips press soft kisses in my neck and sigh in pleasure.  
 
    “I wish things were different,” he whispers.  
 
    Me, too. But rather than letting out those useless words, I keep him held tightly to me until we both fall asleep. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
    Q 
 
      
 
    “So what the hell does that mean?” I ask David as I sit in front of him in his office.  
 
    “It means they were taken from about three hours from here when they were three. They were never found, Quinn. What do you want to do here?” he asks, clasping his hands together in front of him. I blow out a breath knowing what all of this could mean. They could go home. They could be free of everything that those fuckers did to them. 
 
    “How do we prove it’s them?” I ask. David grabs a file and tosses it to me. When I open it I gasp. Those eyes would be recognizable anywhere. There is no doubt in my mind that these are Ariel and Ava. 
 
    “We set up a DNA test. Hospital can get a rush on it since it’s a missing person’s case. You just have to take them in.” Yeah, that’s all I need to do but do I want to? 
 
    “What are you thinking? You with one of them?” I raise my eyes to meet his but I don’t say a word. David chuckles. “Which one?” 
 
    “Ariel. I know it’s best to let her go, man. I’ll do what’s right,” I tell him truthfully. 
 
    “You’re a good man, Quinn. Just like Savage was. I know you’ll do what’s right by her. She deserves to have a second chance at life, you know? If that’s where she’s been that whole time, it’s going to take a shit load of therapy to get her there.” Nodding my head, I know he’s right but that doesn’t make my decision any easier.  
 
    “I’ll get them there in a few days. Make an appointment,” I tell him as I stand from the chair. “Takin’ this with me.” Holding the file up, he nods as I turn and leave his office. This should be good news yet somehow I feel like shit. I left her in bed this morning sleeping soundly, but for some reason it ripped at my heart. I didn’t want to leave. I find myself drawn to her and that’s a goddamn problem.  
 
    I head back to the clubhouse with too much shit on mind. Letting them go home is the ideal thing to do. We don’t need the backlash or the bullshit from a fucking cult blowing back on us, but they’ve been here for a while now and nothing has happened. No one has come looking thus far. What kind of life do they have if they have to remain hidden inside all the time? It’s not one. As soon as I get back, I climb off my bike, grab the file, and head inside. As soon as I spot Roman and Stoney, I wave them over as I take the seat in the back of the room.  
 
    “Bring us some beers,” I call out to Mini. She smiles and nods heading toward the bar when the guys sit.  
 
    “Where you been?” Stoney asks when he sees the file.  
 
    “Had a visit with David. Found some shit out and we need to talk about it.” Mini sets the beers in front of us but remains standing next to me, her hand on my shoulder. I brush it off and look up at her.  
 
    “Get the fuck outta here, Mini. You’re here for one thing and that’s it,” I hiss, watching her smile fade. She moves away quickly as Stoney laughs.  
 
    “She’s been clingy, brother.” 
 
    “She’s a pain in the ass.”  
 
    “What’s this about, Prez?” Roman asks pulling my attention back to what’s important. 
 
    “Ariel and Ava. They were kidnapped when they were three about three hours from here,” I tell them as I spin the open file around so they can look at it.  
 
    “Goddamn. I bet their parents were a fuckin’ mess,” Stoney says under his breath.  
 
    “Looked for them for years but always came up with nothin’. Those sick fucks had them the whole time,” I add.  
 
    “What now? We take them back? Turn them over?” Looking at Roman, I nod. Stoney curses under his breath.  
 
    “David’s settin’ up an appointment to get that DNA test shit done in a few days. That gives us a week maybe before they get the results.”  
 
    “Fuck that. I ain’t ready to let her go,” Stoney chimes in in a pissed off tone.  
 
    Roman chuckles and says, “Never seen you get fucked up over a chick that you haven’t had your cock in, brother.” My head snaps in his direction and my eyebrows rise.  
 
    “What the hell? You ain’t fucked her?” I ask. Stoney shakes his head no and I chuckle.  
 
    “Fuck you, man. She wasn’t ready, but that doesn’t change the fact that she’s mine.”  
 
    “Yours, huh? You claimin’ her just like that?” I ask him, surprised to hear him say it. “What if she doesn’t wanna stay, brother? What if she wants to go back to her family?” The look in his eyes is one I’ve never seen. He looks almost lost at the idea. 
 
    “Then I’ll let her go, but if she doesn’t, I’m keepin’ her,” he deadpans. I nod my head and run my hand through my hair.  
 
    “What about Ariel?” 
 
    “What about her?”  
 
    “Really, Q? You gonna act like that?” Roman eyes me. 
 
    “Fuck, man. I don’t know. I don’t want her to go, but I don’t want her to stay. I’m not good for her and you aren’t good for Ava either. We all fuckin’ know it would end badly for everyone involved,” I tell them both knowing it’s true.  
 
    “Fuck that, Q, and fuck you! I’m not lettin’ her go!” Stoney shoves out of his chair and storms toward the door as I reach up and grab my beer. Roman eyes me as I take a long pull.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You really gonna let her go?” 
 
    “It’s what’s best.” 
 
    “I’ve seen you with her. You seem calmer when she’s around.”  
 
    Shaking my head, I lean back in my chair.  “Might be but that makes no difference. I’m not a selfish man, Roman. I know what they lived through and it would be a complete fuck up to keep her around. I can’t help her get better,” I admit. Just as the words leave my mouth, she’s there.  
 
    “How do you know that?”  
 
    Looking over my shoulder, I grin. “Need me to keep tellin’ you?” She crosses her arms over her chest in a defiant manner. It looks so fucking cute like that.  
 
    “I think you’ve helped me more than you know, Quinn.”  
 
    Roman chuckles as I keep my eyes on her. “We talked about this, Ariel. Come sit down, there’s somethin’ else I wanna talk to you about,” I tell her. She looks from me to Roman before sitting in the chair next to me.  
 
    “I’ll let you tell her alone.” Roman stands and leaves the room, leaving only me and Ariel. The electricity between us is palpable and I can’t deny it, but I also know what’s right. Grabbing the file, I spin it and slide it toward her. She eyes me before looking down. Her hand comes to cover her mouth as tears fall down her cheeks.  
 
    “That’s us, isn’t it?” she asks.  
 
    “Yeah. We think so. Got an appointment to get you both tested in a few days. Your parents looked for you for years,” I fill her in. She looks up at me, her eyes wide, her head tilted to the side. 
 
    “They did?” Nodding my head, I take another pull from my beer, needing something to do with myself. “You’re getting rid of me,” she says softly, her voice trembling.  
 
    “I’m not gettin’ rid of you. I’m sendin’ you home. It’s what’s best, Ariel. You deserve to know your parents and live your life.” 
 
    “I am living my life, Quinn! I have been since the day you took me! Why don’t you see that?” She shoves out of her chair and starts to walk away but I follow.  
 
    “Because you’re not! You can’t go outside for fear that someone will spot you. What kind of life is that?”  
 
    Ariel spins around, her eyes pinned on mine. “You make me feel alive, Quinn. I’ve never felt that before. How could you just throw me away, Quinn?” The tears keep falling like a waterfall down her cheeks, and the more I see them, the more I feel like shit. As much as my feelings have grown for her, I can’t be what she needs.  
 
    “Ariel, fuck!” Moving quickly, I grab her shoulders and force her to look at me. “You drive me insane. When I look at you, I want to grab the stars and hand them to you but I can’t! I want to give you the world but I’m not what you need. I would only hurt you more, Ariel. I don’t wanna do that!” Shaking her slightly, I let go and pull back. One step is all she gives me. Her arms go around my neck, her lips claiming mine in a way I didn’t know she could. Her hands tangle in my hair, pulling it roughly. My body comes alive but that’s not what startles me.  
 
    It’s the way my heart responds that scares the shit out of me. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
    Ariel 
 
      
 
    As excited as I am that my parents are out there, the thought of leaving Quinn is far worse than any punishment. My heart might be lying to me, saying that I need him and love him, but I’m willing to live that lie. For him, I will.  
 
    “You’re killin’ me, Ariel,” he says, dropping his head to my shoulder.  
 
    I know how hard this is for him. It’s hard for me too but he makes me feel.  
 
    “I only want you, Quinn. I know you keep saying that you will ruin me, but there isn’t anything worse than what they did. All you have done is make me feel and that’s all I want. I want to feel with you.” Quinn pulls back and looks at me, his expression torn. He doesn’t know what to say or do and frankly neither do I.  
 
    “Your family is out there, Ariel. You have people who love you,” he quietly replies.  
 
    “I have people I love as well,” I retort. His eyes widen and move between mine before his mouth opens.  
 
    “What are you sayin’?” Shaking his head, he doesn’t want to hear it but he’s going to.  
 
    “I love you, Quinn.” 
 
    “No you don’t. You can’t! You don’t know me, Ariel. Goddamn it!”  
 
    Watching the look in his eyes, it’s one I’ve known a very long time. Fear.  
 
    “I scare you.” The statement seems to pop him back into reality.  
 
    “More than a woman should. I’m older than you. I’ve lived, Ariel. You haven’t.” 
 
    “Does it matter? If I choose you, why does it matter?” 
 
    “You only choose me because…” He looks confused and doesn’t finish. 
 
    “You can’t think of a reason why I’d choose you, can you?” He reluctantly shakes his head, and in this very moment I see how broken Quinn is too. It wasn’t just me.  
 
    “I choose you because you bring me comfort. I choose you because you make me feel alive. I choose you because after everything that has happened to me, you have showed me there is more to life than I’ve ever known. And most of all, you showed me that kindness does actually exist,” I tell him before wrapping my arms around his waist and resting my head on his chest. I can feel the steady beat of his heart as it thrums beneath my ear. We stand here awkwardly when I finally feel his hands wrap around me, holding me closely. His lips come to rest on the top of my head, blowing a breath into my hair.  
 
    “God, baby. I don’t know what the hell I’m doin’, Ariel.” 
 
