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 Prologue 
 
      
 
    I stand in front of a room of many of the men I’ve looked up to for years. As a Prospect, I did the grunt work. I served my time and now, as I look out at the faces that have made me the man I am today I take the oath. 
 
      
 
    “I pledge to be loyal to one and all and never forsake my brothers. I vow to respect and honor my brothers as family. If my brother falls, I will be there to catch him. If my brother is in need, I will be there to provide for him. If my brother hurts, I will comfort him. When my brothers fight, I will fight next to them. I will never disrespect my family in any form. I will never turn on my family for if I do, death will be the only repercussion. I stand here today and vow to honor the code of brotherhood and shall not let any other stand between me and my brother for I am a Dark Savage, now and forever. I vow to destroy those who seek to harm, hurt or destroy this club, our families, or our property in any way. I am now and forever will be a Dark Savage!” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    “Get your fuckin’ hands off me, Mitch,” I growl as the bastard cop holds my hands behind my back. The only thing he’s proving to anyone right now is how easily I could kill him. The flick of a fucking wrist, the slip of my blade through his flesh. He better watch his back.  
 
    “Shut the hell up, Savage. You don’t run the world,” he hisses as I feel the cuffs tighten around my wrists. I won’t be in these fuckers for long.  
 
    “You seem to forget that I run this fuckin’ city though, don’t you? The Chief know you’re out here fuckin’ me over or does it make your little pecker hard thinkin’ you’re the good cop?” Taunting the son of a bitch is one of the highlights of my day. I chuckle when the asshole slams my face into the roof of his car. I can taste the metallic blood as it flows into my mouth. Spitting it on the roof with the rest of my blood, I turn my head to look at the prick over my shoulder.  
 
    “You about done with this show of authority, Mitch? I mean, I do enjoy a good fight, but I’d rather be wrestlin’ your little wife around than you.” In a split second, Mitch spins me around, smashing my back into the car.  
 
    “You listen to me, Savage! I don’t care who’s in your pocket over my head. Right now you are breaking the law and I’m here to enforce it!”  
 
    “What the fuck did he do aside from pissin’ in your Fruit Loops?” Thorn, my VP, chimes in next to us. The rest of my brothers stand around watching the scene unfold as do the onlookers thinking they are getting a real fucking treat watching this idiot manhandle my ass. Little do they know, I could have his ass fired in the matter of a day, if that’s what I really wanted to do.  
 
    “Get the hell out of here! All of you before I call in backup and have you all taken in.” The louder he screams the more I want to head butt the fucker just to get him to shut the hell up. Mitch shoves me into the back of the car as I chuckle. Shoving back into the seat, I lay my head back and wait on the fucker to get in and tell me what the fuck is going on. I watch his overly chubby ass as he walks around and gets in the front seat, starting the car, and shifting it into gear. We drive a short way in silence before it all becomes overly annoying.  
 
    “You gonna tell me what this shit is about?” When I don’t get an answer, I sigh and let the silence linger. I haven’t done shit that should warrant this little ride downtown, but there has to be a reason behind it. Chief David Nelson has been in my pocket for as long as I’ve been President of this Chapter of Dark Savages MC. California is my home and always has been.  I don’t see that ever changing so long as I keep my head right and my game tight. So far, I’ve done just that.  
 
    As we pull into the precinct, I let out a breath when I see the Chief awaiting my arrival. The thought of crushing his skull with my hands has crossed my mind over the last twenty minutes of my ride here. Although he does make a good ally to have, I can always find more. Mitch climbs out and comes around to pull me out when David’s eyes sweep over my face as I smirk at him.  
 
    “I told you to pick him up, not beat his ass,” he huffs as I’m shoved in his general direction.  
 
    “You sent him after me? And to what do I owe the fuckin’ honor of this shit?” David watches me almost as if he’s hesitant to speak to me, which seems odd. He’s never been the shy type before.  
 
    “Let’s go inside. There’s someone here you need to speak with,” he says waving toward the entrance. Now it’s my turn to hesitate. I don’t know what the fuck I’m walking into and the unknown isn’t a place I thrive. “Now!” When he snaps this time, I sigh and walk behind him through the glass doors and down the hallway. Getting a few stares from the other officers, I wiggle my eyebrows at the bastards before following David into his office. Just as the door closes behind me, I gasp. I never expected to see the man currently sitting in front of me in a suit and tie. Never thought I’d see him again after we parted ways, yet here he is in the same office as me, with the same crooked police Chief. David moves behind me removing the cuffs as I take in the man before me. At one point in our lives, he was my best friend, my neighbor. We grew up broke and hated by most people, but Bryon Hill moved on with his life and onto bigger and better things while I stayed and fought. I found the club and that became my legacy.  
 
    “I didn’t know this was a reunion or I would have worn my Sunday best.”  
 
    Bryon watches me that half-assed smirk on his face. Shoving out of his chair, he moves toward me, extending his hand, “Good to see you too, Marcus.”  
 
    My name coming from his mouth sounds so damn natural but it’s a name that I haven’t gone by in many years. Taking his hand in a firm grip, I stare into his eyes wondering what the hell this meeting is about. 
 
    “I’d say likewise but I’d be fuckin’ lyin’. What is this?” I ask pulling my hand away from his. Bryon sighs, adjusting his jacket before motioning for me to take the seat next to his. I don’t hesitate this time. Moving to sit in the chair, David walks around and sits in his. The awkwardness of the situation isn’t lost on me.  
 
    “Someone gonna tell me why the hell I was slammed into a cop car and brought here or we just hangin’ out?” My fuse is running short and this little meeting is wearing me thin.  
 
    “We’ve been watching your club, Marcus. I have orders from my superior to make you an offer that I think is well within your interests,” Bryon says as I take note of the tone of his voice. Who the fuck does he think he is? 
 
    “I don’t give two shits who you are or who you’ve been watchin’, I’m not interested.” I start to shove myself out of the chair when he shocks the hell out of me with his next words. 
 
    “I’m with the FBI.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Three fucking letters could ruin a person’s life. They could fuck you without you ever realizing it. At this very moment, I can feel that sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach as I sit back down in my chair.  
 
    “The fuckin’ FBI? I always knew you were a do-gooder, but fuck. What the hell do you want with me?” I cross my arms over my chest and glare at the man I used to know, the man I vowed to protect when we were younger when the neighborhood bully wanted to snap his skinny ass like a twig. I don’t know who the fuck he is anymore, and I’m not sure that I want to know. 
 
    “As I said, we’ve been looking into your club, the illegal aspects of it anyway. My superior is building a case against you and those in your club.” The more his mouth moves, the harder I find it to restrain myself from shoving my fist down his throat.  
 
    “Get to the fuckin’ point before I lose my shit here,” I tell him through clenched teeth. My jaw ticks and radiates pain through my face but the more I look at him, the harder it becomes to remain unfazed by what he’s saying to me. He’s after my club, my family! 
 
    “The point is I was sent here to offer you a deal. You help us bring down some of the clubs and dealers that are far more influential than you and we stay out of your business.” Even as the words leave his mouth, I can’t believe them. He’s asking me to turn my head to the fact that the FBI has a fucking case started against me and my club? 
 
    “Who is it?” I ask feeling my muscles tense up.  
 
    “Who is who?” 
 
    “Who the fuck is the rat in my club?” The nervousness on David’s face tells me I hit the fucking nail on the head. There’s someone in the inside feeding them intel. I wasn’t sure until just now, in this second. Seeing his reaction is enough for me.  
 
    “What makes you think ther-”   
 
    Cutting him off, I shove out of my chair and grab him around the neck, squeezing slightly loving the way his muscles harden under my fingers. “Don’t fuck with me. If you know me the way you say you do, then you know that I’m not playin’ with you right now. Answer my goddamn question.” Tension rolls off me in waves that I can barely keep in check but if he doesn’t answer me soon, I might end up in the cells downstairs. 
 
    “I can’t tell you that! It would blow their cover!”  
 
    “Come on, Savage. Let him go. We don’t need a dead Fed on our hands,” David chimes in. I release the hold I have on Bryon before looking toward David next.  
 
    “How long have you fuckin’ known this? You in on it?” David shakes his head, resting his head in his hands.  
 
    “I just found out this morning. That’s why I sent for you.”  
 
    This is completely fucked up. I pull a cigarette from my pocket and quickly light it up and taking a long inhale.  
 
    “You want me to be a fuckin’ rat? The one thing I fuckin’ hate more than cops?” Neither of them wants to make eye contact with me right now, and I can’t say that I blame them. My nerves are firing off and I’m a loose fucking cannon. I roll my head over my shoulders trying to relieve the pressure that’s building up into a headache before blowing out a ring of smoke.  
 
    “What are my options?” I ask knowing damn good and well that there has to be a way around this load of shit they are feeding me, but when I glance toward Bryon, I know I was dead wrong.  
 
    “There are no options. You do this or we move on Dark Savage MC.”  
 
    Nodding my head slowly, I stick my cigarette back between my lips and glare at Bryon.  
 
    “Who is it you want? I want all the fuckin’ details before I agree to this shit. Do you know what would happen to me if this shit gets leaked? You trust your little informant that much?” With my eyes narrowed at him, he shifts in his seat. Body language is the best way to tell when a man is uncomfortable, and from what I see in Bryon, he might as well be sitting on a bed of fucking nails right now.  
 
    “He has his orders not to say a word. He knows the risks of being in with you, Marcus,” he tells me when I smirk and grab the smoke from my lips.  
 
    Pointing at him I say, “You lost the right to call me Marcus when you stepped foot in this motherfucker givin’ orders. Call me that one more time and Chief here will be sendin’ you back home in bag.” Byron swallows hard, no doubt knowing he pushed me far enough that it’s now time to keep my name out of his mouth.  
 
    “We want Bloody Sunday MC and all the people they work with. Their president, Malcolm ‘Stone Cold’ Harris, is on the top of our most wanted list. He’s evading us to the point that we have no idea where he is. He is a big-time player who has connections to the Colombian Mafia, as well as the Irish. His reach is far broader than we originally realized.”  
 
    “And you somehow just stumbled upon me, huh? Thought you’d play the old we used to be friends card? That what this is?” The need for answers far outweighs my common sense right now.  
 
    “To a point, yes.”  
 
    Moving closer to Bryon, I lean down, pressing my hands to either side of the chair and getting right in his face. “So, you’re askin’ me to either help you or you turn on me? What kind of friend are you?” My voice is low and lethal. He claims to know about my club, then he knows that I mean business. I’m deadly and dark and just as the name says, I’m fucking Savage.  
 
    “The kind that is watching out for you. I didn’t want you do prison time, Marc-… Savage. That’s what you’re looking at by not taking this deal,” he says, keeping his face straight.  
 
    I shove off the chair and pace the room, pissed at the goddamn world over this shit. My club is everything to me. They are my family, and above all else, my brothers. They respect me and I respect them. 
 
    “This could all backfire, you know? I could end up dead by my own brothers’ hands. You know that, right?” David lowers his head because he does in fact know that, but I want to see Byron’s reaction to this shit show.  
 
    “Isn’t that always a possibility in your world?”  
 
    That’s it. Dropping my smoke to the floor, I crush it quickly with my boot not trying to set David’s office on fire. I move quickly, yanking Bryon from his chair and slamming his body against the wall. David’s on his feet in the matter of seconds, standing by the side waiting to try to step in and help this little fuck. 
 
    “My world.” I nod my head. “I’d dare your little pussy ass to step into my world for a second. What happens on those streets would have you pissin’ your pants and cryin’ for you mom. Our friendship was over long ago, Bryon, and you lost the right to even consider me a fuckin’ ally. You are pushin’ me into somethin’ that I want no goddamn part of. You get that?”  
 
    He nods his head, but I can see the look in his eyes. It’s all about him and what he gains from this shit. A promotion? Most likely. 
 
    “The case was being built before I was brought on, Savage. I used it as a tool to get to you before they did.”  
 
    Cocking my head to the side, I sneer at him. “You want an award for your fancy desk, Agent?”  
 
    “I’m only trying to help you here.” 
 
    “Do us all a favor. Don’t step out on my streets without protection. You have just become my enemy.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Stakes run high when you’re in the outlaw lifestyle. You run the risk of having your life snatched away from you at any second. You could get caught up in a deal gone wrong and end up in prison or worse, dead. The bottle of whiskey I’m nursing in the corner of the bar has become my best friend the last few days. Making a deal with the goddamn devil himself can’t help me now. I am turning into everything that I hate the most in the world, and there is no way to stop it.  
 
    “You gonna finish that?” Thorn asks, nodding toward the bottle in my hand. I unwrap my middle finger and flip the fucker off before taking another long pull.  
 
    “Your attitude is gettin’ a little shitty these days,” Roman, our Enforcer, decides to chime in.  
 
    I roll my shoulders and crack my neck from side to side before looking over at him. “You have a problem with me, motherfucker?” Narrowing my eyes at him, he raises his hands in defeat. I didn’t think he’d want to go rounds with me tonight. I shove out of the booth and start toward the door, stumbling drunk off my ass when I slam into someone. I glance down as hands come to my arms, holding tightly.  
 
    “I’m sorry! I’m a little drunk and, well, you know.” The woman who stands in front of me is a good foot shorter than I am, big blue eyes sharply contrasting her jet black hair and tan skin. She’s fucking hot as hell, and I wouldn’t mind shoving my cock down her throat.  
 
    “You got your hands on me,” I growl at her. She blinks her eyes rapidly before a smile crosses that perfect little mouth.  
 
    “I know. I didn’t want to fall. Is that a problem?” She raises and eyebrow and challenges me.  
 
    Chuckling under my breath, I find I like that. She’s not afraid to push me.  
 
    “That depends. What are you gonna show me?” I challenge her right back. She’s bold and ballsy, but let’s see how far she’s willing to go.  
 
    “What are you talking about?”   
 
    “I’m talkin’ about your tits, darlin’. If you’re gonna be touchin’ on me, I’d like to see what I have to work with,” I tell her, watching the amusement in her eyes. Her hands fall from my arms before she takes a step back, reaching for the hem of her t-shirt. I watch the sparkling cross that adorns the front as she tugs it over her head to reveal her bra. My eyes move over her body, from her face to her waist and back to those tits that are screaming to be sucked. When I look back up at her eyes, she grins, damn proudly of herself.  
 
    “Your turn.” Letting out a chuckle, I pass my whiskey off to Thorn who now stands beside me, his eyes glued to her chest like the other guys. Reaching down, I unhook my belt and then my jeans letting them fall to the floor along with my boxers. My half hard cock stands in front of me, her eyes slowly moving down to meet it. When they widen, I chuckle. I’m not the kind of man who gets embarrassed about showing what God gave me. In fact, I like the idea of everyone seeing what I give to a select few.  
 
    “Now you see it. What are you gonna do with it?” Her eyes jerk to mine before moving to the guys and back. I almost blow a fucking load when she drops to her knees and takes my length in her hand. She slowly strokes it up and down before I feel her lips wrap around the tip.  
 
    “Goddamn,” I hiss as she damn near swallows me whole. I watch her head as she bobs and takes me deeper. My eyes slowly roll back along with my head as the girl sucks me off in the middle of Skully’s bar, our local hangout. Feeling that tingle race down my spine, my balls tighten and I blow down her throat. The little girl sucks me clean before pulling her mouth away and gazing up at me. I offer my hand and help her to her feet like a perfect fucking gentleman.  
 
    “What’s your name?” Not that I typically give a shit but I do want to know the name of the woman that will be screaming my name later.  
 
    “Charlie.” 
 
    “Well, Charlie. You wanna hang out with my drunken ass tonight?” She starts to shake her head no but that isn’t an option. I reach up and grab her gently around the throat before I lean in closely and whisper, “No one says no to Savage.” Running my tongue along her bottom lip she shudders.  
 
    “Then I suppose that’s a yes,” Charlie purrs.  
 
    Nodding my head, I want to pat hers and tell her she’s a good girl but I’ll save that for later. Right now I need to get back to the clubhouse and call church to see what the hell is going on with the coke we’re moving from Mexico. Last I heard border patrol had our shipment held up wanting a little more money to let it cross than normal. I feel bad for the little fucks that are asking for it considering I’m sending Roman down there in the morning to put a bullet in each of their family members.  
 
    Pulling my jeans back up and fastening my belt, I look around the crowded bar and spot a few more girls smiling and gawking at us.  
 
    “Those with you?” I ask nodding my head. Charlie turns her head before coming back to look at me and nodding.  
 
    “Yeah. Those are my girls.” 
 
    “Bring them with. We like to party.” She nods and turns on her heel to walk back over to them. I watch her ass in that little leather skirt and knee high boots as she walks with her shirt still in her hand. I like that she isn’t afraid to be who she is or that all eyes are on her right now. It’s almost as if she doesn’t realize that every man in the place is looking at her. Her friends all look to me, smile and giggle before climbing out of their seats. My cock hardens again when Charlie heads back toward me.  
 
    “They’re in. Are we meeting you?” she asks, licking her lips. Fuck. I want to sink my cock inside of her and never come out. Instead, I reach up and grab her by the back of her hair and pull, tipping her head to get me better access. My lips find her throat and slowly lick and suck my way up to her ear. Charlie sucks in a breath, her tits pressing into my chest. I nibble on her earlobe and growl slightly.  
 
    “You’re gettin’ on the back of my bike and I’m fuckin’ you senseless. I’ll get someone to bring you back for your car tomorrow.” She’s damn near breathless when I twirl my tongue around the soft spot behind her ear. “You like that?” I murmur.  
 
    “Yes.” When I pull away quickly, she groans. I release her hair and her head snaps up, a pissed off glint in those pretty blue eyes.  
 
    “You want to play? I’m game,” she purrs. She has no idea what kind of fucking games I want to play.  
 
    “You think you can handle playin’ my kind of game? You sure you can handle it?”  
 
    Proving that she can, she moves in closer, cups my cock in her hand and squeezes before pushing up and sucking my bottom lip into her mouth. When I feel her bite down and blood flow, she can feel my cock harden.  
 
    Yeah, I’m going to have fun playing with her tonight. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    I look at the guys as they all sit around the black table in church. My goddamn family, yet somewhere inside these walls a rat lives. A rat that has been feeding my fucking intel to the Feds. I want to scream and rip my fucking hair out and demand to know who it is, but what right is that of mine anymore? I’m just as much a rat as he is, whoever the fuck he is.  
 
    “Herrera wants more money to let the coke move across the border. The little fuck thinks he can throw his weight around because we’re movin’ larger shipments now. Roman and a couple guys are headed down in the mornin’ to show their family’s a little love,” I tell the room watching as they chuckle. Herrera is our border patrol contact that is getting a little greedy. Hence the reason Roman, one of our craziest fucking brothers, is heading that way. They know what it is. “I’m meetin’ with Tyrone, the leader of the Street Kingz, in a few days about pushin’ the guns. Anyone have anything on them?” Street Kingz are a local street gang that we supply with coke and guns. Lately, Tyrone has been asking for larger amounts of guns to be sent his way, and I think it’s high time I find out what the hell is going on with him. We don’t offer them any type of protection or anything like that, but I do like to know what’s happening in my city. 
 
    Stoney, another brother, raises his hand before he says, “Heard some shit that he was tryin’ to go after CVs over a turf war. Not that we give a shit who they take out in there little street fights, but that’s what I hear.” Nodding my head, I know that Crazy Vatos, another street gang, have been moving into Tyrone’s area and that shit was going to get real soon. I just didn’t realize it would be this quick.  
 
    “They can all kill each other for all I give a fuck. Where there is one Tyrone, another can easily take his place. His death means nothin’ to anyone. There will always be someone else ready to step into his position. Anything else we need to discuss?” Glancing around the table, I see the look in Thorn’s eyes. I know he has something to say, and to be honest, I wish the motherfucker would. I level my gaze on him a little longer just praying he opens his goddamn mouth, but when he turns his head and looks away, I know he’s done. Slamming the gavel onto the table I release the guys to the party that’s happening outside those doors. 
 
    “Stick around, Thorn.” Nah, I’m not letting this shit go. He has something to say and I want to hear it. All the guys filter out of the room but Thorn stays in his seat, eyeing me like I’m about to cut his fucking dick off. I might be cold and calculated but Thorn is one of my best friends. He’d have to really piss me off to get me heated with him.  
 
