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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Sick. 
 
    Twisted. 
 
    Deranged.  
 
    Those are just a few of the words that describe me. Do I care? Not in the fucking slightest. The last eight years of my life have consisted of me being ruthless in my kills, unattached in my fucking and loyal to my club. That’s all I have left. This world is dark and damp but it’s where I thrive. I’ve never needed much to be happy. Happy isn’t a real way of life either, now is it? What makes someone truly happy?  
 
    I glance around at the guys and Smokey holding his little girl. He looks happy on the outside but is he truly? That baby and his old lady have changed certain things about him. He’s no less lethal than he was before but there has been a shift in him. I can’t say if that’s a good thing or a bad thing just yet. It’s all too soon to tell. I’ve seen good guys fall when they decided to have kids and take on that family role. I’ve also seen men thrive on that too. I suppose it all depends on the woman you choose. Braylynn is good for Smokey, I can see that much.  
 
    “What the fuck are you starin’ at?” I turn my head to look at Decan.  
 
    “Not you motherfucker. Who the hell is that?” I ask nodding toward the girl that walks around attached to Ratt’s hip.  
 
    “Some bitch Ratt picked up. Not sure who she is but Hawk don’t like her ass,” He says with a chuckle. 
 
    “Why?”  
 
    “Not sure. You know he don’t like new bitches bein’ brought on the compound. I’m surprised he let that one slide.” I bring the cigarette to my lips as I watch her. She doesn’t look like much. She’s not very big. Long dark hair. Nothing notable about her.  
 
    “Somethin’s off with her,” I say. Decan laughs before slapping a hand over my chest. 
 
    “You always say that.” He walks away as I watch the bitch. Yeah, there is definitely something off with her. You might be asking yourself how I can tell? It’s easy. She’s nervous. One hand is around Ratt’s waist but the other is fidgeting at her side, tugging at the end of her shirt. Not everyone notices these things. I do. I horn in on that shit. It’s like a sixth sense to me. I take a long drag before flicking my cigarette to the ground at my feet. You can hear the rocks crunching beneath my boots as I make my way over to introduce myself. I don’t like outsiders. I don’t like strangers. If I don’t know you, I will. If I can’t figure you out, no one can. 
 
    “Nice tits,” I say as I step up next to them, my eyes trained on her chest before looking up at Ratt. Ratt grins at me but the little girl’s cheeks flush. Yeah, she doesn’t belong here. 
 
    “This is my girl, Lia.” Ratt pushes her forward, her body tumbling into mine. I lift my hands and push her back a step.  
 
    “Where’d you come from?” I growl. Ratt huffs but he knows better than to challenge me.  
 
    “I came from my mother,” She snaps making Ratt laugh. Oh, she’s one of those funny bitches. I reach up and run my finger over her collarbone watching the chill that shakes her before wrapping my large hand around her throat.  
 
    “I don’t like you. I don’t trust you and I sure as fuck won’t take no mouth from you. You hangin’ around this club, you better watch that little mouth or I will fuckin’ put it to good use.” Her eyes widen but she doesn’t say anything back to me. I didn’t figure she would. Stupid bitch.  
 
    “You better get a handle on this one. You think I’m playin’? Let her talk to me like that again and the shit Smokey did to Bray will look like child’s play.” Ratt nods but doesn’t say a word. He knows I’ll do it. He knows I will have this girl in so much pain she’d wish for death.  
 
    “See you soon, sweetheart.” I lean down and bite her lip before walking toward the dungeon. I don’t care that she’s with Ratt. She isn’t his old lady and that makes her a target. 
 
     My target. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    There hasn’t been a day that I haven’t felt alone. We all have a history and we all know mine is Taby. Taby left me. She walked away when I couldn’t give her what she needed. There was a time in my life where I was high on that girl. She was the reason the world spun. The reason the sun rose and set but with love comes pain. That’s always been the way of the world and we were no different. The club took me in a direction that Taby didn’t want. I could have fought her. I could have told her she didn’t have a choice but she was stubborn. She knew what she wanted out of life and the club wasn’t it. The day she left is the day I changed. I lost it. I lost myself. The piece of the puzzle that was my life walked away with her. She knew it. She didn’t care. She wanted her way or no way. Maybe that’s my downfall. I want my way or no way.  
 
    I would have sold my soul to the devil for that girl. Now my soul belongs to Satan for other reasons. I thought if I told her that I loved her and told her what she wanted to hear she would stay. In reality, it pushed her further away. No one will replace her and I’m not looking to. Why should I? I can have pick of the fucking litter with these club whores. They do the job and have no connections. Am I sorry for the way I hurt Taby? Of course, I am. She was the only person in the world that understood me. Now that it’s all over and done, I have to move on. I have to look at my life from the prospective I’ve been given. The one where I reside in the pits of hell.  
 
    “What the fuck are you doin’?” I ask Ruger when I see him standing in the dungeon with a knife in his hand.  
 
    “What the fuck it look like?” He asks me with a grunt. I see what he’s doing but I want to know why.  
 
    “This ain’t your place, Ruger.” He twirls the blade in his hand, the sharp edge glistening in the dim light. Who the fuck am I kidding? Ruger’s cut from a different cloth. That motherfucker’s place is anywhere and everywhere. 
 
    “It is today. Want in?” He nods toward the guy sitting in a puddle of blood in the middle of the room. The sick grin that crosses my face should tell him the answer to that. I walk over and grab the other knife off the table before stepping in front of the guy. 
 
    “Finger? Toe? Tongue? You have a preference?” I ask the punk that stares up into my eyes like I might be the one to save him. No, I’m the one that will end him and enjoy every last second of it.  
 
    “Toe? Since when do you go for feet?” Ruger chuckles. 
 
    “I don’t but you look like you pretty well got everything else.” I nod toward the fuck that sits in the chair with the pleading eyes. There isn’t anything that can touch me. Not those eyes, not the cries, nothing.  
 
    “Hawk thinks we have a rat amongst us. This little fuck was found lurkin’ around the compound.” Ruger fills me in. I nod my head as I lean down, coming eye to eye with the little shit.  
 
    “We have a rat? You know who it is?” I ask touching the tip of the knife to his temple. His body shivers but he doesn’t speak. “You’re a fun one,” I chuckle.  
 
    “It’s a cop. You have a fuckin’ cop! It’s not me!” He finally screams in my face. I press the blade into the side of his head a little harder until blood slowly seeps from the surface.  
 
    “A cop huh? Why you around here then if it ain’t you?” I ask pressing harder. The kid flinches. I know he isn’t the cop. He’s too young. 
 
    “I was supposed to check on the cop. Make sure she was good!” He cries as I shove the blade in further. I jerk my eyes to Ruger’s. They are on fire and I’m not far behind. I shove the blade all the way in and relish in the noises that escape him before the life slips from his body. Pulling the blade free, I shove it into his chest a few times to finish him off. I open my mouth and inhale deeply. Sucking in the essence of his death like it’s the air I breathe.  
 
    “This is bullshit!” Ruger roars next to me. My eyes are still closed, my body relaxing. I finally open my eyes and look down at the blood that now stains my hands and smile.  
 
    “You seen that bitch with Ratt? I don’t like her.” Ruger curses under his breath before looking at me and saying, “Hawk’s checked her out. She’s clean. One of the whores?” I shrug not listening to any more of his ramblings. I know she’s not clean. No way. She better hope for her sake that I’m off on this one or she will be in this dungeon enduring every bit of pain I can inflict upon her. I toss the knife onto the table before walking toward the door. I want to see this bitch. I want to look her in the eyes with the blood of her little friend on my hands.  
 
    I leave the dungeon, not stopping to talk to anyone even as Smokey calls out to me, I head toward the clubhouse. As soon as I step inside my heart picks up its pace. She stands there with a beer in her hand smiling like she belongs here. I smirk when her eyes find mine. She watches me before her eyes slowly trail to my hands. Her mouth slowly parts as she looks back at the devilish glint in my eyes. She sees it. How? I don’t fucking know but in this goddamn second, I know she sees me. Not this me. Not the monster me. No, she sees what Taby saw. The flicker of her eyes brings back a million memories. My chest tightens. Ratt looks up and his eyes narrow. I have to shake my head to rid the thoughts. There’s no way in hell that she can be a cop and see me. None at all. 
 
    “What the hell is goin’ on?” Hawk’s voice calls from next to me. A slow smirk comes back as I drag my gaze to his.  
 
    “We have a rat. A cop.” His eyes hold their own rage as mine slip back to her. That cold calculating monster that I have become slowly seeps through my veins ready to take what he thinks is rightfully his. Whether she is now or not, the monster doesn’t care. He will have her one way or another.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    I take slow deliberate steps as Hawk roars behind me. I don’t listen to his little rant; my eyes are on her. She watches me not saying a word but holding tightly to Ratt as though he can save her soul. No one can. When I’m close enough, I reach up and spread the blood from my fingers over her lip. She tries to back away but I take a step closer, pinning her against the wall. Her breathing is rapid, the fear rolling off her in waves. I like that she’s afraid.  
 
    “You’re the newest bitch we have around here and now I hear we have a cop too. You wouldn’t be a pig would you, darlin’?” I ask as I shove my bloodied finger in her mouth. Lia gags and almost throws up before I pull it free. She grabs at the hem of her shirt and wipes her mouth and tongue all the while still gagging. I just smirk.  
 
    “What the fuck is wrong with you?” Ratt steps in between us clearly pissed now. His hands are balled at his sides. 
 
    “That little lurker Ruger had says we have a cop. I think it’s your little play toy,” I tell him. My mind reels with ideas as to who it may be if it isn’t her but that won’t stop my line of questioning just yet. 
 
    “Fuck off, Draven! You always on some shit, brother.” His hands come up to rest on my chest, shoving me back a step before turning to his girl. I don’t let him get that far. I grab the back of his neck, spinning him to face me. My right fist connects with his jaw, blood spurting from his mouth. I rain punches down on him until we’re being pulled apart. I smirk as I wipe the blood from my own lip where he got a few blows in.  
 
    “Keep her on a leash, Ratt,” I say as I point at Lia. I know something is off with her. I may not know what and she may not be the fucking cop amongst us but there is something she isn’t saying.  
 
    “Walk with me, Draven,” Hawk snaps loudly when I keep starring that little girl down. Giving her a quick wink and pursing my lips into a kiss, I walk behind Hawk.  
 
    “What the hell is with you today?” He asks as we make our way down the hall toward his office. 
 
    “I don’t like the little bitch. Somethin’s off with her,” I tell him the same thing I’ve been telling the others. I step into Hawk’s office behind him and close the door before sitting in the chair in front of his desk. I watch him walk around and take a seat before he sighs. 
 
    “I checked into her. She was clean. Lia South. No priors,” He shrugs. That means shit to me. I don’t buy it. 
 
    “No priors and she’s hangin’ around with Ratt?” I ask further proving my point.  Hawk grabs a bottle of bourbon, pouring himself a glass before looking back up at me.  
 
    “I get it, Draven. You don’t trust anyone. You want me to call in someone else to check her out?” He asks knowing me all too well. I shake my head before I sigh.  
 
    “I’ll check her ass out myself. No need to drag people in it. You got word on the drop for next week?” I ask as I lean back in the chair. I watch Hawk as he swallows his drink in one gulp. Setting the glass on the desk in front of him, he nods. 
 
    “Yeah. I’m sendin’ you as lead down to the Mexico border. I don’t want any shit with Gomez,” He says. I like that I’m on lead.  
 
    “Gomez knows better than to fuck us over after what I did to his brother,” I chuckle as I remember that night. We run a lot of cocaine through Gomez. His brother thought he could take us on one of our drops. He cut us off halfway home with our shipment and ambushed our guys. Luckily, we don’t travel as a large group on drops for that very reason. He took out a few of our guys and when the rest of us showed up, we fought back. I took Omar Gomez to the dungeon and did some unthinkable things to him before shipping him back to his brother in three bags. We haven’t had an issue since. Nor do I see one in the near future. 
 
    “That shit was brutal even for you. We run with an extra crew this time. I don’t want any issues this round since we have more ridin’ on it.” I nod my head before shoving out of my chair.  
 
    “I’m goin’ to get some pussy,” I tell him. Hawk laughs as I walk out of the office and grab the first bitch I can find. Wrapping my hand around the back of her neck, I shove her to the floor in the hallway before unbuckling my jeans. I look down and watch as Shay licks her lips before I shove my dick in her mouth.  
 
    “Bite me this time and I’ll slit your throat,” I tell her as I fuck her mouth. She gags as she takes me. Just like I warned her, no teeth are involved.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Another day, more darkness. Another sunrise, another death. That’s the way I look at my mornings. Someone has to die. It’s the natural order of life, right? I like being the one that kills them. I like playing my part in the circle of fucking life. There’s a certain order that has to happen for this world to sustain itself and for us to keep rising. Sadly, for some, that means the end of their life. Me? No. I’m not even close to the end of mine yet. Some days I’ve felt it. I’ve felt the devil himself wrap his claws around my heart and squeeze but he always releases me. He releases me with more venom and hate than one person should be able to hold within them but after the repulsive things I’ve done, I deserve it.  
 
    I watch the guys load up the van as I smoke a joint. I’m mentally preparing myself for this run. Nothing is better to clear your head than a ride on the open road but there’s also something darker in it. You know at any time you could be ambushed. We’ve seen it happen. You could be taken down in the blink of an eye if you don’t have your mind in a stellar position. Mine always is. It’s flawless in a way. While most people would run from danger, I run toward it. I open my arms wide and accept my fate should it be my time to go. It never has been though.  
 
    “You look like shit, motherfucker,” Smokey says as he slaps a hand on my shoulder. I just smirk.  
 
    “I always strive to look my best.” I inhale the essence before blowing out a ring of smoke. “You ever regret the things you did in the past? Want to take back any of it?” I look toward him awaiting his answer. His eyes close before he opens them, looking back at me. 
 
    “If I changed anything, I wouldn’t be who I am today. I wouldn’t have any of this,” He says nodding toward the clubhouse. I suppose he’s right. I don’t regret shit but Taby. She was the only thing in my past that made sense.  
 
    “Guess you’re right. Hey, I want Ratt on this run.” Smokey’s eyes meet mine and I can see it. He knows what I want with him. Everything about that little girl he has here screams outsider. I don’t like her. She might have tits that could fill your hands and lips that were made to suck dick but that doesn’t mean she isn’t dirty.  
 
    “Don’t give him too much shit. I don’t wanna have to listen to the bitch whine.” Smokey grabs the joint from my hand and inhales as I chuckle. 
 