    “Just give me a chance, Quinn. Please.”  He sighs once more but keeps me wrapped in his embrace.  
 
    “I don’t make promises I can’t keep, Ariel. I don’t know that I can, but I’ll try. You still need to meet your real family, though,” he says as my heart skyrockets through the roof. I pull my head back and stare up at him with the biggest smile I can muster.  
 
    “You will try?”  
 
    Quinn stares at me, those dark orbs calling out to me. He reaches up and brushes my hair behind my ear. 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll try. I don’t like havin’ you involved in my world, Ariel. I’ll never like it because you deserve so much more. We’re headin’ out tonight, and if this is really what you want, I want you to go with me. I need to see if you can fit in my world.” My heart nearly explodes in my chest. I nod my head rapidly before kissing him again. 
 
    “Yes! I want to go. Where are we going?” Quinn chuckles and runs his fingers through my hair.  
 
    “Not far. Underground fights. Roman is in a lot of them and kicks ass. When we get there, know there are rules. You stay with me, by my side. You don’t speak to anyone that I don’t approve. I know it sounds bossy and shit, but there will be people there you won’t want to get involved with.”  
 
    The more he talks, the more excited I become. I have never been out before.  
 
    “Okay. I promise I will stay right next to you!” Giving him another quick kiss, I turn and run down the hallway so that I can get ready. I can hear Quinn’s laughter and it sounds like pure perfection to me. My insides clench with happiness when I see Ava in the room.  
 
    “Hey!”  
 
    “Why are you so happy?” she asks. I proceed to tell her what’s going on, and despite the fact that she’s excited to meet our real parents, she is hesitant as well.  
 
    “I really like Stoney,” she says, her cheeks turning pink.  
 
    “Are you going tonight?”  
 
    “Yes. He asked me but he said that I had to stay with him. I can’t walk away-”  
 
    “Or talk to anyone he didn’t approve of?” I finish for her.  
 
    “How did you know that?” she asks surprised.  
 
    “Quinn gave me the same speech.” We both giggle before Ava sits on the edge of the bed looking up at me.  
 
    “Are you happy, Ariel?” 
 
    “I don’t really know what happy is but I think so.” 
 
    “Me too. I really want to meet our parents, if that’s who they are. I wonder what they are like and if they will remember us.” I smile to myself.  
 
    “I’m excited to go out tonight. We haven’t gone anywhere before. I think it will be fun, don’t you?”  
 
    I shrug my shoulders unsure of how to respond. We never went anywhere but school and then here when Quinn took us.  
 
    “I hope so, although we don’t really know what fun is,” I admit.  
 
    “You laugh here, Ariel. That is fun.” 
 
    “You might be right, but we have to follow the rules that Quinn and Stoney have given us. We don’t want any more trouble.” Ava nods her head before standing and changing her shirt. I walk to the mirror that hangs above the bed and pull my hair up in my hands, tilting my head to the side to examine my look. I’ve never worn my hair up, we were never allowed to.  
 
    “Are you going to put it up?” Ava asks, stepping up next to me with a smile on her face. I love seeing her smile and she does it all the time now.  
 
    “I don’t know. Do you think it would look bad?” Ava grabs my hair in her hands and twists it around before holding it against my head. “Where did you learn to do that?” I ask her. 
 
    “I’ve watched the girls. They show me sometimes how to do my hair and all. I’ve just never been brave enough to do it.” Smiling widely at her, I spin and hug her.  
 
    “Let’s do it then. Let’s put it up. Would you do mine?” Her eyes widen when she pulls back but she smiles yet again. 
 
    “You really want me to?” Nodding my head, she squeals and runs into the bathroom bringing back a hair brush and hair ties. She sets to work on my hair before moving to do her own.  
 
    “You look beautiful, Ava.” 
 
    “As do you sister.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
    Q 
 
      
 
    There are many people I’d fight on certain things but Ariel isn’t one of them. She stands in front of me in with boots that come to her knees, skinny jeans and a tiny tank top that I’m not sure she should be wearing. But what gets me is the way her long neck is accentuated with her hair pulled up. I’ve never seen her with her hair up and I can’t say that I don’t like it. My cock finds it extremely interesting too. She’s arguing with me about putting a helmet on and messing up her hair. I don’t think I can find it in me to argue back though. Her neck looks so fucking delicious. I feel like a goddamn vampire ready to move in and bite her.  
 
    “Why are you looking at me like that?” she snaps, pulling my attention back to her eyes. She stares at me as if I’m losing my mind, but that shit’s been gone since the day she stepped foot into my world. Without saying a word, I reach up and slowly slip my fingers down her neck, watching the blush creep across her cheeks.  
 
    “Do you know how fuckin’ sexy you look right now?” I ask her already knowing she doesn’t. Ariel doesn’t find herself attractive. They’ve made her believe that she is just who she is - a pawn to be used.  
 
    “I don’t think so,” she says lowering her head. I run my fingers back up her neck and over to her chin, lifting her face back to mine. Licking my lips, I lean into her as she watches me. Brushing my lips over hers, she moans.  
 
    “You are fuckin’ gorgeous, Ariel. I’ve never seen anything like you,” I tell her softly.  
 
    “Except me!” Ava shouts next to us. I turn to look at her and laugh. She’s been very outspoken lately and I like it. She needs to be herself, both of them do.  
 
    “Yeah, except you,” I add. The girls giggle as I pull Ariel into my chest, just holding her there. I love feeling her pressed against me, her warmth seeping into my pores. She’s the good in all this evil. They both are.  
 
    “You look good today,” I tell Ava.  
 
    She smiles but that smile really lights up when she sees Stoney. He stalks toward her like she’s his prey and I wonder if he feels the same way for her as I do Ariel. That thought alone unnerves me. Not the him with her, the part about me feeling things for Ariel. I know I shouldn’t. I know it’s best to walk away, but how can I do that when the pull is so strong? I am watching the interaction between Ava and Stoney when I feel her fingers moving under the hem of my shirt. Glancing down at her, she beams up at me with happiness as I shake my head.  
 
    “You’re gonna kill me, baby,” I tell her as she continues the torture she’s inflicting on my body right now. She knows she’s doing it too. Her eyes sparkle with mischief, but when she bites her bottom lip, I almost lose it.  
 
    “So, we don’t have to take the bike?” she asks sweetly, knowing that when she has her hands on me, and that drives me crazy. Somethings changing in me. I can feel it. All those jagged edges of my heart are slowly being rounded out but her. She’s piecing me back together whether I want to admit that or not, and in turn, I’m showing her how life should be. How she should enjoy being with someone, not fearing it, and from the look in her eyes, I’m doing a damn good job.  
 
    “Fuck!” I groan just from her touch, but I nod my head like a fucking pussy whipped bitch.  
 
    “You goin’ soft, Q?” Roman slaps my shoulder when he walks up next to me.  
 
    “He’s not soft,” Ariel adds, her cheeks even pinker. God, I think I’m starting to like that mouth of hers a little more.  
 
    “You keep talkin’ like that and I can’t be held responsible for my actions, babe.” Her eyes light up and I fall right into her.  
 
    “You two make me sick,” Roman grumbles until Ariel pulls her hand from my shirt and turns to him.  
 
    “Do you like fighting?” she asks Roman.  
 
    She’s curious and understandably so. The sheltered lives they’ve led up until now have given them nothing to go on.  
 
    “I do. It lets me get all my frustrations out,” he tells her, crossing his arms over his chest.  
 
    “What frustrations?”  
 
    “Sexual frustrations! Fucker can’t get none,” Stoney chimes in, fucking with him. Roman flips him off as we all laugh, except Ariel.  
 
    “You are a very good looking man,” she says, tilting her head to the side to take him.  
 
    It pisses me off a little that she’s eyeing that fucker but I’ve come to know Ariel as a very straight forward person. I raise an eyebrow and watch the interaction between the two of them. Roman looks at her, his brows furrowed and his eyes narrowed.  
 
    “He was jokin’, darlin’. I can get any girl I want, but I appreciate that.” 
 
    “I don’t think you could get any girl you want. Maybe she doesn’t want you,” she presses.  
 
    I smirk and wait for Roman to answer that one. He steps closer to her and for a moment I think she’s going to freak out, but she holds her head high and stares back at him. I find myself being prouder and prouder of this girl and it’s a strange feeling to have.  
 
    “Who wouldn’t want me?” he asks in her face. Ariel raises an eyebrow and answers. 
 
    “I wouldn’t want you.”  
 
    The guys all burst into laughter when Roman speaks again. “Tell me. What do you like about the pretty boy? I’m genuinely interested.” He watches her but she turns to look at me with a smile that could melt my cold fucking heart.  
 
    “He’s perfect. He’s been broken but he put himself back together. He’s had a hard life but he sees the best in it. He cares for people more than he cares for himself. I have no doubt that if his family was threatened, Quinn would lay down his life for them.”  
 
    She sees me. I didn’t want her to and I sure as hell didn’t allow it, but still she sees me.  
 
    “He has a pretty face and long hair and you still like him?” Roman keeps going but Ariel and I are connected. Our eyes speak when our mouths don’t need to.  
 
    “He has a beautiful face.”  
 
    Without overthinking it and not giving a fuck about whoever is around, I grab her face in my hands and kiss her. Roman laughs and the other guys holler. Fuck all of them. She fucking sees me. My fingers trail along her cheeks as my tongue dances in her mouth. I’ve never felt this kind of surge in my chest with anyone else. Ariel is different and always will be. When I pull my mouth from hers, she whines. I smirk.  
 
    “You want me, don’t you?” I ask her huskily. She nods head, pressing her body against mine. 
 
    “Do we have to leave now?” she whines a little. It’s cute and hot all at the same time.  
 
    “Promise I’ll make you feel good tonight.”  
 
    “Oh for the love of God can we go? I’m gonna be late to my own goddamn fight!” Roman is on edge today although I’m not sure why. He’s been off lately. I need to make it a point to sit down and ask him about it later but right now we need to get on the road.  
 