    “What?” he asks when I sit back in my chair.  
 
    “Spit it out. Whatever the fuck you have in that head of yours, say it.”  
 
    Thorn runs his hand over his face, before leaning back in his seat. “That meetin’ you had with Chief. What was it about?” Son of a bitch.  
 
    “I told you. He wanted some help on a few cases. I’m gonna hand him a few leads and he’s gonna pull the charges from Rico. Best we can do to get his ass out sooner,” I lie to him. Although the Rico part was part of the deal I made, it wasn’t made with Chief. Rico is another member that got busted on some charges a while back that he never should have. Thorn nods but I can still see that look. 
 
    “You’ve been pissed since you left there. Handlin’ shit that normally one of us would go out on. On the phone more often in the office. Somethin’ we need to know, Savage?”  
 
    Yeah, there’s a lot they need to know but nothing I’m going to tell them. I’d be signing my own death warrant if that was the case. To me, keeping quiet is a win win for everyone. I handle what Bryon wants handled on the down low and no one in my club gets fucked over.  
 
    “Not a thing. Just sick of people thinkin’ they can take more than they deserve. It’s bullshit and now we have to butt fuckin’ heads with border patrol over gettin’ our shit here on time. Killin’ innocents wasn’t really the route I wanted to take with that shit, Thorn.” Lie. Just keep fucking lying, you piece of shit.  
 
    “I get it. That’s a load of shit they are pullin’ with the money. Think we should look into shippin’ that shit around?” Scratching at the side of my head, I shrug my shoulders. 
 
    “Then we get the fuckin’ Coast Guard. We have a few connections with them but not enough to run what Ramirez is shippin’ in. I think once Roman handles those fuckers they will see shit our way. If not, we move the fuck onto someone new,” I inform him. Changing up shipment locations is smart and we do just that, but shipping brings in a whole other world of laws and shit we have to sneak around.  
 
    “Heard that. Let me know if somethin’ is botherin’ you, brother.” 
 
    “We gonna bond now? You wanna play shrink and see why I’m so fucked up? Don’t do that shit, asshole.” Thorn huffs but he knows me, he knows who I am.  
 
    “Fuck off, Savage. I’m goin’ to get drunk.”  
 
    I watch him shove out of his chair and walk out the door and into the madness of the party. I blow out a breath and rest my head in my hands when I hear the door open once more.  
 
    “Forget somethin’?” I ask not bothering to see who it is because frankly, I don’t give a shit.  
 
    “Not really. I was waiting on you, though,” she says softly right before her hands land on my shoulders.  
 
    “Waitin’ on me, huh?” I ask noting the way her warmth seeps into my skin like a fire.  
 
    “You did promise me some hot sex and I plan on getting it.”  
 
    Once the words leave her mouth, I move. Pushing the chair back, I stand up and turn to face her. Charlie didn’t waste any time once she came in here. She’s already naked standing in front of me looking like a goddamn goddess. I swallow hard and reach for her, jerking her soft body into mine.  
 
    “You remember you’re playin’ my way?” I growl before sliding my hand to her chest, pinching and pulling on her nipple. Charlie moans, hardening my cock instantly. Releasing her nipple, I slip my hand into the back pocket of my jeans, grabbing my switchblade out. Flicking to it life in front of her eyes, she startles.  
 
    “What is that for?” She sounds nervous and that kind of makes me want to fuck her harder. I like the nervousness but fear? That’s when you see a person for who they are and how much they can handle. Strangely I don’t see that fear in Charlie’s eyes. Yet that is. 
 
    “My way, darlin’. Get on the table.” Charlie grins but does what I tell her, climbing on the table in the office. I lose my clothes and slip a condom on quickly before turning to face her. Charlie shocks the hell out of me when she lays there with her legs spread wide, showing me everything I’m about to get a taste of. Her eyes are wide as I climb up on the table between her spread thighs and sit back and take her in. I take the tip of my blade and slowly drag it up her thigh until I reach those sweet glistening lips. Bumps erupt on her skin, a shiver racing over her body.  
 
    “I almost think you like my knife,” I grumble and lean down, kissing her stomach. I suck her flesh into my mouth, leaving my mark on her perfect skin. Charlie arches her back into my touch. Kissing my way up to her breasts, I take a nipple in one mouth and slap the flat part of my blade against the other. Charlie’s fingers roam into my long brown hair, tugging and pulling as I keep torturing her nipples.  
 
    “Fuck, Savage,” she hisses as I switch sides. I slip the blade up and near her throat, pressing a little harder. A small gasps escapes her, and when I move my eyes up, I see the small trail of blood that slowly slips down her throat. Moving up, I lick the blood into my mouth, sucking the cut until Charlie wraps her legs around my waist. She is slowly surprising me with what she likes and is willing to let me do. Dropping the knife with a thud onto the table next to her, I reach down and grab my cock. Charlie looks up into my eyes, lust and need dancing in them. Shoving into her, I groan as she moans.  
 
    “So wet. Why are you so wet?” I question her as I hold steady inside of her. Charlie claws at my back, silently begging me to fuck her the way she’s been waiting for me to do. “Answer me!” Her eyes snap open and lock with mine, the room thick with tension and sex.  
 
    “You made me wet. What you did to me, all of it. Now fuck me, Savage.”  
 
    That was all I needed to hear. I sit up and grab her legs, spreading her wider. With her knees bent and my hands clamped around her thighs, I pound into her. With each thrust my mind drifts away from me. The fact that I’m now working with Fed’s is weighing heavily on my mind and heart. I’m betraying my family and that kills me worse than anything. I thought fucking Charlie senseless would help. I thought I could erase all the shit from my mind but and just be free of it all if only for a few minutes, but I’m failing. My thrusts become harder, my breathing becoming labored. Charlie is screaming my name but not for the reasons she should be. My fingers are bruising her thighs and my cock is pulsing inside of her, but I’m so fucking lost in my head that I can’t pull away even if I wanted to. Instead, I plunge into her with such force I could break her in half. Her nails scrape down my arms, taking flesh as they move.  
 
    Once I feel my cock swell, I come roughly. I don’t wait to pull out, moving quickly and climbing off the table, tugging at my own hair. Pacing back and forth, I can’t believe I just did that to her. My hand clenches at my side, and as soon as I’m close enough to the wall, I slam my fist into it. Drywall crumbles, my knuckles throb. Pulling my hand free I move again, resting my hands on the wall next to the hole I just created and lower my head. I can hear Charlie moving around behind me and I know that I need to say something, but what? I’m sorry I fucked you savagely while thoughts of betraying my family drifted through my head? I sigh but stay in the same position when I feel her hands on me. She moves to stand in front of me, slowly rolling the used condom off and tossing it to the side.  
 
    “Whatever you’re thinking, stop. We all have demons,” she says softly yet again making me wonder about her.  
 
    “Might be true but to inflict pain on you for what lurks in my darkness wasn’t right.” That’s about as good of an apology that I can muster in this situation. Don’t get me wrong, I do fuck like a savage, but hurting a woman the way I just hurt Charlie isn’t something I normally do. Her small hands come to rest on my chest and I have to refrain from pushing her away. I’m not into cuddling and I sure as shit don’t need her pity, but after what I just did, I let this slide. Just this once. 
 
    “If I’m being honest, I like when you fucked me rougher. I’m not glass, Savage. I won’t break.”  
 
    Her words linger in the back of my mind long after what happened in the office. Now I sit in the corner trying to drown my fucking demons in whiskey and watch Charlie while she dances around the room with the other girls. There’s something about that girl that calls to me, wanting to know more. In the day that I’ve known her, she’s surprised me more times than any other bitch has in my entire life, and that’s something that I can’t just blink and push away. In fact, I think I might want more of her.  


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Blowing smoke through my nose, I lean against the brick wall and stare out at the night sky. The guys are inside the warehouse sorting out the coke that finally got delivered us. I was pissed that it took so long, but once Roman handled the little problem we were having, everything else went smoothly. I don’t see the fuckers at border patrol being a problem after this, and if they are, we will just move on to other torture tactics.  
 
    “It’s all there. Sorted and ready,” Thorn says as he steps up next to me. I give him a nod and look out at the dark starlit sky. My mind wanders to everything else but the job at hand. In about two hours I have to go spy on the Bloody Sunday MC and report back to Bryon. The thought alone eats away at my insides.  
 
    “Call Jimmy to pick up on his end. The rest we distribute. I gotta meet with Tyrone tomorrow so I’ll handle that hand off. You good here?” I look to Thorn as he stares at me. The tension between the two of us is slowly rising and it makes me unsteady. I never wanted to have this sort of problem or these sorts of secrets between us, but this is my fucking life and I have to handle it without pulling them down with me.  
 
    “You know I’m good here but what the fuck is your hurry?”  
 
    I close my eyes and take a deep breath before focusing back at him.  
 
    “You’re always in my goddamn business, Thorn. Don’t you have a dick to suck?” Flicking my cigarette to the ground, I snuff it out with the toe of my boot before I start to walk away. Before I can make it three steps, Thorn grabs my arm, spinning me to face him. The fire in his eyes sets a blaze in me. Fisting my hands at my sides, I glare at him as anger filters through my blood. The standoff is heated and I can feel it rage between the two of us.  
 
    “What the fuck is goin’ on?” Thorn growls, pissing me off.  
 
    “You’re pushin’ your luck with me, Thorn. You questionin’ me as the fuckin’ president of this club or as a friend?” I roar, feeling that irritation and regret of what I’m doing eat at the back of my mind. 
 
    “Both, brother. You’re secretive. You’re walkin’ on eggshells around everyone and I can fuckin’ see it! I don’t know what the fuck happened when Mitch picked you up but it has you off your goddamn game. Now I want to know if it has somethin’ to do with this club!”  He stares at me, looking me in the eye and all I can feel is shame. I’m ashamed that I’m fucking my club over, ashamed that I can’t even tell them what’s happening. I’m pissed at myself that I have to keep this secret and even more pissed that I have to do this shit in the first place. But Thorn knows his place in this club, whether he is the VP or not, he can’t question my fucking authority.  
 
    “I’m givin’ you two minutes to walk the fuck away from me, Thorn,” I warn him. His eyes are wild but his stance is stone. He’s going to push my ass and I know it. I can see it in his eyes.  
 
    “And if I don’t?”  
 
    “If you don’t I’m gonna lay your ass out right here and now. You have no fuckin’ authority over me, in case you forgot that part! I am the fuckin’ Savage!” When I see him raise his fist and pull back I know what’s about to happen. I don’t want to have to fight my own brother, but in this case, in order to keep my deal a secret, I don’t have a fucking choice.  
 
    Throwing the first punch, it lands on his jaw, knocking his head to the side. He comes back at me quickly, his fist connecting with my left eye. I blink rapidly trying to get my vision to hold steady when I throw another. In the matter of seconds, we’re yanked apart by the other guys, their eyes dancing between the two of us.  
 
    “What the fuck is this?” Roman asks looking between the two of us. I watch Thorn as he wipes the blood from his lip. 
 
    “Not a goddamn thing. I’m outta here,” I huff under my breath and turn to walk away. Stomping toward my bike, my cell rings. Sliding it out of my pocket I don’t bother with looking to see who it is. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Is that anyway to greet a lady?” A soft woman’s voice comes over the line. 
 
    “Don’t know who the fuck I’m greetin’. What the hell do you want?” I snap almost to my bike. When I reach it, I grab my helmet in my free hand and climb on.  
 
    “It’s Charlie. I’m sorry. You told me to call.” Her voice sounds defeated but when I hear her name, something inside of me settles.  
 
    “Shit, just a rough night, darlin’. What are you up to?” I ask knowing damn good and well that what I’m about to do shouldn’t have anything to do with her but what the hell can it hurt having her around? She doesn’t know shit about what I do and she wouldn’t understand it. 
 
    “Not much. Bored,” she says softly with a hint of flirtation in her voice. I smirk at that.  
 
    “Wanna take a ride with me? Keep me company?”  I know that I shouldn’t ask, I know that I shouldn’t involve her, but at the same time, I feel like I need some kind of company if I’m going to remain calm and handle this shit. My nerves are firing off as it is and I need some kind of fucking distraction from it all.  
 
    “Sure. I can handle that. Where are you?” she asks sounding excited about the thought of being with me. It surprises me after the other night though.  
 
    “I’ll come get you. Shoot me an address.” Hanging up, I slide the helmet on and rev up my bike. I’m ready to get the fuck away from everything and find a little peace in my head. Although I don’t know how much peace there will be seeing how I’m betraying the people that mean the most to me.  
 
    The ride back to the clubhouse didn’t take long before I parked my bike next to the truck. Hopping in, my phone chimes with an address to pick Charlie up. Before I even start the truck, I rest my head on my hands on the steering wheel. I’ve thought about a lot over the last few days. Sending the guys away, shutting the club down. Hell, I’ve even thought about turning myself in in lieu of keeping them all out of this shit, but at the end of the day, none of those options will work. Bryon wouldn’t stop hunting them down and I would never find peace with myself if I let my family go down when there was something I could do about it. That feeling of betrayal inside of me though is still pissing me off.  
 
    “This is bullshit,” I mumble to myself before slamming my hands on the wheel over and over again. Anger surges through me and every thought that seeps into my head is overwhelmed with blood. The need to feel it, shed it. I want to kill something, someone and watch the life drain out of them. At least that way I know I’m still in charge of something in my fucked up life, because right now I feel like a goddamn puppet on a string being yanked in every fucking direction. Starting the truck up, I pull out of the parking lot and head on my way to pick up Charlie. At least she can be a distraction, if only for a little while. With Charlie, I have some control. I can pick and choose when to see her, to take her and she willingly goes along with that. Right now, I think that’s something I need in my life when my world is spinning out of control. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    “So, we are just stalking people then?” Charlie asks as I watch a few guys from the BSMC roam around outside their clubhouse through the binoculars.  
 
    “Pretty much. I wanna know what they are doin’,” I tell her keeping my answers short and to the point.  
 
    “Not exactly what I thought we’d be doing.” She giggles under her breath.  
 
    “What did you think?” I know the answer to that and I plan on fucking her senseless when I’m done handling this shit.  
 
    “Well, it involved me and you fucking like rabbits. Clearly I was mistaken,” she laughs lightly.  
 
    “That’s part of the plan but this needed to happen first.” The silence after that statement lingers as I keep my eyes on them. Charlie shifts so that she’s closer to me, the warmth of her seeping into my pores. I could get used to that feeling if I wasn’t so deep in bullshit. Her fingers slowly slip up my thigh, cupping my cock through my jeans as I watch the truck pull in. Who the fuck is that driving? Leaning forward, I want a better view but her palm on my cock is a little unnerving.  
 
    huo    
 
    “A little work, a little play, never hurt anything.” Letting her stroke my cock, I groan and keep shifting, forcing myself to keep watching. That’s when I see it. The bastard who climbs out of the passenger side of the van. I know if I want to give Bryon this shit, I need to get closer and get photo proof. That alone pisses me off.  
 
    “Fuck. Fuck!” I growl. “I gotta go get some pictures. Stay in this truck, lock the doors, and don’t let anyone in until you see me,” I say looking over at her quickly.  
 
    “Wait, what? Don’t let anyone in? Who the hell would want in?”  
 
    “Charlie, look at me.” She brings her eyes to meet mine, and fuck, do I want to get lost in them. “I need to get closer and I need you to stay here where it’s safe. If anyone comes over here, push the horn and don’t let go. There’s a gun under the seat,” I say but before I can finish, Charlie leaps out of the truck and begins walking down the road in the opposite direction. Blowing out a breath, I jump out and rush behind her.  
 
    “Charlie!” I loudly whisper but she just shakes her head. “Charlie!” A little louder this time and she spins around, her hands on her hips glaring at me.  
 
    “You brought me along to something dangerous? Where I’d need a damn gun?”  she snaps at me.  
 
    Running my hand through my hair, I shake my head. “I had to do this. I don’t have a fuckin’ choice and I wanted somethin’ that keeps me calm near me. I feel like I’m losin’ my shit these days, Charlie.” 
 
    “I keep you calm? You’ve known me for a few days, Savage! What the hell?”  
 
    Fuck, I understand that all too well and I don’t know how to explain that part to her.  
 
    “I know you don’t get it, and fuck, neither do I. I don’t fuckin’ know shit about you! For all I know you could be workin’ with the Feds!” Goddamn it, only I could fuck something up this badly. Did I really need to put that out there?! I should just leave her alone, walk the fuck away. I need those pictures for Bryon, goddamn it! 
 
    “You’re right. Just get in, I’ll take you home.” Heading back toward the truck I curse myself internally for my decision. She’s right though, she doesn’t deserve this shit. I open the passenger door and hold it, waiting for her to come back and get in. She looks up and down the road, no doubt gauging where she is to see if it’s worth getting back in with me or running. If she was smart, she’d run. When she slowly walks toward me, my heart leaps in my chest. She stops in front of me and stands on her toes, pressing her lips to mine quickly before climbing in the truck. I start to close her door when she stops me. What the hell am I doing? I don’t trust people and with good reason, but with Charlie, fuck, I feel like I can. There’s something about the way she follows my orders and lets me be in control that makes me truly believe that I can trust her with anything. There’s an undeniable connection that simmers between the two of us and maybe I’m that fucked in the head but I want to see if it’s true.  
 
    “Get what you need. I know how to shoot.” She reaches down, pulls the gun from under the seat, and sets it in her lap as if she’s done this a million times before. It should set off warn bells in my head but it doesn’t. It turns me the fuck on. With a growl, I lean in, kiss her hard, pull away, and close her door. Jogging toward the clubhouse, I pull my phone out so that I can get a few shots for Bryon. He had intel that this shipment was coming in and that’s the only reason I’m here. If he hadn’t I would have been waiting for that call to do his bidding.  
 
    “Come on, fucker, show your face,” I mumble under my breath from my place hidden in the tree line. I kneel low to the ground, keeping my eyes on the prize. When I see the guy, I snap the pictures, getting a good view of his face when it registers who it is. We used him a few times for guns years ago but he became unstable and we quickly cut ties with him. I snap a few more pictures of him and the guy working with him, who I don’t recognize, before turning and heading back toward the truck. I’m within a block when I hear the shots. My heart begins to beat faster, my mind whirling with possibilities. When I hear a few more shots coming closer to me, I pick up my pace. When I see the truck, my stomach cramps. On the ground in front of Charlie are two of the BSMC members, blood pooling behind them where they lie. My eyes jerk to Charlie’s, widening at the horror in them.  
 
    “What the hell? Are you okay?” Rushing up to her, I pull the gun from her shaking hand and tuck it into the back of my jeans. Glancing around quickly, I look for other BSMC members. If I heard it, they heard it and they will be on the way to find out what the hell happened.  
 
    “Get in the truck, Charlie.” I push her toward the door before bending down and checking for pulses. Dead. Both of them are dead. “Now, Charlie!” I stand up and move toward the driver side quickly and jump in. I start the truck and squeal the tires on the pavement as I get us the hell out of here, leaving the two dead guys on the ground.  
 
    “Fuck. I fucked up.” Slamming my hands onto the steering wheel, I can’t look over at her. I can’t see the look on her face and the horror that I put there. What the fuck was I thinking? What the hell made me think it was a good idea to bring her along for this shit? 
 
    “Were they dead?” she asks quietly.  
 
    “Yeah.” I hear the sob escape her but I don’t look over. I can’t handle seeing the look in her eyes right now. It would rip me apart, and now I have to explain this shit to Bryon on top of everything else.  
 
    “Will they come after me?”  
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t think anyone saw you.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “To the clubhouse. You’ll be safe there,” I tell her as I take the second turn getting the hell out of here.  
 
    “I killed them. Both of them.”  
 
    The sadness in her tone kills me, but I know how hard this is going to hit her heart. The weight of knowing that you took a life isn’t that easy to handle. It will wear on your soul and rip your heart into pieces. I’ve been there but slowly I got over it and became who I am today. The fucking savage that I became is who it made me. But Charlie isn’t me. Now I’ve put her in the position of having this wearing heavily on her soul. I reach for her and I’m surprised when she lets me pull her toward me. Charlie scoots into my side and I wrap my arm around her shoulder, turning my head to press a kiss to the top of her head.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Charlie. Fuck, I didn’t mean for you to get involved in this.”  
 