    “He needs a transfer,” I tell him grabbing a cigarette out of my pocket and lighting it up. 
 
    “He needs his ass beat. You hear he fucked up the count last week? Motherfucker couldn’t even count money. I told Hawk he needs to stick his ass back in the stock room,” Smokey says chuckling.  
 
    “Heard that.” I slap my hand across his chest before walking toward Shay. I saw her coming out of the clubhouse a second ago to smoke. 
 
    “Shay! Come here,” I holler. I watch as she turns on her booted heel and walks toward me. She looks like she’s pissed off which is no surprise. 
 
    “I need a favor,” I tell her. Her eyes widen but that isn’t the favor I need. I shake my head and chuckle before I say, “You only got dick on the mind? Can’t think outside that pussy of yours?” She regains her composure quickly and does something that surprises me. She turns to walk away from me. From me! Of all the motherfuckers in this place! I take two large steps grabbing her around the back of her neck before pulling her back in front of me.  
 
    “You ever walk away from me like that I’ll make you regret breathin’,” I growl in her ear. Shay jolts slightly only making me smile. “Now, that new bitch, Lia. I need you to see what the fuck she’s here for. I want to know every fuckin’ thing you can get. Rough her up if you need to.” Shay turns her head to look over her shoulder at me. Her eyes sparkle in the moonlight. She likes the sound of that. 
 
    “You want me to fuck her up?” She asks licking her lips. Look at her. The little hellion likes it when I let her play rough.  
 
    “I want you to get the information I want. Let Mona help out.” I wink before placing a rough kiss on her forehead. This bitch truly likes it when I let her get rough with the new girls. I think the whore gets off on it. If it gets me what I want, I don’t give a shit how it’s done. I walk away from Shay and head back toward where the guys are all standing and right there in Ratt’s arms is my target.  
 
    Go ahead, snuggle up to your man because once I find out who you are and what you want, you are mine. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    The bike rumbles beneath me. The machine and man become one. That’s the way you ride a Harley. You become one with what you want. You become so in tune with your bike that you don’t know where you stop and the bike begins. It’s the thrill of the action. The thrill of knowing you are in charge of such an amazing piece of machinery.  
 
    I glance around at the guys as we ride. The way we flow with so much precision. The world isn’t ready for us. They aren’t ready to endure all that we stand for. Our world isn’t theirs. Our world has its own rules that we learn to play by. The real world, their world is full of greed and lies. Deceit dances around every corner. Inside our world we hold power. We distribute it so that we can function as a unit without regrets. We know who we are and what we are expected to do. Does one stray from the pack? Of course, they have. My eyes fall on Ratt as he rides a little too close to the front line. He’s the stray sheep that wants what isn’t his to have. He’s the one that craves that little taste of power. He doesn’t have it. Never will. We all see him for what he is. He’s the weak link. He makes mistakes. Stupid mistakes that shouldn’t even be made. If you live in this lifestyle long enough, you learn things. You learn your place. If you can’t follow rules you will never make your way up the ranks. Ratt will never be more than what he is right now. I refocus on the road. I check my mirrors. I check the road ahead. All seems clear. I know the van of drugs is only a few miles behind us, followed by more soldiers. Hawk wanted this to be the safest run we’ve been on and it sure as hell is unless one of them fuck up. Then I step in. Then I take charge.  
 
    I see our exit and take it accordingly. The drop location isn’t far off the exit which is exactly how I like it. In the case of an emergency we can haul ass out of here if we need to. I maneuver my bike through the roads until the abandoned diner comes into view. I motion to the guys to spread out as we pull in. We form a circular formation around the other van. They never bring in more than needed but I know they have shooters out there somewhere. I’m not a naive person. 
 
    I kill the engine and climb off my bike, glancing around at the guys to make sure they are all in position. I flick my finger at a few to get them where I want them as I walk toward the back of the van. The door pops open but my hands on my gun already. I’m ready for anything. I watch as Gomez climbs out looking a little leery of having to deal with me again. I know he puts in a request to meet with someone else but it never gets approved. Hawk likes that it’s me.  
 
    “You again, I see,” He grumbles as he climbs from the back, adjusting his shirt when his feet hit the pavement. 
 
    “It’s always me, Gomez. You know Hawk always sends his best man,” I antagonize him slightly. I can’t help myself. His hands fist at his sides when I say, “How’s your kids?” Yep. Piss him off a little more. I warned him once before that if he or his family fucked us over again, I’d kill his whole family. I wasn’t joking.  
 
    “Fuck off, Draven. Where’s the shipment?” He snarls making me chuckle slightly.  
 
    “You think I’d drive that shit up in here without checkin’ shit out again?” The growl that rips from my chest startles him slightly. “I figured after your last gift you wouldn’t mind.” I add for good measure making reference to his brother. His teeth grind together, his jaw clenching.  
 
    “Go have a look. It’s all there,” He grunts. I smile as I walk past him and shove one of his guys out of my way. Reaching into the back of the van, I pull the bags toward me. Once I’m satisfied that the money is all there, I nod to Crow. He pulls his cell out and makes the call sending the guys in with the van. Gomez seems a little on edge which doesn’t bother me at all. I want him on edge. I want him to fear all that I am. He has no reason not to. We all watch the van pull in. The atmosphere is thick with tension. It should be. They should never underestimate me. No one knows what runs wild inside my head. Hell, most days I don’t either.  
 
    “Check it out if you don’t trust me, Gomez,” I tell him. Crow pops the back of the van open and Gomez checks the product. He glances over to his guys, giving them a nod. They move to get the product out of our van while we get the cash out of theirs.  
 
    “Nice doin’ business with you. Glad it all went smoothly this time,” I grunt. Gomez watches me intently but doesn’t say a word. I just chuckle and head back to my bike. I lean against the beast and watch the guys finish loading up the van.  
 
    This was an easy one. Could have been worse.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Round after round I fire shots into the target. I like to keep myself armed and ready. I like my shots to be on point. I make practicing a normal part of my day. I handle my gun with pride. It’s an extension of me. It takes a capable hand to do what I do.  
 
    “Why are you picking at me?” I hear a little voice come from behind me. I turn my head and see Lia standing there with a bloody lip, her arms crossed over her chest. I smirk at the sight. I turn back to my target and fire off a few more rounds when I feel her hand on my arm. She jerks me roughly but I don’t move.  
 
    “You keep touchin’ me, darlin’ and that lip isn’t gonna be your worst problem,” I warn her. She doesn’t listen. Her little hand stays clamped around my upper arm. I turn slowly as I watch the look in her eyes. She looks a little scared but not like you would expect her to be.  
 
    “I want to know why you had your little whores jump me,” She snaps. Her eyes stay on mine which is unusual for me. Most women don’t like looking me in the eyes. Maybe I intimidate them a little.  
 
    “Now why would I do that?” I play the coy dumb type. She doesn’t know shit. She’s pulling at shit that isn’t going to get her anywhere. 
 
    “Did you think the idiot wouldn’t tell?” She asks, mocking me. Shay isn’t that stupid. Or is she? 
 
    “And what is it that she said?” I ask my eyes burning into her.  
 
    “She said you told her to get information from me. What’s wrong? Big tough guy like you can’t ask yourself? You have to send your little whores in to do the job?” She asks with her head held high. She’s testing my patience and that’s never something you want to be on the receiving end of. I turn fully toward Lia, walking her back a step. Her fingers tighten around my arm. I wonder if she even realizes she’s still holding onto me?  
 
    “When I want information, the way I go about it is way different, sweetheart. I don’t think you could handle what I’d throw your way.” Lia sucks in a breath before she looks up at me. Her eyes narrow, her spine straightens. 
 
    “You’d be surprised what I could handle,” She snaps. Why the hell is she pressing me like this? Why does she want to unleash the beast in me? 
 
    “I don’t think you can. In fact, if I was to back you against a wall, I’m pretty sure you’d break,” I tell her, stepping into her space a little more. Her breathing kicks up a notch. Her fingers tighten even more. I groan this time, letting her know that I’m in charge, not her.  
 
    “You wanna bet that pretty little ass that I can break you, darlin’?” I ask her with a growl. Lia watches me as I take another step. She steps back until her body slams into the post behind her. Her eyes widen as she gazes up at me. 
 
    “Now, tell me who you are,” I say, lowering my voice. I want her on edge. 
 
    “Lia South.”  
 
    “Where did you come from Lia South?” I ask her, closing the space between us.  
 
    “Sacramento.”  
 
    “And what the fuck are you doin’ around my club?” My lips are near hers. Her body seems to quiver the closer I get.  
 
    “I’m here with Ratt. He asked me to stay,” She says softly, watching my lips. 
 
    “What about your family, Lia? Don’t they miss you?” I ask her, letting our breathes mingle between us.  
 
    “No.” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “I don’t have family anymore.” Her eyes steel. Her body tenses. Whatever it is she’s hiding I will find out. She thinks she can come in here and run through my club without us knowing who the hell she is, she is crazy. 
 
    “Well, Lia South from Sacramento. I can tell you that if I catch you lyin’ to me, I will slit that sexy little throat of yours.” I brush my lips over hers. Her body trembles the closer I press against her. When I pull back, she’s breathless. I didn’t kiss her. Just softly touched our lips so that she knows I mean business.  
 
    “You won’t find shit,” She smarts off.  
 
    “You say that now but I have my ways.” I brush a piece of her hair behind her ear before turning back to the range. I start to fire a few more shots when I glance back and see her walking away.  
 
    Good. Now she knows I mean business.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    I puff on my joint as my feet rest on the table in the clubhouse. I watch the guys wander around. Life has been pretty silent for the most part. I can’t say that that is a good thing because I get stir crazy. Me sitting idle isn’t always the best thing for me. I watch the side door fly open and Ruger stomp in. His eyes are wild which means somethings off with him. I watch him storm to the bar grabbing any beer that’s in reach and taking it down. He looks around the room when his eyes land on mine. With a quick jerk of my head, he walks toward me. Dropping into the chair next to mine, I glance over and ask, “You gonna make me guess why you look like you want blood?” 
 
    Ruger turns his gaze to mine. “You know I talked with the Northern Bastards, yeah?” I nod my head. I remember him going up there not too long ago.  
 
    “Those fucks we ran into are traffickin’ girls. I didn’t wanna say shit but Angie is gone. I thought she was out with that little bastard of a boyfriend of hers.” He grits his teeth. This isn’t the first time his sister has done this but I can understand his worry.  
 
    “You got anybody lookin’ into it?” I ask perking up a little. Shit, put me on it! 
 
    “Yeah. She’s been usin’ her credit cards down near Mexico. I assume he’s with her.” Ruger’s eyes glaze over. That look that says I will snap the little bastard’s neck when he gets back.  
 
    “You wanna ride? You know I’m game,” I tell him, taking another long drag. 
 
    “You’re always game. No. I’m sure she’s fine. That shit up north just has me on edge. Hawk’s gonna throw me on lead as soon as we get word on that Angel’s shit.” Ruger reaches over taking the joint from fingers and bringing it to his lips. At that moment, Ratt walks in with Lia right behind him. I cock my head to the side and study her. She’s been around for a while now and I still can’t pinpoint what’s off with her. She glances over and gives me one of the dirtiest looks she can muster up. Ruger chokes on the smoke in his lungs trying to hold in his laughter. 
 
    “Goddamn, Draven! I’d say she hates your ass,” He says nodding toward Lia. I shake my head and turn back to look at her. The way she holds her head high, the way she doesn’t give a damn that I will be the one to break her down. She doesn’t even see it coming but I will ruin her life.  
 
    “She doesn’t know what’s gonna happen to her is all,” I tell him truthfully. I’ve thought it over. I know there is something about her that isn’t right.  
 
    “And what is gonna happen to her?” I glance over my shoulder when I hear Crow’s voice. His hand lands on my shoulder as he eyes her now too. I follow his gaze back to her and I can tell she’s nervous. She should be considering there’s a group of big ass men eyeing her right now. 
 
    “That’s still up for debate,” I tell him. Her eyes scan over the three of us quickly before stopping on mine once again. Ratt catches my gaze. His head cocks to the side, watching me? Or is that a warning glare? Either way, I don’t think I like the glint in his eyes. I shove out of my chair as Ruger and Crow chuckle behind me. I know they like to see me in action. Stalking over to where they both stand, Ratt has turned his back to me. Mistake number one. I reach in and grab his girl around the waist, jerking her into my body with an oomph.  
 
    “What the hell?” Lia snaps, her gaze shooting over her shoulder to mine. I give her a wink right before Ratt turns to look at me.  
 
    “What the fuck now, Draven?” Ratt grits his teeth with a snarl on his face. God, it’s so easy to rattle this little bastard.  
 
    “I was wonderin’ if you’d be opposed to lettin’ me play with your little toy, Ratt.” Lia tenses in my arms when the words leave my mouth. Ratt narrows his eyes at me knowing damn good and well he has no fucking say in the matter. I think I was being quite the gentleman asking him. He brought a girl into the clubhouse and strangely no one has tried to lay a finger on her that I know of. What kind of coincidence is that? Women that are not old ladies are typically fair game around here and Lia is now on my prey list.  
 
    “She don’t want you, brother.” Ratt chuckles trying to pull her from my grasp. I hold on a little tighter. 
 
    “Since when is what the lady wants on the table?” I ask, pinning him in his place with an evil smirk. I’ve never really liked this little fucker. There’s always been something about him that pushes my buttons and not in a good way.  
 
    “Fuck off, Draven. This one’s mine,” Ratt growls yanking at Lia’s arm once more. The more he pulls, the closer I jerk her into me. Her hearts pounding in her chest. I can feel it. I love it.  
 
    “You claimin’ her?” I ask with a smirk on my face. We all know the answer to that. He isn’t claiming someone that’s a fucking rat. He knows it as well as I do that this girl doesn’t belong here and that there is some sort of purpose for her being here. A goddamn purpose that I am hell bent on finding out and I will stop at nothing to get the information I want out of her. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Our standoff is becoming a little more heated. It’s starting to escalate to a level that has my dick getting hard.  
 
    “I repeat myself way too much for you, Ratt. Are you claimin’ her?” I ask once more when he doesn’t make any more moves. I want this motherfucker to break. If he says no, this bitch is in my bed tonight.  
 
    “No. I’m not claimin’ her. She ain’t up for grabs either, Draven.” He grinds his teeth painfully together which makes me wonder what kind of hold he has on her, or vice versa. Something isn’t clicking here. 
 