    “He’s right. We gotta go. We’re takin’ the truck,” I add, catching glares from all around. When Roman goes to fight, we go as a club to support him. Hell, it’s a good time for all of us too. We let off a little steam and watch some good fights.  
 
    “You takin’ a cage for the lady?”  Asphalt teases.  
 
    “Look at her, brother. I’d take a goddamn bullet if she told me to,” I smart off. Ariel’s eyes widen as she looks up at me.  
 
    “You would?” 
 
    “You gonna make me?”  
 
    “No, but I find it fascinating that you would do that.” 
 
    “Why? You can see straight through me, Ariel. You should know what I feel about you.” That smile that makes my heart leap crosses her face and that’s it. I’m lost in this girl once more.  
 
    “I feel the same for you.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
    Ariel 
 
      
 
    We made good time to the fights, and so far I don’t see anyone that would be a threat to us. I do as I’m told and stay close to Quinn’s side. He holds me protectively there and I find that I like it more and more when he does that. At first, I was a little afraid of him. He looked so innocent with his boyish looks, but I also saw the man in him. The darker man he keeps hidden until he needs to come out and be set free. As strange as it is, I find myself drawn to both sides of Quinn. He tightens his hold as we watch the fights before Roman’s. I can’t believe this is what they like to do.  
 
     “There is so much blood,” I say more to myself but he heard me.  
 
    “It happens. This isn’t the fake shit. It’s all real.” 
 
    “Will Roman be hurt badly?” Looking up at him, he can see the concern in my eyes, but Quinn is never one to sugarcoat anything for me.  
 
    “Maybe. It’s a risk he takes doin’ this, though.” A shiver races through my body but Quinn just smirks.  
 
    I watch as a girl walks around, shoving her chest in men’s faces before passing them beers. I wonder why she has to do that? I know some of the girls at school were like that too. When she walks up to Quinn and does it, I just watch. He leans in and whispers something in her ear making her laugh. She playfully slaps at him as I step away. I watch the two of them as they smile and joke around. Something in my chest tightens. Was what he was saying all this time true? Could he not be with just me? I blink rapidly trying to keep the tears at bay but my chest feels like it’s caving in. The air is being sucked from my lungs. I can’t breathe.  
 
    Turning on my heel, I shove my way through the crowd. I need space. He was right. He doesn’t want me the way I want him. Rejection feels far worse than I expected it to. I can’t believe I let my heart open and hope. I was so naive to believe that I could finally have something I wanted in my life I thought what I was feeling for Quinn was special. I thought that he was everything and now I all I feel is humiliation just like I did on the compound. I feel used and worthless, just the way the used to make me feel.   Tears slowly leak down my cheeks as I push through the mob of people. Some grab at me, others shove me aside.  
 
    “Ariel!” 
 
     I can hear him calling to me but I can’t stop. I don’t want to. I need air. I need to think. What have I done? I’ve given him so much of myself and I feel like it was all wasted.  
 
    “Ariel, Stop!”   
 
    More hot tears spill down my cheeks when I’m grabbed from behind. I don’t have any fight in me right now. I know it’s Quinn, I’d know that touch anywhere and maybe that’s why I’m not fighting him. He stomps toward the back of the building with me still in his arms, dragging me along with him.  
 
    “Get the fuck outta my way!” he growls at the people in front of him. They move to the side and Quinn storms into the bathroom, kicking the door closed before setting me on my feet.  
 
    “What the hell was that? I told you not to walk away from me!”  
 
    His words spark something in me. Anger. Indignation. Strength. Why am I still letting people control me? Why can I not stand with my head held high and be who I am? I can. I can do that. I’m no longer on the compound. They can’t control who or what I am now. I turn to face him, wiping the water from my cheeks and stand tall. 
 
    “I will not be used anymore. I have been used my whole life. I thought you were different, Quinn. I thought this lying heart of mine was telling me the truth when I thought I cared for you.” He watches me with his hands on his hips. An almost amused look on his face. How dare he? 
 
    “You done yet?” 
 
    “No! I’m done being used. I am a woman who deserves to be treated with respect,” I snap before trying to walk past him toward the door. His hand shoots out and lands on my stomach, butterflies deciding to dance their way in. Traitorous body. I don’t want to like his touch, but it still ignites a fire in me. Quinn pushes me back so that I can look up at him. His eyes are blazing, darker than I’ve ever seen them. 
 
    “You think I used you?” I don’t answer. “Answer me!” I jolt from the tone of his voice.  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “You were happy with that girl touching you and you touching her. I never want you to touch me again that way,” I say, standing my ground. Quinn chuckles before stepping closer to me.  
 
    “You don’t want me to touch you?” he asks, his voice dark and husky. My body responds to it but my head doesn’t agree.  
 
    “No, Quinn. I’m no longer on the compound. I no longer have to be used by anyone.” His smirk stays in place as he walks be backward until I hit the wall. He hovers over me, those eyes burning so deep into my soul that I know I’ll never be the same.  
 
    “I’ve never used you. That bitch out there was nothin’. She’ll never be anything, but you, Ariel...  Fuck.”  
 
    “Me what? What am I, Quinn, because I feel like nothing.” More tears slowly leak from my eyes as he tilts his head to look at me.  
 
    “I make you feel like you’re nothin’?” Something in his eyes changes. He’s no longer the hardened man he was trying to be. No, he’s softer. He’s the man who held me when I cried, the one who stroked my hair and kissed me until I couldn’t breathe. 
 
    “When you touched her-”  
 
    “She’s nothin’ to me, Ariel!” 
 
    “But you still touched her, Quinn!”   
 
    He takes a step back and runs his hand through his hair but never takes his eyes off me. “I don’t know what the fuck to say here. I told you I’d fuckin’ try this shit for you. For you! And now you tell me I make you feel like nothin’? What the fuck?” He tugs at his hair as I watch him.  
 
    “That girl-” I begin but he stops me. His hands wrap around my shoulders, his eyes meeting mine.  
 
    “That girl is just a girl! Do you think I’d bring you here if I wanted her? Do you think I’d say I’ll try if I didn’t want to? Fuck, Ariel! I’m doin’ the best I can right now. You don’t want me? Fine. Fuck you,” he growls, giving me a shove. My body bounces against the wall but when he turns to walk toward the door, I lose it. All the pent up frustrations, all the memories. All the times I was used and abused seem to be welling up inside of me.  
 
    “I hate you!” I scream before I go flying toward him. I kick, hit, and slap at his back all the while I’m screaming. Quinn turns around to face me and I punch at his chest. He lets me. He doesn’t try to stop me. He just stands there taking it as I scream and hit him. The look on his face is pure torture. This is hurting him, I can see it.  
 
    “I hate you! I hate them! I hate what they did to me! I hate that I can’t get away from the memories. The scars! They are all over me!” The more I hit him and scream, the weaker I feel. The floodgates have opened on all that I’ve attempted to shove down and hide all these years. I’ve kept this away from Ava so that she would never know the pain they caused me. I didn’t want her to worry and be sorry, but with Quinn? I can’t hide it from him, I don’t want to. I want to show him everything. He pulls each layer of the mask I put in place away and leaves me bare to him. Sobs shake my body as Quinn wraps his arms around me, pinning my arms between us.  
 
    “Shh, it’s okay, Ariel. Everything’s okay, baby.” He rocks me in his arms as we slide to the floor. He holds me in his lap, running his hand down my back.  
 
    “I don’t hate you, Quinn.” I cry harder, my body shaking with each tear.  
 
    “I know you don’t.” 
 
    “I love you, Quinn. I love you.” My sobs come even harder knowing that I could be ruining everything we have here, but it’s true and after what I just did, he needs to know that.  
 
    “I know, Ariel. I love you too,” he whispers into the top of my hair as he holds me tighter.  The more he rocks me, the more I sob. I feel like I’m drowning in emotions that I have no control over just like at the compound. Except I’m not there anymore. I’m here. I’m safe. I’m with Quinn. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
    Q 
 
      
 
    I hold her tighter not giving a shit that people are banging on the door to get in. I don’t give a shit that I’m missing Roman’s fight. In this moment, I realize just how much Ariel needs me. I didn’t want to admit it or believe it before, but I can see it as plain as day now. She thought that I’d use her and move on to the next girl. She wasn’t so far off, but that was in the beginning. I can’t imagine not having her next to me. I wouldn’t want anyone else next to me.  
 
    “I’m so stupid, Quinn,” she cries into my shirt.  
 
    “No you’re not. You’re emotional. You’ve had a hard life, Ariel. Everything that happened to you just got caught up inside. Let it out, baby. You can’t keep holdin’ that shit in like that, it’s not healthy.” 
 
    “Do you think I’m crazy?” Shifting her so that I can look at her, I force her gaze to mine. 
 
    “I think you were mistreated. I think you were brainwashed into thinkin’ you were somethin’ you weren’t. They were sick, darlin’. Not you.”   
 
    She blinks her eyes, stray tears falling down her cheeks. “I feel dirty, Quinn.”  
 
    My fucking heart feels like it’s breaking in half. I want to take away every memory she has of those assholes and replace it with happy ones but I can’t do that. God I wish I could. 
 
    “You aren’t dirty, Ariel. You know what you are?” She looks up at me, blinking those big emerald green eyes. 
 
    “What am I?” 
 
    “You’re mine,” I tell her, sounding so sure of myself when in the back of my mind I don’t know if I can be what she needs me to be, even if I want to be. 
 
    She tilts her head to seemingly to say something, but instead, she kisses me. Not a peck either, she’s kissing me like I’m the air she needs to breathe. Her tongue forces its way into my mouth and I moan. Ariel moves to straddle my legs, lowering herself down as she continues to assault my mouth. She’s tastes like fucking heaven and I want more of it. Ariel breaks the kiss before standing and looking down at me.  
 