    “I killed them,” she repeats, her tone low and distant, her body still like stone. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Two months. It’s been two months since Charlie has been staying with me. She refused to go home after what happened that night. I couldn’t say that I blamed her either. I pulled her into a world of hell and now I have to deal with the blowback. She walks around like everything is perfect in our world when in reality it’s all falling to shit. I left her at the clubhouse since I had a meeting with David and Bryon today. Like most days we meet, we do it at the abandoned parking garage, top level.  
 
    “You get the pictures?”  Bryon asks as I nod my head and pull the envelope out of my pocket and pass it to him. He takes it and flips through the few photos I printed. Every other meet has been for intel but I kept the pictures just in case, as backup or insurance if I needed it. Thank fuck I did too because Bryon asked for them. 
 
    “A few guys were killed over there. Know anything about that?” David asks, pulling my attention to his. It’s funny how he’s never asked me this at any of our other meetings. Maybe he finally started doing his job and investigated that shit before immediately thinking of me.  
 
    “My job wasn’t to kill the bastards, was it?” I snarl, not needing them sniffing around what the fuck we did that night. I’m still pissed at myself for letting her be there and for her firing that goddamn gun. There’s nothing I can do about it now aside from keeping her safe from any kind of blowback. 
 
    “Did you get Russel with the weapons?” Bryon asks. I jerk my head back to his. Russel is a gun runner that Bryon is after as well.  
 
    “I got Russel drivin’ the goddamn van in. You didn’t tell me you wanted photos of him with the weapons. You think I was gonna stick around and risk gettin’ my head blown the fuck off for more than that? You get the photos I took and that’s it. I don’t plan on goin’ back either. I did what you asked take it or fuckin’ leave it,The nerve of this fucker. He wanted me to get that close and then stick around to take more pictures? I might not be the smartest man in the world, but I sure as fuck know when to step back.  
 
    “What the hell am I supposed to do with these?” Bryon yells as he flings the photos at my chest. A chuckle vibrates through me as I pull my cigarette from between my teeth and hold it between my fingers.  
 
    “First thing, don’t you fuckin’ throw anything at me. You got that? You wanted this shit, motherfucker, I gave it. Second, if you think that I’m gonna risk my goddamn life for you and your little agents, you have fucked up!” I take a step toward him when David breaks into the middle, shoving me back a step.  
 
    “Both of you stop. You’re not going to get all the information you need in one fucking day, Bryon,” David snaps at him. I chuckle again, louder this time.  
 
    “And you, shut the fuck up and do what he wants. I get that you can’t be too close, but fuck, Savage! You have to give him more than that!” I flick my cigarette at his chest and cross my arms over my chest.  
 
    “You got me runnin’ around bein’ your little bitch and lyin’ to my club. Don’t you fuckin’ dare bitch about how I go about doin’ my job,” I snarl.  
 
    “We need something that will stick, Savage! Not some bullshit that puts him at their clubhouse!” 
 
    “Really? A little common sense would put two and two together, fucker! A gun runner at the fuckin’ clubhouse of the Bloody Sunday MC? Bet they are havin’ a family reunion!”  
 
    “Alright! Enough out of both of you. Savage,” David turns to me, ignoring the snarling look on Bryon’s face, “you know what he needs. You have been around long enough in the game, man. Get him his shit so he can go on his way and fuck with other people.” I almost laugh when the words come from his mouth of all people.  
 
    “I’m workin’ on it. I do have my own shit to do, yeah?” David nods knowing damn good and well what I have to do.  
 
    “Speaking of,” Bryon chimes in once more. My nerves are already on edge and just hearing him speak works me up even more.  
 
    “Fuck off, Bryon. David, until this shit is over, I’m cuttin’ your pay down to half.” I uncross my arms and walk toward my bike listening to the both of them curse and moan under their breathes. Fuck both of them. I have too much going on to deal with them today. I climb on my bike, secure my helmet, and rev it up before heading down through the garage. Taking a left, I follow the road through town ignoring the looks of people on the sidewalks when they see a member of the Dark Savage driving through. They respect us and we in turn respect them back. I nod my head at a few but mostly keep my head low and ride.  
 
    My mind drifts to dark places where it shouldn’t even go. I’ve been watching the guys at the club, trying to pinpoint who the fucking rat is but come up with nothing. I can’t point out one man and begin to even think that he would be the one running intel back to the fucking Feds. I’m too invested in all of them, respect them all too much. They are my goddamn family. How can I look them in the eyes and know that one of them is lying to me? That one is betraying us all and for what? What is their gain? 
 
    I keep driving until the moon shines brighter above the city. My head isn’t in a good place right now, and I know that if I go back to the clubhouse I’ll only end up hurting Charlie like I have multiple times over the past two months. I can’t help myself though. She makes me feel calm yet enraged all at the same time and when the two collide, hell breaks loose. Add to that that I feel responsible for her somehow after I fucked up her life and drug her into my world. The guilt of that sits right there along with the betrayal of my club in my chest. I pull over at the bar I met her at and climb off my bike. Heading in the front door, all eyes come to rest on me. I get a few nods but most everyone looks away from me. Good choice.  
 
    “What can I get you, Savage?” Brittany, the bartender, smiles seductively at me. With her long blonde hair and huge fake tits, she isn’t bad to look at. I’ve never fucked her, but with the mood I’m in, she might end up getting it tonight.  
 
    “Whiskey and a beer,” I tell her with a smirk on my face as I saunter toward the bar and take a seat on the stool. I watch her ass as she grabs my beer from the cooler and pops the cap off. When she turns around and leans onto the counter, her tits fall over the top of her shirt. My eyes follow as she licks her lips and leans closer. 
 
    “What are you doing all alone tonight?” she purrs from across the counter. I take my shot glass in my hand and bring it to my lips. Taking it down in one gulp, I slam it onto the counter. 
 
    “That depends,” I tell her as I reach over and twirl a piece of her long blonde hair around my finger. Brittany giggles letting me know that she’s game. I smirk at her as her eyes flicker from mine to the door that chimes open before coming back again.  
 
    “Your friends are here,” she whispers but doesn’t bother pulling away. I keep my eyes on hers still playing with her hair when a hand slaps me on the shoulder. I glance over my shoulder to see Thorn, Rowan, and Q standing behind me with shitting eating smirks on their faces.  
 
    “What the fuck are you doin’ here?” I ask before looking back at Brittany and those big plump lips that are most likely as fake as the rest of her.  
 
    “Brought you a present,” Q chimes in. I finally release Brittany and spin around. As soon as I do, I see her.  
 
    “What the fuck you bring her here for?” Charlie’s eyes are wild as she glances around the bar. She seems on edge and something about that bothers me.  
 
    “She was freakin’ out on us. You weren’t answerin’ the goddamn phone so we figured we’d find you,” Thorn says with a shrug. I cut my eyes to the guys before dragging them back to Thorn. What the fuck was he thinking? 
 
    “You drug her around town on the back of your bike?” I hiss, not knowing why that pisses me off seeing as how I was two minutes away from fucking Brittany on top of this bar. My gaze finally flickers back to Charlie as she wrings her hands together in front of her. I shove off the stool and slam my shoulder into Thorn’s on my way past her. When I come to stop in front of Charlie, my heart leaps. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong? The guys said you been off?” Charlie shrugs but I can see the look in her eyes. She isn’t herself.  
 
    “I don’t know. I just don’t feel right. I want to go home, Savage.” Her words shouldn’t affect me the way they do, but as soon as I hear them my chest tightens.  
 
    “Then what are you doin’ here? I’m not holdin’ you hostage, darlin’.” Charlie’s eyes jerk to mine and I watch the sadness dance behind them.  
 
    “There are things that I want to tell you, that I need to tell you,” she stutters.  
 
    I cross my arms over my chest and wait for her to say something, but when her gaze flickers around the room and the nervousness in her eyes, I know this is something bigger than I originally thought. Grabbing her arm, I drag her toward the back of the bar where the pool tables are. As soon as I push through the door, I snap. 
 
    “Everyone get the fuck out!” My roar startles many in the room, but they all move quickly, leaving the room before I focus on Charlie.  
 
    “Talk, Charlie,” I demand. She shifts from foot to foot looking even more nervous than before.  
 
    “I heard some things from the girls at your club, Savage. I want to go home!” she snaps, heading for the door. I grab her wrist pulling her back in front of me.  
 
    “You heard what? You can’t just drop that shit and think you can walk away. You wanna run home to mommy? Go the fuck ahead but you better open your goddamn mouth,” I roar. Charlie jolts and walks back, leaning against the pool table.  
 
    “Some of the girls were saying that you have a rat in the club. That they heard talk of the club being raided. I can’t be in the middle of that, Savage. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Did they say a name?” I move in closer, caging her in. My hands rest on the edge of the pool table, my chest heaving. 
 
    “No. I just overheard it. I wasn’t supposed to be listening, I’m sorry.” The way she replies so quickly makes me grin. She thinks she did something wrong but she didn’t. I raise one of my hands to her cheek, pulling her face closer to mine. I can feel her breath fanning over my lips.  
 
    “Don’t say sorry. I’m glad you told me. I wish you heard a name but I’ll figure it out. In the meantime, you wanna go home? I’ll take you.” Instead of pulling away and taking her home, I kiss her. I let my other hand move to her hip, yanking her toward me. My cock hardens painfully in my jeans as it grinds against her. My tongue strokes along Charlie’s, tasting her in ways that I haven’t in the past few months. Charlie is stirring feelings in me that I’m not ready to admit to just yet, if ever. 
 
    “I’m gonna fuck you on this table, and then if you wanna go home, I’ll take you.” 
 
    “You looked a little happy out there with the bartender whore,” she snips at me. I chuckle under my breath pressing her against the side of the table with my body.  
 
    “I can fuck who I want, darlin’. I didn’t say you were my old lady, did I?” My lips move to her neck, licking and sucking at her delicate flesh. Bumps form on her skin as I lift her and set her on the edge. Spreading her legs, I shove her back until she falls back onto the table. 
 
    “Fuck you, Savage. I’m not some whore you can play with!” Charlie tries to sit up and move but I don’t let her. It was a nice try on her part.  
 
    “Nice fuckin’ try!” Shoving her back, she glares at me. Pushing up on her hands, she slides toward the edge of the table with fire dancing in her eyes. It fucking turns me on and she has no idea.  
 
    “I don’t want you.” 
 
    “Oh, you don’t?” I reach between her thighs and run my finger through the wetness that I find letting out a groan. “That doesn’t feel like you don’t want me.” 
 
    “This is stupid. I killed someone, two people, when I was with you, because I was with you! I’ve been staying at your clubhouse and for what? What the fuck am I doing?” She nearly squeals as she tries once more to get away from me. I still don’t let her.  
 
    “What you’re doin’ is spreadin’ those thighs and lettin’ me in. I don’t know what the fuck is wrong with you now, Charlie. You haven’t had a problem with me fuckin’ you the last two months. In fact, those bruises on your thighs proves that much.” Her eyes widen but no words form on her lips. I have her at a disadvantage right now and she knows it. Running my fingers over her throat and down her shoulder, she shudders. She isn’t going anywhere and she knows it. I move my hands and unbuckle my jeans, shoving them to the floor.  
 
    “I barely know you! This is stupid,” she hisses.  
 
    Stepping back into her space, I pry her legs apart and shove into her. Charlie clamps around me her hands coming quickly to my neck. Her nails dig into the flesh on the back of my neck, my hands clamping around her thighs. She stopped fighting me at the first touch of my cock. I thrust into her again, not giving a shit if anyone comes back here and sees us. They can look all they want. I plunge into her wet pussy, taking what I need from her. Charlie has me tied in knots and I can’t figure out what it is about her.  
 
    “Fuck, Charlie!” I growl as I fuck her harder. I know I’m leaving new marks and I don’t give a shit. The world ceases to exist when I’m inside of her, and for the moment, that’s all I want. Reaching around, I grab her ass and yank her into me. Charlie wraps her legs around my waist as I lift her off the table. Her mouth devours mine in a heated kiss that sends my body out of control. I’ve never been kissed by a woman like this, and fuck, I think I might like it. I slam Charlie’s back against the wall and pump my hips harder, hitting her as deeply as I possibly can. She claws at me, no doubt leaving her mark on me as I left on her but I can’t stop myself.  
 
    “Savage! I need to come,” Charlie begs me.  
 
    I fucking like when she begs like that. Chuckling into her neck, I slam into her with so much force that the walls bang behind her. A shiver races down my spine, my balls tighten and after a few more thrusts, I explode inside of her. Charlie clenches and explodes with me. Colors shoot behind my eyes as I grunt and jerk inside of her. Charlie rests her head on my shoulder, her breath tickling my skin. As we both gasp for air, I slip out of her and let her feet fall to the floor but I don’t let go of her yet.  
 
    “I told you I’d protect you, yeah? That means against the fuckin’ cops too, Charlie. They don’t fuck with me, I own them,” I tell her keeping her head pressed against my chest. I run my fingers through her hair and I can feel her relax into my touch.  
 
    “Do you think they’ll come after me?” I knew there was something else bothering her but I couldn’t pin point it. Now I know. 
 
    “I’ve heard a few things, but nothin’ you need to worry about.” 
 
    “What does that mean? I have nothing to worry about? Goddamn it, Savage!” Shoving out of my arms, she steps back quickly, running her hand through her long dark hair. I take the opportunity to pull my jeans back up and watch her. She’s on edge, that much is evident, but why? Is this really bothering her that much? 
 
    “Charlie, come on. Trust me when I say that I got this, sweetheart. The cops ain’t gonna fuck with me. I own ninety-nine percent of them,” I tell her through a chuckle. Charlie spins around, hands on her hips and glares at me.  
 
    “And that other one percent?” Fuck, this girl likes to test my patience and it’s beginning to wear thin. Crossing the room toward her, I grab her around her throat and hold her there. Her eyes widen in fear but as my thumb slowly strokes over her skin, the fear turns to lust. I don’t stop the motion as I look her in the eyes. 
 
    “Fuck that other one percent. If any of them have the balls to step up to me, I will kill every one of them, hear me?” Something unusual crosses her face and I can’t say that I dislike it. Something about the smell off fear when it wafts off the victim just does it for me.  
 
    “I’m scared, Savage. I’m not ready to die.” Her admission throws me off balance. I’ve never been around someone who isn’t ready to die. In fact, all my brothers are waiting for it to come to them.  
 
    “You’re not gonna die on my watch, Charlie. We need to get you back to the clubhouse. Or you still hell bent on goin’ home?” 
 
    “You’d let me stay longer?” 
 
    “Until the threat is over, yeah. “ 
 
    “So, there is a threat!” She tries to pull away but I tighten my hand around her throat.  
 
    “Your pleasure is mine. Your safety is mine. You need to fuckin’ understand that before we walk outta here.” Her eyes dance between mine before I see her break. She gives in and nods her head. I nod along with her before pulling her lips back to mine. I kiss her just like the name. Savage. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    “It was you! There are pictures of you and some woman! Who the fuck is she?” Bryon screams at me, that vein in his neck pulsing rapidly and nearly out of control. I can’t hold back the chuckle that escapes me as I blow out a ring of smoke.  
 
    “Could have been your mom. Not too sure when it’s that dark. I do like a good piece of old pussy every once in a while.” Pushing his buttons doesn’t really do anything for me, but seeing his face turn red? That does. He moves quickly, wrapping his hands around my throat as I laugh harder. Before I know what’s happening his left fist slams into my ribs. I give him that one but that’s it. When he moves to swing again, I lose control. I move faster spinning around out of his grasp. My fist collides with his jaw knocking him back a few steps. David doesn’t move in to intervene this time, knowing that this shit was coming sooner or later.  
 
    “You assaulted a police officer! A federal agent!”  
 
    “Fuck you and your goddamn status! I don’t give a shit about you!” Spitting on the ground in front of him, I smile.  
 
    “Let’s just calm down! Now Bryon, he got you Russel. What more do you want? You asked him for more information on him and there it is!” David says pointing to the folder that lies on the ground. I did what he wanted. I got Russel on camera selling the fucking guns to Bloody Sunday MC. I got all the meet times and drop locations and this son of a bitch is still picking at me.  
 
    “Yeah and killed two members!” Bryon snaps looking from me to David.  
 
    “What is the difference? You were taking them down anyway. He just helped your ass out.” 
 
    “When you took the job as Chief was it always your intention to go rogue? To turn your head every time some scum throws you a stack of cash?” That hit a nerve with good old Chief David. I watch his eyes flare with anger.  
 
    “You don’t know what the hell you’re talking about. I’d rather side with Savage than a piece of shit like you. You run around town kissing your boss’s ass all the time, but when is it your time to shine? You spit shine the fucker’s shoes and I bet you wipe his ass too and still, you get sent out on the lowest of the low, right?” 
 
    “Keep opening your mouth and I’ll shut you down, David! I have the authority!” Chuckling, I take step toward him, anger rushing through my body. I can feel the fire building. Pushing him back with my hand wrapped around his throat, I force to bend backward over the edge of the parking deck. His arms flail, his body tries to respond, but the more he fights, the looser my hold gets. I want him to fall. I want to watch his death at my hands.  
 
    “You talk way too much shit, Bryon. You’re nothin’ around here but a little piece of shit that’s stuck to my boot. You keep shit goin’ this way and I can promise you that you will end up on the losin’ end. I’ve about had enough of you snoopin’ around on my goddamn club. My boys are off limits!” The howl that comes from me echoes through the night sky. Bryon continues to flail around in my grasp doing nothing but wearing himself out.  
 
    “Let him go,” David says not looking so sure that he really wants me to either. I’m sure he’d be thrilled if I just tossed the fucker over the edge and got it over with. I pull the fucker back up and toss him to the concrete as he curses under his breath.  
 
    “You’re gonna pay for that shit!” 
 
    “Doubt it. You got Russel, now back the fuck off me for a while.” 
 
    “We don’t have a while!” 
 
    “That sounds like your problem. Don’t get my graciousness fucked up. I did your dirty work. Now I have shit to handle. You want more? Wait for it. Don’t you fuckin’ call me and don’t you dare look into my club, hear me?” Pointing at the asshole, he nods his head slowly. Bryon needs to learn his place and right now, he’s at the bottom of the food chain. I could throw him to the wolves and watch as they tear him apart limb by fucking limb. It wouldn’t even take much either.  
 
    “Just calm down, Savage. He’s going to back off, aren’t you?” David looks over at Bryon, and my eyes follow. Bryon nods, as he stands, brushing off his suit.  
 
    “Keep that girl under control and out of the way. I don’t know who the fuck she is, but if they find out she was the shooter, they will kill her.” 
 
    “Did I need your input? Did I ask for your motherfuckin’ opinion?”  Stepping toward him once more, David steps in between us, his hand coming to rest on my chest.  
 
    “Just go!” I watch Bryon a second longer. “Go, Savage!”  
 
    With a grunt I turn on my heel and head toward my bike. I’ve had enough with this shit already. Isn’t it enough that I have to be the goddamn rat that I despise? In my mind I know it’s completely fucked up, but when you look at the bigger scene that’s unfolding in front of me, it makes senses. I won’t let my guys go down without a fight, and I plan on fighting this piece of shit until the end. I climb on my bike and head back through town and straight toward the warehouses. I know there’s a load of coke that needs to be sorted, and tonight is the night one of our dealers picks up. When I pull in and see that Thorn and Q are already here, I grin. At least I got my boys with me tonight. I’ve been mulling over the idea of talking to Thorn about the rat problem we have. I climb off my bike after parking near the others and heading inside.  
 
    “You ready for this shit?” I ask walking in and taking in the scene in front of me. The smirk that was on my face slowly fades when I see the blood spilled in the middle of the room. 
 
    “What the fuck is this?” I point to the blood now staining my warehouse floor.  
 
    “That was Mick,” Thorn chuckles before pulling the cigarette from his lips. “Before he lost his head.”  
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And I shot him,” Q adds. 
 
    “What the fuck for?” 
 
    “Caught him in here when we got here tamperin’ with shit. Or stealin’ it, whichever you prefer. That’s a no-no,” Q tells me with a smirk on his face. I sigh and run my hand through my hair, cursing under my breath.  
 
    “We trust one motherfucker and this is what happens!” I roar kicking the closest crate to me. As if this shit with Bryon isn’t enough, now the bastards I trusted are sneaking into my fucking warehouse at night too.  
 