    “She ain’t yours, Ratt. Tonight, she’s mine!” I growl. Lia’s body shakes in my arms. I like that. I like that she’s scared and on edge. I want her that way.  
 
    “You can’t do that.” Ratt steps toward me, gripping her wrist. I watch the little exchange between the two of them.  
 
    “Watch me,” I say as I take a step back. Lia trembles in my arms but her eyes stay glued to Ratt. 
 
    “I’m warnin’ you, Draven!” Ratt takes another step and my grin slowly fades. He’s warning me? I don’t fucking think so. I glance over my shoulder and see Ruger and Crow in the same position I left them in. Laughing and watching the scene unfold in front of them. 
 
    “Hey, Crow! Come over here a second,” I yell to him. Crow stands with a grin plastered across his face as he strolls toward us.  
 
    “What do you need, brother?” He asks in a cocky ass tone.  
 
    “Hold her.” I pass him Lia’s quivering body and ball my fists at my sides. 
 
    “Now that she’s outta the way. Tell me again that you are warnin’ me.” I grind my teeth as I watch Ratt. He looks between me and Lia. I need to find out who the fuck she is and what the hell is going on between the two of them. Just as I step closer, I hear the overhead go off. 
 
    “We got cops! Ten minutes out!” Hawk roars through the speakers. My body becomes taut with anger. Crow releases his grip on Lia and the room explodes into chaos. We all have a play in this game. We all have moves to make to ensure there is nothing illegal lying around when a raid rolls through. That doesn’t mean shit to me this time. I grab Lia and toss her over my shoulder, stalking toward the door.  
 
    “Put me down! What the fuck is wrong with you!” She screams. I chuckle as I stalk toward my house. If this raid is going to do anything, it will hopefully let me see how many of those pigs look to Lia for information. 
 
    “You’re about to learn why they call us Soulless Bastards, darlin’. You might want to calm down before it gets that far,” I tell her walking up on my porch. I set Lia on her feet and open the door, ushering her inside. My house was decorated by the club bitches from a long time ago. They made it look like a fucking magazine cover. At first, I hated it. Then it sort of grew on me. It was like a home that was outside the rough and violent world I live in. It was calmer, safe even.  
 
    “You live here?” Lia asks sounding a bit unsure. I can’t say that I blame her there. I don’t fit in here. 
 
    “Yeah. You like it?” I ask not really giving a shit what she has to say. “Sit right there. You move, I’ll shoot,” I warn her. Lia moves to sit on the couch as I race down the hallway. I check my room to be sure I didn’t leave anything around that may have my ass on the firing line. I pull my gun from the back of my jeans, moving into the bathroom and drop to the floor. I lift the panel under the rug in front of the sink and slide my gun into place. Straightening the rug back into position I walk back into the living room to find Lia sitting with her head in her hands.  
 
    “Worried about somethin’?” I ask her. She jolts lifting her head. Her eyes are full of tears but I can see the fear behind them. But what is it she’s afraid of? 
 
    “No,” She states, swallowing hard.  
 
    “Play nicely now when your friends show up,” I tell her as I grab the remote and turn on the TV. I flick through the channels like this is a normal night before dropping onto the couch next to her. 
 
    “Come here,” I tell her. She looks over at me and I can see her debating that idea out of the corner of my eye. “Now!” She jumps this time, scooting closer to me. I throw my arm around her shoulders and hold her like I would a woman, my woman. Not some stranger that Ratt drug in. What the hell is wrong with me? How can I even think that? 
 
    “Play your part and you’ll be fine,” I tell her in a calmer tone. She nods her head and relaxes into me a little. I can’t say that I don’t like it either. I take a deep breath, catching the scent of her perfume before the front door is kicked open and all hell breaks loose.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    “Get on the ground!” The cop yells as I laugh. Lia sits still at my side. Not like I was giving her the option of moving. No, I want to see the look in their eyes when they see her with me. I want to see if I see any sign of recognition in them. 
 
    “Why so hostel?” I ask as more guys rush the room.  
 
    “On the ground! Now!” The man in front screams. I nod my head and give Lia a little push when I don’t see the look I was wanting. I don’t know if that pisses me off or makes me grateful. I climb down on the floor next to her when I catch her gaze. She’s scared shitless. The men move through my house while three stay with guns on us.  
 
    “Hey,” I say softly. Her eyes come to meet mine and that fear is wild in her. Tears fill her eyes and she looks so damn pale. “It’s ok. They won’t hurt you,” I tell her. Why the fuck I decided to be so nice to her is beyond me but she nods her head as though she understands.  
 
    “Get up!” The cop roars once they’ve finished ripping me house apart. I climb up and grab Lia, pulling her to her feet next to me.  
 
    “Get your ass to the clubhouse,” The cop grunts. I smile and shake my head, leading Lia out the front door. There are fucking cops everywhere on the compound. They won’t find shit. We aren’t that stupid.  
 
    “Calm down. They see you shakin’ they will pick you out of the crowd,” I tell Lia as I walk with my arm around her tiny waist. I don’t know why I like it so much. The feel of my hand wrapped around her curves. It reminds me of the past. A past I can’t escape from. As soon as we step into the clubhouse, another cop shoves us against the wall.  
 
    “Hey, pig. Don’t manhandle the lady,” I say with a smirk, nodding toward Lia. He pushes her against the wall next to me a little rougher. “Prick,” I grumble. Lia’s eyes are on mine but I have to tear my gaze away from her. I don’t know what she sees in me. I don’t know what the hell she’s looking for either.  
 
    “You Bastards think you’re smart. You think you can get one over on us. This time maybe. Next time, I will bring this whole fucking place to the ground and that includes your little whores!” The cop in the middle of the room yells. Half of us chuckle but when his eyes fall on Lia, something inside of me wants to snap.  
 
    “Maybe we should have a round with a few of them. Make you boys believe what we say.” Lia’s hands shake causing one to bump into mine. I shift myself a little closer to her, grabbing her hand in mine and giving it a squeeze. 
 
    The asshole walks through the room grabbing girls off the wall and throwing them to the floor on the center of the room. When he grabs Lia, I lose it. My fist balls as our hands are ripped apart. He throws her like a rag doll down into the floor with the rest of them. I share a glance with Ratt before dragging my gaze to Hawk’s. He knows what’s about to happen. He knows I’m on edge anyway. He gives me a subtle no head shake. The corner of my lip tugs up as he closes his eyes. He knows me. The room is extremely silent except for the cries of the girls in the middle. Shay isn’t crying though, she looks pissed which makes me grin. Such a fighter, she is.  
 
    “What do you think boys? You think that this club pussy is as good as they seem to think it is?” The asshole in the middle asks, holding his gun firmly in his hand. A few of his guys laugh but a few look disgusted. Welcome to the world of dirty cops.  
 
    “You might wanna rethink that,” Hawk says loudly pulling the man’s attention. Thank you Prez! I take a few steps forward, a few of the guys smirking when they see me move. I draw my fist back and tap the asshole on the shoulder with the other hand. As soon as he turns to look at me, I unleash on him. My fist connects with his eye first before moving for his gun. I’ll be damned if I get shot today. I knock the gun to the floor as the room explodes in madness. Guys are moving in on the assholes, girls screaming like crazy. It’s not until the rapid firing of a gun, do we stop.  
 
    “Get the fuck on the ground or I will blow her head off!” The cop roars as he holds Lia around the neck, a gun at her temple. My heart races, blood whooshing in my ears. All I can see is red. I want to kill someone but I don’t know why. I slowly lower to the ground, my eyes never leaving hers. She’s so scared right now. If she is the one behind all this, she is a damn good actress.  
 
    “You made a mistake,” The cop I jumped yells before kicking me in the ribs. The guys all grunt as they are handed an ass beating too. The bastards unleash all their fury on us before we’re cuffed and slammed against the concrete wall.  
 
    “I got the lawyer on it,” Hawk hollers across the room. We know when shit goes down not all of us can react. There has to be some left behind to handle the lawyers and business. I nod my head before a punch lands on my jaw. I shake my head and spit the blood out of my mouth as the cop grins. I read his tag. 
 
    “Officer Thomson. I look forward to killin’ you one day,” I tell him. His eyes dart around my face, no doubt trying to gauge me. He won’t.  
 
    “Did you threaten me?” He steps closer. I shake my head with a smirk and say, “No. I promised you and you know how much I hate to break promises.” 
 
    Thomson backs off quickly. I didn’t doubt he would. He knows us. He knows our reputation and he knows the way we leave bodies around town for him. Fear is something real that he should hold onto. I will come for him. I’m pulled from my thoughts when I hear a cry. I look over and some of the assholes still have the girls in their grasps. 
 
    “You might wanna rethink touchin’ any of them!” Crow roars from a little way down from me. I cock my head to the side to see him. He’s livid. If he wasn’t cuffed, someone would be dead. I track the room and find that me, Crow, Smokey and some of our soldiers are all in cuffs. Thank fuck they didn’t get Ruger. He needs to be here to fix this shit and get intel.  
 
    “Let’s move out boys!” Thomson says, grinning at me like a fucking fool. I just grin back. 
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    “What a load of shit,” I mumble as Crow paces the cell. It isn’t like it’s the first time we’ve been here. It sure as hell won’t be the last. 
 
    “They are some dumb fucks,” Smokey adds. “I’ll fuck them all up. They fuckin’ tossed Sabrina’s crib like it was shit.” He growls this time.  
 
    “Fuckin’ pricks. They should know blowback on this is gonna be hell. I will fuckin’ rain it down myself,” I tell him. Smokey nods, his eyes gone elsewhere. We may be bastards to our women at times but you don’t fuck with the kids.  
 
    “What do you think this shit was about?” Crow turns to face us and asks Smokey. Smokey blows out a breath before looking up at him. 
 
    “Not sure. We’ve kept pretty silent lately. Not a hell of a lot of action comin’ from us. Maybe what that kid said is true. We have a fuckin’ rat, boys.” Smokey looks pissed. I can see the rage simmering in him. I’m not far behind.  
 
    “Can’t pinpoint it either. You see them look at anyone?” I ask. The guys all shake their heads. I had expected to see some kind of recognition from them with Lia but there was none. Nothing. Not even a second glance like she was more than a club whore. It threw me off my game a little. I drop on the bench next to Smokey and let my mind run. It has to be someone new. None of the older guys would turn. Even if they did, what the fuck are they after? What was the purpose of bringing the cops in when they know we have shit locked down. There are very few that don’t know where we keep shit.  
 
    “Six guys,” I say to myself. Smokey turns to look at me like I’ve lost my goddamn mind.  
 
    “Six guys what?” He asks.  
 
    “They raided us. There’s only six guys that don’t know shit.” I won’t say the words out loud. You never know when these bastards might be listening in. Six guys that don’t know about the dungeon. Six guys that don’t know about the underground storage. There’s a reason for that. And this situation we’re in is one of them. If you aren’t a part of the club for at least five years, you know shit of the underground operation. My fingers twitch. My heart beats a little faster.  
 
    “We talk about this when we’re home,” Smokey says, eyeing us all. 
 
    “Talk? Shit, Hawk’s gonna lose his shit,” Crow adds.  
 
    “I’m sure he’s already losin’ it,” I say.  
 
    “No fuckin’ doubt about that. It was an inside job. Now we narrow it down and find out who it was. It’s gonna take time. We don’t rush this shit no matter how much we want it. We work our way through the motherfuckers until we find the one. When we get home, the underground stays locked down for the time bein’. We have enough shit out there to run a while. We move what we need when we need to and that’s it,” Smokey says looking between Crow and me. He made sure the others were far enough away to not hear us talking. We don’t know who it is that set this little shit storm into action but we will find out. I hear the clinking of keys coming down the hallway. We’ve been here for around ten hours. I’m piss ass tired and my mood is shit.  
 
    “Looks like you assholes made bail,” The guard says. We all stand with shit eating grins on our faces. We already knew we would.  
 
    “Did you doubt us, sweetheart?” I fuck with the cop a little. He doesn’t answer me as Crow laughs behind me. We walk the hall and up to the front before the doors are opened. After going through two more sets, I see Ruger with a grin on his face. 
 
    “Any of you drop the soap?” He asks as we walk toward him. The motherfucker laughs hysterically.  
 
    “Hell no. We don’t roll your way, brother,” I tell him. Ruger is crazy. Probably crazier than all of us. If he needs to shove a dick in an ass, he will without hesitation. Son of a bitch is lost. 
 
    “Glad to see you fuckers,” He says as we walk out the front doors. The sun is coming and the air is starting to get hotter. I just want to get the fuck home, shower and sleep for half the day after we talk to Hawk.  
 
    “What’s goin’ on at home?” Smokey asks as we all pile into the truck.  
 
    “Not much. Got shit cleaned up. Hawk bought the baby a new bed so don’t worry. Bray’s ok too. Shaken up but she’s good,” Ruger tells him. I know that’s a relief for Smokey. He doesn’t need to say it but you could see it in his eyes that he was worried about her.  
 
    “We have a few theories to run wild with,” Crow says.  
 
    “Yeah? Hawk wants church when we get back,” Ruger says as he drives us home.  
 
    “Then I’m passin’ the fuck out,” I announce as I yawn.  
 
    “Don’t know about that. That little piece of ass has been lookin’ for you all night. Askin’ the girls if they heard anything about you,” Ruger says looking at me in the rear-view mirror. 
 
    “Fuck that. That little piece of ass is on my inspect list,” I tell them all.  
 
    “You think she’s in on it?” Smokey asks not sounding too sure of that.  
 
    “Can’t say. Records clean. Too clean. I don’t like the look of her, you know? It’s off.” The guys all grunt.  
 
    “If you think she’s worth lookin’ into more, do it. Don’t matter how you have to get the information,” Smokey says. Giving me the ok as VP means something. He trusts me. 
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    “Who do you want eyes on?” Hawk asks as we sit around the table.  
 
    “Ratt, Timmy, Vance, Rory, Jumbo and Lisp,” I tell him. I’m very sure in my choice of men. 
 
    “That all?” He asks narrowing his eyes at me.  
 
    “I got Lia covered. She’s the only new bitch in here. I’ll get her to crack if it’s her,” I say. Hawk nods running his hand over his tired face.  
 
    “Ok. We watch these motherfuckers. We don’t open up about shit unless it’s in this room. All dealin’s are here. Nothin’ leaves here. Got it?” Hawk is pissed. It means a lot that he’d take my word though. That he would listen to the guys that I don’t trust and take it to heart.  
 
    “Got it.” We all say at once. 
 