    “What are you doin’?” I ask when her fingers move to the button on her jeans. She slowly slides them down, kicking her boots to the side along with her jeans.  
 
    “Take those off,” she says nodding toward my jeans.  
 
    I smirk and do what she wants. I shove my jeans down my legs before sitting back on the floor and looking up at her. She walks over, placing one leg on each side of me before lowering down. Grabbing my cock, I help her out. When she slides down my length, I hiss.  
 
    “What are you doin’, baby?” I ask her when she places her arms around my neck.  
 
    “Make me clean, Quinn.”  
 
    Shaking my head, there is no fucking way something as evil and worthless as me could cleanse her.  
 
    “Wish I could.” 
 
    “Then make me dirty. Make me your dirty.”  
 
    Her walls clench around me and I close my eyes. That I can do. I suck in a sharp breath, her lips come to my neck, sucking the flesh into her mouth. I groan as my cock twitches inside of her.  
 
    “Please, Quinn.”  
 
    Her breathy moans do it. I can’t tell her no. I wouldn’t want to. Grabbing her hips, I shove her down until I’m all the way inside of her. Ariel’s head tips back and her mouth parts as she begins to move up and down my length. She feels like perfection and all I’m doing is ruining her more. She asked for this. I didn’t force it. She wants my dirty. 
 
    With my hands on her hips, I help her move. Faster, harder. Her body tenses and all my senses explode. Her mouth lands on mine, kissing me like she may never get the chance again. I kiss her back with equal enthusiasm as she rides my cock the way she wants to.  
 
    “Quinn!” She screams my name as she impales herself on me. I curse trying to keep from coming already. She feels too damn good like this. With each fall down my cock, I clench my eyes closed. Her hands come to my cheeks, her body slowing. I open my eyes and find hers peering back at me.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” she whispers, rotating her hips.  
 
    “Fuck, Ariel. You feel so goddamn good,” I groan. Reaching between us, I find her clit. Ariel rolls her hips and I find a good rhythm.  
 
    “Oh, Quinn!” she whines as I rub harder and faster. Her pussy clamps around me, holding me tightly as she comes. She explodes, her body writhing as I swell inside of her.  
 
    “Just like that!” Squeezing and pulling, I explode inside of her. We’re both panting and sweaty; I rest my head on her shoulder.  
 
    “Never be sorry, Ariel.” Her head leans into mine as her breathing begins to calm.  
 
    “You make me better, Quinn.” 
 
    “I was thinkin’ the same thing about you.” 
 
    “I made you miss Roman’s fight, didn’t I?” Defeat laces her voice, making her sound sad. 
 
    “There’ll be more,” I tell her. Neither of us makes a move to get up, happy to just sit here in the other’s arms. It’s a strange feeling but one I’m finding that I enjoy. I don’t know if I should or not but I am. 
 
    “I never want you to think that I don’t want you, Ariel. I do. There are just somethings in this world that I’m used to. I’ve never had a girl like you. Never really wanted one but now, I don’t think I can let you go even if it’s the right thing to do.” Ariel pulls back and looks at me with light shining in those eyes of hers.  
 
    “I don’t want you to let me go, Quinn. I want you to keep me.”  
 
    How the hell do I argue with that? Simple. I don’t. Instead, I kiss her lips and savor this moment in time with her.  
 
    “We should probably get out of this bathroom.” Ariel giggles and stands, slowly allowing my cock to slide free.  
 
    “Fuck, that thing is dangerous,” I tell her, nodding toward her pussy. Her cheeks redden but I smirk. Ariel sets about cleaning herself up and getting her clothes back on as I do the same.  
 
    “Are you nervous about your parents?” I find myself curious to know what she’s thinking.  
 
    “I am. It’s been so long since I’ve seen them. I don’t really know who they are, if that makes sense. I don’t remember them.”  
 
    “Yeah, it does. You were different back before you were taken. I think it’s good though. You can get to know them again. See what life will be like with real parents,” I tell her.  
 
    “I think that’s what scares me the most.” 
 
    “You shouldn’t be scared, Ariel. Not everyone is like those fuckers back at the compound.” 
 
    “I know, but I just feel like I will look at them the same way. I think it’s going to be harder than I think it will to feel normal.”  
 
    I move toward her quickly, cupping my hand around the back of her neck. “You’re not normal, babe, but trust when I say that is a good thing.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
    Ariel 
 
      
 
    My nerves are firing off one by one. I’ve never been this nervous in my life. My hands shake at my sides, but Quinn just keeps running his hand up and down my arm trying to soothe me. My heart races as we stand here. We took the DNA test, and it came back we are indeed the girls taken all those years ago; they are really my biological parents. 
 
    “Calm down. Everything’s gonna be fine,” Quinn whispers in my ear. I lean into him needing to feel his stability. I look up into his eyes and everything else slowly fades. 
 
    “I don’t want to leave you, Quinn.” He smirks and kisses me before pulling back.  
 
    “It’s not forever, Ariel. You’re gonna go on a little vacation to get to know your parents. It’s good for you. Besides, you got the phone I bought you. You can call me and shit whenever you want,” he reminds me.  
 
    I smile and nod as I wring my hands in front of me. Ava is wrapped tightly in Stoney’s arms but she has a smile on her face. “Do you think he really cares for her?” I ask looking toward the two. Quinn follows my gaze and sighs.  
 
    “Look at him. I’d say it’s a yes,” he teases. Stoney has his face nuzzled in Ava’s hair. Her smile is brighter than I’ve ever seen it before.  
 
    “She’s smiling. She’s happy,” I add.  
 
    “Are you happy?”  
 
    I turn to look back up at him and get lost in those eyes of his. The honey colored eyes that have called out to me since the first time I looked into them. “Sometimes it’s hard to know what happy is, but if it’s the feeling I get inside of me when I’m with you, then yes. I’m very happy.”  
 
    Quinn leans down and kisses me gently when someone clears their throat behind us. Quinn looks up before I turn and see them. David, the police Chief that Quinn was telling me about, stands there with a man and woman that looks so much like me and Ava it’s scary. Quinn holds my hand tightly in his as they approach us.  
 
    “Ariel, Ava. This is Marcus and Annabell Reynolds. Your parents.” We all stare at each other but they have tears in their eyes. Quinn tries to release my hand but I squeeze harder.  
 
    “It’s been so long since we’ve seen the two of you. You are beautiful,” Annabell says. Ava moves first, slamming into the woman’s arms, but I’m still nervous. I watch as they all hug and embrace each other. 
 
    “It’s okay, Ariel,” Quinn whispers once more.  
 
    I look up at him and nod before releasing his hand. I walk toward them, and to my surprise, they open their arms and pull me in. We stand like this for a long time. Them whispering how sorry they are for what happened. Telling us what had happened that day. Saying how much they missed us and love us. My heart swells a little more.  
 
    “Well, we should get on the road,” Marcus says as we all pull apart. Ava holds tightly to our mother’s hand but smiles over her shoulder at Stoney. He gives her a nod and watches as they lead us toward the door.  
 
    My eyes find Quinn’s and the world seems bigger. Being away from him isn’t what I want but meeting my family may be what I need. Quinn gives me a nod as well but I can’t stand it. I pull away from our mother and run toward him. He holds his arms out and I slam into him, wrapping my arms around his neck and sobbing.  
 
    “Everything’s okay, baby. You need to know your parents.” 
 
    “Promise me you will be here when I come back. Promise me, Quinn,” I cry into his shirt. He takes a deep breath but he doesn’t say the words. That hurts more than he could possibly know. I know Quinn doesn’t make promises but I need him to. Just this once. Quinn lowers me to my feet, swallowing hard as he holds my face in his hands.  
 
    “You know where I am, baby. I’m not goin’ anywhere.” Then he leans in and kisses me with such passion I want to explode. I want to suck in every bit of essence this man has and keep it with me. When he pulls back, he brushes the tears from my cheeks and smiles. That’s the most I’m going to get from him and I accept it.  
 
    “I love you, Quinn.” Saying the words feels like I’m saying goodbye forever. Something tightens in my chest when Ava lays a hand on my shoulder. I turn to her and curl into her arms as she leads me out of the building and toward the waiting car. Trembles shake my body as I look back over my shoulder at him. He stands there looking as perfect as ever. His eyes have hardened as if it pains him to let me see that he cares. It’s like the first time I met him. I watch him as everyone climbs in, and when it’s my turn, he gives me another quick nod. Giving him a soft smile, I climb in behind the others.  
 
    “You two are so beautiful. So grown up,” our mother fusses over us, but I can’t stop the growing ache in my chest as I watch the one thing that made me feel alive slowly fade from my sight. A tear slips down my cheek when Ava pulls me into her side.  
 
    “It’s okay, Ariel. He will be there when you come back.” Her words aren’t reassuring. It feels like a hole is being ripped in my chest and there is nothing I can do to stop it. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
    Q 
 
      
 
    “We doin’ the right thing, Q?” Stoney asks as we watch the car pull away.  
 
    My fucking heart is breaking and there is nothing I can do to stop it. “Look at us, brother. We aren’t what they deserve,” I tell him honestly.  
 
    “You think they’ll come lookin’?” Shaking head, I run my hand through my hair and blow out a breath.  
 
    “No. I’ll think they will find what they were lookin’ for in their real family. We were just there when they needed it, man.” I scratch at my jaw, letting those words sink in. That’s all we were. We were protectors when they needed it the most. We took care of them when they had nothing else. Now they need to live their lives.  
 
    “You good?” David steps up placing a hand on my shoulder. 
 
    “Yeah. I’m good. Hey, thanks for puttin’ this together,” I tell him, pulling a cigarette out and walking toward the door.  
 
    “You care about her, Quinn. I can see it in your eyes.” He follows me outside as I light up.  
 
    “Don’t matter. She’s where she belongs now.” Blowing a cloud of smoke into the air, I glance around when he speaks again.  
 
    “Just because she’s with her family doesn’t mean that’s where she belongs. Think about that,” David says before walking away. Fuck him. What the hell he would know? 
 