    “Shermon is still on his way for his pickup. You wanna change it?” Thorn asks flicking his cigarette to the floor and snuffing it out with his boot.  
 
    “Fuck no! We need to get this shit distributed and we need to get paid! Besides, this will show Shermon that we mean business. I trusted these fucks as our local dealers, but clearly I need to rethink who I put into higher positions.” Thorn nods and Q chuckles as I pace the floor.  
 
    “What’s wrong with you? You seem on edge.” When I glance over at Thorn, the idea of telling the two of them hits hard. Maybe if I had more ears open in the club, they could help me figure this shit out.  
 
    “It stays here, yeah?” I look between the two of them as they each nod their heads. Blowing out a breath, I lean against the nearest crate, crossing my arms over my chest.  
 
    “We got a rat. I can’t say how I know but we do.” 
 
    “You’re positive?” Q growls.  
 
    “Damn positive. Reportin’ to the Feds. There’s a case bein’ built against the club.” Fuck! Just telling them makes me uneasy. They could ask questions. Although I don’t need to answer them being the fucking president, I can still feel this all ending badly on my end.  
 
    “You fuckin’ kiddin’ me right now?” Thorn snaps. His eyes are wild and the anger that rises in him dances in his eyes like a lit flame. I knew he’d be pissed, I saw that shit coming. Hell, we’re all pissed but not knowing who it is is worse. 
 
    “And we have no clue who it could be?”  
 
    “Not one fuckin’ clue, brother. That’s all I got. I thought if there were more ears out there we might hear somethin’ or see somethin’ that’s off.”  
 
    Q pulls a joint from his pocket and lights up before looking to Thorn and back to me. “This is fucked up, brother. We don’t need this shit right now.” 
 
    “Who the fuck you tellin’? Now we got a dead Mick and some fuckin’ rat in the club. What else is there?” Throwing my hands out to my sides, I’m pissed at this helpless feeling. I hold way too much energy inside of me to handle all this on top of the fucking Feds.  
 
    “Your new girl?”  
 
    Just hearing him ask pisses me off. Charlie has nothing to do with this shit. She was in the wrong place when I was in the wrong mood.  
 
    “Started before her,” I tell them in a clipped tone.  
 
    “Goddamn man. We’re gonna be fucked!” Q roars, pulling our attention to him. Shaking my head, I walk over and slap a hand on his shoulder. 
 
    “You think I’d let that happen? When have I ever let this club down?”  
 
    “Never, Savage. You never have but the fuckin’ Feds?” 
 
    “You doubt I can handle the Feds, Q?”  
 
    He huffs but shakes his head. “Fuck no. I think if anyone can it’d be you.” 
 
    “Goddamn right it’ll be me.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    I hold my cards in my hands but my eyes move through the room to find Charlie. I don’t like the way Thorn is all over her tonight. In fact, I’ve noticed it a few times this week. Charlie has been taking time to herself, or so she says. I always send a prospect out with her but she mainly goes home and they don’t see anyone else roaming around there. It strikes me as strange that she doesn’t mention her family at all either. I’ve dug into her background and not much jumps out at me. She was in trouble when she was younger for stealing but that’s the end of that. Her record was sealed when she turned eighteen. Nothing else was in her file, not even a goddamn parking ticket. Something about that unnerves me, but without more to go on, I feel like I’m just being paranoid.  
 
    “You gonna play, fucker?” Asphalt, another brother, asks from across the table. I flip him off and toss my cards at him before shoving out of my chair. My nerves are firing off knowing that I have to spy on the fucking drop between BSMC and their coke dealer tonight. I hate the thought of being too close to that shit, but if I want to keep the fucking Feds out of our asses, I do what I have to do. I know the end outcome of this if the club finds out what I’ve done. I know what I’m facing, and yet for some fucking reason, I know that I’m doing the right thing. The guys all laugh and holler for me as I stalk toward the bar. Flipping them the finger, I ignore the words they throw my way. I sit on the stool in front of the bar when Myra strolls over flipping her hair over her shoulder and grinning at me.  
 
    “What can I get you, Savage?” she purrs, pushing her tits out in my face. Club whores, gotta love them.  
 
    “Jack and a beer. Make that two,” I tell her as my eyes trail Charlie’s every move. There is something about her, about the way she’s just melted into the walls of this club that rubs me wrong. She isn’t one of us. Of course, she accepted the challenge in the bar that day and I’ve fucked her senseless since then, but there is more to her and her story that I’m going to find out. She has more history in those beautiful ocean blue eyes that she isn’t letting out, but I plan on prying into. Myra sets my drinks on the bar and I quickly grab them up and stand. Walking toward Charlie, it’s almost as if she can sense me coming. Her head spins in my direction, her hair flipping over her shoulder. I hold the beer out to her and watch as she smiles and takes it.  
 
    “Thanks.”  
 
    I give her a slight nod. She killed two men. Shot them to death and yet their deaths haven’t been as hard on her as I thought they’d be. I remember my first kill and I still to this day remember the guilt that ate me alive. I was sixteen years old and I had to prove my worth to this club. I did just that but not without feeling the aftershocks of it all. Yet, Charlie stands here drinking her beer without a fucking emotion flickering over her face.  
 
    “Why are you staring at me?” she asks with a smirk. Fuck, I’d like to fuck that smirk off her face.  
 
    “Just thinkin’ about some things.”  
 
    “Want to talk about them?”  
 
    With the shrug of a shoulder, I peak her interests. I want her to ask. I want her interested in what I have to say because I want to see her reaction and the look in her eyes.  
 
    “Wanna take a walk?” I ask, looking deep in her eyes. She nods her head and motions for the door. I follow her outside and down the sidewalk a little ways before I stop and lean against the side of the club.  
 
    “What’s wrong? Have you heard something about what happened?” I chuckle at her whisper.  
 
    “Not exactly. I wanted to ask you somethin’ and I want you to be straight with me, Charlie. I like you. I like havin’ you around, but there is somethin’ that has been lingerin’ in the back of my head since that night.” Charlie watches me slowly sipping her beer as if it’s a lifeline.  
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “You don’t seem affected, at least not how I thought you’d be.” 
 
    “What is that supposed to mean?” she snaps, her eyes narrowing on mine. I shove off the wall letting the bottles in my hands fall to the ground with a clink as I step into her space.  
 
    “It means that you killed two men and you barely blinked an eye,” I say, my breath dancing over her lips. Charlie watches me but doesn’t say anything at first.  
 
    “What do you want me to do? Cry and rock myself to sleep in a corner?”  
 
    My eyebrows shoot into my hairline. That wasn’t the reaction I thought I was going to get from her, but in true Charlie style, it surprised me. Reaching over, I rest my hand on her hip, never breaking eye contact.  
 
    “Have you killed before, Charlie?” My thumb moves in circles over the exposed skin right above the waist of her jeans. Charlie shudders but keeps herself composed and in check as she looks me in the eye. 
 
    “You fucked me for months. Don’t think that you know my history, Savage.” There she goes again with those goddamn surprises.  
 
    “That’s the thing, Charlie. I looked into your past and all I saw was some petty shit.” 
 
    “You did what?” she snaps, her whole attitude changing in the matter of seconds. My eyes sweep over her face but she keeps her emotions under control. Not one ounce of fear can be seen in those blue orbs.  
 
    Raising an eyebrow, I ask her, “You think I’d keep you around this long and not check into you?” Charlie opens her mouth but nothing comes out.  
 
    “You see, I was thinkin’ of havin’ you go home, go back to your life before you met me. Then I thought, why? She’s been here for months and hasn’t mentioned a job, family, or the fact that you’d need money to live on. Things started comin’ together and it made me wonder.” 
 
    Shoving my hand off her hip, she glares at me and asks, “Made you wonder what?”  
 
    I smirk and cross my arms over my chest. I think I might be on to something here but I don’t know what yet.  
 
    “It made me wonder who Charlie really is. What the hell you’re really doin’ with me and at my clubhouse.” Our eyes are in a silent war, but the more we stand here staring at each other the more I think I’m going to be on the losing end. Charlie is clearly hiding something from me and I want to fucking know what that something is.  
 
    “What the hell does that mean? I’ve been fucking you at your clubhouse! You brought me here, remember?” 
 
    “Oh, I remember!” I growl grabbing her around the throat and push her into the wall. Her eyes widen and her lips part but she doesn’t say a word. The good in me is warring with the bad, and I can’t figure out which one is going to win.  
 
    “You’re fuckin’ with my head, Charlie, and I don’t like it,” I hiss between my clenched teeth. My jaw ticks as a look down at her.  
 
    “You’re fucking with mine too.” 
 
    “Maybe so but it’s in a different way, darlin’. Right now, in this second, I’m debatin’ snappin’ your neck or fuckin’ you against the wall.” I’m only being honest because I can feel it deep within my bones that something is off and she isn’t going to offer up the information that I want easily.  
 
    “So, tell me to leave,” she whispers nearly breathless.  
 
    “I thought about that too but then who would I fuck? And besides, I don’t fuckin’ trust you. I don’t trust that my gut isn’t right about you and that you’re not hidin’ somethin’ from me. I think that’s grounds to keep you around.” Her face is a mixture of emotions now. Fear, anger, outrage, and many more. She wants to fight me on this and what I feel, but I don’t think she will. She has a secret, and for some fucked up reason, I think it’s going to bring me to my fucking knees.  
 
    “What’s it going to be, Savage?” Fucking hell, she has to challenge me at every turn and I like it. I can’t deny that Charlie is working her way under my skin.   
 
    “If I find out that you lied to me about somethin’ that can affect me or this club, I will kill you no matter how much I like havin’ you around, Charlie. So, before I take you with me on this run, I want an answer.”  
 
    “I’m not hiding anything from you, Savage. You need to calm down,” she says, letting her hand slide down my chest to cup my cock. Fuck this girl is doing things to my head. Charlie lightly strokes me through my jeans sending fire up my spine. Releasing her throat, I pull away and notice the marks I’ve left on her skin yet again and sigh.  
 
    “What is your problem? Just tell me to leave, Savage,” Charlie snaps and turns to walk away from me but that only infuriates me more.  
 
    “Stop fuckin’ walkin’ away from me!” As loud as I roared, half the block could have heard me. A few drunken people that are staggering down the road look over but that’s it. Charlie stops walking and turns to face me, an angry look on her face. 
 
    “You can’t have it both ways, Savage! You think I’m lying to you? Fuck you! I don’t need this shit. I have a life outside of you, you know?”  
 
    “Is that so? Cause I haven’t heard shit about a job or family. What the fuck do you do for a livin’, Charlie?” I love watching how red her face gets whether that’s annoyance or anger, she looks fucking edible. Stalking toward her, I grab her waist, and pull her against me.  
 
    “What do you want me to say?” 
 
    “The truth, Charlie. I want the fuckin’ truth.” 
 
    “I have no parents! Does that make you happy? I have no one!” 
 
    “They dead?” 
 
    “Might as well be. My dad hates the ground I walk on. He blames me for my mom leaving us. He had to put his career on hold to raise me and he resented that. As far as work, I’ve never had to. I suppose you can buy a child’s affections.” Her eyes fill with tears and I suddenly feel like a piece of shit. My stomach drops from the look on her face. I’ve killed men and taken lives that I didn’t have a right to take, but in this moment, I feel at my lowest.  
 
    “Fuck, Charlie.” 
 
    “No. You don’t get to do that, Savage! You don’t get to ridicule me and then soften. Don’t do that!” Charlie shoves back a step causing my hand to fall to my side.  
 
    “I ain’t doin’ shit. Get your ass inside and put on some fuckin’ shoes you can ride in.” 
 
    “Maybe I don’t want to go with you.” She crosses her arms over her chest in a defiant manner that makes my cock hard.  
 
    “I told you, I don’t fuckin’ trust you and since you’re a trust fund bitch who doesn’t need to work, you don’t need to leave anytime soon. Now get the fuck in there and put your goddamn boots on!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    “What are we doing?”  Charlie hisses under her breath as we lie on our stomachs in the bushes. I chuckle and glance over at her, noting how sexy she looks lying there right now. Her jeans are tight on her ass and the sight alone makes me horny as hell.  
 
    “Doin’ a little recon,” I tell her before turning back with my binoculars. Charlie doesn’t say anything else as I watch through the clearing. I can see the supplier but I don’t recognize him. A few of the Bloody Sunday guys stand around smoking joints but paying no attention to the man standing at the back of the van. 
 
    “What the hell are they doin’?” I mumble to myself as I watch the scene play out in front of me. Something eerie creeps up my spine and I don’t like the feeling that lingers in the pit of my stomach. “Somethin’s wrong.” Before I have the chance to think, Charlie screams. It’s a heart wrenching cry that resonates deep within my soul. As I roll to face her, she’s yanked from next to me right before everything around me blacks out.  
 
    When I wake, I’m shocked to see that I’m not tied or chained to anything but I have been tossed in a small room and had my ass handed to me. At some point during their attack, I passed out again. I groan as I roll over and see Charlie naked and curled into a ball. My heart drops in my chest at the sight of her.  
 
    “Charlie?” Her head pops up and her puffy red tear-filled eyes come to lock on mine. She immediately cries harder and crawls toward me. Shoving myself up despite the pain, I pull her into my arms and hold her against my blood stained shirt. My body aches from the beating, my face stinging from the cuts. 
 
    “What did they do to you? I’ll kill them all,” I growl low in my throat. I run my hands up and down her back, holding her tighter.  
 
    “I didn’t think you were going to wake up. I was so scared that they killed you.” She cries harder. Her warm tears spill down my chest causing my heart to clench. I don’t know what’s happening between us, but I know this pain is real. Trying to reassure her, I keep telling her that everything is going to be okay, but I don’t know that for sure. That unsureness is what’s pissing me off right now too. I don’t know what the fuck they want from me.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I whisper in her ear even though I know she isn’t. She is not okay and I don’t know that she will ever be. This is all my goddamn fault.  
 
    “I’m so sorry, Charlie.” 
 
    “Savage?” I glance down at her big dark eyes and feel myself falling into her depths. “Kill them all. Make them all hurt, especially Dragon.” When the name leaves her lips I internally cringe. I know that bastard as the Enforcer of the Bloody Sunday MC. I take a sturdy breath before I ask the next question, not sure that I actually want to hear the answer. 
 
    “Is he the only one? Did he…fuck!” With my free hand I tug at my hair when Charlie cries harder.  
 
    “Him and two others raped me.” Goddamn it! My nerves are firing off and internally I feel like I’m about to explode. It’s taking all the strength I have left to hold myself together and not rip the fucking room to shreds with my bare hands.  
 
    “We have to get outta here. Can you walk?” I hate to even have to ask that question. 
 
    “Yes.” I shove her off my lap and help her to her feet before I stand tall next to her. She’s dwarfed by my size and that hits me deeper than anything. She’s small and fragile and I’ve let them fucking break her. Pulling my bloody shirt over my head, I slip it over hers waiting as she slides her arms in.  
 
    “You tried the door?” I ask but she shakes her head. I walk over and slowly twist the handle, but it’s locked like I knew it would be. Pressing my ear against the door, I listen to see if I can hear anything. 
 
    “There were boats. A lot of boats,” Charlie tells me. I pull away from the door and cock my head to look at her offering her a slight smile.  
 
    “It’s good you remembered that.” Charlie lifts the corner of her lips into a sad smile that I return. Pushing her back a few steps, I get myself ready before ramming my shoulder into the door repeatedly. Pain shoots through my already sore body but I don’t stop until the door splinters and crashes to the floor. I peek out and make sure no one is out there before I grab Charlie’s hand and drag her with me. We snake down the hallways at record speed only to realize we’re in a boat warehouse. I stop at the end of a row of boats to try and get my bearings when I hear men talking and laughing. Charlie tenses up next to me. Glancing at her, I shake my head no. I can’t have her losing it all now that we’ve come this far. Holding my finger up to my lips I motion for Charlie to move down the next row. We creep as silently as possible, me keeping my ears open and my eyes wide. There is no way in hell that I’m letting these bastards grab us twice.  
 
    When we reach the end of the row, I can see the side exit off to our left but I also hear the assholes talking.  
 
    “Yeah, workin’ with the fuckin’ Feds, man! How much you think they know?” My heart leaps into my throat just as Charlie freezes. I don’t know who the hell they know or what they know, but it all makes sense now. They knew I was working with the fucking Feds! This is bad. Really fucking bad. Shit just turned worse and that’s not something I wanted to think about.  
 
    “Doesn’t matter. We’re about to handle that shit. What are the fuckin’ odds that they’d be sittin’ out there tonight?” 
 
    “Pretty goddamn good from what I heard.” The men chuckle before I hear their footsteps walking away. I close my eyes and take a deep breath before dragging Charlie behind me. As soon as we step out of the door, I realize where we are and we are fucked.  
 
    “What the fuck!” I growl low in my throat. They were smart, I’ll give them that, but they weren’t smart enough. They knew, somehow they fucking knew. 
 
    “We’re surrounded by water! How are we going to get out of here?” Gripping her hand tighter in mine, I pull her towards the row of boats. Finding the one I was looking for, I glance behind us as I usher in.  
 
    “Get on the floor and stay down,” I tell her gruffly. Charlie drops down as I find the keys I knew would be in here - stupid rich fucks. They always believe their shit is so safe over here. I’m here to prove them wrong. Starting the boat up, I can hear shots being fired from behind us. Charlie screams as one of the bullets rip through the seat next to her head.  
 
    “Stay down!” I roar, shifting into gear. I get us out of here as quickly as I can, and once we’re away from the docks, I maneuver us toward the edge of the water. These fuckers are going to expect us to keep going but I’m smarter than they are.  
 
    “When I say jump, jump in, hear me?” Charlie looks up with wide eyes and fear dancing in circles in them.  
 
    “I can’t swim.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I don’t know how to swim, Savage!” Tears fall down her cheeks once more and I curse myself for not finding that out sooner.  
 
    “It’s okay. I got you. Just hold onto me. When we jump, hold your breath, yeah?” Charlie nods as I take one last look behind us. Once I’m satisfied that they aren’t following us or at least aren’t close enough to see us, I motion for her to stand up. Hooking my arm around her waist, I hold her tightly.  
 
    “Ready?” Charlie nods her head but I doubt she’s really ready for this. I help her up onto the edge and climb up with her. “Jump!” Shoving off the edge, we both plunge into the darkness awaiting us below. I make sure I keep a grip on her waist as I kick us up to the surface. Charlie coughs and gasps for air I suck in lungfuls myself. Treading water, I shift her around so that she’s got her legs wrapped around my waist.  
 
    “Hold on tight, darlin’.” Charlie doesn’t need to be told twice. Her arms immediately wrap around my neck, holding tight. I kick and swim us toward the shore, praying to God that those bastards didn’t get in a boat to follow us, and even if they did, I hope like hell they don’t see us out here. Luckily it’s dark so I doubt they will. It takes me a good ten minutes to get us to shore, and as my body screams in pain and protests more movement, I force it to keep going. Giving up isn’t an option. 
 
    “We need to get to a phone,” I tell Charlie as she shivers and holds herself together. I fucking hate that I caused all this. It fucks with my head. “Come here,” I tell her softly, watching her eyes as they fill with tears. Lifting her in my arms, I cradle her to my chest and start walking toward anything I can find. The street is fairly calm for this time of night and we don’t pass many people. I should ask for a phone but I don’t. I need to know that I have Charlie far enough away from those bastards as I can get her first. We get a few glares, but for the most part they ignore what they see so I keep going. Everything replays in my mind, but I push it all away focusing solely on Charlie. I need to get her taken care of first. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Charlie sleeps peacefully in the bed next to me, her clean damp hair fanning out around her. I called one of the prospects and told him that we needed a pick up but he had to keep it to himself. He did just as I asked and we snuck into the clubhouse through the back entrance. I feel like shit lying to everyone around me, but the worst part? I let Charlie get sucked into this shit. I fucking ruined that girl’s world in the matter of a month. How careless could I be? She was raped by those assholes. How do I forgive myself for what they’ve done to her? That’s easy, I don’t. I slip out of bed and grab my phone, heading into the bathroom before I dial. I listen to it ring, and with every tone, my anger level rises.  
 
    “It’s four in the morning!”  
 
    “How the fuck did they know?” I growl trying to keep my voice down so I don’t wake Charlie. 
 