    “Go get some rest. I’ll get the girls to cook up somethin’ good for dinner,” He says as he yawns. We all grunt as we make our way to the door. I’m happy as fuck that the rest of the compound is silent. Any fucking noise right now would piss my already bad mood off worse.  
 
    I trudge toward my house when Crow says, “You know he trusts your gut.” I glance over my shoulder and stop walking. 
 
    “Yeah. I respect the hell outta him for that too,” I tell him. Crow nods and pulls a cigarette out, lighting it up. 
 
    “If I was to put money on shit, I’d go with Ratt or Jumbo. Those two just don’t work for me,” Crow says with sureness.  
 
    “I don’t like any of the six,” I shrug. Crow chuckles before he nods. 
 
    “Yeah, you’re probably right about that. See you later.” I flick him a half wave before stomping up my steps. I pull my cut off my shoulders and toss it onto the couch as soon as I walk in the door. I kick my boots off in the hallway along with my pants and boxers. The shirt comes off next landing right inside my door. I’m headed straight to my bed when I see her. Lia. Curled up under my blanket, her long dark hair splayed over my pillow. My dick jerks just thinking about her being in my bed but what the fuck is she really doing here? I clear my throat as I stand here. She hears me. She stirs before sitting up slightly. Her mouth falls open as her eyes take in my entire six-foot three frame. I can’t say that I don’t like the way she’s looking at me either because honestly, I do.  
 
    “What are you doin’ here?” I growl as her eyes keep moving.  
 
    “I…I wanted to talk to you. Shay said I could wait here,” She stutters half words. I tilt my head to the side, watching her intently.  
 
    “The same Shay that fucked you up not so long ago?” I ask being a bit of an ass. 
 
    “Yeah. I asked her anyway. She said to come over and wait.” She scoots up the bed a little further as I watch her. She must feel the penetration of my gaze. I want to read her. I want to know what the hell she’s doing here and why she keeps looking at me the way she does. The way Taby did.  
 
    “In my bed? She mention that part too?” I ask. Her cheeks turn pink from embarrassment. That wasn’t what I was trying to do but my dick sure as hell likes it. The fucker jerks drawing her attention once more. 
 
    “Look, I just wanted to say thank you for helping me out when the cops came,” She says quickly, throwing the blanket back. My eyes scan her little body. She’s wearing nothing but a tank top and a pair of tiny shorts. I groan as I take in her tanned skin and those long legs. Scrubbing my hand over my face, I try to focus but having her in my room is setting off a million warning signals. Don’t touch her, Draven. That repeats a million times over in my head. Lia stands and slides on her sandals walking toward the bedroom door. She’s a mere foot from me when I do something I shouldn’t. I reach out, my hand coming to rest on her stomach.  
 
    “You know more than you’re tellin’ me. I don’t like lies and I don’t do secrets,” I warn her. I turn my head and look down at her. Her face is passive like she’s made of stone.  
 
    “My personal life is just that. I don’t have to tell you anything,” She says strongly. I push her back a step and move to stand in front of her, blocking the door. I lean down so that I’m eye level with her when I say, “When you bring your life into my club, it’s my business. You made it my business.”  
 
    Lia’s eyes are full of the same thing I always see. Fear. But from what? Me? What might happen? Or is there more that I don’t know about? 
 
    “Ratt asked me to come here. I didn’t know I would be on the firing line when I did.” I can see the honesty in her eyes.  
 
    “Yeah, you keep sayin’ that but I think there’s more. Ratt doesn’t give a shit about bringin’ girls back here. We have girls,” I tell her, running my finger up her stomach. When I reach the valley between her tits, she gasps. Her body erupts in bumps that make my dick jerk again. She feels it. There’s no way she couldn’t. I’m that close to her.  
 
    “All I know is he asked me and I had nowhere else to go,” She says slightly breathless. She’s trying to reign in the way she feels. She’s trying to keep her composure but I’m slowly breaking her down. 
 
    “Is that why you’re in my bed? Ratt know you’re here?” I ask her. Her eyes jerk to mine and my stomach flips. “I’ll take that as a no.” I run my fingers over her little tank top and tweak her nipple. Rolling it between my fingers, she moans softly.  
 
    “He was intent on not sharin’ you,” I tell her, watching the way my touch affects her.  
 
    “He doesn’t want me like that,” She admits. I find that hard to believe.  
 
    “Then what’s he want with you?” I ask leaning in closer. I let my lips caress her neck before sucking her flesh into my mouth. Her taste explodes on my tongue and shoving my dick into her is all I can think about.  
 
    “I don’t know,” She gasps. 
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    I have two options. I can send her packing or I can fuck her senseless. As tired as I am I should sleep but my dick thinks this is the perfect time.  
 
    “Are you sure?” I ask her once more pressing my dick closer to her.  
 
    “Yes. He just said he wanted me here with him and that was all.” The way her breath catches in her throat. Shit! That solves my dilemma.  
 
    “Take those clothes off,” I growl against her. She doesn’t move. Her body becomes tense. 
 
    “What’s wrong? Didn’t think this was how you would be thankin’ me?” I pull back and look in her eyes. She’s afraid.  
 
    “I should go,” She says quickly. I don’t move and there is no way she can get around me. I watch her move but once she realizes there’s nowhere for her to go, she steps back. 
 
    “He’ll kill me,” She says. I have no doubt that’s what he told her.  
 
    “He didn’t fuck you?” I ask her, crossing my arms over my chest. Yeah, picture that. My dick is throbbing and I still have to stand here and make a point to this girl.  
 
    “No.”  
 
    “Why? He’s never been picky about the whores he sticks his dick in,” I ask her. She flinches, taking another step back. She shakes her head. 
 
    “I’m not a whore.” I counter her steps.  
 
    “Then what are you?” I ask, moving closer to her.  
 
    “I’m just me. I was in the wrong place at the wrong time,” She says catching my interest. Wrong place, huh? 
 
    “Is that all you’re gonna give me?” I ask her reaching for the straps of her little tank top. I slide one down as her body shudders. 
 
    “That’s all there is,” She says, her voice shaking. I reach over and slide the other strap down. Her bare shoulders shouldn’t turn me on the way they do but fuck, seeing her like this is shaking me. I pull the front of her tank top down to reveal her tits. When I lean down and suck her nipple into my mouth, she reaches forward, tugging my hair into her hands. I move to give the other the same attention, sucking and tugging with my teeth. Lia moans and presses herself against me.  
 
    “Tell me you want me inside of you, darlin’,” I tell her as I press kisses against her soft skin. Without waiting on her to answer, I shove my fingers into the waistband of her shorts, shoving them down her legs. I’m met by a patch of dark hair. I groan before I drop to my knees in front of her. I shove her legs apart which she allows before I lean in and inhale her scent. Fuck! This pussy is going to kill me.  
 
    “I’m not a good man, Lia. I will hurt you,” I warn her. I look up and find her eyes locked with mine. It’s erotic. It’s sexual and I fucking can’t stop myself. I lean in, running my tongue through her slick heat. Her taste infiltrates my taste buds. My body becomes heated. Lia’s hands tug at my hair and the more I flick my tongue, the harder she pulls. It’s so fucking hot I can barely stand it any longer. I stand up quickly, tearing the tank top in half and tossing the shreds to the floor. Lia watches me with wide eyes as I take in her body. 
 
    “I’m gonna fuck you hard and fast.” I don’t know why I’m warning her. I’ve never warned a woman before I took what I wanted. Lia licks her lips and that’s the end of this little charade. I toss her body on the bed, quickly climbing on behind her. I climb between her thighs, reaching for a condom on the night stand. I rip the packet open and watch her. What shocks the shit out of me is when she takes it and rolls it down my length. I tilt my head back enjoying the feeling of her hands on my body. When she tightens her hand around my dick and strokes me, I almost come. Reaching down, I slap her hand away before opening her thighs wider. I look down at that already glistening pussy and growl. Grabbing my dick in my hand, I slam into her. Lia screams as I fuck her just like I said I would. My hips move at an increasingly fast pace as I take what I want from her. Her pussy clenches around me and my world wants to crumble. Feeling her like this is more than I expected. She feels perfect. My hips jerk as I get deeper. Lia surprises me when she reaches up and pulls me down on top of her. Her lips suck the flesh of my neck into her mouth, no doubt marking me. I don’t have it in me to care right now either. Her nails dig into my back, my hips picking up speed. I’m not gentle. I know she’ll be sore later and that’s exactly what I want. I want her to walk around and remember me being inside of her.  
 
    “Fuck!” I growl when I feel the burn of my sweat seeping into the scratches she’s made. It’s a sweet burn that I want more of. Lia’s breathing becomes sporadic as she pants and moans. When I feel her pussy clench around me, I lose all control. My thrusts come faster as I let myself fall into her.  I cum hard at the same time as Lia. That wasn’t my initial plan. I wanted to cum and make her wait. I wanted to torture that little body but that will have to wait.  
 
    I collapse on top of her, not caring that she’s significantly smaller than I am. I catch my breath and roll off her. Lia starts to move when I grab her wrist. 
 
    “Stay. He won’t touch you.” She knows I mean Ratt and I won’t let him touch her. I don’t know what kind of shit they have going on but I plan to find out. Lia sighs before lying back on the bed. She’s careful not to touch me which is funny. I let her have her space as I close my eyes and fall asleep.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    I woke up alone in bed. That didn’t surprise me. I throw my legs over the edge and sit up after I’ve laid here letting different scenarios run around in my head. There are so many things that could be the cause of this shit around here. I stroll toward the bathroom ready for a shower when I hear it. I drop to the floor, move the rug and grab my gun from under the floorboard. It doesn’t matter that I’m naked. What matters is that there is someone in my fucking house. I walk slowly and quietly down the hallway until I reach the living room. I move quickly, aiming my gun when I see her. My arm falls as her eyes widen.  
 
    “What the fuck are you doin’?” I ask holding the gun at my side. 
 
    “I didn’t want to go back out there alone,” She says softly, tears falling down her cheeks. I glance down and see she’s wearing one of my Soulless Bastards T-shirts. It has to hang to her knees when she’s standing but fuck me if it doesn’t look hot as hell on her. 
 
    “Why not? I told you he won’t touch you.” I set my gun on the table near the door before I look at her again. 
 
    “Are you that sure he won’t? I don’t believe you. He’s a bastard.” She grits her teeth and looks at me. I wonder what the hell he did to her to make her think that? Lia wrings her hands in her lap, not making eye contact with me.  
 
    “I said he wouldn’t. He won’t. I don’t give a shit if you believe me or not.” I turn and head back down the hall when her voice stops me.  
 
    “I just want out!” She screams. I look over my shoulder and see her standing there with my gun in her shaking hands aimed at me. I turn all the way around and face her with a slight smirk on my face. 
 
    “What are you gonna do with that?” I ask her, taking a step toward her.  
 
    “Don’t come near me. I’ll shoot you!” She screams. I chuckle as I walk the rest of the way slowly toward her. I stop when the barrel of my gun touches my chest. I hold my arms out to the side and say, “Then do it. Fuckin’ kill me. What the fuck are you waitin’ for?” My voice is deadly. She should heed that warning tone and lose the gun before I really get pissed. Her arms shake. I move quickly, plucking the gun from her hand before grabbing her around the neck with my free hand. Slamming her against the wall, I move my face to hers.  
 
    “In this world, you don’t hesitate. When you want to kill, you kill. When you bluff, you die. Understand?” I growl in her face. Lia nods as her eyes water. As soon as I release her, she sucks in a lungful of air. She doubles over, her hands on her knees as she catches her breath.  
 
    “Now play nicely and I’ll take you to dinner,” I say before heading back to my room. Of all the shit, I get myself into this is a new one. I’ve had bitches pull guns on me, sure but not one I just fucked senseless. Maybe I’m losing my touch. 
 
    I grab my clothes and head into the bathroom, climbing in the shower. The cold water kicks on before the hot seeps in. My body relaxes under the spray. I tip my head back and let the water wash over me when the shower curtain is pulled back. Lia stands there naked, staring at me. There’s something about this girl that I’m not sure I want to let go of just yet. How many girls would pull a gun on you, get choked and show up naked in your bathroom? Not many.  
 
    “You gonna stand there or you gonna get in?” I ask her. She licks those lips that taste like heaven before she steps in, pulling the curtain closed. She stands so still that I wonder what she’s thinking.  
 
    “What do you want Lia?” I ask her my voice husky.  
 
    “I want you to make me forget.” I don’t ask her what she wants to forget. I don’t care. I grip her shoulders, shoving her forward. With her back to me, I push her down. Lia grasps the edge of the tub as I line up behind her. Her lush ass screams to be taken but I need to get back to the clubhouse. We need to figure out what the hell is going on around here. With my dick in hand, I tease her entrance. Shoving into her, she moans. I growl as I grip her hips in my hands. There’s something so fucking sexy about watching her ass bounce with each thrust of my hips. I raise my hand and slap it down on her cheek. 
 
    “Draven!” She screams my name. Fuck yeah. That’s what I want to hear. I take her harder, faster until we are both on edge.  
 
    “I gotta pull out!” I growl. A few more thrusts and I pull my dick free. I grab it in my hand and stroke a few rough times before I explode all over her back and ass. It’s so fucking hot to see my seed all over her. Lia whines and I realize she never finished. I lift her up and spin her around dropping to my knees. I spread her legs wide before I lean in and lick that tight bud that’s waiting for me. My tongue works her higher and closer until I taste her juices. I reach up and trace her clit with my thumb slowly as I lap at her, taking all she has to offer. I didn’t think I would taste anything like this ever again. As she comes down off her high, I stand and grab the soap. I wash myself as Lia leans against the tiled wall catching her breath. When I’m clean I turn to see her watching me.  
 
    “Come here,” I tell her my voice raspy. She moves closer and I wash the come off her back. With my arms wrapped around her, she pushes up, pressing her lips to mine.  
 
    “Thank you,” She whispers. I have no idea what she’s thanking me for but I take it just the same. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    No one sees us together. No one knows. It’s like the sexiest thing I’ve ever done. Keeping Lia to myself for a few hours only to send her back to Ratt keeps me on my toes. It’s not like I give one shit if he knows, I really don’t. He could go fuck himself for all I care but until I know what the hell is going on between the two of them, it’s better this way. Months of Lia in my bed? I’ll fucking take all I can get of her.  
 
    “I need information, James. I know you can dig shit up,” I tell the son of a bitch as he stands so stoically in front of me.  
 
    “I’m not into that shit anymore, Draven. You know that,” He says. I grind my teeth together as I look at him.  
 