    “You think he’s right?” Stoney asks when I look over at him. 
 
    “He’s a fuckin’ pig. He don’t know shit.” Tossing my cigarette to the ground, I grind my boot into it, my mood becoming more pissy by the second. I knew what was coming when I brought her here. I knew that this would be the last time I saw her and I talked myself into being okay with that. Now I’m not so sure. Watching her fade from view, I realized I didn’t want to let her go. I didn’t want to see her look at me with so much fucking hope that she would see me again.  
 
    “Wanna hit the liquor store before we head back?” 
 
     Glancing over my shoulder at Stoney, I nod. That’s the first smart thing he’s said all day. Grabbing my helmet, I slide it on before climbing on my bike. Revving it up, I pull out onto the road. It doesn’t feel the same without her on the back. I want to feel her up close and holding onto me. I want her fucking warmth seeping into me as we ride, but that’s not going to happen anymore. The more I think about it, the more I become pissed. What was I supposed to do though? Be a selfish son of a bitch and hold her here like they did? I can’t be like them. I don’t want to be. There are so many things that I’ve fucked up in my life, but I refused to let her be one of them. Ariel brought out the best in me and now that’s fucking gone with her. She’s gone.  
 
    We pull up at the clubhouse after grabbing all the liquor our bikes could hold. Climbing off, I toss my helmet not giving a shit where it fell and stomping around the back. Asphalt, Richy, and a few of the prospects eye me but no one says a word. Not until Roman spots me.  
 
    “You let her go, huh?” 
 
    “Fuck off,” I mumble, grabbing the first bottle I can find and taking a long pull. The burn moves down my throat until finally hitting my stomach.  
 
    “No. You fucked up, Q.”  
 
    I turn to look at him and the anger that races through me doesn’t go unnoticed. My free hand flexes at my side.  
 
    “I fucked up? How did I fuck up? I sent her with her parents!” I roar taking another long pull.  
 
    “You let her go. You’re weak, motherfucker,” Roman sneers.  
 
    Dropping the bottle from my hand, I move with lightning speed. He didn’t even see me coming. My fist collides with his jaw knocking him back a step. He comes back at me, a grin on his fucking face that pisses me off a little more. We throw some good punches, each of us getting a few hits in before we’re pulled apart. I raise my hand and point at the bastard. 
 
    “You don’t get to say shit! I did what was right and you fuckin’ know it!”  
 
    Roman shakes his head and glares at me. “You did what you thought was best. She didn’t really wanna go, did she?”  
 
    Fuck him. Why am I even justifying myself to him? 
 
    “She doesn’t know what the hell she wants, Roman. She was used her whole fuckin’ life. She deserves to find out who she is. Don’t you think?” I raise an eyebrow and dare him to say something more. He doesn’t and that’s because he knows that I’m saying the truth.  
 
    Stoney doesn’t say shit, just hands me a bag and sits on one of the lawn chairs out back. I drop into the other ready to drown my fucking sins in this liquor. Mini and a few other girls come out to see what’s happening, but I avoid eye contact with all of them. I’m not in the mood to deal with any of them today.  
 
    “Got some good news,” Richy says, sitting across from me as I crack open the vodka. 
 
    “Yeah? What’s that?”  
 
    “DEA’s movin’ another shipment.” 
 
    “Not ours,” I finish with a chuckle.  
 
    “No but it’s a big load. Same type shit. Armored trucks and an off the grid warehouse. What the fuck are the odds?” He casually laughs as I let that roll around my head.  
 
    “So, what? You want it?” I ask looking him in the eye. Richy shrugs and looks to Stoney.  
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “What the fuck we got to lose?” Stoney grumbles, tipping his own bottle to his lips.  
 
    “You in?” I look over my shoulder at Roman.  
 
    “Fuck yeah. Last shit we got got triple on the streets.” He has a good point. 
 
    “When are they movin’?” Looking back at Richy, he chuckles.  
 
    “A few weeks. We got time to stake it out and shit.”  
 
    Nodding my head, I chug from the vodka bottle until everything starts to spin. I don’t give a shit either; I just want the memory of her to wash right the fuck out of me. All of us share some laughs when my phone rings. I slide it out and answer without looking. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Is it bad that I miss you already?” Her voice soothes me, calming my demons. I close my eyes and let the sound dance inside of me.  
 
    “I miss you too, baby. They’re nice though, yeah?” 
 
    “Yes. They are very nice. We have so much in common. I thought it would strange to be with them but it’s not so bad.” I can almost hear the tears falling.  
 
    “Don’t cry, Ariel. This is good remember?” Hearing her sniffle just drives a stake through my goddamn heart.  
 
    “I know, Quinn. It’s just hard. I didn’t think it would be this hard,” she cries softly.  
 
    “Wipe your eyes, babe. Don’t let this hurt you. You are strong. You can do this. They are your parents, Ariel. You can finally have that connection that those assholes ripped away from you.”   
 
    She sniffles once more. “You’re right. Thank you. I just needed to hear your voice.” 
 
    “You know where to find me,” I tell her softly before hanging up. I can’t listen to her tell me she loves me again. I can’t handle knowing that she’s never coming back. I promised myself that I would give it a week and then I’d shut this phone off. That I would cut off all contact with her, but fuck, that’s going to be harder than I thought. Her voice is like an angel singing to me. My demons hide when they hear something so pure. That’s something that is going to take time getting over. In the meantime, I can throw myself back into the club like I always have and get past this shit. I’m the goddamn president of Dark Savage MC. Why the hell am I letting her affect me this way?


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22 
 
    Ariel 
 
      
 
    “Was it weird once we were gone?” I ask our mother as we all sit around talking and getting to know each other. It’s been a week since we’ve been with them and I find myself falling into a routine.  
 
    “It was horrible. We cried every day. Your dad went back to work, but I just couldn’t. I knew you were both out there somewhere. The less leads the police had to go on, the more I felt lost. You were my world,” she says wiping the tears from her cheeks. Ava sits next to her. They have bonded quickly. She seems to have taken right to them to where I still feel much more guarded.  
 
    “I assume the police told you where we were, and I’m sure you have questions of your own. I just want you to know that I will answer them,” I say. Doing so will rip me apart deep inside but this is all a part of moving on with life, and I need to work past it with them. It’s a step toward healing and releasing all of the evil those people injected into my life. 
 
    “Were you with them the whole time?” 
 
    “Yes. We never fit in there. Ava and I were the only ones with blonde hair and green eyes. Everyone else, our brothers and sisters all had dark hair and eyes.” I swallow past the lump in my throat and continue. “We were told that we were special and pure, but as we got older the others would say things about how we were taken and didn’t really belong. Of course, we didn’t have any idea because that was all we were taught to believe. For a long time I thought I was special, but the more they came for me, for us, the more I knew something wasn’t right.”  
 
    Our mother is crying her eyes out as our father tries to console her. They already told us that the police filled them in on what happened to us, which is why I didn’t feel the need to tell them again.  I watch them interact, wondering if that’s what normal is. I’d never seen our other parents act this way with each other. They never seemed to speak unless my father asked something of my mother. Mother pulls Ava in for a hug, but I lean back in my chair, just observing.  
 
    “What about the men you were with? Who are they? David mentioned that they found you two.” Mother asks after wiping her eyes once more. I would cry but I don’t think I have the tears. Tears hold our secrets closer to us and I think that’s where a majority of mine need to remain. I can see the look in her eyes; she can’t handle more.  
 
    “Well, Quinn stole us.”  
 
    “He what? I’m calling the police!” My father stands and heads toward the phone, but I leap from the chair and follow him, trying to halt his actions. 
 
    “You can’t do that! You didn’t let me finish!” Ava rushes up next to me, her eyes wide.  
 
    “No, Father! Please don’t do that,” Ava begs. My mother comes to stand next to us, resting her hand on his shoulder. He looks down but he doesn’t touch the phone. I breathe a sigh of relief as Mother leads us back to the living room. We all take our seats but I’m leery to tell them more. Ava and I share a glance, neither of us wanting the guys to get in trouble because of us.  
 
    “Does that man mean something to you, Ariel? I already know your sister has feeling for the one, but I was a little shocked to see the way you were with him after all that’s happened to you.” Mother’s questions are always right to the point. I’ve learned that quickly.  
 
    “I love Quinn,” I state firmly. My father hisses as I tilt my head to study him. Mother slaps his leg but he shakes his head.  
 
    “He just used you, Ariel. Don’t you see that? He took advantage of you. You don’t love him!”  
 
    I gasp at his words. He doesn’t know that. Quinn wouldn’t do that to me. I stand from my seat and glare at him.  
 
    “You know nothing about me and Quinn. How dare you say those things to me?” Turning on my heel, I run from the room and up the stairs to where our bedroom is. I close the door and drop onto the bed when I hear someone come in. The bed shifts and Ava pulls me into her arms tightly.  
 
    “They don’t understand us is all. They don’t know what we feel, Ariel.” As she tries to reassure me, I cry harder. I don’t cry from my past, I cry because no one knows what I feel for Quinn. I love him, I truly do. I sit up and wipe my eyes.  
 
    “Why don’t they want to understand us, Ava?”  
 
    “I don’t know. I heard them talking earlier. They are calling in the media. They are going to put us on television, Ariel. I don’t think I want to do that.” I shake my head knowing I don’t want that.  
 
    “No. I will not let them ruin our lives further. I don’t want to be a part of that. We were missing and now we are home. That’s all anyone needs to know.” 
 
    “You heard that part?” Ava and I both turn to look as Mother comes in the room.  
 
    “We don’t want our past on the television.” 
 
    “We already made the decision. Just think of it as helping though.” 
 
    “Helping who?” I ask.  
 
    “The others on the compound. Maybe this will bring light to what happened to you and they can do something about it,” she says sounding hopeful. I don’t share the sentiment.  
 