    “Savage? What the fuck are you calling me for at this hour?” 
 
    “Tell me how the fuck the BSMC knew that I was watchin’ them, Bryon, and tell me now before I fuckin’ come over there and kill you with my bare hands!” This time I roar a little louder and find myself peeking out of the bathroom to be sure that I didn’t wake her. I let out a relived breath as I see her steady breathing in the throes of sleep before closing the door again.  
 
    “I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about. Goodnight, Marcus.”  
 
    “You hang up and you’ll regret breathin’.” 
 
    “I don’t fucking know what you’re talking about. We haven’t let anything slip on the BSMC. They shouldn’t know anything.” Even hearing him say it, I knew he didn’t know shit, which really sets my nerves on edge. There are a few people that would have known, me, him, David and the fucking rat.  
 
    “I want the rat,” I tell him, my tone grave.  
 
    “I can’t do that just yet, Savage. What happened?” 
 
    “What happened? I was gettin’ your goddamn intel and they knew we were there!” 
 
    “Who is we?”  
 
    Fuck! I slipped. And I never do that. 
 
    “Me and my girl. They raped her, Bryon. I ain’t lettin’ that shit slide.” My girl. That’s what she is regardless of what I want. I want to keep her at arms length, but I can’t. It’s not just because I’m fucking her either. No. The feelings I have for her run deeper than that. She calms the raging storm in me even if it’s only for a short time. She makes me wish I didn’t make some of the choice’s I have. She makes me feel. 
 
    “You don’t have a choice! We can’t blow this one, Savage. We need that intel to bring the case down on them. It’s either them or you.”  
 
    The line goes dead and so does my heart. There’s a moment in time when everything that you thought you knew slowly slips into the darkness. In my mind, this is that time. I thought I was doing something right by this club by keeping them in the dark, but the only thing that has gotten me was Charlie raped and almost killed. What kind of man does that make me? What kind of president, leader am I turning into? I made the choices I did to protect my brothers. This club is my life as it so many others and I couldn’t just let them go down without a fight. Everything I’m doing is for them. 
 
    I head back into the bedroom and toss my phone on the night stand before slipping back into bed next to Charlie, listening as she cries softly in her sleep. She’s been doing this on and off all night, and each time hurts a little worse than the first time. I slide my hand arm under her neck and the other around her waist pulling her closer to me. When her warmth swarms around me, I inhale her soft scent. Nothing in my life has ever come easily to me. Caring about people was, though. Especially when it came to my brothers. I learned how to turn off my emotions when I kill and that part has settled me when the time comes, but lying here with Charlie resting in my arms brings up emotions that I’ve long since buried. I breathe her in and hug her tighter before whispering in her ear, “What are you fuckin’ doin’ to me, Charlie? I wasn’t supposed to give a shit about you. I wasn’t supposed to want you around, but here you are after two fuckin’ months steppin’ over boundaries I’ve had in place for many reasons. I don’t know how this story plays out but I sure as fuck what to find out.”  
 
    Sleep never came last night, not after everything that happened. Now it’s time to make up another lie to tell the guys about why my face is fucked up with bruises and cuts. It’s this part that weighs heavily on me and I don’t know that I can handle much more. I don’t want my club going down but I don’t want to not avenge the bastards who hurt Charlie either. I’m in a fucking lose-lose situation and there is nothing I can do to change that. I pull my shirt over my head when I hear her giggle. Turning my head and looking over my shoulder, Charlie sits in the bed watching me get dressed.  
 
    “What’s funny?” I ask reaching for my boxers. 
 
    “You’re the only person I know who will walk around naked with a t-shirt on.”  
 
    I chuckle and pull my boxers and jeans on before turning and walking back toward the bed, toward her. She watches me intently but doesn’t say another word until I sit on the edge and sigh.  
 
    “Don’t apologize, Savage. It isn’t who you are and I don’t want to hear it. If I wanted to leave I would have.” 
 
    “They hurt you, Charlie, and it’s my fault. I should have never taken you with and I sure as fuck shouldn’t have kept you around when you asked to leave,” I tell her truthfully.  
 
    “It wasn’t your choice. I decided to stay.” 
 
    “And look what happened to you! You need to leave and get as far away from me as you can.” Shoving off the bed, I head toward the closet to grab my boots but Charlie doesn’t let me get that far. Her spitfire attitude shoots me from across the room making me come to a stop.  
 
    “You don’t own me! You can’t make those decisions for me. I’m staying.”  
 
    When I turn and see the determination in her eyes, I gasp. She’s headstrong, I’ll give her that much. I take her in from head to toe as she stands there with her arms crossed over her chest. The beauty that radiates off her is perfect but it’s the determination in her eyes that guts me. Charlie holds more power in her than I originally realized and that’s something you don’t find often in a woman like her. Charlie isn’t afraid of me or afraid to stand up to me for what she wants and that draws me in. Everything about Charlie calls to me. She makes me feel stronger and at this point, that’s what I need. I need the strength that she offers.   
 
    “What makes you think that I want you to stay?” I mimic her stance and cross my arms over my chest glaring back at her.  
 
    “When did I ask for your opinion?” she challenges me back.  
 
    “This isn’t a game, Charlie. This isn’t some little story you read in a book. This is real life! You got hurt. You’ll continue to get hurt until I can fix this shit, do you get that?” Her eyes narrow on me and I can practically feel the heat rushing off her in waves.  
 
    “I want to watch them all die. I want to see them suffer for what they did to me, and if you don’t have the balls to help me do that, I will do it on my own. You don’t know everything there is to know about me, Savage,” she warns me through gritted teeth. My chest tightens but my cock leaps to life. Having her stand there and challenge me like this resonates deep inside of me. I’ve never cared enough to fight someone else’s battle but this was never hers to begin with. It was all mine.   
 
    “You could end up dead. You could end up in jail bein’ with me, Charlie.” I can’t tell her, I can’t tell any of them that I’m in with the fucking Feds, but she needs to know the risks of staying here, of staying with me.  
 
    “They already killed a part of me. There is nothing more for them to take.” Shaking my head, I run my hand through my hair and tug. She’s stubborn as fuck.  
 
    “Things are gonna happen soon and it’s not gonna be pretty.” 
 
    “Are you trying to scare me away, Savage? It’s not working.” 
 
    “I’m not tryin’ to scare you away. I’m tryin’ to make you see the fuckin’ facts that sit right in front of that pretty little face of yours! You stumbled into this shit one drunken night, Charlie!” The slight smirk on her face stuns me but also pisses me off. There’s more to this story that I don’t know. There’s more to her, I can see it in that smirk and in those goddamn captivating eyes.  
 
    “Maybe I didn’t stumble into it. Maybe I walked into it with my eyes wide open.”  
 
    Now it’s my turn to narrow my gaze on her. What the fuck is she trying to say? I know how we met. We were both drunk. “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”   
 
    Charlie moves quickly around the room, grabbing a pair of jeans and tugging them on. “It means just what I said. I’m not some helpless little girl, Savage. I can handle myself.” Watching her put her bra and shirt on, I see a new side of Charlie. A side I didn’t know she had in her, but as I watch her move through the room, grabbing her things, I see it. The side that she hid from me.  
 
    “You better start talkin’, darlin’!”  I roar. Charlie grabs her tennis shoes and turns to face me, that smirk still in place.  
 
    She cocks her head to the side and studies me when she asks, “Do you know me, Savage?”  What the hell is with her? Where did that crying sobbing little girl go? 
 
    “I know that you’re headstrong. I know you want somethin’ in life but you won’t say what it is. I also know that you make me feel good when you’re next to me but I know it’d never last.” Her cocky smirk slips from her face. Her mouth gapes open and it takes a moment for her to collect herself.  
 
    “Why couldn’t it last? Why do you talk so negatively about yourself?”  
 
    Fuck! I don’t need this kind of questioning from her. I don’t need to feel vulnerable to her and that’s exactly what I feel. I could open up and tell her every last fucking detail of what I’m doing but the end result remains the same. The only thing I’m doing is saving my club. This has nothing to do with me as a president or as a member. Not even me as a man. This is all for my club. I took a vow to be the leader and be the best that I can, leading my brothers to a better life, even if it is our fucked up way of life. When I made that deal with Bryon, I knew what the end game would be. I’m a traitor to my brothers and a traitor to Charlie. No matter how you spin the web, you’ll always get caught in it someplace. My web of lies was spun the day I agreed to help Bryon and became a rat. I sacrificed myself for the better of my club. There is nothing more I can do to redeem myself aside from seeing this shitty ass plan through and finishing what I started.  
 
    “I speak the facts, Charlie. There are so many things wrong in this world, in this club, in me. When I took the gavel and the patch, I knew what I was. Over the past month, I’ve lost focus of that. I lost focus of who I was and what I wanted, but you know what I realized when I met you?”  
 
    She watches me intently but doesn’t know how to respond and I can’t say that I blame her.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I realized that who I am today was who I was meant to be. That we all have our time to shine and this is mine. I know what the outcome is for me but it doesn’t have to be that way for you. You can be somethin’, Charlie. You don’t have to rot in hell for takin’ revenge. Let me do it. I’m goin’ down anyway. Let me carry that burden for you. Go live your life and find out who you are.”  
 
    Charlie is silent for a long time. Neither of us move or say a word, just letting the words I spoke seep into our minds. There are few things in life that I know for sure but my ending is one of them. This isn’t a fairy tale where we all live happily ever after. This is testament to my life and the decisions I’ve made in them. Nothing good can come from me being who I am. As much as I want to believe in redemption, I don’t. A man who kills and takes lives without question, a man who sells his soul to the devil himself can’t be redeemed. These are all things that I know and I’ve learned over the years of being the President of the Dark Savage MC.  
 
    “It never ceases to amaze me the way you think you can scare me away.” 
 
    “That isn’t what this is, Charlie. This is truth!” I growl loudly. Someone knocking on the door pulls my attention from hers. I stalk over and throw the door open to see Thorn standing there with a grin on his face. That is until he sees mine.  
 
    “What the fuck happened to you?” he asks, nodding toward my face.  
 
    “Nothin’. What is it?” 
 
    “Don’t fuckin’ nothin’ me. Your face is busted up, brother!”  
 
    “What the fuck do you want, Thorn? I’m in the middle of somethin’!” Thorn drags his eyes from mine to Charlie and back again. My stomach knots when he drags them back to Charlie and lingers there.  
 
    “Heard a few things that I thought you might wanna know about. Was gonna call church and bring it all to the table.” 
 
    “Fuckin’ call it then but give me a few to handle this and get rid of her.”  Charlie snickers behind me but I ignore her.  
 
    “I think you might wanna rethink that, brother,” Thorn says finally pulling his gaze from Charlie and looking back at me. Confusion rushes my brain as I glare at him. What the hell does that mean?  
 
    “Why the fuck do I need to rethink that? I already made the choice. She don’t have shit to do with this club. She ain’t my old lady or a club whore. Who the fuck do you think you are?” My voice thunders through the room. Thorn runs his hand through his hair and glances around the hallway before finally looking back at me.  
 
    “I’m just askin’ you to wait until after church before you decide what to do with her.” 
 
    “I’m standing right here, you bastards! I can hear you both and I don’t plan on going anywhere until this shit is finished!”  Charlie screams behind us, but I don’t pay any attention to her. I don’t need her shit right now on top of his.  
 
    “What needs finished?” Thorn asks looking past me to her, a pissed off glint in his eyes. What the hell is going on around here? 
 
    “Nothin’ needs finished. Go call church. I’ll be there in a minute,” I tell him, trying to push him back a step but he doesn’t move. Charlie does though. She darts past me, shoving Thorn in the chest, but he doesn’t move.  
 
    “Whatever you’re trying to do, don’t. We have this shit handled.” The interaction between the two throws me off my game. I’ve never seen them interact more than a handful of times before this and it was never this heated. Something is wrong and that fact is eating away at the back my mind.  
 
    “Do you? Does your daddy think it’s handled?” Thorn hisses at her, causing her to take a step back.  
 
    “Don’t you pull that shit, Thorn!”  
 
    “What the fuck is goin’ on here? What do you fuckin’ know that I don’t, Thorn?” I ask looking to him and ignoring her. Charlie’s hands come to rest on my now heaving chest. She tries to push me back and talk to me but I can’t focus on her now. I need to know what the fuck he knows. I know there is something else that neither of them are telling me.  
 
    “Let’s just go in the room and talk about this, Savage. Let me explain what’s happening.”  
 
    Shaking my head, I don’t want to fucking hear it. I want to know what the hell I’m missing and what’s happening inside my own goddamn club! I push Charlie off me, causing her to stumble to the side but she comes back just as persistent as ever.  
 
    “Let’s talk in the room, Savage,” she asks, her eyes searching mine. 
 
    I refuse to look at her. My eyes remain on Thorn’s, waiting on my VP to tell me what the fuck is going on. It’s not going to be something I’m going to like, I can feel it. My skin crawls and a sweat breaks out over my skin. 
 
    “Please, Savage!” Charlie begs but my eyes harden on Thorn.  
 
    He runs his hands through his hair, looks up at me and says, “She’s workin’ with the Feds.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    Imagine that. Played from both directions and I never saw it fucking coming. I guess that’s on me too. I should have known better than to fall for someone like Charlie, someone who deserves better than who I am , and now I know just how far out she is. She was an outsider and I drug her in. Dragging my hand through my long unruly hair, I glance between the two of them, unsure what to say. Charlie’s eyes are full of tears, but behind those tears I see there’s something more that she isn’t telling me.  
 
    “What is it?” I ask keeping my gaze on hers. Her cheeks flush but she just shakes her head. She doesn’t want to give up any more of her secrets.  
 
    “You fucked me over,” I grumble under my breath, my heart beating in my ears. To say I’m pissed would be wrong because I’m fucking livid, but who the hell am I to say anything? The thought just occurred to me that she may know that I’m working with Bryon but she hasn’t brought that to Thorn’s attention and I sure as hell won’t either. Thorn shifts from foot to foot, clearly uncomfortable with the whole situation just as much as I am.  
 
    “I didn’t. I haven’t.” Charlie tries to protest but I don’t want to hear it. I wonder how much she gave up on this club?  
 
    “You did! You fuckin’ lied right to my face, Charlie! What the hell are you doin’ in my club?” I snap. I lose control and lunge at her. Wrapping my hand around her neck, I slam her body against the wall. She gasps and a small cry escapes her lips as her head bounces off the drywall. Thorn takes a step back leaving me some space, knowing he’d better not intervene. I’m so fucking close to Charlie I can nearly taste her on my lips, stealing her breath.  
 
    “It’s not what you think, Savage,” she pleads, trying to suck in that precious air that her body needs, but I don’t give a damn. Not now. I’m in that place inside of me that gives no fucks and doesn’t see remorse. I’m lost to the inner turmoil that swirls its black tentacles around my mind in a haze, nearly blinding me to anything but the kill.  
 
    “That’s a good line, darlin’. Think I haven’t heard that one before?” I lower my voice to a deadly tone and level my gaze to her, so close she almost can’t focus on my face. I need her to be able to see, feel, and hear the rage in me. The animal, the savage that I am, a hair’s trigger away from detonation, ready to explode and take her down with me.  
 
    “Let me explain. Please!” she begs, tears falling down her cheeks.  
 
    Beg me? Fucking begging me to let her explain what the fuck she’s doing in my club while she’s in with the Feds? That’s when reason parts the dark clouds of turmoil. A sliver of light shines in, making me pause. I should give her that chance, after all I am a fucking rat myself. I’ll listen but the rage continues to simmer just below the surface. I glance over at Thorn, but he isn’t any help. He shrugs his shoulders and watches me intently.  
 
    “You have twenty minutes to get it all out in the open or I blow your fuckin’ pretty little head off in front of all my brothers,” I hiss. It’s loud and angry and with just enough evil to make her shudder. Looking over at Thorn, I say, “Call church in twenty minutes.” He nods and turns on his heel to walk away but not before he throws Charlie the nastiest look I’ve ever seen the man give. I chuckle because she deserves worse than that. She deserves to be killed right here and now, but for some fucked up reason, I want to hear what she has to say. She couldn’t have been the rat this whole time. There’s no way possible. Charlie came in after the deal was made, so where the hell does she fit into this mess? 
 
    I release my grip on Charlie and close the door before turning to face her, my body tight with tension. I can’t even begin to describe what’s running through me right now. Pure adrenaline and anger fuel me on.  
 
    “Get talkin’,” I roar, causing her to shake. Crossing my arms over my chest, I glare at her before leaning against the door waiting on her to speak. I can see the fear in her with me closing off her only exit out of here.  
 
    “Initially I was supposed to get in and get inside information and report back,” she starts but I stop her there. 
 
    “Are you a Fed?” Charlie shakes her head slowly confusing me further. 
 
    “My father is. He sent me in knowing that I could relay information that would be useful in bringing your MC down.” 
 
    “And you gave it,” I deadpan.  
 
    “At first, I gave him small things, but then I stopped giving him anything.” 
 
    “What the hell does that mean?” I question her. She just stopped giving him information? 
 
    “It means that I started feeling different around you, Savage. It means that I didn’t want to give him everything I knew about you,” she says softly, lowering her eyes to the floor in front of her.  
 
    “Still not makin’ sense here, Charlie. Spit it the fuck out before I really get pissed!” Seething with anger, I shove off the wall and take the few steps back toward her, reaching for her chin and forcing her gaze to mine. The look I see startles me. It’s not only truth but lust and admiration in that gaze of hers. It can’t be.  
 
    “I feel something for you, toward you… I don’t fucking know, Savage! But the more I’m with you, the safer I feel and I don’t want anything to happen to you!”  
 
    I pull my hand away from her like her words physically burned me. 
 
    “You don’t feel shit for me,” I hiss.  
 
    “Except I do. I don’t know what just yet but I feel it.” 
 
    “You don’t want to die so now you feel all these feelin’s for me? That it?” Charlie shakes her head but I can feel it too, I just don’t want to admit it. That would be a weakness and I can’t afford that right now. Not when I’m in this deep.  
 
    “You know that’s not it, Savage! You saved me more than once. I killed for you!”  
 
    She’s right on both accounts, but who am I to decide her fate? Haven’t I taken enough from this girl? Tugging at my hair, I run my hand down my face before pacing the room.  
 
    “I don’t understand how I was so fuckin’ stupid. How I didn’t see this shit comin’?” The questions are geared toward myself, but the more I think, the more I become heated. I should have followed my gut, I should have known.  
 
    Fuck. Fuck. 
 
    “Who else knows you’re here?” I spin to look at her but her face is blank.  
 
    “Just my father.” 
 
    “But you know there’s a rat in my club, yeah?” 
 
    “I knew but I wasn’t informed as to who it was or what they were doing here. All I know is what I was supposed to do,” she says, sounding a little pissed at herself.  
 
    “This is bullshit. You work with the Feds and don’t know who the fuckin’ rat is talkin’ to the Feds?” I ask her. Charlie shakes her head and I can tell by the look in her eyes that she’s telling the truth. At least she’s not lying to me. 
 
    “How do you know there’s a rat?”  
 
    Fuck! There’s my inquisitive girl. Too fucking smart and focused for her own good. I knew she’d pick up on that. 
 
    “I don’t think that’s any of your goddamn concern.” 
 
    “We all have secrets, right, Savage?”  
 
    “Some of us more than others,” I say keeping my eyes trained on her. She can read me, I know she can, but the question is will she act on what she’s seeing in me? Charlie lets out a breath and scratches at her neck before she sighs.  
 
    “The only thing he knows is that you are into gun running. That’s all I told him but they already knew that. He’s pushed me for more but I haven’t responded. In fact, I haven’t even checked in with him.” 
 
    “Why the hell not? You want him to come in here raidin’ my place lookin’ for you? Was that the goddamn plan?” I snarl.  
 
    “No and he won’t do it. He probably thinks I’m dead by now.” 
 
    “Why the fuck would he think that?” 
 
    “Because I was just a pawn in all this, Savage. Don’t you see that? I was nothing more than a tool that could be used, and to be honest, I had already given up on ever having anything good in my life so I went with it. I walked into the fucking lion’s den and this is what I ended up with!” She throws her arms out to the sides to make her point and my chest tightens.  
 