    “You are family, James. You remember the shit I took for you?” My voice is harsh as the memories of a childhood I would just like to keep buried come rushing me.  
 
    “How long are you going to hold that over my goddamn head?” He snaps but I see the resolve slowly breaking.  
 
    “As long as you’re still my blood brother.”  
 
    “Goddamn it, Draven. You want me to get fired? Is that it?” He asks looking around to see if anyone sees the good old cop talking to the outlaw. No one gives a shit. That’s right. My baby brother by blood is a cop. A pig. The one thing I hate most in this world but he’s also blood. He stays out of my business and I do the same. He doesn’t even work in the same city I take up residence in for this very reason. 
 
    “No. I just need to know what I’m missin’ with her, James. Come on. Help me out here,” I tell him. James tips his head back, the telltale sign that I’m wearing him down. It was the same when we were kids. 
 
    “Mom will kick your ass if she knows your fucking with me like this,” He says looking back at me with a smirk.  
 
    “Fuck her. She isn’t my mom,” I growl. 
 
    “Still saying that?”  
 
    “Goddamn right I am. When she steps up and takes her blame for the shit we went through, that’s when I’ll call her mom again. She left us to be fuckin’ beat on, brother. That isn’t a mom.” James shakes his head knowing that I’m telling the truth but when he was in the academy, him and my mom talked shit out. Too bad that didn’t work for us. I tried to get over the past but every time I’d think about her or see her, I saw that bastard of a father of ours. He always went after James because he was smaller. I’d always step in and take the ass of it since I was older. My little brother meant the world to me. He still does.  
 
    “Fine. What do you know about her?” James finally breaks down and asks. I grin when I say, “Lia South. No priors. Nothin’ at all that we can find.” James cocks his head to the side and watches me for a second.  
 
    “Either her files are sealed from something happening as a child or there really is nothing to tell, Draven.” I shake my head as he speaks. No, I know there’s something else. I can feel it.  
 
    “She’s gotta be around twenty or so,” I tell him.  
 
    “Thanks for all that info,” He says sarcastically. 
 
    “I can’t get shit on her. Had my guys runnin’ it, hell I ran it. It’s a little strange that she showed up and our compound gets raided, yeah?” James nods his head slowly before he says, “I heard about that after the fact. Heard you assaulted a cop too.” I grin like the bastard I am. 
 
    “Had it comin’. Those boys are disgustin’ if you ask me. They were willin’ to gang rape the girls.” James’ face turns red. 
 
    “You’re shitting me?” He asks.  
 
    “Nope. Lia too. I did what I had to do. I’m not worried about it. See what you can get me, bro. I need to know what the hell is goin’ on around there. We have six guys we’re checkin’ into but she seems too obvious,” I tell him. James reaches up covering his ears and says, “Don’t need to know. I don’t know shit. Stop telling me.” I chuckle as I close my mouth. 
 
    “Thanks James. I need to get back. It’s good to see you, man.” I reach in and pull my brother into a hug, slapping his back.  
 
    “You too, D. I’ll call you if I get anything. Hey, I’m having a cook out for Jen’s birthday. Nothing major and no one from the precinct will be there. Wanna come?” I couldn’t be prouder of my little brother. He’s made something out of his life.  
 
    “When?” 
 
    “Next Saturday.” 
 
    “I’ll be there.” James smiles and nods before heading back to his car. I climb on my bike, adjust my helmet and rev it up. I can’t help but feel like something is off with Lia and I want to know what it is. I take off and ride back toward the compound but a million things run through my mind. How the hell Ratt is involved in whatever she is. How they really met. What kind of hold he has over her. It’s all starting to piss me off. I’ve never had to work so hard to get information before. That shit just comes freely to me but with Lia, nothing has been easy. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    I pull into the compound and park my bike at the house. When I climb off I see Smokey pacing my front porch. His head jerks up when he sees me coming. 
 
    “What’s goin’ on?” I ask as I walk up to him, tossing my helmet on the chair. 
 
    “Hawk’s been picked up. So, has Chugger and Mason,” He says, his eyes going deadly.  
 
    “What the fuck for?” I snap.  
 
    “Random stop they say. Hawk was movin’ some product. Chugger and Mason were back up. We shouldn’t have a problem gettin’ them out.” Fuck! This shit has to stop. Something has to give around here.  
 
    “Thought Jumbo was on that run today?” I ask thinking about it. In fact, I know he was.  
 
    “Said he was too sick to ride.” As soon as the words leave his mouth, I’m stomping off the porch and down the road. If he’s too sick to ride, I want to see the motherfucker with my own eyes. For his sake, he better fucking be half dead. I can hear Smokey behind me. I don’t care either way. I storm up the stairs and right in Jumbo’s front door. The fat motherfucker sits on the couch with his beer belly hanging out stuffing pizza in his mouth. Don’t look too sick to me. I reach for him, pulling him off the couch before he ever has a chance to react. His big body bounces when I slam him against the wall. 
 
    “To sick to go on the run today but not too sick to stuff food down your throat?” I growl in his face. He looks at me confused before he looks to Smokey.  
 
    “I had a message on my cell I was off that run. Chugger was on,” He says. I narrow my eyes at him before glancing over my shoulder at Smokey. He looks as confused as I am. 
 
    “Where’s your phone?” Smokey roars. Jumbo points to the table. Smokey moves to get it but I hold Jumbo in place until I know otherwise because right now, it looks like he set them up to go down. At least in my eyes it does. Smokey scrolls through the phone before nodding at me. I release Jumbo and walk over to Smokey. Fire races its way through my veins.  
 
    “From Chugger. Says he was told that I said to take him off,” Smokey says. His tone is even but the rage is palpable.  
 
    “Who the fuck told Chugger then?” I ask more to myself. 
 
    “He didn’t say. Told me to lay low at home today,” Jumbo says, passing us both a beer. I take a long pull of mine but Smokey doesn’t touch his. He eyes that phone like it holds some kind of poison that he wants to get his hands on.  
 
    “I’m tired of this shit. Get the boys in church, would ya?” Smokey says. I nod once and head out the front door. As I go I hear Smokey yelling and glass breaking behind me. I’m sure Jumbo will be getting his ass handed to him pretty soon. He should never take the word of another brother like that. Orders come from the top and that’s that. As I’m lost in thought, I don’t pay attention to anything around me.  
 
    “Hey.” Her little voice sends jolts through my body. How the hell does a woman’s voice do that? My heart races as I turn to look at her. Her eye is bruised and her lip is cut. Not much different from when I asked Shay to get information from her. In three short strides, I’m in front of her, gripping her face in my hands, “What the fuck happened to you?” Lia takes a step away from me causing my hand to fall.  
 
    “I can’t keep messing with you, Draven. I’m sorry,” She says softly. What the hell? She can’t say that shit to me. Who the fuck does she think she is? 
 
    “Like fuck you can’t.” I step toward her but she holds her hand up, coming to rest on my chest.  
 
    “I’m sorry. It’s not like you really liked me or anything. It was just something to do.” Is she kidding me? Or is she right? Do I like her? I don’t fucking know what I like anymore but I know how I feel when I’m with her. It feels right. The world feels right. But I don’t know her. I don’t know why she’s here or what she’s doing with Ratt. I know nothing. I open my mouth to say something but what? What the fuck do you say to that? 
 
    “That’s how it is?” I ask her seriously. I have other business to handle but this came as a shock to me.  
 
    “It’s better this way.” 
 
    “Is it cause of Ratt? He threaten you again?” The thought alone pisses me off. I’ve hated Ratt from the day he stepped foot on this compound.  
 
    “Maybe. It doesn’t matter. I can’t be with you,” She says softly. I don’t miss the tear in her eye. I see it. Why is it there after only knowing me for a few months though? That’s as long as she’s been here but we’ve been together most of it.  
 
    I take another step into her space, forcing her hand to fall away from me and I hate it. That loss. 
 
    “You know where I am. Ratt will be dealt with one day. There’s bigger things I have to contend with right now than just him but you know how to find me, Lia.” I swipe the tear that trickles down her cheek before walking away from her.  
 
    Why is my life a fuck up? I knew she wasn’t more than a fuck. I knew I was only fucking her for information although I’ve never actually gotten any. Or is that really what the fuck I was doing? 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    “Hawk’s bein’ held. Chugger and Mason are bein’ released as we speak. Ruger’s over there pickin’ them up but here’s the problem. Someone told Chugger that I okay’d Jumbo bein’ off the run. It was never ok with me. I never said shit! You see the issue?” Smokey asks looking around the room. I glance over at Crow, watching the way his eyes darken.  
 
    “We have a rat or we have more than one?” He asks. Smokey shakes his head, running his hand through his hair.  
 
    “Hard to say at this point. I wouldn’t think there would be more but there is a lot of shit comin’ our way. They are spacin’ it out too. I called off the shipment pickup this weekend. I rescheduled it and there are only a few that know about it. I wanna keep it that way,” Smokey says, blowing out a breath. I sit back in my chair and let it all sink in. How did we get to this point? How are we housing a rat and not know who it is? This is something that weighs heavy on everyone’s mind. I know it does. It’s like a sinking feeling in the pit of your stomach. You know something’s there but you can’t place it.  
 
    “While we’re on shit. We need someone to go over and handle Bee’s and his brother. Easy take out. Don’t care who it is, it just needs done,” Smokey adds. Thoughts of Lia flash behind my eyes, only pissing me off more. She doesn’t want to see me anymore. What kind of shit is that? I think I’ve been relatively good to her considering I know shit about her.  
 
    “I got it,” I say quickly, taking those kills. I need to do something before my head actually explodes. 
 
    “Fine. You got it. Take whoever you want,” Smokey adds as I shake my head. 
 
    “Fuck that. I need the air.” I see Smokey open his mouth to protest but one look at my face, he doesn’t say a word. They all know me. I know them. We’re very much alike in a sense. When we need to be alone, it isn’t negotiable. We need it. We have to have it or we’ll lose our minds. Alone time for people like us is a way to unwind and sort through shit that eats through our minds. Without it, we’d kill for no reason.  
 
    “The rest of you keep your fuckin’ eyes open. Crow, I need you to check out the ammo we have down below. Make sure we ain’t runnin’ short before we move that shipment next week.” Crow nods his head before Smokey slams down the gavel. We all stand and head out when Crow stops me. 
 
    “What’s goin’ on in that head of yours?” He asks as he lights up a joint. He takes a few drags before passing it to me.  
 
    “I don’t like any of this shit. There’s too much all at once. It has to be inside work, yeah?” I look to him to see if he agrees. Crow shrugs before blowing out a ring of smoke and says, “Hard to say at this point. Not much as far as new people in here. Your guess is as good as mine, brother. Be careful on that ride.” I nod my head as he walks away. He’s right. The only new thing around here is Lia. Yet the thought of pinning it all on her is making me uneasy. It’s not a feeling I like to have.  
 
    I head out of the clubhouse and see Mona walking toward the houses. She glances around as though looking for something. I stay my distance but follow her never the less. Where the hell is she going? The further down the road I watch her go, it all clicks. She takes the last left and walks right up on Ratt’s porch like she owns it. She walks in much the same right before I hear yelling. I move closer trying to hear what’s being said but all I can hear is muffled voices. When I get even closer, my heart nearly drops. 
 
    “They can’t know anything, Lia!” Mona screams.  
 
    “I can’t do this, Mona. I fucking can’t. I don’t care what happens to me anymore.” Lia’s voice sounds pained. She sounds like she’s hurting but why? 
 
    “We don’t have a choice. We can’t let that shit get pinned on us. We didn’t do anything wrong,” Mona snaps at her. The world goes silent around me. My heart hammers in my chest. What the hell is going on with those two? What are they in the middle of? 
 
    “How much longer?” Lia asks, grabbing my interests. 
 
    “A few more months. Once I have enough, we can slip past Burgess easily,” Mona says. Who the fuck is Burgess? 
 
    “I don’t know if I can do it, Mona. I don’t know if I have a few more months in me. This is fucking killing me. He is killing me,” Lia cries loudly.  
 
    “Stay away from Draven. You are letting your feelings get in the way of what needs to be done. He’s just a bystander.” My hands clench at my sides. I knew something was going on but I had no fucking clue that Mona was involved in it. Why does Lia need to stay away from me? That right there gives me all the ammo I need. I will pursue Lia. I will take what I want from her and get any information that she has along with her body. She won’t know what hit her. The feeling in the pit of my stomach is raw. I can’t say that it’s those two girls that are setting shit up but they are for sure up to something. Now it’s just a matter of time until I figure it out and bring their whole little scheme crashing to the ground.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    Their words replay over and over in my mind. The longer I sit here waiting on Bee’s and his guys, the more it pisses me off. What are they up to? What does it have to do with the club, if anything? I don’t like the unknown. There’s never anything good there. Surprises are the worst thing in the world. I hear the rumble of the bikes and judging from the sound, there’s at least four. That works for me. Any more and I might have been outnumbered. I take one last drag of my cigarette and toss it to the ground. Pulling my gun from the back of my jeans, I shove myself off the cinder block I’d been sitting on. The bikes noise silences as I walk closer. Just as I suspected there are four guys. Bee is the first one I spot. I raise my gun and pull the trigger twice. Bee drops to the ground with a scream. I took out both his knees. 
 
    “The rest of you bitches put the guns down,” I say as I wave my gun between them. They all look to Bee. He nods and all the guns hit the dusty pavement in front of them.  
 
    “What the fuck is this about, Draven?” Bee howls as he holds his legs in his hands. I cock my head to the side and look at him as the pain filters into his vision.  
 
    “Oh, you know. Didn’t have much else to do with my night,” I tell him with a smirk on my face.  
 
    “Fuck you!” He spits. His guys laugh but I don’t know why. I’m the one with the gun here.  
 
    “Nah. I’m not Ruger. I don’t like it like that. You boys have a good ride?” I ask looking between his pricks. They are nothing. I know that but it’s the thrill of the game that gets me going.  
 
    “Why don’t you just tell me what you want,” Bee growls. I shrug my shoulders and walk a little closer, kneeling in front of him. I tap his chin with the barrel of my gun before I say, “I don’t think you have what I want.” His eyes widen before I stand back up.  
 
    “Thing is, I need information that nobody seems to be able to get. Ain’t that some shit? No one can find it. No one knows a goddamn thing! How fuckin’ ironic is that, Bee?” I ask feeling my emotions overload my senses. 
 
    “What information are you talkin’ about?” He asks as if he was really going to be helpful. There is no way that he can help me now. 
 