    “No. We are adults. We don’t have to do anything we don’t want, not anymore. Quinn told me enough,” I tell her feeling that anger racing through my veins.  
 
    “Quinn doesn’t have a role here, Ariel. He has moved on. We just nee-”  
 
    “We need nothing! You will not plaster our tragedy all over the world. It was us who was abused. It was us who had unthinkable things done to us. These scars are a constant reminder of what we endured there!” Screaming at the top of my lungs, I hold out my arms so she can see the scars on my wrists. Her eyes water but I’ve had enough of this talk. 
 
    “I would like to be alone with Ava if that’s alright,” I say softly trying to reign in what I’m feeling. My emotions are all over the place these days and I don’t know how to control them. Mother nods and walks out of the room closing the door behind her.  
 
    “Do you think they will make us?” Ava asks crossing her legs where she sits.  
 
    “They can’t make us do anything. Didn’t Stoney tell you that much?” I look over at her. She nods her head, a smile on her face. 
 
    “He said no one can force us to do anything anymore. If we don’t want it, we don’t do it.” 
 
    “Good. Quinn said the same. We don’t want to do it and we won’t, Ava. I promise.”  


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23 
 
    Q 
 
      
 
    I’m so fucking drunk that I don’t know which way is up. We’ve already cased the warehouse. We have a plan worked out. Today was a bullshit day for all of us. We drank and partied more than anything else. It was a nice break from things, but my mind keeps drifting back to her. I try to drown the demons but those bastards just keep swimming back to the surface. I got rid of my phone just like I planned, although it tore at my insides to do it. I miss her like fucking crazy, but I’m sure she’s better off where she is. I stumble my drunken ass down the road not giving a shit about much of anything. I just needed out of the clubhouse for a while. I was going to take the bike and just ride, but I didn’t need a DUI charge on my ass. So, yeah, I fucking walk around drunk in public. What the hell could David say? It isn’t like he would arrest me for it.  
 
    “You look a little unsteady on your feet,” a man’s voice booms ahead of me. I raise my head and see the man. He’s tall, taller than me. He has dark hair and even darker eyes. The motherfucker reeks of evil. I should know.  
 
    “What do you care?” I huff and walk past him only to be grabbed from behind. I start to struggle when I feel the pinch of a blade being pressed into my neck.  
 
    “Don’t make a sound. We want information,” another man hisses in my ear. Information? Fuck, it has to be those bible thumping assholes. I start to struggle, feeling the blade as it rips through skin. The warm trickle of blood slides down my neck.  
 
    “What the fuck do you want?” I slur as I’m yanked into the tree line. 
 
    “You had something that belonged to us and we want it back.” I know exactly what they want and fuck them. They won’t get shit out of me.  
 
    “Fuck you, man. You people are sick!” I grumble. I know who they are. As soon as I saw his eyes, I knew. I just don’t know how they found me.  
 
    “We are God’s chosen. You are the sick one. Now the reason for our visit with you is to assure you no harm will come to the girls or yourself if you bring them back safely.”  
 
    Has he lost his goddamn mind? The man must be insane if he thinks I’d hand them over to a sick fuck like him. When I laugh, I receive a kick to the ribs. More than one fist slams into me repeatedly and I take it all. I’ll keep taking. For her.  
 
    “You stole those girls!” The man raises his voice. 
 
    “So did you,” I chuckle, holding my ribs and spitting blood onto the ground at his feet.  
 
    “You ruined everything we worked for. You must return them now,” another man says. I don’t stop laughing, not even when I’m beat to hell.  
 
    “That is your only warning. If you don’t return the girls, we will hunt them down and kill their family. That will be on you.”  
 
    Another fist to the eye and I fall back in the grass. I close my eyes as the men walk away. Son of a bitch. I pushed her away to keep her safe and now she’s not. Or is she? They don’t know where she is. They said it themselves. They will hunt them down. I just need to stay away from her. That was the plan anyway. I pull myself up and wince at the pain shooting through my body. It hurts like hell but I force my drunken ass to walk back to the clubhouse. The party is in full swing as I stumble in the door, pulling all kinds of attention.  
 
    “What the hell happened?” Mini is the first to yell when she sees me. She rushes over, throwing her arm around my waist trying to keep me upright. 
 
    “Help me to the chair and get some ice, yeah?” She nods and leads me toward the chair when Stoney spots me.  
 
    “What the fuck?”  
 
    “They found out we had them,” I tell him. He stands there in shock at what I just said.  
 
    “Take the fuckin’ party out back!” he roars. I watch the room slowly empty and the music in here die out. Mini comes back with the ice and places it on my eye, holding another bag in her hand.  
 
    “My ribs, sweetheart,” I tell her while keeping my good eye on Stoney. Mini sits next to me, and I hiss when the ice pack touches my ribs. 
 
    “Sorry,” she mumbles.  
 
    “What do you mean they know? How the fuck do they know?”  
 
    “Don’t know. Said they wanted them back and I better deliver them or they will hunt them down, kill their family.” Stoney’s face reddens. I can see the pissed off evil glint in his eyes.  
 
    “We’re good, Stoney. They don’t know where they are. They won’t find them. We stopped all communication with the girls,” I remind him. Right when I said that I saw the look in his eyes. 
 
    “You didn’t stop talkin’ to her?” I growl so loud Mini jolts. Dropping the ice, I shove out of the chair and stand in his face. Man to man, this motherfucker is going to tell me the goddamn truth.  
 
    “Tell me you stopped talkin’ to her, Stoney? Tell me you did the right thing and let her go?” Stoney runs his hand through his hair and blows out a breath. I grab the front of his cut, jerking him closer to me. “What the fuck did I tell you?” 
 
    “Look, Q. I get it brother. You’re pissed. You let your girl go, man. I couldn’t do it. I don’t want to.”  
 
    Why the hell didn’t he follow directions? 
 
    “I told you to let it go, Stoney. I told you to cut the fuckin’ communication!” Shoving him back a step, I watch him for a reaction.  
 
    “Fuck you, Q! You wanna act like she meant nothin’ to you? That’s fine but I sure as fuck won’t do it. You can order me around as my fuckin’ Prez, but I thought better of you as my brother!” Another stake slams into my heart.  
 
    “Fuck, Stoney. They’re not one of us!” 
 
    “I know that, Q. That’s why I’m steppin’ down when she comes back.”  
 
    What the hell did he just say? 
 
    “You’re gonna give it all up for her? That what you’re tellin’ me?” 
 
    “If I can’t have them both, then yeah.” 
 
    “You’d throw away your brotherhood for her?” But I know the answer even before I get the question out. I’m impressed, but not exactly surprised.  
 
    “Yeah, brother. And I know you would too if she asked you to,” he adds.  
 
    He’s right. Deep in this fucked up heart of mine, I know he’s right. If Ariel asked me to pull the sun from the sky and hand it to her, I would do it. Running my hand over my face, I sigh.  
 
    “What the fuck are we doin’ man?”  
 
    “Fuck if I know, Prez. She’s comin’ back one day. Maybe not soon but one day.”  
 
    I know she is. I can feel it in my bones but I can’t let her be here. Not with those sick bastards out there looking for her.  
 
    “You gotta wait to bring your girl back until we can handle the fuckers who want them, yeah?”  
 
    Stoney nods his head, that evil smirk crossing his face.  
 
    “Now you’re talkin’.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 24 
 
    Ariel 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean he’s hurt?” I squeal as Ava speaks to Stoney. My heart is thumping so hard in my chest it feels like it may burst free.  
 
    “He’s fine, sweetheart. Just a little banged up,” Stoney says when Ava puts him on speaker phone.  
 
    “That doesn’t make me feel better. What happened to him?” 
 
    “Not somethin’ I’m talkin’ about with you girls. Club shit and the club will handle it. You doin’ okay?” I don’t like how Stoney always changes the subject of what we’re talking about.  
 
    “I’m fine. I miss him, Stoney. I want to come back,” I admit. Ava wraps her free hand around my shoulder, pulling me into her side.  
 
    “She’s not the only one, Stoney. As much as I love having my family, it just doesn’t feel right. We don’t know these people.” I saw Ava smiling and sitting closely to our mother, but watching her as she speaks to Stoney, I know it was all fake. She is pretending to like them, acting as though she’s okay with this when we both feel it: We aren’t meant to be in this world of theirs anymore. That part of us is gone. 
 
    “I get that and I want you both here too, but there is a lot of shit that’s happenin’ right now and I have to agree with Q. It’s just not safe.” Stoney’s words slam into my chest like a lead weight. Quinn doesn’t want me there because it isn’t safe? It wasn’t safe before and he kept us. Maybe he’s moved on. Maybe he’s found someone else. The thought alone sends pain racing through my heart.  
 
    “When will it ever be safe?” Ava asks softly, no doubt feeling the same pain that I am.  
 
    “We’re gonna handle this shit and then I’ll let you know. I love you, Ava.” His words draw a smile across her face and I can’t help but smile with her.  
 
    “I love you too. Please be careful.” 
 
    “Always, babe. Ariel? You still there?”  
 
    “Yes, I’m here.” 
 
    “He loves you. He’s stubborn as fuck and thinks that it’s best to push you away. You gotta know he’s never had somethin’ this real in his life before and you kinda threw him off, you know? Give him some time to come to his senses.” 
 
    “I would give him all the time I have, Stoney,” I tell him as a tear slides down my cheek.  
 
    “Good. He needs a girl like you. No one’s ever loved him, Ariel.” 
 
    “I love him,” I add softly before heading into the bathroom. I close the door quietly behind me leaving Ava to talk to him alone. I know this is hard on her too. She misses Stoney but I didn’t realize just how much until I saw the look of agony and heartbreak on her face. I slide my phone out and dial Quinn’s number knowing that he isn’t going to answer it. He hasn’t answered it in a while. When the voicemail picks up, I sigh. 
 