    “You put yourself in the position to be killed at my hands?” I ask her. She looks at me, unblinking and there in those dark eyes I see it all. The pain, the hurt, the sadness. The depth pulls at me. What put all of those ugly thoughts and emotions there? 
 
    “At first, yes. I didn’t care if you found out who I was because I just wanted it all to be over with.” 
 
    “Why? What was so bad in your life that death was an option?” 
 
    “My fiancé died. He was murdered by an MC.” 
 
    “Which one?” God I don’t know if I can take it if she says mine. I don’t think my heart would ever be the same.  
 
    “Bloody Sunday.” 
 
    “You were supposed to bring me down why?” 
 
    “You were an easy target. Your rat has the pull here. He can make things happen and he has. Setting you up against the BSMC was easy. You never liked them and my father said that your involvement in the illegal world would help bring them all down. I agreed to do it right when the words left his mouth. I’m sorry, Savage.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    There’s a point when time stands still and you’re left hanging in the balance. This is my time. I have a woman who I could feel something for standing in front of me telling me that she has been lying to me the whole time I’ve been with her, trying to protect her and for what? All she wanted was a death sentence that I could have passed down long before this shit ever came into play. Yet, here we are. Wrecked and ruined by secrets and pasts that always seem to haunt us in some way. 
 
    “There’s a problem with all of this, Charlie,” I tell her solemnly, on the verge of breaking down and telling her my own fate in this mess. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “My end, my death is too near for me to let myself feel anything for you. Even if what you say is true, you aren’t the only deceivin’ one involved in this shit.” Her eyes come to meet mine and I’m lost in her. Her sadness wraps around me like a fucking vice and doesn’t want to let go. I hate that I can see it, feel it, but I can.  
 
    “What happens now?” she asks softly, her voice never betraying that sadness. 
 
    “That’s just it. I don’t fuckin’ know. I know where my road leads and death is what awaits me when this is over.” 
 
    “Why? Why does it have to be death?” she nearly pleads with me and rips my fucking black heart out of my chest. I step closer to her, needing to feel her warmth, her goodness, or whatever is left inside of her.  
 
    “I betrayed my club, Charlie. I can’t give you details and I wouldn’t even if I could, but what I did, what I’m doin’ isn’t forgivable under our laws.” Hearing myself say those words hurts. It slams into me like a fucking lead weight because this club has been my world. Every single brother has been my family and I’m ruining all that because I wanted to protect them. Charlie’s hand comes to rest on my chest, and just like every other time she touches me, my heart leaps. I may not have pretty words for her, but our connection, our chemistry, is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced before. 
 
    “We can always change the future, Savage. Nothing is set in stone. If anyone knows that it’s me,” she tells me. Her words ring loudly in my ears and all I can see is the hurt from her past. It amazes me that she cared so little for herself that she could throw her life away coming in here and that again makes me wonder. Was she that in love with her fiancé? Was he worth sacrificing her own life at the loss of his? 
 
    “How long were you with him?” The need to know is almost overwhelming but I want to know. I need to know. I’ve never had someone in my life that I felt so strongly about that I’d die for them. 
 
    “Seven years. We were supposed to get married two years ago,” she says as tears fall. “He was a good guy, a cop. He was in the wrong place at the wrong time and got in the middle of a shoot-out. The BSMC made it a show from what we’re told. They found him bleeding on the ground and they all took turns beating on him.” 
 
    “Fuck, Charlie.” Pulling her into my arms, I cradle the back of her head with my hand as she cries. This woman is ripping me apart. Piece by fucking piece she is slowly pulling my boundaries down and stomping them into the ground. As much as I want to say that I don’t feel something for her, it’s a lie. I do feel it and I don’t know what that means for me.  
 
    “He died in the hospital a few days later. My father has been focusing all his efforts into the local MCs, but not for Chris’s death.” 
 
    “Then what for?” 
 
    “His own gain. There are crooked cops, Savage, you know as well as I do.” Her dad is crooked? What the hell is going on here? Charlie pulls back, wiping at her eyes before she looks up at me.  
 
    “You are Dark Savage MC, but do you know who is higher up than you? Who holds more power in this area?”  
 
    Shaking my head, this can’t be what’s happening. No way in fuck.  
 
    “Your fuckin’ dad is in with them?” The growl that leaves my throat scares her; I saw her jolt and flinch. 
 
    “They aren’t trying to take down BSMC. They want to work with them, own them in a way. They want you to initiate a war and let them do the rest.” Her eyes fall and my chest tightens.  
 
    “How the fuck do you know that? You said they killed your fiancé and that your dad went after them. You lyin’ again?” Charlie shakes her head slowly before looking back up at me.  
 
    “That’s what I was told at first, the reason I jumped at the idea. The more I dug into things myself, the more I learned. He never wanted to avenge Chris’s death. He was never doing any of this for me or Chris; it was always about him, his power, what he wanted. He will do anything he can to have that power over this city, Savage.”  
 
    I blink, stunned by her revelations. This is all so fucked up. I begin to pace the room again, letting all that information sink in. The more I think, the more I want blood but whose? 
 
    They say when it rains it pours and this is going to cause a fucking flood. Tension is running high and I don’t know how to handle this. I have no clue where to start. I know what is at stake, but how do I save my club, my family? Charlie wraps her arms around my waist, her face pressed into my back. I close my eyes and place my hands over hers holding them tightly. I don’t know what the hell I’m doing. I don’t know where this is going to go and the more I think about it, the more unsure I become. 
 
    “I have to go to church,” I tell her softly.  
 
    “What’s going to happen to me, Savage?” 
 
    “Nothin’ right now. I need to talk to the guys and figure this shit out. I need your help, Charlie.” I slowly spin in her arms and look down into her dark eyes.  
 
    “What can I do?” That question right there tells me that she is on my side regardless of where she started. And I need all the help I can get right now. 
 
    “I need the rat. I need to eliminate the threat, yeah?” Charlie nods her head slowly before I lean down, my lips mere inches from hers. “I need you to find the rat for me.” Charlie leans in the rest of the way, pressing her lips to mine. I kiss her roughly, letting her know that I have just as many feelings for her as she does for me regardless of how wrong it is. Everything in my life is fucked up at this point, why not add a little more shit on top of it? She can be the fucking cherry on top of this shit sandwich. 
 
    “Can I use your computer?” she asks when I finally pull away from her.  
 
    I nod my head, brush a piece of hair behind her ear, and leave the room needing to clear my head. I need to go into this meeting with my guys with a clear head and figure out a plan that doesn’t make Charlie look like the traitor and also without implicating myself in the process. 
 
    Yeah…fuck.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    “Threats have been made, Savage. What the fuck is happenin’ around here?” Q, our Enforcer asks. I take a deep breath and prepare myself for a shit storm that’s about to come. 
 
    “There was an incident the other night. I was out with Charlie and shit went down.” It’s time they know some shit’s running afoul. I tell them what happened while trying to remain as vague as possible. I don’t need them knowing everything, that would blow all of this shit I’ve been doing out of the water.  
 
    “What kind of incident?” Thorn asks with a growl.  
 
    “We got cornered by a few of the BS boys. I wasn’t in the truck when they walked up. Charlie shot two of them.” The men, my men, sit around the table as surprised gasps come from all around. I felt the same way. Shit, I didn’t expect her to do it either.  
 
    “What the fuck were you doin’?” Q hisses shoving out of his chair and standing to his feet. His hands land on his hips and his eyes hold demands that I’m not willing to give into. 
 
    “None of your goddamn business! The situation is just what I told you. She shot two of them. I’ll handle the blowback,” I growl looking him in the eyes.  
 
    “We have a shipment comin’ in on Tuesday. We still good for that drop?” Thorn pulls the attention from me to him. I shoot him a side eye; I can’t thank him enough for that.  
 
    “Willy is set to move his half right after we split it up,” Richy, our Road Captain, chimes in. I nod my head and run a hand through my hair. 
 
    “Willy can come anytime, I trust him. As far as breakin’ the rest up for distribution, I want Weber on it. He can handle that shit.” Weber is another of our brothers I know I can trust. I glance around at the guys, noticing that Q is still on edge and with every right. He should be pissed at me. They all should be but they just don’t realize it yet.  
 
    “If that’s it, we’re done here,” I say glancing around once more. Grabbing the gavel, I slam it on the table and watch the guys as they walk away except for Thorn. I know he wants to talk about Charlie, but I’m not really in that type of mood. When the door closes, he jumps right in.  
 
    “What are we doin’ with her?”  
 
    Tipping my head back, I blow out a breath before looking at him and pulling a cigarette from my pocket.  
 
    “We use her.” Lighting up my smoke, I take a seat once more. 
 
    “Use her for what?” 
 
    “Whatever the fuck we need her for! You make the fuckin’ decisions around here now, Thorn?” My nerves are firing off and I can’t keep myself under control much longer.  
 
    “No, but I’m not to be counted out either, Savage! You heard what the fuck I said out there!” he roars pointing toward the door.  
 
    “I heard you. I heard it all, but there is a question lingerin’ in the back of my mind. How the fuck did you know who she was?” Cocking my head to the side, I glare at him, daring him to say the wrong thing right now because I will lose myself and I can’t help what I do.  
 
    “Fuck you, Savage! I’ve been lookin’ into her,” he says, making me wonder even more.  
 
    “That so? You been lookin’ into some bitch I’ve been fuckin’? Why is that, Thorn?” With my cigarette hanging between my lips, I cross my arms over my chest and lean back in my chair waiting for him to answer. Thorn scrubs his hand over his face before looking at me.  
 
    “I thought she just felt off. She’s been around way too much for it to be a fuck, Savage, you have to admit that.”  
 
    His words take me back a little. Why the fuck does he of all people have to catch onto that when I didn’t see it fucking coming?  
 
    “Who I fuck is not your concern, and I don’t remember that bein’ part of your job description, Thorn. Since when do scan bitches?” Even as I say these words, I know there’s more to this story. I can feel it in the pit of my stomach that there’s something more happening here.  
 
    “We don’t but clearly we need to!”  
 
    I uncross my arms and pull the cigarette from my lips and lean my elbows onto the table. I take a long look at him and choose my words. 
 
    “What we need is for my VP to listen for a fuckin’ change. What we need is to follow fuckin’ orders! I say she stays and we use her for what we can get. That’s the end of it.” Nodding toward the door, Thorn takes the hint and walks away. It’s a good thing too because I’m close to the edge. When the door closes, I do something that has been bothering me for a while now. I grab a pen and piece of paper and pull it in front of me. This isn’t the ideal way to do this but I figure it needs to be done.  
 
    Q, 
 
      This is a bitch move brother and I know it. It’s so fuckin’ cliché I can’t even believe that I’m doin’ it. You’ve been a proud member of this club for a long time and I respect you for it. You’re a valuable member and one of the best brothers we have here. This letter isn’t easy for me to write for many reasons, but I know when the time comes, I won’t be here to say the goddamn words. I betrayed this club. By now, you should already know that, but I need you to know my side of the story. I was blackmailed into my betrayal. I won’t give names, because at this point, they aren’t even important. Everything I did was for this club. It was either this or our club went down. I couldn’t let that happen, man. You guys, this club - it all means too much to me to watch it fall. The decision to handle this on my own was all on me. No one else knew about it and I made sure to cover your asses when I set out on this mission. I fucked up, Q. I fell into the wrong hands and I was forced to flip on the one thing that meant the most to me: this club. When the time comes and the truth comes out, just know that I fuckin’ did it for THIS CLUB. I want it to thrive and be better than what I’ve made it and I know you can do that. As my last order as President of the Dark Savage MC, I’m placin’ you in charge. I’m passin’ the gavel down to you, Q. Make me proud, brother. 
 
                                                                       Marcus “Savage” Matthews 
 
    Folding the letter up and I stand and head toward the desk, grabbing an envelope and stuffing it inside. It’s a bitch move to write a letter to Q but this is the best way possible to keep everything under control. At least he’ll have my words rather that questions after I’m gone. Heading out into the main room, I head straight to Q.  
 
    “This is a fuckin’ order, you hear me?” Q brings his eyes to mine and gives me a nod. I pass him the envelope but he just looks confused.  
 
    “This doesn’t get opened until you don’t hear from me for twenty-four hours, yeah?” 
 
    “What the fuck is goin’ on, Savage?” 
 
    “It’s a goddamn order, Q! Twenty-four hours, yeah?” Q looks down at the envelope in his hand before straightening his spine and nodding.  
 
    “No problem, Prez.” I nod my head and before I can speak another word, I hear Charlie scream.  
 
    “Savage!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    The look in her eyes should have been enough to tell me I wasn’t going to like what I was about to hear. The guys all look at her like she’s insane but her eyes stay on mine. I notice a paper in her hands and my stomach sinks knowing this can’t be a good thing. I take slow but deliberate steps toward her before grabbing her arm and dragging her back toward my room. Once I have her inside, she’s nearly panicking.  
 
    “What the hell is goin’ on?” I ask watching her pace this time with the paper still in hand. 
 
    “I have a few friends, well, they were Chris’s friends, but I still know them,” she rambles.  
 
    “Spit it the fuck out!” I roar causing her to jolt from the tone of my voice. 
 
    “I asked them to check into some of your club members.”  
 
    She did what? What the fuck does she think she’s doing? I start toward her with murder on my mind, but when she holds up that goddamn paper, I stop. Everything stops. Time stands still and so does my damn heart. I shake my head as I read over the words and look at the picture. How could it be? How the hell is that even possible? 
 
    “You’re positive?” I ask my voice gravelly and low. I can’t believe it, I don’t want to, but the fucking proof is staring back at me.  
 
    “I had them run if four times. I’m so sorry, Savage,” she says with a hitch in her voice. How?  How is this my fucking life right now? What the hell has become of this club? 
 
    “Fuckin’ traitor,” I grumble under my breath before I snap. I grab the paper from Charlie in one hand and her hand in the other. I don’t give her a second to respond before pulling her out of the room and down the hallway. 
 
    “What are you doing?” she squeals as I yank her roughly into the main room, whistling to get everyone’s attention. That bastard stands there stoically watching me like he has an ally in me.  
 
    “If I give an order, you follow it, yeah? Let the show begin!” I say loudly looking around at my men, my brothers. They all nod and I hear a few verbal answers as well. 
 
    “We have a rat in this club!” Many words are spoken now but I can see the pissed look in their eyes. “I never thought I’d see the day that there was a rat in my own club. I never imagined havin’ to put down one of my own.” I know what the repercussions are of what I’m about to do, but in the end, does it even matter? The gauntlet has already been thrown. 
 
    “Timothy ‘Thorn’ Riland. You betrayed this fuckin’ club,” I growl loudly, my voice thundering through the room.  Everyone’s head turns to face him and a look of disbelief crosses their faces. My heart pounds in my chest as I reach behind me and pull my gun from the back of my jeans.  
 
    “Get his gun and get him on his knees,” I order my brothers. No one bats an eye, they do their jobs as Thorn looks between me and Charlie, shock written all over his face before he smirks.  
 
    “I would typically ask you for your last words but I don’t take orders from a fuckin’ rat!” At my words, Thorn smirks and starts to speak.  
 
    “What about her? She’s a fuckin’-”  
 
    His sentence is never finished. I fire my gun and watch as his lifeless body falls to the floor. Charlie screams but the rest of the guys look at Thorn’s lifeless body as if it’s trash. I know what I’ve just done here. Not only did I kill a federal agent, a rat, but I killed a man who I thought was my best friend for many fucking years. That doesn’t ease the ache in my chest any either.  
 
    “Get this shit cleaned up! We don’t let rats bleed on our turf!” The guys set about moving to clean up the mess without any questions being asked. I grab Charlie and shove her back toward my room needing a minute to gather my thoughts and figure out what the fuck I’m going to do now. As soon as we get into the room, she moves away from me, no doubt feeling the rage rolling off me.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” she whispers softly. She’s sorry? Fuck her! Fuck all of this! 
 
    “Fuck you!” I hiss at her. Charlie takes a step back but I don’t want to let her. All I want to do is hurt something, hurt her. I want her to feel the fucking pain that I do in my chest. The pain of betrayal and brotherhood lost. 
 
    “He was my best fuckin’ friend!” Charlie jolts but she doesn’t move. “He was by my fuckin’ side and all of it was a goddamn lie.” Charlie moves toward me slowly and cautiously. When she stands right in front of me, peering up at me with those magical eyes of hers, I lose it. Grabbing her roughly, I kiss her like my fucked-up life might depend on the air that she breathes. Wrapping my arms around her waist, I lift her and crush her body to mine. My mouth moves from her lips down her jaw until I reach her throat, licking and sucking. I feel a blend of lust and hate, each punishing my soul and being translated on to her skin. 
 
    “Savage,” she breathlessly says my name and I can’t handle it. I can’t handle her dirty fucking mouth saying my name. I run my hand up her side and wrap it around her throat, making her eyes widen.  
 
    “You brought this to me. Why did you have to be the one to show me, to tell me who the fuckin’ rat was?” I question her like it would make a difference. “All I want to do is fuck you until you bleed. I want to hurt you, but those bastards already did that. Goddamn it, Charlie!” Her hand comes to rest on my cheek. Her thumb stroking the stubble on my jaw.  
 
    “You don’t hurt me, Savage. You never have. Please,” she begs. Grinding herself against me like she needs this as much as I do and maybe she does.  
 
    Pulling her off me, I toss her onto the bed and begin to pull my clothes off. My cock is hard and needy, but when I see Charlie taking her clothes off, I nearly come on the spot. I move quickly, spreading her thighs and climbing on the bed in between them. I reach up and grab her shirt, ripping it in half before I lean down and bite her nipple through her thin bra Charlie screams in what I can only imagine is pleasure and pain morphing together as one. 
 
    “He was my best friend,” I growl before grabbing my cock and shoving into her. Charlie moans but soon begins to scream as I take out my frustrations on her body. It’s wrong - I know it is, but I can’t help myself, not with her anyway.  
 
    “My fuckin’ right hand!” Another growl and I slam into her, the sound of our skin slapping against each other pushing me forward. Charlie wraps her arms around my neck, pulling me down to her mouth. She kisses me, biting my lips until I taste blood as I thrust into her without any regret of the pain I may be causing her. I don’t give a shit right now. The deeper I get inside of her, the harder I become. One of my hands wraps around her thigh, bruising her skin with my fingers as the other wraps around her throat. Each thrust of my hips brings me closer to the pleasure I know I’ll feel when I come inside of her. My hand on her throat tightens and soon Charlie’s hands come up to claw at mine. I’m lost inside myself, the darkness, the betrayal - all of it. I can’t handle this shit.  
 
    “Savage!” She struggles for air, her nails digging into my flesh, blood spilling to the surface. I release her neck and drop my hand between us and press on her clit. Charlie moans and raises her hips to meet my thrusts, calling out my name.  
 
    “I fuckin’ need you, Charlie,” I admit to her, sending her over the edge. Clenching around me, I lose myself in the orgasm that races through my body. I jerk and twitch inside of her filling her with everything I can. My admission isn’t far from my mind as I pull out of her and fall to the bed next to her. Charlie shifts and rolls onto her side, laying her head on my chest, her fingers roaming over my abs.  
 
    “I’m sorry it was someone you cared about,” she whispers after a few minutes into the quiet after our storm. 
 
    “It’s a fuckin’ blow I didn’t expect. Shit’s gonna get bad before it gets better, Charlie.”  
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “I don’t think you do, but if you’re stickin’ around me, you’re about to find out.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    You would think that the knowledge of him being a goddamn rat would calm some of the nerves inside of me but it’s the opposite. It makes me wonder, and when I wonder, I get restless. Thorn was a friend and a brother for a long time. He was always there when I needed him. Hell, I’ve watched him kill for this club. There was never an ounce of doubt when it came to Thorn.  
 
    “Want to talk about it?” Charlie asks as I smoke my joint and look around the nearly silent main room of the clubhouse.  
 
    “Nothin’ else to talk about.” Blowing the smoke from my mouth, I look over at Q. When his eyes meet mine, I give him a nod letting him know that I have something I want to talk to him about. I’ve thought about going to Bryon with this shit but there are more pressing matters. Besides, they will learn quickly enough that their little rat isn’t calling in any information any time soon.  
 
    “I’m worried about all of this,” Charlie sighs next to me.  
 