    “Rats, Bee. You ever had a rat?” I ask him as I pace back and forth in front of him.  
 
    “Once.”  
 
    “Oh yeah? How did you find out?” I ask calmly. He isn’t going to live as much as he thinks he is. I’m in a mood. I want to play with my prey. I want to watch the way he relaxes before I take out his boys in front of his eyes. 
 
    “He told on himself. Talked too much to the wrong people,” Bee says glaring up at me. 
 
    “What about when they don’t want to talk? What then?” I ask clearly fucking with his head. I don’t give one shit about what he has to say. His words mean nothing to me. Nothing he can say hasn’t already been tried and done by me. 
 
    “Threaten them all. Show them who the boss is,” I chuckle when he says that. I look down at the boss himself as he lies in a pool of his own blood. Who the hell is he showing? 
 
    “Ironic, isn’t it? You on the ground at your men’s feet. Grovelin’ like a bitch,” I say as his eyes snap to mine. 
 
    “Fuck you, Draven. You fuckin’ coward.” Coward? There’s one I haven’t been called before. 
 
    “Coward, huh? I prefer bastard. Executioner. Fucker. Coward is just somethin’ I will never be.” And as I raise the gun and place it between his eyes, those words ring true. I pull the trigger and watch his lifeless body fall to the ground before rapidly shooting the rest of his boys. The all drop like fucking flies without so much as a little fight. I knew they wouldn’t. That’s just how low they are on the food chain of life. They didn’t have a backbone.  
 
    “Coward. Maybe if I didn’t plan on goin’ back and fuckin’ Lia into my mattress I would be,” I grumble under my breath as I turn and head back to my bike. A new-found plan works its way through me. She might have a plan of her own but that is shit compared to mine. I will take what the fuck I want when I want. Just like I always have. She will do as she’s told if she wants to live to see another day. Climbing on my bike, I grin as I let that sink in. I’m going to make her wish she told the truth from the beginning. I’m going to make her suffer at my hands until she crumbles and falls. She won’t need to worry about life outside of those compound walls. She will fear every breath she takes. She will walk and feel the anger that I will instill in her body with every step she takes.  
 
    Yeah, I will ruin that girl and break down every wall she’s hiding behind. She doesn’t know it yet, but she just let her guard down and I’m stepping inside before she can pull it back up.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    “Nice to see you, motherfucker,” I tell Chugger as I throw my leg over my bike. He nods not looking all that thrilled. “What’s the look?” I ask the closer I walk to him. Chugger pulls the cigarette from his lips and glares at me. 
 
    “You think this shit is coincidental?” The anger in tone is warranted. I don’t like this shit any more than he does. 
 
    “Couldn’t say at this point. We’re still lookin’ brother. I know shit’s out of hand but let’s get Hawk out and put shit together.” Chugger nods his head not daring go against me. Ruger grunts next to him.  
 
    “Hawk’s pissed, man. I mean, fuckin’ damn near punched the guard pissed.” Mason chuckles making me laugh.  
 
    “I bet he is. He don’t need any more charges on him though. Smokey will get this shit handled,” I say. The guys nod before they look at the blood splattered on my shirt. I follow their gaze and shrug.  
 
    “All part of the job,” I smirk.  
 
    “Who?” Ruger asks.  
 
    “Bee’s and his boys. Little shit thought we were friendly. Told him that’s your gig.” We all chuckle as Ruger shrugs and walks away. 
 
    “He’s been on one, Draven. Not like normal. This motherfucker is gonna blow soon,” Mason says watching Ruger walk away.  
 
    “I know. There’s a lot goin’ on that needs to be figured out. You good, brother?” I look to him, slapping a hand on his shoulder. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m straight.” 
 
    “Good. Got somethin’ in handle. Tell Smokey I’m back but takin’ care of some other business.” Mason nods as I walk away. The moon is starting to fade into the light of day. I hadn’t planned on being out as late as I was. I hadn’t planned on sleeping through another fucking day of sunshine either but I suppose this is the life I chose. I walk down the road as my house comes into view. It’s not what peeks my interest though. It’s the faint light of the tip of a cigarette. I cock my head trying to see who it is. Making my way closer, I see it’s her and I wonder what the fuck she’s doing out here at this hour. 
 
    “It’s damn near five in the mornin’,” I say with a voice thick with sleep. Lia jolts, her head snapping around to look at me. Her eyes are tired. I can see the need for sleep in them but when my eyes travel over her body, I can’t think of anything but getting inside of her.  
 
    “Couldn’t sleep,” She says softly, moving her gaze from mine.  
 
    “Couldn’t sleep,” I say mimicking her. “Didn’t know you smoked,” I say, stepping closer to pluck the cancer stick out of her fingers. Bringing it to my lips, Lia watches intently. Her focus is on my lips and my dick seems to like that. 
 
    “I quit,” She says softly. I nod my head as I suck in the nicotine.  
 
    “We all do at some point.” I narrow my eyes at her. I want her to say something. I want to know what her plans with Mona are. Fuck, I want to know how they even know each other.  
 
    “I’m going to go.” Lia points over her shoulder and starts to walk away when I stop her.  
 
    “Ratt’s house is the other way,” I tell her. Lia stops, her body instantly freezing. I watch her take a breath before she turns back to me.  
 
    “We aren’t on the best terms and I couldn’t get out of the compound earlier,” She says. I look into her eyes, trying to gauge if she’s telling me the truth.  
 
    “Why would you want out? Thought Ratt wanted you here?” I ask. Her nostrils flare as she looks at me. Anger dances in her eyes although I have no idea why that is.  
 
    “Ratt wants what Ratt wants regardless of if anyone else wants it,” She says fiddling with the hem of her t-shirt. I take a few steps toward her, dropping the cigarette to the ground.  
 
    “What is it he wants?” I ask reaching my hand out, hooking it around her hip. I pull her little body closer to mine, watching how she sucks in a breath.  
 
    “Me. He wants me,” She says nearly breathlessly. 
 
    “And what do you want, Lia?” I ask, leaning down, my lips grazing her ear. Her body shudders under my touch. “Tell me what you want.” I nip her earlobe before sucking it into my mouth. Her moans go straight to my dick. 
 
    “You, Draven. I want you.” I’m surprised that those words left her mouth. I growl against her neck before pulling back and looking in her eyes. My free hand wraps around the back of her neck, forcing her to focus on me and only me.  
 
    “I don’t know what the hell you’re hidin’ from me, Lia but I will find out. It’s easier on us both if you just tell me,” I inform her. She looks in my eyes and there is something on the tip of her tongue. She wants to say it. She wants to tell me but at the last second, she holds back.  
 
    “I want you to fuck me, Draven. I want to forget that my life ever existed.” The tear that slides down her cheek should make me stop this. It should make me press harder for the truth but at this very moment, I know how she feels. I know what it feels like to not want the reminders of a life that was taken from you.  
 
    “There are two things I’m good at. Killin’ and fuckin’. Even though the thought of snappin’ your neck has crossed my mind, bein’ inside of you is a hundred times better.” My mouth closes over hers. The taste of her exploding on my tongue. She tastes like perfection but there’s a hint of evil in there. I slide my hands down to her waist as my mouth claims hers. Lifting her in my arms, she wraps her legs around my waist. I groan at the feel of her soft pussy pressing against me in the most heated ways. There has never been anyone that could turn my head the way Lia does. Not even Taby had that power over me. Lia is doing something to me and I’m not sure how to stop. I’m not sure I want to stop it if I being completely honest.  
 
    I walk us back to the house and up the front steps. I release her with one hand only to open the door. Lia’s lips suck at my throat and fuck, do I want to come already.  
 
    “You keep that up, baby, I won’t make it inside of you.” Two things occur to me in this moment. One, I love how she feels when she’s with me. How I feel when she’s with me and two, I’ve never called anyone baby aside from Taby. That word means more to me than calling her my girlfriend. It holds meaning to me and here I am calling Lia baby. 
 
    “Draven. Please,” Lia begs. All the thoughts leave my mind as I set her on her feet in the living room. She looks up at me with those beautiful doe eyes of hers. 
 
    “What do you want, baby?” I ask her. Fuck! Again, with the baby thing. I loosen my belt buckle before working the button and zipper on my jeans. Lia’s eyes follow but her mouth gapes open when her hands fly forward. 
 
    “Is that your blood?” She asks. I glance down and see her tugging at my shirt. My stomach flips inside of me. Does she care? 
 
    “It’s not mine. Get on your knees,” I growl. Her head snaps back, her eyes locking with mine. Lia slowly slides to the floor as my pants and boxers follow. Her hand comes to wrap around my dick, the softest of strokes threatening to take me over the edge.  
 
    “Suck it, Lia. Don’t play games.” The more she strokes, the harder I get. I close my eyes until I feel her lips wrap around me. My eyes fly open and my head tilts forward watching her long dark hair as it moves around her shoulders. Her tongue dances over the bottom of my dick as she sucks like her life depends on it. I grunt and grown just loving the feel of her wrapped so perfectly around me. Lia’s head moves faster and faster. I can feel that burn as it races up my spine. I reach forward, knotting her hair around my fist as I pump into her plump lips. Lia sucks harder until I can’t control myself. My balls tighten as I cum roughly in the back of her throat. Lia swallows it all as I unload inside of her mouth.  
 
    “Fuck!” I growl as my hips jerk into her face. I don’t care if it’s hurting her. I don’t care if I’m pulling her hair out, she feels like pure heaven. I hold steady in her mouth for a minute longer. As I slowly pull out, her tongue darts to the tip. Lia licks making sure she has every last drop of me.  
 
    “Get up. Turn around.” I don’t know what she’s doing to me but my dick is hardening again. This is a new one for me too. Of course, I can fuck like a machine but getting hard right after a blowjob like that? Never happened.  
 
    “Lean over that chair,” I tell her. Lia moves to stand in front of the chair. She leans down, her hands on the arms, her ass in the air. I give it a nice slap, making her yelp before kicking my boots off. I reach down and pull a condom out of my jeans, quickly getting it on. I don’t warn her. I just take her. Slamming into her, she screams my name over and over. She calls out for more. 
 
    “Draven! Shit! Harder!” She cries. I chuckle and give her what she wants. Her pussy clenches around me making me feel like I’m the best high of my life. The way she holds me inside of her. The way she pulls at everything in me. I don’t want to let this go. I want to keep her. She isn’t mine to keep but that doesn’t mean shit to me. I want her.  
 
    “Make me come again, Lia. Fuckin’ do it, baby!” I pump my hips into her harder. Her body locks down around me, a wave of pleasure flowing through the both of us. The harder she clenches, the harder I come.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    Her finger traces over the tattoos that cover my chest. The way her skin feels against mine is unbelievable. I’ve not thought about the way a woman’s touch made me feel for a long time but as I lie here letting her do as she pleases to me, I love it. A chill races over me causing Lia to giggle slightly. I just smile and let her continue.  
 
    “We all have secrets, Draven,” She says, her fingers still moving. I run my hand up and down her naked back, loving how she feels. The softness of her.  
 
    “I know. Some are better left in the dark too,” I add. Lia sighs but she doesn’t stop. 
 
    “Some could get someone hurt,” She says.  
 
    “I’m strong, Lia. Whatever it is, I can handle it,” I tell her honestly. Why I want this woman is beyond me. I’ve spent months sneaking around behind everyone’s back and fucking her until she couldn’t walk but I want her. Now. I want her to be mine. I may not know her secrets and if it has anything to do with this club, she would be killed but for some reason, I fucking want her.  
 
    “Do you have family, Draven? I mean, outside the club?” She leans down, pressing a kiss to my chest, her hair tickling my skin.  
 
    “I have a brother. My dad wasn’t any good. He was a real bastard takin’ his anger out on me and James. Mom sat back high as fuck lettin’ it happen. She isn’t a mother. She’s a waste of fuckin’ air that deserves what she gets.” Her tongue slowly moves down, tracing the muscles on my abs.  
 
    “What happened to them?” She pulls away long enough to ask before he mouth is back on me. I groan before I say, “James has a life. He has a good woman at his side. He made somethin’ out of his life. Mom is off gettin’ high somewhere. James still talks to her but I don’t need that bitch. She wasn’t a fuckin’ mom. No mother would let a man do that to her kids. Dad’s dead.” I leave it at that. She doesn’t need to know that I killed the motherfucker. She doesn’t need to know that I had so much pent up anger inside of me that I lost it and stabbed him to death. I didn’t even make him feel a third of what James and I felt. I just saw red and stabbed. By the time I was done, you couldn’t recognize him. That was way back when I started prospecting with the club. Hawk helped me get rid of the body and had people clean up my mess. I think that’s the first time he saw me for who I was.  
 
    “What about your family?” I ask. Lia tenses and I know I hit a sore spot.  
 
    “I have a sister. My family was dysfunctional when I was growing up. My mom was the abuser. She didn’t want kids but my dad did. There was me, my sister and little brother. Mom wanted out but dad was hell bent on keeping us a family. It killed them in the end,” She says softly. She’s disconnected. I can hear it in her voice. Is she lying to me right now? 
 
    “How did they die?” I ask needing more information. Information to me is like a fucking drug. I have to have it. I need to know all there is to know. 
 
    “Car accident. Me and my sister weren’t with them,” She says quickly as though she wants to dismiss the whole talk.  
 
    “Had to be hard on you,” I say. Lia nods, kissing her way back up my body. When she sucks on that spot at the base of my throat, I lose it. She knows what she’s doing. She knows she’s turning me on.  
 
    “I wanna ask you a favor,” I tell her. Her head slowly comes up, her eyes meeting mine. I could lose myself in those eyes. I could easily sit and stare into them all fucking day which is so unlike me.  
 
    “What is it?” She asks sweetly. I swallow hard knowing that I never took a woman around James except Taby.  
 
    “Would you go to my brothers with me? He’s havin’ a cookout for his woman’s birthday,” I say like it’s no big deal but inside of me, my heart, it’s a big goddamn deal. My hearts thudding so damn quickly I can barely control myself. I don’t know what the hell Lia is doing to me but I think I fucking like it.  
 
    “Are you sure?” She asks, tilting her head to the side to study me. 
 
    “I asked, didn’t I? If you don’t want to, I get it,” I say as I reach up and brush a strand of hair behind her ear. Lia gasps letting her eyes fall closed a little. I can’t stop the smile that tugs across my face. 
 
    “I’d like that,” She finally says. I nod once and pull her head back to my chest.  
 
    “We need to sleep a little first. I’m about dead,” I chuckle. Lia snuggles closer to me when the thought occurs. 
 