    “I miss you, Quinn. I’ve never missed something so much in my life. I’m sorry that I messed up. I should have never left with them. Please forgive me.” Hanging up, I slide the phone back into my pocket and sigh. I wash my face and pull my hair up into a bun before going back to the room. Ava looks up from her spot on the bed, a smile on her face. I’m glad she has that. She deserves it.  
 
    “He will come around. Stoney said that he isn’t the same without you there.” I know she’s trying to make me feel better, but it isn’t working.  
 
    “I don’t know that that’s true anymore. He doesn’t answer the phone, he doesn’t want to speak to me.” My head hangs lower. It hurts after what we shared that he would do that to me.  
 
    “So, we go see him.” 
 
    “Our parents will never allow that,” I remind her. Ava smiles.  
 
    “We are adults, remember? Quinn said no one can tell us what to do.” Her smile is contagious.  
 
    “They said it was dangerous.” Ava shrugs and sits on the bed. 
 
    “We’ve lived with dangerous people all our lives. Why should that stop us now?” 
 
    “What if they get angry?” 
 
    “Then we leave. They can’t get angry, Ariel. They love us. You heard Stoney.” 
 
    “I know but that doesn’t mean Quinn will feel the same when he sees me there.” 
 
    “If he gets angry, we leave. It’s simple. We are adults and we are no longer on the compound, Ariel. We don’t have to follow anyone’s rules but our own.” She’s confident and I love that but I’m also afraid. We don’t know what kind of mess we may be walking into. I don’t know what kind of reaction I will get from Quinn, and that’s what scares me the most. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 25 
 
    Q 
 
      
 
    We made it into the warehouse without any issues. I almost seemed too easy and that eats at the back of my mind. A million worries race through my head but I have to keep my focus. I watch the guys load up the vans in silence. I want to get the hell out of here and back to the clubhouse and my goddamn bottle of whiskey that awaits me. Since all this shit has been going down, so have I. My mind drifts to her far more than I care to admit and I can’t seem to make it stop. I just want her to live and be happy. I want her to go out and find who she is and what she wants. This isn’t any kind of life for her after what she’s lived through.  
 
    “Ready?”  I holler, catching everyone’s attention as I head toward the second van. Climbing in the passenger seat, I watch Stoney walk around the front and climb in. A quick honk of the horn sends everyone on their way. We file out like last time, each of us taking a different turn aside from us and the van ahead of us.  
 
    “You ever gonna pull your head out of your ass?” Stoney asks, being the little prick he always is.  
 
    “It’s out, man. Just want this shit over and done,” I inform him. 
 
    “Which shit is that?” I huff out a breath and pull my sunglasses over my eyes, focusing on the road ahead when the scanners go off.  
 
    “Shit!” I snap when I hear it. “Cops. They got fuckin’ SWAT and snipers!” I roar pounding my fists on the dashboard. Anger courses through me but mostly adrenaline.  
 
    “What do you wanna do, Prez?” Stoney asks when the first bullet hits the van. It pierces the back door, shocking us both.  
 
    “They’re on us,” I mumble as I pull the phone out and callthe others. 
 
    “Keep movin’! They’re on us, not you. Get to the warehouse and drop the vans. As soon as you get back to the clubhouse lock it down!” Stoney sighs loudly, no doubt nervous about what this means.  
 
    “This is fucked! You think they knew?” he asks weaving down backroads. The shots have stopped which means we’re more than likely outside their perimeter. That’s the only relief I have. 
 
    “Yeah, they knew. I thought this was too fuckin’ easy. Think we’re past it?” I ask glancing out the windows and in the mirrors. I don’t see anything at first but then they all come into view.  
 
    “Oh fuck,” Stoney grumbles. Jerking my eyes to the front, there they are.  A shit ton of cops, guns aimed and ready. “What the hell do we do?” 
 
    “Take that alley. We gotta dump the van and move on foot,” I tell him. Stoney takes a deep breath and presses the accelerator. The van picks up speed the closer we get to the cops. I can see their reactions and I can’t help but grin. Scared shitless that they’re going to have to fire on us.  
 
    “Hold on, motherfucker!” Stoney roars before whipping the wheel to the left. Shots are fired as the van takes the corner down the Alley. My arm burns on the turn but my adrenaline is running overtime.  
 
    “Where to?” Stoney asks, checking the mirrors. I do the same and get my bearings. 
 
    “Up here on the right, there’s a garage. Pull in there and I’ll jump out and close it. River uses it for a chop shop,” I inform him, keeping my eyes on the mirror. We have a very fucking small window of opportunity here, and I’m sure as hell going to take it. Stoney spots the open garage at the same time as me. He takes the turn and I leap from the truck, pulling the door down quickly. I sigh in relief as I hear the sirens growing closer.  
 
    “That was too fuckin’ close,” Stoney mouths as he walks around the van toward me. 
 
    “You think? Fuck, man. We gotta move outta here before they start searchin’. There’s a legit car in the back that River’s boys use when they need it. I’ll call him, you drive.” We walk toward the back where the other car is when Stoney grabs my arm. I’m slightly off balance and he saw it.  
 
    “You’re hit. Goddamn it, Q!” he roars but I shake my head. We don’t have time for this shit. 
 
    “We’ll deal with it at the clubhouse. We need to move, Stoney!”  
 
    He grabs my arm and jerks me around, no doubt noting the pale look on my face. My head is a little fuzzy as blood flows out of my arm.  
 
    “You’re gonna drop, brother!”  
 
    I shove him off with as much strength as I can muster. “We move. That’s a fuckin’ order!”  
 
    Stoney doesn’t argue with that. We climb in the car, pressing the button to open the garage door to the main part of the shop and pull out. Cops swarm the area, but they wave us on like we’re just some pedestrians. Stoney chuckles as I begin to make phone calls.  
 
    “So, you stole my car?” River asks with a chuckle when I tell him why there’s an extra van at his shop. 
 
    “Borrowed, bro. You know I don’t like cages.” 
 
    “It’s all good, Q. I’ll get that van chopped and your product moved while you handle shit,” he says.  
 
    “Keep the product. Payment for my quick usage of your shop.” River agrees, not that I didn’t think he would. He likes his drugs just as much as the next guy.  
 
    “He good?” 
 
    “Yeah. Didn’t figure it’d be an issue. Asphalt has the club lockin’ down but there isn’t any sign of cops. The vans are bein’ dumped at the warehouse for now, we’ll deal with that later.” Stoney nods as I look out the window.  
 
    “You got any ideas on what you wanna do with those church motherfuckers?” I know he’s just trying to keep me amped up because when this adrenaline wears off, I’m going to drop and it’s going to be hard.  
 
    “Besides kill them all?” I chuckle.  
 
    “How we gettin’ in there?” he asks, keeping an eye on the road and the other on me.  
 
    “Blow the fuckin’ place?” I glance over. 
 
    “There’s kids in there. Kids like them,” he reminds me.  
 
    I nod my head knowing that already. It scares the shit out of me to think what they must be going through in that hellhole, but the plan has to be meticulous to minimize any of them getting hurt. And whether I like it or not, I need intel and there are only two people that can give me that.  
 
    “I’m gonna have to call her, ain’t I?” I sigh as Stoney laughs.  
 
    “Yeah, you’re gonna have to. It’ll be better than you think, bro.” 
 
    “I don’t know about all that. You see this shit? What if she was with? What if she was around? This bullet could have hit her, man, not me. I can’t risk that shit,” I hiss.  
 
    “Fuck off, Q. You use that as an excuse. She wouldn’t have been on a goddamn run with us anyway. You like to blow that shit up to cover what you feel.”   
 
    I’m sick of Stoney being the voice of reason around here. Asshole. Thank fuck we’re pulling up to the clubhouse because I can’t handle talking to this fucker about feelings any longer. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 26 
 
    Ariel 
 
      
 
    We got a taxi with the money that our parents gave us. It was strange to be riding in one for the first time. Now standing in front of the clubhouse gates, I stare at them.  
 
    “Since when do they lock them?”  Ava asks, looking over at me. I shrug my shoulders when Asphalt comes into view. His gun is slung over his shoulder, his eyes wild.  
 
    “What the hell are you doin’ here?” he asks, looking Ava and me up and down.  
 
    “I want to see Stoney,” Ava speaks first. Asphalt stands there, eyeing her once more before a grin spreads across his face. He motions for someone to open the gates. We walk in and they are quickly closed behind us. Ava takes off toward the door as I follow slowly behind her.  
 
    “Where you been? Q’s been shit since you left,” Asphalt tells me.  
 
    “With my real parents. He doesn’t answer my calls, I wasn’t sure if he’d want to see me.” 
 
    “He will, but I’ll warn you, shit’s a little crazy right now. He’s a little fucked up,” he warns me and nods toward the door.  
 
    I walk closer and that’s when I see him through the window. His long hair hanging around his face, a beer in hand. Some girl is standing, blocking half my view of him, but when she steps to the side, I gasp. Quinn is shirtless, his beautiful abs on display, but as my eyes travel over him, I see the wrap around his upper arm and blood seeping out and around it. Mini kneels in front of him, her hands all over his thighs. I take a step back when he looks up. Our eyes lock and the air is ripped from my lungs. He’s with her. He’s hurt and when I should be taking care of him, he’s with her. Spinning on my heel, I break the stare down and head toward the gate. 
 
    “No one in or out,” Asphalt says with a smirk.  
 
    “You just let us in,” I remind him.  
 
    He chuckles and scratches at his jaw. “Yeah, that was an accident.” 
 
    “No, it wasn’t! You did that on purpose, didn’t you?” 
 
    “What are you doin’ here?”  
 
    That voice sends a chill down my spine. I don’t want to look at him, I can’t. Instead of answering, I keep my eyes trained on Asphalt hoping like hell he will help me. The smirk on his face tells me he isn’t going to.  
 
    “I asked you a question.”  
 
    Taking a deep breath, I turn to look at the man who stole not only my heart but my mind. “Ava wanted to see Stoney,” I say keeping my head held high. His head tilts to the side as he studies me.  
 