    I bring the joint to my lips once more before I glance over at her. “You don’t need to be, Charlie. I got shit handled,” I snap at her without meaning to. She watches me, those seas of blue dancing in front of me, but when Q and Roman walk over, she rolls her eyes and walks away. I watch her go when they sit down, a bottle of whiskey in each hand.  
 
    “What’s goin’ on, Savage? We gonna run with that idea you had?” Q asks. I nod my head and lean back in my chair.  
 
    “She’s mine. Doesn’t matter about the logistics of shit. They fucked with somethin’ that belongs to me and now they gotta pay for it.” Q grins as Roman howls. This right here is my family. My fucking boys.  
 
    “What are you thinkin’?” Roman asks, leaning his elbows on the table.  
 
    “We need to hit when Stone Cold is there. I want that motherfucker gone and done with. We need him out in order to keep movin’ forward anyway. He’s a fuckin’ blip on our goddamn radar and I don’t need to tell you both how much attention he pulls not just to BS but to all of us.” They both nod, knowing exactly what I’m talking about. It isn’t much different than what Bryon told me. Stone Cold is in with a lot of different mafia sectors that do nothing more than draw attention to us MCs. We don’t need the extra heat or the interference when it comes down to this shit.  
 
    “I’ll hit Riley up. He had an in with Stone Cold a while back. I’m sure he can call in a favor,” Q reminds me. Riley is one Q’s older friends. I think the guy used to be a Nomad or some shit. I knew about that deal of trading drugs and guns a long time ago, but Q has his own shit going on.  
 
    “Yeah, do that and let me know. The sooner we can move on them, the better. I don’t want those motherfuckers thinkin’ that I just forgot about what they did to Charlie.” 
 
    “About that. What actually did happen?”  
 
    I knew this was going to come up at some point and there is still no way in fuck that I can tell them everything. If I do I’m asking for my death to come before it’s time.  
 
    “Shit got out of hand one night out by the bar. They raped her, brother. She didn’t know what to do so she called me. I went out there, fought one, but he took off.” Lies. All fucking lies. I can’t believe how easy it’s become to make shit up and spew it from my mouth to the people who mean the most to me.  
 
    “You fuckin’ with me?” Q roars, shoving out of his seat. I nod my head once and motion for him to sit back in his chair.  
 
    “She didn’t want anyone knowin’, brother. It fucked with her head and she’s still tryin’ to deal with it all.” Q nods and grabs the bottle, bringing it to his lips before taking a long pull. I watch him and I know that he is better than I ever was. He’s strong and levelheaded and I have zero doubts that putting him in charge around here is what’s best for this club.  
 
    “Heard that. I just wish we knew sooner. Either way we got this, Savage,” he says with a nod of his head.  
 
    “I need this soon. That shit with Thorn has me in knots, brother. I mean fuck! He was our VP for years, yeah? Never once did I look at him as anything more than my brother, my right hand. We killed together and now this shit? What the fuck do the Feds know about us? How long before they blow in here and fuck us all over?” Roman hisses between his teeth before his pissed off glare shoots to mine.  
 
    “You’re right, brother, but what the fuck do we do? David got any pull we can use?” 
 
    “I’m gonna ask him to see what he can get us. We don’t need any goddamn surprises around here. Findin’ out Thorn was the fuckin’ rat just about killed me,” I admit that freely because it’s the truth. Thorn was family and it’s hitting all of us in different ways.  
 
    “Fuck him! Fuck what he did and who the fuck he was. We kill rats!” Q growls before grabbing the bottle from Roman and taking a long pull. 
 
    “What do we know?”  
 
    “BSMC has some boats down at the dock. We could light that shit up like a warnin’ of what’s to come.” Q’s suggestion pulls a grin across my face before I light up another joint.  
 
    “You know what? Let’s do that. We already know that they don’t go down there on Fridays. We hit that shit and head back home, yeah?” Looking to the guys. they both smirk and agree. “Tell the guys and let’s do this shit.” Shoving out of the chair, I head through the room and down the hall until I come to my door. I stop and rest my hand on the handle debating on what to tell Charlie about tonight. I don’t want her getting in the middle of this anymore than she already is. I turn the handle and step inside to find her sitting in the middle of the bed with tears in her eyes. She quickly wipes them away, plastering a smile on her face. 
 
    “What the fuck is with the tears?” I ask heading toward the closet. Pulling out my black hoodie, I turn and face her once more. Charlie sits there staring at me but refuses to say a word. Shrugging out of my cut, I slip the hoodie on before sliding my cut back over it. Hide? Fuck that, I’ll never hide from what and who I am.  
 
    “Where are you going?” she asks when I grab my other gun from the dresser and stuff it in the back of my jeans with the first one. Moving to the nightstand, I pull the drawer open and grab my knife, stuffing it in my hoodie pocket. “Don’t ignore me, Savage.”  I walk over to the bed and sit on the edge, running my hand through my hair.  
 
    “I have shit to handle that isn’t your concern. You wanna play games and not speak, that’s on you.” I don’t want to be an asshole, but this woman pushes me to limits I never knew I had. She wants to keep her secrets, but at the same time, she wants to give in to me. She’s torn, much the way I am.  
 
    “I just hate what they made me feel.”  
 
    Turning my head to look at her, I ask, “What do you feel?” Charlie’s blue eyes glisten but I can see the pain in them and I fucking hate it.  
 
    “I feel disgusting, used. How was I not stronger than that? How did I let that happen?”  
 
    “You are stronger than that. You’re still here and fightin’ another day. You didn’t let them break you, you became stronger, Charlie. Don’t doubt yourself or what you’re doin’ here. You did what you had to do to survive.” The small smile that flashes across her face melts my heart. I know she’s still hurting and there is nothing I can do to take that pain away no matter how badly I want to.  
 
    “Thanks, Savage.” 
 
    “Don’t thank me, darlin’. You did that all on your own,” I tell her. Charlie climbs onto her knees and crawls over to me, resting her hands on my shoulders. 
 
    “I wasn’t alone there. You did take care of me and you still are.”  
 
    “And I plan on doin’ it until I take my last breath. You mean somethin’ to me, Charlie.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    The ride to the docks was calming in a way. I know what we’re about to do but they don’t. This is like taking a piece of Charlie’s life back for her. Taking away the one place that hurt her, where they hurt her. Eventually I will take away every last person but for now I think this is a good start. We park the bikes far enough away that the explosions won’t come near them but close enough to make our getaway when needed.  
 
    “You got the gas?” I ask Roman as we walk toward the warehouse that houses some of the boats. He lifts the can in his hand and shakes it for me to see. Nodding my head, I grin as I feel that darkness, that demon sweeping around inside of me, ready to exact revenge in every form possible. “Make sure you get that fuckin’ warehouse good.”  
 
    Roman moves one way as the other guy’s head toward the boats at the docks. Q slaps a hand on my shoulder and passes me a cigarette and lighter. “I’m sure you want to do the honors,” he teases, getting me to chuckle.  
 
    I stick the unlit cigarette between my lips before grabbing a can of gas from one of the guys walking by and turn toward the warehouse. Pouring gas along the edge, I walk backwards, making a line that I will set on fire from a little ways back. Don’t want any of the guys too close for this shit.  
 
    “You broke her but I’m gonna fix her,” I mumble as if the son of a bitches can hear me. I’ll ruin them all much like they did her. Tossing the can toward the building I step back and watch as the guys move around doing what we do. Thoughts of Charlie flash behind my eyes. Visions of her curled into herself when I woke up in this piece of shit. The fear, the hurt in her eyes is something I’ll never forget. It ripped me apart in ways that can never be repaired. The only vow I can make to her is one that I won’t be able to fulfill much longer. I promised her I would care about her until my last breath, but we all know that is closer than we think. The thought alone settles something inside of me. Death can come in many forms but mine will be the ultimate death. It will be a death by the hands of my brothers, men who I love and would do anything for. The irony that one of them will be the one to pull the trigger sending me to my ultimate demise isn’t lost on me, but I hold those around me in higher regard and I know that once the truth comes out, they will understand and accept the fate that I’m being handed.  
 
    “It’s all set, Prez,” Roman says as the men all come to stand around me. Q holds a lighter in his hand, passing it to me. I hold the lighter in my hand before I turn to look at my brothers. 
 
    “We stand up for what we believe in. We live our way. Someone fucks with what’s ours; we fuck back only we fuck harder! These motherfuckers fucked with Dark Savage property and now the payback begins!” My words thunder through the silent night igniting the guys’ spirits. They roar and scream as I flick the lighter to life, lighting my cigarette. I turn back toward the building and smirk. This is only the beginning motherfuckers. Dropping the lighter, I watch the gasoline ignite and race across the ground until it hits the warehouse. Slowly, those menacing flames lick their way up the sides and continue until the whole thing is engulfed is a sea of red and orange. I smirk knowing that a piece of Charlie’s memories are going up in flames before my eyes, wiping at least a fraction of the pain away from her heart as it goes. Booms sound from inside the warehouse until the line of fire races toward the docks. We all move back but stand and admire our handy work. A few of the guys howl and scream, but me? I watch it in a beautiful silence. The smoke drifts through the sky but the flames climb higher and higher. Each one representing a time that can no longer fuck with my head. A time that I felt helpless and useless to Charlie. Never again will I feel that.  
 
    “You happy?” Q asks pulling my attention to his. Smoke billows from my lips as I smirk at me. 
 
    “For now. Once I have their blood on my hands, I’ll be happy.” 
 
    “We need to move! Once those motors blow, it will draw attention,” Roman yells, getting all the guys moving in the other direction, but I stay planted in place watching the past burn to ash just the way it needs to be. Turning on my heel, I walk back to the bikes and meet up with the guys. In the distance I can hear the sirens heading this way and I know it’s time to ride. 
 
    “Let’s ride! Head back home. We don’t need any unnecessary bullshit with the cops today.” The guys all chuckle before climbing on their bikes and revving the engines. I do the same and lead them out onto the road. I make sure to go the opposite direction of the sirens just to be safe.  
 
    As we ride, a few things occur to me. One, this may be one of the last times that I ride with my club behind me. Two, this is what I’ve lived for my whole life and in the blink of an eye it was taken away from me. One fucking moment in David’s office changed the course of my life forever. My past collided with my future and tore it to hell. The irony of all of this is my life started out as nothing and when it ends, it will be for nothing. I’ve debated what I’m doing with myself since the day I agreed to give up information to keep my club safe but at what cost? I tell myself it’s the right thing to do because letting my brothers go to prison over some kind of bullshit wasn’t an option, but at the end of the day, were my brothers worth my life? I’ve lived for thirty-five years, and each one of those years held something different for me. When I found this club, I was a nobody and nothing. I had six fucking dollars in my pocket when I prospected for this club. When I worked my way up the ranks and was voted in as president, I was on the high of my life. I knew I could be a strong leader; I’d always possessed that quality, but as the days slowly count down for me, I find myself questioning that. Was I good leader? Would a good leader have protected his club by turning into the one thing that we hate? A few times I’ve debated this within myself, telling myself that I fucked up. I turned on my club and I was the reason for all of this, but then at other times, I see the other side. I know that keeping them off the Fed’s radar was what I needed to do to protect them and as president wasn’t that my fucking job? 
 
    I shake away all the thoughts as we pull into the clubhouse parking lot and kill the engines. When I climb off I see Charlie standing off to the side, her arms wrapped around her stomach. My heart beats a little louder, a little faster when I look at her.  
 
    “You got it bad for that one, brother,” Q announces slapping his hand across my chest.  
 
    “Somethin’ like that.” I abandon my helmet on the handlebars before walking toward her. As soon as I reach her, I slide my arm around her waist and pull her back against me, inhaling her scent. If that’s the last thing I smell, I want it to fucking linger with me forever.  
 
    “You smell like gas,” she teases, looking over her shoulder at me.  
 
    “I might have been playin’ in it a little.” 
 
    “What did you do? Or is club business you can’t tell me about?” she snips at me, making me smile wider. I love that spitfire attitude about her.  
 
    “A little of both. Let’s just say that warehouse won’t be used for shit anymore. You can scratch that part from your memory,” I say softly before brushing my lips over her cheek. Charlie spins quickly, looking up at me with wide eyes. 
 
    “You…what did you do? I mean…”  
 
    I silence her with my lips. A kiss that deepens and makes my heart leap.  
 
    “I fixed a problem. One of a few that I need to handle.” Charlie’s eyes dance between mine before a small smile crosses her face. 
 
    “For me? You did it for me?” I nod my head, there is no one else I’d want to do it for. Charlie has sunk her claws into me and I can’t seem to get them loose.  
 
    “I’d do about anything for you, Charlie. I’m not done yet and I won’t be until I make sure that those bastards who hurt you are dead. Then when I join them in hell, I’ll make them hurt all over again. Now come on, I want to spend the night with you.” Grabbing her hand, I lead her inside intending to just be with her, but with life comes changes and as soon as I step inside the clubhouse, I know there are other plans. 
 
    “We need church. Now,” Q tells me his eyes dancing with anger. This isn’t good. I press a kiss to the side of Charlie’s head and whisper in her ear, “Go wait in the room for me. I want you naked on my bed.” She giggles a little. I swear I could listen to that for the rest of my life. I give her a little shove in that direction before I head through the double doors and take my seat. Most of the guys are already in here and ready.  
 
    “What do we got?” 
 
    “What we got is BSMC. They had live feed runnin’ when we went all commando. They know it was us that hit them.”  
 
    Fuck! Why I didn’t I think about that? Oh, right. Because all I give two shits about is revenge for what they did to Charlie. Fuck! 
 
    “This is on me. I should have planned this out better,” I say out loud.  
 
    “Fuck that, Prez! They fucked with Dark Savage property! We did the right thing. Now we need a plan of attack before they come for us,” Roman states. He’s right;  they will come for us. I run my hand through my hair and look around the room at my brothers. The anger in their faces gives me a high.  
 
    “We don’t make moves in the light of day. That was never our thing. Call in favors. Tomorrow night, we move. Regardless of the warehouse shit, BS’s will still have their weekly meetin’. Even more so tomorrow since we lit their shit up. We might as well crash that motherfucker and make a grand fuckin’ entrance, yeah?” The guys howl and grunt their responses. Knowing that if we go in and have a shoot-out with them, some of us might not make it back.  
 
    “Tomorrow we sit back and relax and enjoy the fact that we are about to take those motherfuckers down once and for all.”  
 
    Shoving out of the chair, I walk out of the room and let the guys have their fun. I’m only interested in one form of fun and she is currently naked in my room waiting for me. As I stalk down the hallway, a shiver races down my spine. Call it intuition or whatever the fuck you want but I can feel the end coming. As soon as I step into the room, I see Charlie curled up under the blankets asleep. I take in her beauty for a long time before I go jump in the shower, washing away the lingering scent of gasoline from my skin. When I climb out and wipe the mirror, I cock my head to the side and stare at the man before me. The man that I am and that I always have been. Any other doubts that I might have had vanish. I did what was right. I can feel it with every beat of my heart.  
 
    I head back into the bedroom and slide into bed behind Charlie, wrapping my arm around her and pulling her into me.  
 
    “I need to tell you something,” she whispers softly.  
 
    “Anything.” 
 
    “I’m afraid to be alone, Savage. Promise you’ll stay with me.” With those words my black heart crumbles into ash. I can’t make that promise. I won’t make that promise only to have to break it later. 
 
    “For now,” I whisper softly back to her.  
 
    Charlie rolls over and I climb on top of her, spreading her thighs with my knee. She waited for me naked just like I asked her to.  Reaching between us, I grab my cock and slide into her. Her eyes sparkle with tears but she doesn’t let them fall. I bring my hands up and cup her face, my elbows resting on the bed next to her.  
 
    “You’ve brought out somethin’ different in me, Charlie. Somethin’ I didn’t know I had in me.” She wants to let the tears fall but she doesn’t. She knows what this is and what it means. Each slow thrust is like pure fucking torture but I need to savor this moment in time with her. I need her to remember this brief time we’ve shared and hold onto that in her lost moments when I’m not here anymore.  
 
    “You have showed me that I’m stronger than I thought I was. I can’t thank you enough for that,” she says before kissing me deeply. Each roll of my hips is like another second I’m chipping away at my life, and to be honest, I hate that feeling. I don’t fuck Charlie tonight, I make love to her. Each slow stroke strikes another match inside of us, and the more I kiss her, the more I know she’s going to be okay when this is all over with. I know deep down that Charlie just needs to have someone guide her and I know exactly who that’s going to be.  
 
    “Savage,” she calls my name breathlessly as she clenches and shudders. My body tightens with my impending release as I try to hold onto the feeling I have inside of me but it’s too much. I come inside of her, shaking and shuddering as we both slowly drift away in our own little moment in time together. When I finally pull out and lay down next to her, I pull her head to my chest and sigh. This is the perfect feeling. The one that most people dream of having and here I am sharing it with her.  
 
    “I’m gonna keep you as long as I can.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    I spent most of the morning fucking Charlie. I couldn’t help myself. I need her as much as she needs me. We barely left the room, only long enough to eat and replenish then I was back inside of her. It’s like the universe knows what’s happening and it wants us to have this time together. I gave in to it too even now as we long along the beach holding hands as the moon sets.  
 
    “What do you want out of life, Charlie? What did you want when you were younger?” I genuinely interested to hear her response. Charlie giggles, holding my hand tighter.  
 
    “I wanted to be a doctor or princess just like all little girls. I’ve always wanted a family and a house. I wanted everything a girl would want,” she says, nudging me with her elbow. 
 
    “I’ve never been around girls long enough to know. Never kept one around long enough to give a shit what they wanted.” 
 
    “What about you? What did you want?” 
 
    “This is it. I didn’t have money growin’ up. I had to fight my way through life and all the bastards in it. I met the president of the club when I was thirteen. Temple was a man you didn’t argue with and he took no shit. I watched him shake down a man one night and the rest is history. I moved through the ranks of the club, and when he died ten years ago, he put me up as president. I was voted in immediately,” I tell her, remembering that day as if it just happened. It was a crazy time in my life, with me being a part of the MC and trying to find out who I was and what I was good for but I found that as soon as that president patch was sewn onto my cut.  
 
    “You never dreamt of being someone else?” she asks those inquisitive eyes coming to meet mine.  
 
    I shake my head and say, “Nope. Never knew there was anything else out there. This was what I did and who I became and I embraced it.” 
 
    “You’re a good man, Savage.” 
 
    “Not so much.” 
 
    “You took care of me.” 
 
    “That’s different, Charlie. You’re easy to care about. You got under my skin and there’s nothin’ I could do to stop it,” I admit. The rest of our walk is silent, and even when we get back to the clubhouse we both seem lost in our own thoughts. We head into the bathroom and I watch as Charlie slowly undresses and climbs into the shower. She peeks at me over her shoulder, a silent invitation to follow. I strip out of my clothes and climb in, wrapping her in my embrace. We stand under the warm water as it envelopes us. I lean down and press kisses along her neck and down her shoulder.  
 
    “You’re so goddamn soft, Charlie.”  
 
    She turns slowly and peers up at me, water clinging to those long dark lashes.  
 
    “If you could go anywhere and be anything where would you go?” Her fingers move over skin lighting me on fire from the inside out. Heat courses through my veins and looking at her, God, I just want to keep her.  
 
    “I’d go anywhere you go,” I whisper before capturing her mouth with mine. Her tongue sweeps in and twirls around mine causing me to groan. She tastes like heaven in my world of hell. Lifting her in my arms, I slide into her easily, her legs wrapping around my waist and holding tightly. I thrust into her slowly, pinning her body against the tile wall of the shower. Warm water wraps around us but I can’t let anything come between us right now. I need this closeness to her. I need to know that she’s real and here. Every moment in my life could cease to exist as long as I keep this moment with me forever.  
 
    Charlie’s nail drag down the back of my neck and I tilt my head back. Her lips and tongue dance perfectly over my skin as her tits press into my chest.  
 
    “Fuck me, Savage,” she purrs.  
 
    Snapping my head back up, I look at the need in her eyes. Giving her just what she wants, I hold her hips tightly in my hands, marking her skin just how she likes.  
 
    “You want it hard? You want it rough, darlin’?” I growl plunging into her. I fuck her against the shower wall as she screams my name. She wanted it rough and I’m going to give it to her. I pull out and chuckle when I hear her whine, letting her feet slide to the floor. Then I forcefully spin her, bend her over making sure she’s holding onto the edge of the tub before thrusting back into her.  
 