    “Why were outside?” Lia sighs before she says, “I was looking for somewhere to sleep. Ratt told me to get out while he had Shay over.” I close my eyes, my hand instinctively tightening around her.  
 
    “You were just gonna sleep outside?” The words grumble from my throat.  
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Never, Lia. From now on, you’re in this bed or on my goddamn couch. Got it?” I growl. Sleeping outside? Even I’m not that much of a bastard. 
 
    “Ok. Draven?” She says sleepily.  
 
    “Yeah, baby?”  
 
    “I never slept with him.” 
 
    “Ratt?” I ask, my fingers trailing up and down her back.  
 
    “Yeah. I never slept with him. I never want to,” She says as she yawns. I lay there in silence for a few minutes before I say, “I wasn’t gonna let you anyway.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    Good things in life are rare. Regardless of what you have, the bad always seems to outweigh the good. There’s never been much of an in between with me. I either had it all or I had nothing much like I had with Taby. Lia’s words from yesterday still ring in my head and cause a tightening in my chest. She was never with him and didn’t want to be. I don’t know what to make of that considering she’s been with him for months. If they weren’t sleeping together what the hell were they doing exactly. Her hands tighten around my waist as I turn onto James’ road. I drive down the block and pull into the driveway. I see the cars that line the road. He assured me none of them are cops which is good for me. I don’t want to have to explain to Lia what he does right now. I kill the engine and climb off, helping Lia after me. She seems nervous and a little shaky.  
 
    “How long has your brother lived here?” She asks shakily.  
 
    “Just a few months. Moved from the other side of town,” I tell her. She glances around as if she might know the neighborhood. I don’t question her; only observe like I usually do. Her eyes dance over the road before coming back to the house. James lives on a very busy street. There are always a ton of cars going up and down the road. Maybe she’s used to the silence at the compound.  
 
    “You ok?” I ask her. Lia jerks her head around to meet my gaze and smiles. Giving me a quick nod, I nod back before grabbing her hand.  
 
    “Is your brother like you?” She asks as we walk up toward the house. I chuckle at that one and say, “Couldn’t get any more opposite if we tried.”  
 
    Lia seems intrigued by that. She smiles and seems to relax a little when the door flies open.  
 
    “I didn’t think you would really come you bastard.” James steps out with a grin on his face. I let go of Lia and pull my little brother into a hug.  
 
    “You invited me, asshole,” I tell him. We pull apart and his eyes linger on Lia.  
 
    “And who is this?” He asks clearly amused that I brought someone with me.  
 
    “This is Lia. Lia this is my brother James.” I introduce them. James moves forward and shakes her hand. He won’t give away the fact that we talked about her. Or the fact that I was worried about who she was but I can sure as hell tell you that I will get an ear full later about it.  
 
    “Nice to meet you. Please, come in. We’re all out back. I don’t know what my brother told you but I am the best man when it comes to the grill,” James says with a laugh. Lia laughs with him and my whole world seems to fall in place. It’s scary in a way to have that feeling wash over you. 
 
    “Fuck you, James. You can’t cook worth a shit,” I tell him. James laughs and ushers us out the back door onto the patio. Just like I thought, it’s full of his friends and her family. 
 
    “Happy birthday, Jen.” I tell her when her eyes meet mine. She smiles and pulls me into a hug.  
 
    “Thank you! I’m so glad you came. We never see you anymore,” She says sweetly. If I was that sweet type, this is the kind of girl I’d want to. Jen has been nothing short of amazing for James.  
 
    “This is my girl Lia.” I nudge her arm. Jen shakes her hand as I scan the crowd making sure none of them are cops. James knows I don’t do well if I have to sit around with a bunch of pigs for more than thirty minutes. I lose my cool.  
 
    “Did you hear me?” Jen’s voice pulls my attention. 
 
    “Sorry. Got a little lost,” I tell her with an apologetic smile.  
 
    “Draven, you are something else. I’m taking Lia with me inside to grab more drinks.” I nod my head and look down, giving Lia a wink. She smiles and it feels like my heart is melting in my chest.  
 
    “What the hell is that?” James whispers loudly in my ear. 
 
    “That is Lia,” I say being a smartass. 
 
    “I think that is obvious. What is she doing here? Thought you didn’t trust her?” 
 
    “I do and I don’t. Can’t explain it, man.” 
 
    “Oh, for Christs sake. You fucked her, didn’t you?” He asks. I laugh before slapping a hand on his shoulder. 
 
    “Look, little brother. I still need that information. That doesn’t change. I don’t know what to say here, man. I feel good when she’s with me, James. When she isn’t, I feel off,” I tell him the truth. He looks down at his feet before looking back up at me with a goofy ass grin on his face. 
 
    “You love her. I never thought I’d see the day again,” He says shaking his head. I slap him in the back of the head and say, “I don’t love her. I fucked her, man. Love doesn’t have a place in me anymore. I don’t know how.” I shake my head letting my words linger in the air. Turning my head, I watch Lia walk out carrying drinks next to Jen with a huge fucking smile on her face. My heart leaps at the sight. I stand here in awe of her. Her beauty. Lia isn’t anything out of the ordinary as far as looks go but her whole aura is different. That’s what pulls me to her. That’s what captivates a man like me. James slaps a hand on my shoulder and laughs.  
 
    “Yeah. You don’t love her at all.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    Is it strange that I have a settling feeling when Lia is next to me? She has sat here, holding my hand and keeping up with the chatter around us. She smiles and answers. My heart falls further and further into my chest.  
 
    “So, Lia. How did you two meet?” Jen asks. Lia tenses next to me, her hand gripping mine tighter. 
 
    “I stole her. One of my friends was trying to get her number but I slid in there first.” I answer for her. Jen grins. She’s a sucker for stuff like that. I sigh when she doesn’t question us any further. The conversation goes on around us but when I look over at Lia, it all fades. Nothing else matters in this moment. Music blasts through the speakers before I even realize I was staring at her. Everyone else has gotten up and moved on but I’m lost in her.  
 
    “Dance with me,” I tell her. Lia turns her head to look at me. Her eyes dance with light.  
 
    “Ok.” She shoves out of her chair and waits for me. I stand, taking her hand in mine as I walk us over to the plywood we are using as a dancefloor. I wrap my hands around her waist, holding her tightly. Lia wraps her arms around my neck. I watch her eyes as we move to the music.  
 
    “What are you afraid of?” I ask her, leaning into her space. I let my lips caress her cheek before placing a kiss there. 
 
    “Of being alone forever. Of what my future holds. Dying to soon.” I pull back to look her in the eyes. Tears fill those beauties and it breaks my heart to see it.  
 
    “I can protect you,” I tell her. She gives me a sad smile. She lays her head on my chest as we continue to dance.  
 
    “I mean it, Lia. If you let me. I can take care of you,” I tell her. I can hear her sniffle.  
 
    “It would be so easy to let you. It would be so easy to say yes but I told you once before, we all have secrets. Mine need to stay hidden,” She says softly. I take a deep breath and blow it out.  
 
    “I’ve done things in my past. I won’t say that I’m not proud because I am. It’s just who I am. I wouldn’t want you to be a part of that but the more I’m with you, the more I feel like I need you, Lia. I don’t know that I want to lose that just yet.” The first time in a long time, I’m honest with her and myself. I’ve never said those words before. I’ve never let it go this far with anyone else.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Draven. As much as I’d love to say yes, I can’t. Not right now.” Lia tries to pull out of my arms but I just tug her back. I hold her a little tighter as she sobs into my shirt. Running my hand up and down her back, I press a kiss to the top of her head.  
 
    “It doesn’t have to happen all at once but I’ll earn that right,” I whisper into her hair.  
 
    “I don’t deserve it. You would hate me,” She says with a sniffle.  
 
    “There’s nothin’ you could do to make me hate you, Lia.” We dance in silence as I let that sink in. I said it. The words came from my mouth and something deep inside of me says it’s true. I wouldn’t hate her. Even if she’s behind what’s happening at the club, there has to be a reason outside of her control. There has to be something more to it. I wouldn’t for a second longer believe Lia is single handedly bringing my boys down. She’s too perfect. She’s too right. She’s mine.  
 
    There is nothing else inside of me to give her that I haven’t already. As much as I hate to fucking say it, Lia owns me. She owns parts of me that I kept protected. She walked into my life a whirlwind of emotion. She made herself comfortable in my bed, in my home, with my family and inside of me. No matter what she throws at me, I want her. I can’t deny it. I won’t. 
 
    “When you’re ready, I’m here. I ain’t goin’ anywhere and neither are you,” I inform her. Lia holds on tighter. Lia sighs and nuzzles her face into my chest. I keep us moving to the music for as long as she lets me. I don’t know what’s happening between us but I do know I’m not ready to let it go. I catch James’ gaze from across the yard. The smirk on his face makes me grin. When he makes his hands into a heart I almost lose it all together. 
 
    “What?” Lia asks, pulling back to look up at me. 
 
    “My brother is insane. You ready?” Lia nods before I lean down and capture her lips with mine. This day has been pretty damn good and I’m not ready to let that go yet.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22 
 
      
 
    I kick back with a cigarette between my lips and a beer in hand. I’m enjoying the down time. I know it won’t last. In this lifestyle, it never does but I can at least enjoy it while it’s here. 
 
    “What are you thinkin’?” Crow asks before sitting down next to me. I shake my head and blow out a ring of smoke.  
 
    “Not much. Just enjoyin’ the view.” I nod toward Lia. She’s standing with Mona and Bray playing with the baby. It’s a strange sight to see. This is one of the days that Hawk would allow the women at the clubhouse. Since he isn’t here, I suppose it doesn’t really matter. Smokey has been off his game trying to run shit and figure out who the fucking rat is. His head isn’t in the right place. I can’t say that I blame him there. 
 
    “It’s a nice view. You get her figured out?” Crow asks. I turn my head to look at him.  
 
    “Nope. Don’t think she’s the one we’re lookin’ for though. At least not the main one.” His eyes widen as he lets that sink in before he says, “You think she knows somethin’?” 
 
    I shrug, “Hard to say. There’s somethin’ she ain’t tellin’ me. I don’t know that it’s necessarily about the club.”  
 
    Crow doesn’t say anything else. We both sit back and watch the scene in front of us when my phone rings. I slide it out and see it’s James.  
 
    “I’ll be back. Keep an eye on her, yeah?” I tell Crow, nodding toward Lia. He grunts his response. I head out the side door and click the green button bringing my phone to my ear. 
 
    “What’s up, bro?”  
 
    “I got some news about your girl,” He says. My heart starts beating faster. Is it bad? Am I going to hear something that could change everything I thought I was seeing in her? 
 
    “Spit it out, James,” I growl into the phone.  
 
    “Her parents and her brother were killed. They were in a car accident that burnt up the car but it was staged. They had a huge insurance policy on them. Your girl and her sister, Monica weren’t in the car,” He says. My mouth gapes open. I shake my head before I ask, “What do you mean it was staged?” 
 
    “They were shot. All of them. The autopsy confirmed it. They were killed before the crash,” He says softly. There’s more. I can hear it in his voice. 
 
    “What else, James?”  
 
    “Shit! The accident was over here on my street, Draven. Right down at the corner. It was long before I moved here.”  
 
    “What about the money? What happened with that?” I ask wondering how any of this makes sense. 
 
    “It’s sitting idle. They couldn’t prove that it wasn’t Lia or her sister.” What the hell? Lia isn’t capable of killing her own family. Anger surges inside of me. That’s bullshit. 
 
    “I know you’re pissed. I got my boys pulling some more information, just thought you’d want this.” My head is swarming with information and questions. She couldn’t have done that. She isn’t the type.  
 
    “I know that you’re thinking something but stop. Don’t change anything you’re doing. Let me figure this out,” James says, cutting off my thoughts. 
 
    “Thanks, brother. I appreciate you sticking your ass out for me.” 
 
    “Anytime, Draven. Be careful.” The line goes dead as I slide the phone back in my pocket. This whole thing is turning into more shit than I care to deal with. I don’t want to think that Lia could be the cause of something like this. I don’t like that idea but everything is spinning and when it stops, where is it going to land? 
 
    I head back inside wanting to talk to Crow about this shit but when I step inside my world spins a little more. Lia stands right inside the door with Bray’s baby in her arms. The happiest smile I’ve ever seen on one person tugged across her face. She looks like she’s in the best place of her life right there. Something tightens in my chest. What am I doing? What am I doing with her? She shouldn’t be with someone like us. Why is she here? I need to get information from Ratt. If he’s the one that brought her here, he has to know more about her than what he’s saying. Her eyes find mine and I’m stunned into silence. My feet refuse to move. My breath catches in my throat. What am I going to do? Why do I feel like I’m on the losing end of this battle yet again? 
 
    “Isn’t she beautiful?” Lia walks over with the baby still in her arms. I glance down at the little girl and nod before walking away. I have to. I can’t stand there in fairy tale land with her. I can’t be that. Smokey may have been able to change his ways but I know deep down I couldn’t. I don’t want kids. I can’t be a dad. Lia deserves a life. She deserves happiness. Or does she? Could she have really killed her own family? It’s a possibility. She may not look deadly but that doesn’t mean a thing. I’ve seen women smaller than here, more delicate looking that have killed. 
 
    Why do I want to believe that she didn’t do it so badly? Why is everything inside of me telling me to go back there and hold her? I want that more than anything else but I can’t do it. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23 
 
      
 
    Removing myself from a situation before it turned ugly wasn’t always my strong point. I like the ugly. I like the grief and the blood that comes with a bad situation but when it comes to Lia, I don’t know that I could handle that. If I heard the words spoken that she was involved in the shit happening around the club, I don’t think I could control myself as much as I tell myself I can. 
 
    “Hawk’s gettin’ out tomorrow,” Smokey says walking toward me as I sit on my front porch drinking.  
 
    “Good to hear.”  
 
    “Yeah. Wanna ask you somethin’, Draven. His head ain’t right and he’s goin’ all kinds of crazy when he gets home. You gonna be good with him testin’ Lia?” I take another pull from the bottle of jack in my hand. I swallow hard and look up at Smokey, “She’s a suspect, yeah?” Smokey nods his head slowly his eyes never leaving mine.  
 
    “She is.” 
 
    “Then what’s with the question?” I try to maintain my cool, calm and collected attitude but inside, shit, inside I’m breaking down. I want to grab Lia and hide her somewhere. I want to get her to safety even if I have to drive her there myself. I want to protect the girl from anything that could hurt her or make her cry. What kind of sick fuck does that make me? What kind of brother am I? 
 