    “That right?” He steps closer, closing the distance between us until my knees shake. I nod my head not knowing if words will come out of my mouth even if I tried. Quinn’s hand comes up to my cheek, holding it like he did before I left him. The warmth is something out of this world. In this moment, the world seems to stop and there’s only us.  
 
    “You didn’t come to see me?” he asks, his tone steady and sexy just like always.  
 
    “You ignored all my calls.” 
 
    “I turned that phone off.” 
 
    “You didn’t want to talk to me?” I ask, getting a little louder now that I heard his admission. 
 
    “I didn’t want you to get hurt.” 
 
    “Hurt how? With some other girl on her knees in front of you?” Anger surges within me, and for the first time in a very long time, I feel free. I feel like I am me. I am Ariel. The girl who is allowed to be angry and upset. And I am! I’m both of those! 
 
    “You jealous, baby?” His fingers tighten on my cheek, but I reach up and slap his hand away. How dare he touch me after touching her? Who does he think he is? I step back out his reach when his arm falls to his side. He watches me, unsure what to say. Frankly, I don’t know either.  
 
    “I didn’t want you to get hurt, Ariel,” he says softly. Rain slowly starts to fall over the two of us. Quinn motions for Asphalt and the other guy to go back inside but he just stands here watching me.  
 
    “You are the one who hurts me, Quinn! Don’t you see that? All I want is you!” Tears stream down my cheeks mingling with the rain as we stare at each other.  
 
    “I know that, Ariel! Fuck, I know! Don’t you see this shit?” he roars pointing to his arm. “I don’t want this for you! You are better than me, Ariel, in every fuckin’ way.”  
 
    “I don’t care what you think! I want you. I’m sorry you don’t want me back.” My heart feels heavy as I lower my head. Lightning crackles through the sky, thunder clapping closer and closer.  
 
    “I’m sorry I’m bad for you. I’m sorry about whatever I put you through. I know I can’t take it back, but you can live better. You can have a better life without me,” he pleads.  
 
    I look up into those eyes that have captivated me since the first time I saw them and step closer, brushing the wet hair from his face. I didn’t miss the gasp at my touch either.  
 
    “You aren’t bad for me, Quinn. You make me feel alive. I want to live when I’m with you, but when I’m not, I hate it all. There is nothing more than you.” 
 
    “That’s the thing, Ariel. There is so much more out there for you, you just haven’t seen it yet. You care about me because I took you, that’s all it is.” 
 
    “Is that all it is for you? Tell me that’s all it is and that you don’t love me and I will walk away and never look back.” As much as it breaks my heart to say it, I do. I don’t want him to feel obligated to be with me and I won’t stay where I’m not wanted. Quinn stares at me as I stare back at him. When he doesn’t speak, I step back and turn toward the gate, rain pounding on my heated skin. He doesn’t want me. That thought alone breaks my will.  
 
    “I do love you, goddamn it, Ariel!”  
 
    In the next second, before I can move, Quinn has me spun around in his arms, his lips crashing into mine. His tongue works its way into my mouth, devouring me as I do the same. His taste on my tongue rushes all my senses. My hands move to his neck, pulling him closer, tugging his hair. I want him as close as possible. I want to feel every piece of this man pressed into me. I want him infused into my skin, living and breathing me.  
 
    “You’re gonna kill me, Ariel. God, I missed you,” he mumbles, kissing me again. 
 
    “I never want to be without you, Quinn. Ever. I hated every second of it,” I tell him, nuzzling into his shoulder. His arms tighten around me, keeping me close.  
 
    “I’m never gonna let you go again. In my heart, I thought it was best.” 
 
    “Your heart lied. You are all I need,” I whisper. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 27 
 
    Q 
 
      
 
    I watch her walk around the clubhouse looking as beautiful as ever. I don’t think I’ve ever wanted anything the way I want her. She’s a fucking goddess. It’s been weeks since Ariel and Ava have come back, and I can’t say that they haven’t been the best weeks of my life. I never thought this was something I’d want or needed but it is. She is.  
 
    “You love her?” David asks. I nod my head and tip my beer to my lips, taking a long pull. 
 
    “More than you know. You sure I can’t go in there and kill those motherfuckers?” I ask glancing over at him. He chuckles and shakes his head.  
 
    “If it were simpler, I’d say fuck yes. After what we dug up about them and what the girls have told us, I’d like nothing more than to help you, but the Feds got this. They should be hauling the fuckers out as we speak. Every little detail that I could feed them, I did.”  
 
    That’s not exactly what I wanted but I suppose it will do. I wanted blood and I wanted it on my fucking hands. I wanted to watch each of them suffer for what they did to my girl but this is the second best I suppose.  
 
    “You thinkin’ about changin’ professions?” I ask him playfully.  
 
    “Hell no. Someone has to keep you assholes in line,” he adds before shoving out of his seat. Offering me his hand, I take it.  
 
    “Appreciate you handlin’ them. I know that means a lot to the girls too, yeah?” David nods his head.  
 
    “Pleasure is all mine, Quinn. Child abuse is as sick as it comes. Glad the girls are safe now. I see Ava took to Stoney of all guys, huh?” He laughs.  
 
    “Yeah. She’s good for him. Makes him a better man.”  
 
    “By the way. Tell the girls I’m sorry about their parents. I can’t believe the lowlifes were more about being a fifteen minute celebrity. That’s some shitty way to welcome your missing kids home,” he adds.  
 
    “No shit. I’ll let them know.” 
 
    David nods before turning and leaving, nothing more to say about our situation. You might find it strange that a cop is hanging out at an outlaw clubhouse, but not around here, not anymore. David is as crooked as they come. That makes him a good guy in my book. He’s worked alongside the us and the girls to bring those bastards down who hurt them. David even got his boy at the FBI in on it. Turns out they were far more twisted than we knew. Half the girls there were kidnapped and will be returned to their families.  
 
    After all was said and done, Ariel didn’t want to go back to her parents and I didn’t make her. Why should I? She’s mine after all. Though her parents make it a point to call them every other day and I even talked Ariel into letting them come by to see her, she wasn’t truly comfortable with them, especially after what they pulled. Ava on the other hand seems to have found herself parents that she wants to be around for the most part. I’m glad for her, but honestly, I understand Ariel’s side of this too.  
 
    “You think the party is gonna last all night?”  Asphalt asks looking at me funny.  
 
    “Yeah, why the fuck not?” Strange ass question.  
 
    “Some of us are gettin’ old, Q. We need sleep,” he laughs.  
 
    “Old my ass! You just wanna get Mini in that room, motherfucker. Don’t lie to me.”  
 
    He looks around before laughing hard. This is how things have been around here lately. I can’t say that I don’t like it either. We laugh, we have a good time. We just act like us. We can’t change who we are and I wouldn’t want us to. I watch Ava as she laughs and hugs Stoney and my heart swells. Those two have come a long way since we took them. Stoney has shown a side of himself that I didn’t get a chance to see before her and I think I like it. He knows when to back off now and when to pour it on hard.  
 
    “Fine. I need to get some pussy. The rest of you motherfuckers live in it around here,” he grumbles before walking away.  
 
    I laugh and take down the rest of my beer before shoving out of the chair. I stalk toward the bar looking for something else when Ava runs toward me.  
 
    “Quinn! I have exciting news!” she squeals and smiles. She looks so much like her sister, that smile, those eyes.  
 
    “What is it? You gettin’ that fucker to move outta here?” I ask nodding toward Stoney. Ava laughs and slaps at me before shaking her head.  
 
    “No. We’re getting married!”  
 
    I knew he was going to ask her. He asked me about it first. I smile and pull her into my arms for a hug.  
 
    “I’m happy for you, darlin’. You deserve to be loved.”  
 
    “Thank you, Quinn. Thank you for everything. Without you, I wouldn’t have met him.” When she pulls back I see the tears in her eyes. I reach up and wipe them away before she takes off toward Stoney once more.  
 
    “This place is full of surprises today, yeah?” Roman asks, leaning against the bar.  
 
    “Seems so. You got any surprises?” I ask glancing over at him. He smirks and that is never a good sign. “What the fuck?” He slides a box out of his pocket and passes it to me.  
 
    “Ariel asked me to give you this and tell you to meet her out back,” he says before walking away.  
 
    I glance at him and back at the box before opening it. A little pink bow rests in the box, confusing the fuck out of me. I glance around but no one is looking at me. I decide to head out back and find Ariel standing there, looking up at the moon.  
 
    “What are you doin’, baby?” I ask when I’m closer to her.  
 
    “Have you ever just looked at stars and wondered if you could touch them?”  
 
    I wrap an arm around her waist, pulling her into me and kissing the top of her head. “You are my star,” I whisper. 
 
    “You’re mine too.” 
 
    “What’s with the bow?” I ask holding the box out in front of me. Ariel spins to face me, a smile on her face.  
 
    “They couldn’t kill every part of me, Quinn. What they tried to take, you gave back. I’m pregnant.”  
 
    With wide eyes, I watch the smile on her face widen. I thought she couldn’t have kids, but turns out, they didn’t ruin that part of her like she thought. As much as they tried, those fuckers couldn’t hold back all that is my girl. And I can only imagine what this means for her. Little by little, she is reclaiming her life and finding out who she it. And I get the honor of doing it with her. 
 
    “Are you sure?” She nods her head.  
 
    “Are you okay with being a father?” she asks timidly.  
 
    “Fuck, Ariel. As long as I have you I’m okay with anything. I love you, baby.” 
 
    I’m happy. For once in my life I’m truly happy.  When I took over as president of this club, I was in a bad place. I knew what I was doing, but I also knew that I was stepping into Savage’s shoes. When my hand was forced and I had to abide by club rules, I lost a piece of myself. Killing Savage killed me in turn. I never thought that I would heal from the pain of that, but with Ariel by my side, I’m slowly mending. My heart may never be whole from his loss, but it sure as hell is full of Ariel. 
 
    The end. 
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