    “Oh God!” Charlie screams. It could be from the grip on her hips or the way my cock invades every part of her, but she takes it and screams either way.  
 
    “You asked for it, darlin’.” Forceful thrusts take me higher until I feel that tingle race up my spine. Charlie clenches around me and I lose all control of myself. Ramming into her like a fucking beast, she cries out from her orgasm as I come right behind her. Not wanting to lose the connection just yet, I grab her shoulders and pull her against me.  
 
    “I don’t want to lose you, Savage.”  
 
    Goddamn, this girl is trying to rip me apart and sadly she is succeeding.  
 
    “You’re never losin’ me. Come on.” I pull out of her and wash us both before wrapping her in a towel and taking her to the room. Charlie sits on the edge of the bed after our latest round of rough sex but something is off with her.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” I ask when she doesn’t move. She slowly shifts and turns to look at me, tears in those bright blue eyes.  
 
    “You are hell bent on dying and I have something worth living for now.” Shock renders me speechless, but when the tears roll down her cheeks, I shove up and move closer to her. Pulling her into my arms, she settles into me like it’s where she was made to be. 
 
    “I’m pregnant, Savage.” Those two little words shift my whole life. I inhale deeply trying to control my breathing. Am I happy? Fuck yes I am, but at the same time, I’m devastated. My end is my child’s beginning.  
 
    “How do you feel about that?” I’m almost afraid of what she’s going to say. 
 
    “I don’t know. A baby, Savage. Something that will need me forever.” 
 
    “Yeah, darlin’. You’ll never be alone again.” Pressing my lips into her neck, she sighs.  
 
    “Changes nothing for you though, does it?” 
 
    “I don’t know the answer to that, Charlie. I don’t know anything anymore. Everything I thought was right just seems wrong. Everything I’ve set out to do, it’s all fucked, darlin’,” I admit to her. Charlie shifts and looks up at me with big beautiful eyes. 
 
    “Will you make me one promise?” I start to shake my head but I don’t even know the damn question yet. If I could promise Charlie the world, I would. I’d fucking hand it over to her without blinking an eye.  
 
    “If I can, I will.” 
 
    “Promise that you’ll never forget me or what we had.”  
 
    I chuckle and hold her tighter. “I’d never forget you, Charlie. Ever. And if there was a way to be with you and that baby, trust me, I’d do it.” 
 
    “You would?” She looks at me with hope filled eyes and it kills me. I nod my head and bow down to kiss her again.  
 
    “I would.”  
 
    “We need to ride!” Q yells through the door breaking our moment. I don’t immediately let go of Charlie though. I need another second of holding her in my arms and remembering her the way she is right now.  
 
    “Where are you going?” she asks softly.  
 
    “To finish erasin’ those bad memories you have.” 
 
    “Are you coming back?” 
 
    “I’ll be back, darlin’.” Kissing the side of her head, she climbs out of my lap and grabs her shirt while I go to get dressed and ready. I catch her eyes on me more than once and I love that she looks at me with that much feeling. I’ve never felt that from anyone before. To say it’s love would be a lie. We haven’t known each other long enough to love each other but there is the possibility of it and it’s unmistakable. My eyes fall to her stomach and a smile crosses my face. Pregnant. Who the fuck would have thought I’d be a father? Regardless of whether I’m there or not, that baby is mine. It amazes me that there is something good that I created inside of her. When I finish putting my clothes on I walk over and kiss Charlie like it’s the last time. Letting my lips linger a little longer than normal.  
 
    “Wait for me,” I say, my breath against her lips. 
 
    “Always.”  
 
    I give her a slap on the ass before leaving the room, meeting up with the guys outside.  
 
    “We hit them hard. We don’t fuckin’ back down. I want Stone Cold at my fuckin’ mercy! We clear?” Looking at my brothers, they all nod. My body is coiled with tension and the need for blood is calling to me. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    We watch through the binoculars gauging where everyone is. I want that son of a bitch’s head on a stick by the time this night is over, and I don’t care how I have to go about getting it. I’m fucking thankful we called in a few more clubs as backup in case shit goes south too. 
 
    “You think we should split up? Half in the front half in the back?” Q asks, kneeling down next to me. 
 
    “What’s your thoughts on it?” I figure if he’s going to become the president one day, he might as well show me what I left to him. 
 
    “I say we half it. That way we can come together in the middle and meet up,” he says with pride.  
 
    “Call it.” His eyes jerk to mine before a smile crosses his face. I’ve heard talk around the clubhouse. Everyone thinks that I’m going to vote Q in as the new VP. They are almost right. Q gets on the coms unit and informs everyone of the plan. When we’re all ready, I pull my gun from the back of my jeans and creep forward. Making hand signals to let the guys know where and when to move, we make our way closer to the assholes. My body is lit the fuck up and ready to rain hell down on these motherfuckers, but the closer we get, the more the feeling inside of me changes. Something is wrong. Q looks to me as if he can feel it too. We motion for everyone to stop when Q gets next to me. 
 
    “You sensein’ somethin’?” he asks.  
 
    “Fuck yeah. You?” He nods his head. We stay low and listen and watch and right before we start to move again, shots are fired. None of them are coming from us though. Q and I share a glance but we hold our positions.  
 
    “Remain in position. No one move!” Q hisses into the coms. We all stay silent as machine gun fire flickers through the windows of the BS clubhouse.  
 
    “What the fuck?” I mumble, Q right next to me.  
 
    “Who the hell is that?” Q asks mainly to himself. We watch as the gunfire slowly fades and that’s when shit takes a strange turn. Dressed in military fatigues, men start walking out of the front door as if they are soldiers coming out of war. For the most part they are all silent, but as I watch them all file into the back of the van, one man catches my eye. He’s the only one wearing a suit and tie in the midst of the bloodbath they just caused.  
 
    “Who the hell is that?” Q asks nudging me with his elbow.  
 
    “Don’t fuckin’ know. Wait ‘til they leave and we go in, yeah?”  
 
    He nods his head, relays the message to the others, and we wait. It doesn’t take long for them to leave, and as soon as their taillights are out of sight, we stand and rush the door. Everywhere you look is blood and body parts. Every fucking BSMC member is lying on the ground in a pool of blood.  
 
    “It’s like a goddamn war zone,” Roman grumbles as he side-steps strewn bodies. A few of the other guys reach down to check for pulses, but every one of them are dead.  
 
    “Who the fuck were they?” I ask mainly to myself. My phone vibrates in my pocket so I stop and pull it out. 
 
    “Not now, man. I’m in the middle of some shit,” I tell Bryon. 
 
    “Yeah? Well if you are where I think you are you better haul ass out of there, Marcus. They’re going to blow that clubhouse in three minutes!”  
 
    You have got to be fucking kidding me right now.  
 
    “Fuck!” Stuffing the phone in my pocket, I glance around trying to find Stone Cold. I need to make sure that bastard is really dead.  
 
    “Everyone out! It’s gonna blow in less than three minutes!” Q looks at me in the eye before ushering the others out the door, but I can’t go. Not yet. I need to be sure he’s in here. I told Charlie that I would end this shit for her and I will do just that. The more I check, the more I get pissed. The guys are all out of the building as I walk down the hallway. Pushing through the only door, I see him on the floor, his back against the wall. 
 
    “You gotta help me!” he calls out right before his eyes find mine. He’s nearly lifeless and I wonder if that’s the way they intended to leave him.  
 
    “Help you? Wouldn’t that be great?” I chuckle as I raise my arm to fire. 
 
    “Come on! You know the Feds are onto you too, Savage!” Yeah I figured the fucker knew who I was. That doesn’t change anything though. 
 
    “I already know that, asshole. You took somethin’ that didn’t belong to you,” I snarl at him, ready to pounce and rip his fucking throat out.  
 
    “I didn’t touch your girl!” 
 
    “No, but you ordered it didn’t you?” I can see the truth in his eyes and it pisses me off more than he could know.  
 
    “We gotta go, Savage!” Q yells, yanking on the back of my cut.  
 
    “Yeah, you ordered it didn’t you? You sick fuck! You ruined my girl!” Pulling the trigger, I watch the bastard’s head loll to the side. Straight between his worthless eyes.  
 
    “Let’s go!” Q roars again. This time I do turn and run back out of the front door and toward the bikes. We make it about half way before the explosion rocks the ground beneath us. Q and I share a look before climbing on the bikes and taking off toward home. We don’t need to be anywhere in sight when the fucking cops show up to that shit show. The closer we are the more they could flip this shit on us.  
 
    I lead the guys back to the clubhouse and park before we all come together in the parking lot. My guys and the guys from the other clubs who came there for backup.  
 
    “You all came out here for a fight and sadly someone else did it all for us. We do appreciate your steppin’ up, and if you wouldn’t mind, we’d love to have you stay. Special plans for tomorrow you might wanna stick around for,” I tell them but it’s Q that eyes me with worry etched across his face. 
 
    “You got it, brother!” The president of the other club says before ushering his guys inside. We follow behind them, but instead of going to the bar with the rest of them, I go to my room with Charlie instead. When I open the door I find her sitting on the edge of the with the laptop in her hands. 
 
    “What are you lookin’ at?” I ask startling her a little. She smiles over her should before looking back at the screen.  
 
    “Just looking up baby stuff. It’s all so weird and tiny,” she giggles. Walking around the bed I sit next to her and look at the screen. 
 
    “Harley gear, huh?” I smile when Charlie elbows me.  
 
    “Well, it has to have something of its daddy’s.” We sit together and look at baby stuff for a long time. I laugh at some of the stuff but Charlie beams with happiness. I truly believe this baby is going to be something that brings a light back into Charlie’s life.  
 
    “I gotta have a meetin’ with some people but before I do that I wanna tell you first.” Charlie closes the laptop and nervously turns to look at me, her hands wringing in her lap. I reach for them, pulling them into mine. 
 
    “I was workin’ with the Feds. Not by choice either. An old friend of mine, Bryon Hill, came into town months ago tellin’ me that I either helped them against Bloody Sunday or they take my club down. I did what he wanted up until lately. I’m steppin’ down as the president, Charlie. There will be a ceremony of sorts tomorrow so I need you to get some rest, yeah?” 
 
    “Are they dead?” The one question she wants an answer to. No why’s or how’s, just a simple question that I can fully answer. 
 
    “All of them. They can’t touch you ever again, darlin’.” She throws her arms around my neck when my phone rings. Keeping one arm firmly around her, I answer with the other. 
 
    “We’re here.” I hang up without replying, kiss her lips quickly, and pull away.  
 
    “Gotta go out there. Sleep, beautiful.” I toss her wink as I leave the room and head out to the main room to find Q. Just when I see him, he sees Bryon and David. His head spins around, eyes locking with mine. I give him a nod and head toward the office. As they follow me inside, I turn to Q. 
 
    “You’re gonna learn some shit tonight that I hate, brother. You’re gonna figure it all out, but I need you to listen to everything, yeah?” Q doesn’t hesitate when he nods his head. We all take our seats and nod to Q. 
 
    “You got that letter?” Q reaches into his cut, pulling the letter free as the other two watch. “Read it.” 
 
    “But you said…”  
 
    “I know what the fuck I said, Q! Now I’m tellin’ you to fuckin’ read it!” Q rips the end open pulls the paper out and begins to read. His eyes never leave the paper as my heart beats wildly in my chest. Q takes a deep breath and blows it out before crumbling it and tossing it on the table in front of him. I can feel the anger but I also see the confusion.  
 
    “This is Bryon Hill from the FBI. I’ve been workin’ for him the last few months.” 
 
    “You did this shit to him?” Q snaps, flying out of his chair and causing it to fall to the floor with a thud.  
 
    “Calm down and listen, Q!”  
 
    His eyes are full of murder and malice. I can’t blame him here. Q heaves a few more breaths before picking his chair up and sitting back down.  
 
    “There are few things I wanna do before tomorrow.” 
 
    “What the fuck is tomorrow?” Q snaps, jerking his head in my direction. I don’t need to say, he knows. His eyes widen and he shakes his head. “Fuck that, Savage! You were forced into this shit! That wasn’t your fault and that’s not the same!”  
 
    “It is exactly the same! We fuckin’ blew Thorn’s head off for the exact same shit, Q. Now fuckin’ listen. I want an agreement that you leave Bryon alone after this. You and David feel free to make your choices together, but Bryon is off limits.” 
 
    “Fuck him,” Q growls a low throaty sound that would scare the shit out of you if you didn’t know him. I can see the pain, the anger, the confusion. It fucking kills me to see that in him.  
 
    “I mean it, Q. Don’t make me regret my choice. As for Charlie, everything of mine is hers. I mean all of it.” Q nods, runs his hand through his hair, and blows out a ragged breath. I reach for the folder that I made up and pass it to Bryon.  
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “It’s what I want for her. You set it up, yeah? And I just want you to know that blowin’ warehouse doesn’t change the fact that you forced me into this shit. That’s somethin’ that will never be forgiven on my end. Make sure you set that shit up, yeah?” Bryon doesn’t need time to think, he just nods his head and holds that file in his hands like it’s going to attack his ass if he doesn’t. Our past means nothing to me. Not after what he’s done to me.  
 
    “We good then?” I look around at the guys. Fuck, this is harder than I thought it was. No one says a word so I nod and stand. I risk another glance at Q and fuck does it kill me inside to see this hurt in his eyes.  
 
    “I’m goin’ to bed.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    The ride out to the desert was nice. The air was clear and the heat level wasn’t as bad as normal. Having Charlie on the back of my bike was the best feeling in the world. I didn’t sleep last night, not one fucking bit. I was too lost in her. We park the bikes and I watch the guys as they circle around like they were told to do. I pull my bike off to the side, just like I’m supposed to do. It’s been a long time since we’ve had to do anything like this. I help Charlie off the bike and walk over to stand next to the guys as Q takes his place in the middle. I nod my head once and he begins. 
 
    “We live by our own laws. We have for the last fifty-six years and the laws have never failed us. We, as the Dark Savage MC, have grown in numbers over the years. We’ve had great men who served alongside us and we watched them sacrifice their lives for us. Today, one of our own has become a traitor to this club.” Gasps can be heard all around but I keep my head held high.  
 
    “Tell me you didn’t,” Charlie whispers but I ignore her. I have to.  
 
    “What we do with traitors is put them down like the rats that they are. There is gonna be a shift in power today and we all must accept that.”  
 
    I turn around, press a kiss to Charlie’s lips and toss her a wink before I lean in and whisper, “I love you, Charlie.” Pulling away from her is the hardest thing I’ve ever done in my life. I walk to the middle of the circle and look around at the guys before pulling my knife from my pocket and sliding my cut down my arms. No one speaks a word as I cut the president patch from the front and hold it in my hand. Slipping the knife back into my pocket, I turn to Q and the guys. 
 
    “My last order as president, I’m gonna ask you to vote Q in. He’s a strong leader and I have no doubt that he can handle this club with honor. We’ve all grown up in some kind of shit life and we all found a place here. Whether it’s hell or home, this is what we are. Never turn your back on your family and never regret the decisions you make for them. We have rules for a reason, and at this point not all of you will understand what’s happenin’ here and now, but you will soon. As a member of Dark Savage MC we don’t tolerate rats. Even me, as the president must follow that rule. It’s time for me to move on to better things,” I say as I turn toward Charlie and wink at her once more. She gives me a soft smile before I look back to the guys.  
 
    “All in favor, say I.” I look to Roman and go down the line, everyone agreeing with me. I knew they’d see Q as a leader much like I have over the years. I pass the patch to Q and smile.  
 
    “I believe in you,” I tell him. When I go to hand him my cut, he shakes his head. 
 
    “I don’t wanna do this, Savage. You’re fuckin’ with my head right now. I don’t know that I can handle this shit,” Q says under his breath.  
 
    “You’re strong. You’re a goddamn born leader, Q. I wouldn’t have asked you to do this if I thought you couldn’t handle it. You got a heart but you also carry a bit of the devil in you. Those two worlds collide and you are the fuckin’ king. You got this, brother,” I say holding my cut out to him once more. He swallows hard but lifts his head, holding high just like I knew he could. 
 
    “No. If I’m doin’ this, it’s my way. Put it on.”  
 
    With a smirk on my face, I slip my arms back into the cut. There’s a somber feeling in the air. One that just feels right. It feels like every wrong is slowly slipping back into its place and turning right. I feel at peace, which is something I hadn’t felt in a very long time. I slowly sink to my knees in front of Q and the rest of the guys. 
 
    “Don’t do this! Savage!” Charlie yells. I know she’s fighting Roman right now, but he has his own orders to hold onto her.  
 
    “You sure about this shit?” Q asks wearily. I know what I’m asking him to do. I know that he has a heavy heart as he stands before me, but this is what’s right. There has never been a doubt in my mind since this all started. I knew my end was near, but even still, I respect the hell out him for asking even though he already knows the answer. It’s our code, one by which we live and die. I nod once, smirk, and spread my arms wide keeping my head held high. This is who I am. This is who I was supposed to be.  
 
    “Savage!” Her voice rings in my mind, and as Q raises the gun and aims it at me, I smirk wider, my final fuck you to this world.


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
      
 
    I sit in the sand and watch the sun setting like I usually do. It gives me a sense of peace when I sit out here. 
 
    “Do you see it?” Marcus yells from down near the water. I smile and nod my head. Days like this I miss him the most. That smirk of his, the way his eyes would sparkle before he laughed. I see it all in little Marcus every single day. The day Savage took that bullet my life changed. I knew deep in my heart that he was never supposed to be a permanent fixture in my life. He was destined to find me, yes, but he was never meant to stay. I whole heartedly believe that God put him there when I needed him the most, when I was at my lowest. I’d lost a lot in my life but I also gained. I’ve learned a lot about myself and Savage showed me that I could be strong. He also left me with the greatest gift of all. Our son.  
 
    Things don’t always turn out the way we want them to, but I think for me, they did. I thought that I found something I wanted in Savage but only now have I come to realize that it was what we mutually needed.  
 
    “You okay? You seem a little distant,” he says before sitting down next to me. I reach for his hand and hold it tightly.  
 
    “Do you ever regret what happened and how it happened?” I know he hates to talk about it as much as I do but I need to hear it. I need that closure and after five years of wondering, I need to put that part of my life to rest.  
 
    “Every fucking day, Charlie. If I could change it all, I would,” he says, his voice full of emotion, laden with sadness.  
 
    “I don’t think I would,” I admit. Bryon looks over at me and cocks his head to the side.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “It brought us here. It brought me to you.” 
 
    “But you lost him. You lost Marcus’s father.” 
 
    “No. I still have a piece of him with me. Like he said, I always will. He brought me through a dark time in my life and that will always be in my heart. I was never meant to stay in that world.” Bryon smiles and leans over, pressing a kiss to my lips before moving his hand to my belly. 
 
    “Do you ever regret that this one isn’t his?”  
 
    Shaking my head with a smile on my face, I tell him the truth, “Never.” 
 
    Maybe Savage wasn’t my happy ending but I know that I was his. He made sure to tell me that over and over again, and now that I’ve moved on with my life, I can see it. I can see the way he cared for me, the way he protected me. I know that we used each other more than either of us cared to admit, and while I still don’t believe that he deserved to die the way he did, I understood. He was a man of pride and that club was something he was proud of. He made sure that he followed every rule that was set before him, even if it brought him to his own death.  
 
    “Do you think he’s out there somewhere watching over his son?” I ask softly as tears roll down my cheeks.  
 
    “That little boy has a lot of his daddy in him so, yes. I do believe he is out there watching over all of us.” 
 
      
 
    The End.  
 
      
 
   
  
 

 LINKS 
 
      
 
    This is book 1 in the Dark Duet. Stay tuned for book 2 where you can find out what happens to the club in the aftermath.  
 
      
 
    Did you enjoy this book? As always if you did, please consider leaving a review! 
 
    Want to connect with Erin? 
 
    https://www.facebook.com/authorerintrejo/ 
 
    Newsletter sign up: https://claims.instafreebie.com/free/nPYFsHst 
 
    Amazon: https://www.amazon.com/Erin-Trejo/e/B00U0RXH80/ref=sr_tc_2_0?qid=1534787016&sr=8-2-ent 
 
    BookBub: https://www.bookbub.com/profile/erin-trejo 
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