    “You’re with her, Draven. She’s been here every night. Don’t think I don’t see that shit, brother,” He says, watching me for a reaction. He won’t get one.  
 
    “She’s a job, Smokey. Have I ever backed out of a job before?” I pin him with my gaze. He doesn’t move or falter. He stands there stoically as if I don’t faze him. I probably don’t.  
 
    “Nope. You ain’t never had a woman either. I see how you look at her,” He says. That’s enough of that shit. I know what I need to do and if letting her go is the plan, I can handle that. At least that’s what I’m telling myself. I shove out of my chair and stand to full height. Smokey watches me with worry on his face. 
 
    “Let me tell you somethin’, Smokey. I may be a lot of shit. I may be the last bastard standin’ but I sure as fuck wouldn’t let this club down over a woman! She needs handled? We handle her. She needs the dungeon? She goes in!”  I roar. Smokey doesn’t even flinch. He stands there and watches me shaking his head. 
 
    “I said the same thing about Bray.” He is not comparing me to himself. No way in fuck.  I chuckle and run my hand over my face before I say, “Big difference there, brother. I don’t want the girl. I already had her. I didn’t chase after her like you did.” His fists clench at his sides but he has to know I’m right on this one.  
 
    “Keep your head right, Draven. Tomorrow shit’s gonna rain down when Hawk gets here,” He says before turning and walking away. I watch him as he walks back toward the clubhouse. I could see the look in his eyes too. He isn’t joking.  
 
    “Fuck,” I grumble as I turn and head inside. Lia sits on the couch watching TV and snacking on popcorn like this is the most natural thing in the world for her. Maybe it is. Maybe I fucking read her all wrong. Maybe, just maybe she is the bad guy.  
 
    “If I told you to walk out that gate and never come back, would you do it?” Her eyes jerk to mine. I don’t know what that look is though. 
 
    “What? Why?”  
 
    “If I told you that you were in for some of the worst pain in your life and you needed to leave now, would you go?” My voice remains stern, unfazed but inside? I’m drowning.  
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Why? What’s out there that you’re afraid of?” I ask, cocking my head to the side to study her. She remains calm and focused as she stares me down. 
 
    “Nothing.” She turns back to the Tv. I shake my head and blow out a breath. I stomp past her and down the hallway when it hits me. I don’t want her hurt. I don’t want to see what the fuck Ruger will do to her because, frankly, me and her in the dungeon isn’t going to work. There is no fucking way in hell that I could take her in there and do the vile things I do to people. I thought I could. I had that right in my head that I could do it but one look at her and I know there is nothing in this world I would want to hurt her. I want to protect her, for fuck’s sake. Spinning on my heel, I storm back to the living room. I walk over and rip Lia of the couch, holding her shoulders as I shake her slightly. 
 
    “They will torture you! They will kill you!” I roar in her face. Her eyes water but she swallows hard. 
 
    “I don’t care.”  
 
    “Why don’t you care? Why don’t you want to live?”  
 
    “I do want to live! It just doesn’t matter at this point!” She screams in my face. She’s getting as heated as I am. 
 
    “Then leave! I’m givin’ you the opportunity to walk outta here with no blowback on you. I’m offerin’ you a way out! Take it!” I shake her again. Lia’s head whips back and forth quickly as tears spill down her face. 
 
    “I’m dead either way!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 24 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck does that mean?”  I ask her, letting her go. Lia takes a step back, the tears still falling down her face. Lia reaches up and swipes at them before licking her lips. 
 
    “Can’t you see? I can’t tell you anything! If I do, I’m dead. If I don’t, who cares, right?” She says throwing her arms wide. I don’t know what to say. For once, I’m stunned into silence. I don’t know how to reply to her. What do you say to that? I go with the first thing that comes to mind, “I know about your family. The accident.” Her eyes widen, fear crosses her features. Her face pales. 
 
    “What? What do you mean?” She asks almost choking on her own words.  
 
    “I know they were killed. I know there was more to it. I know about the money. I. Know.” I pronounce the last two words a little harsher to get my point across. But what is that point? I don’t even fucking know. 
 
    “You know nothing. So, what? There was an accident.” She wraps her arms around herself. It’s a soothing tactic. I’ve seen it more than once. I watch her eyes. That’s where I’m going to find the truth. That’s where this road is leading us.  
 
    “Tell me you did it,” I tell her. She looks everywhere but at me. I reach forward, grabbing her chin in my hand, forcing her to look at me. “Tell me you killed them all. Tell me that you took a gun, put it to your little brother’s head and blew his life out of him. Tell me!” I roar the last two words. Lia’s eyes water and her lip trembles.  
 
    “I didn’t kill them. God, I should have gone with them that day! I shouldn’t have been such a brat! I was a bad kid, Draven. I said things. Mean things that I can never take back. I said they always loved my brother more! I told them I hated them! I didn’t hate them. I didn’t. I swear I didn’t.” It isn’t her admission that tells me she’s telling the truth. It’s the hurt, regret and anger in her eyes. It’s like I can see into her past. The words that she spoke that now rip her apart inside. Lia cries so hard, her body shakes. The sounds leaving her throat are pure agony. I let her go and watch as she falls to her knees in front of me. 
 
    “I told them I hated them. My sister only stayed with me because they told her to. She was the oldest. She was so mad at me when she didn’t get to go.” She sobs into her hands. I look down but I don’t know how to help her. I don’t know how to make things okay for her. She walked from her own hell into this one. Now she’s in my hell. My reality.  
 
    “Where were they goin’?” I ask. Lia looks up a little confused before she wipes at her eyes. 
 
    “Mini golf,” She says with a sad smile on her face. “My brother used to love it. Whatever he said he wanted to do, they did it. I was jealous of him. I didn’t kill him though. He was my family, Draven.” The hurt in her eyes eats me alive. I drop to my knees in front of her, pulling her head to my chest. 
 
    “You have to leave here, Lia. Doesn’t matter where you go as long as you’re gone. I can’t stop what they’ll do to you,” I tell her as I run my hand down her back.  
 
    “I can’t leave. Even if I wanted to,” She sighs, trying to control her breathing. I pull back and grab her face once more in my hand.  
 
    “Look at me, Lia. I need you to go,” I tell her. Almost pleading. I will beg her. I will if I have to. If that’s what keeps her safe. 
 
    “Draven, I can’t. After my parents died, someone came after me and my sister. She took off. I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. I didn’t want to run. I had nothing and no one. She had a plan.” She starts. Someone came after them? 
 
    “Why would someone come after you?” I ask the obvious.  
 
    “The money. We couldn’t touch it. It’s sealed until my twenty first birthday. The cops always looked at me and Monica like we did it. Like we killed them for the money.” Lia chokes on a sob when I pull her back against me.  
 
    “Fuck, Lia,” I mumble under my breath. I hold her like this for a long time. Maybe even an hour before Lia pulls her head from my chest, leaning up slightly. Her fingers move to the hem of my shirt. When she has her little hands underneath, she drags her nails over my abs. I suck in a breath as I look down at her.  
 
    “They are gonna take this club shit out on you,” I tell her as my dick hardens.  
 
    “It’s better than what’s out there,” She says. Her eyes stay on mine. I read her. I read her like a fucking book. Whatever it is she is scared. Whoever it is, she’s afraid of them.  
 
    “Are they cops?” I ask as her fingers work the button on my jeans. 
 
    “Some of them.” Fuck! I didn’t want to hear that. 
 
    “You could run,” I tell her just as her fingers wrap around my dick. Lia shakes her head, “I have nowhere to go.” Slow, soft strokes. She’s making my head spin. My heart races. 
 
    “Tell me who else is involved,” I tell her as she strokes me some more. 
 
    “I can’t.”  
 
    “You can, Lia. I’m here, baby. I’m not goin’ anywhere,” I grunt. 
 
    “If I told you, you would kill me. This is the only way to stay alive, Draven. But after tomorrow, I won’t have to worry anymore,” She says as she lowers herself down. Her lips wrap around me. I gasp.  
 
    “Why tomorrow?” I ask as Lia sucks the life straight out of me.  
 
    “Your guys will torture and kill me. Just like you said but for me, it will be a pleasure. It will mean that he doesn’t get anything.” Her words ring in my head but her lips are taking me somewhere else. The harder she sucks the more I need to be inside of her. I grab her head, pulling her lips free before leaning down and capturing them with mine. I kiss her like a savage. I want to ruin her. I want to mark her. I lay her down, shoving my jeans and boxers to my ankles as I go. I lift the long shirt she’s wearing and growl when I find her naked beneath it.  
 
    “I’m goin’ in bare. I don’t give a fuck at this point.” I tell her before I shove forcefully inside of her. Her walls clamp down, she cries out my name. I look at her face, so perfect and sated. Her eyes are closed but the tears still leak from under those fluttering lids. I push into her once more before I lean down and kiss her closed eyes. Her body shudders.  
 
    “We’re gonna figure this out. I don’t want you to go,” I whisper against her soft skin. 
 
    “There’s no other way.” Her hands wrap around my back, her nails digging into my skin. It’s such a sweet burn, I never want it to end. 
 
    “I’ll find one,” I tell her, my hips rocking into her. She doesn’t say anything else. She lets the feelings she has inside of her unleash on me and I gladly accept it all.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 25 
 
      
 
    I crack my eye open as the sunlight beats through the front window. I glance down to find Lia draped over my body. Her long dark hair is splayed across my chest, her naked body on display for me. I fucked her senseless last night. That doesn’t mean shit for today. Today is a new day. A new reality. I know Hawk’s coming home today. I know what the plans are for Lia too. The one problem I didn’t plan on having? Feelings for her. I knew they were there. I knew that I felt things but after what she told me last night? I can’t let them do that shit to her. She may not be telling me the whole truth but I damn sure can’t let her go down like they planned. 
 
    “Hey, beautiful. You need to wake up.” Ideas spin around my mind like a tornado ready to rip apart anything in its path. My heart is heavy with some of the things that are whipping through there. Lia stirs as I run my fingers through her hair.  
 
    “You awake?” I ask.  
 
    “Hmm,” She hums. I smile even though she can’t see me.  
 
    “We only have one choice today. We need to get up and get the hell outta here before Hawk comes back,” I tell her. That decision is weighing heavily on my mind and heart. No one will give a damn if I disappear for a while but taking something they see as a threat? That changes things. 
 
    “What do you mean?” She lifts her head, resting her chin on my chest as those big brown eyes beam up at me. I reach up and push her hair behind her ear, “It means we need to hurry up and go. When Hawk gets out, hell is gonna break loose around here. I won’t let them hurt you like that, Lia.” She shakes her head and pushes up. 
 
    “You don’t know what they will do.” She stands and grabs the shirt she was wearing last night, pulling it over her head. 
 
    “I do know,” I tell her sitting up. 
 
    “How could you know?” 
 
    “I’m the one they make do it!” I growl. Her eyes meet mine and there is the look. She knows what I mean and she doesn’t even need to ask. “Like I said, I won’t let them hurt you and I sure as fuck don’t want to.” 
 
    I grab my clothes and begin pulling them back on while she watches me. Her gaze is intent but I can’t keep looking at her. I need to get her ass on board with this. We’re leaving. That’s the end of that. 
 
    “I can’t just leave,” She says crossing her arms over her chest. I sigh and tug at my hair before pulling my boots on. 
 
    “Why not? You got a death wish?” I ask her, moving to grab my cut. I slide it on and glare at her. 
 
    “It’s worse out there. I’m safer here, Draven.” Anger races through my veins like lava. She isn’t safe here. I know what Ruger will do to her and it doesn’t matter what I think or feel. He will take over where I’m slacking and handle her. I move toward her slowly, grabbing her face in my hands. 
 
    “I’ve killed women. I’ve tortured them. I’ve made them bleed. I’ve cut them until they were unrecognizable, Lia. I can’t do that to you,” I say all those harsh words in a soft tone practically pleading with her.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Why? I don’t fuckin’ know why! I feel good when you’re with me. I don’t want to lose that.” 
 
    “I’ve lied to you,” She says, her eyes searching mine. 
 
    “I know and we will deal with that later but right now, I need to get you outta here. Get it? We can’t be here when Hawk gets back. Okay?” I look her in the eyes, trying to make her understand. Trying to make her see.  
 
    “Are you sure?” I chuckle before I kiss her gently. 
 
    “I’ve never been this sure before. Now come on. We need to go. Let me grab a few things.” Lia nods. I walk away and go to my room grabbing a few things that we may need. I load up a small bag and a backpack. I grab an extra gun and ammo stuffing it in the back of my jeans. When I come back out of my room, Lia is dressed and waiting on the couch.  
 
    “I need to talk to Mona first,” She says looking nervously at me. I shake my head. 
 
    “Draven, I have to.” 
 
    “Fuck, Lia! You can’t make anything easy on me?” She grins a sweet little grin at me. 
 
    “Fine. You got five minutes,” I say pointing at her. Lia nods and heads out the door while I collect a few more things from the kitchen. That’s where I store my knives. Not the eating kind either but the cops are so stupid they neglect to look at those. Once I’m satisfied that I have all I’ll need for now, I head outside. I look between my truck and the bike. The bike is no doubt faster but the truck will be less noticeable. I opt for the truck. I walk over and toss the bags in when Lia comes back. I didn’t notice she brought Mona with her. This isn’t a group outing. There is no way in hell she’s tagging along for the ride. 
 
    “You take care of her,” Mona says, tears in her eyes. What the hell is this? Since when does she give a shit about Lia? 
 
    “What do you care?”  I snap, adjusting my gun in the back of my jeans. Mona hasn’t been shit to anyone around here but a whore. 
 
    “I mean it, Draven. I have no problem slitting your throat.” She grits her teeth. I smirk but something unknown slaps me. She is really worried about Lia and I’m not sure why. 
 
    “I got her. Don’t worry.”  
 
    Lia turns to Mona. They whisper a few words to each other before hugging and crying. There’s a familiar feel to the way they are acting. I can’t put my finger on it but I can see it.  
 
    “We need to get goin’,” I tell them. Lia pulls away and Mona wipes her eyes. 
 
    “I know what kind of position this puts you in, Draven. I can’t thank you enough,” Mona says. She presses a kiss to Lia’s cheek before shoving her toward the truck. The whole scene that just took place in front of me is strange yet so damn familiar. I climb in and start up the truck as Lia stares out the window silently.  
 
    “Duck down. I don’t want them to see you’re with me,” I tell her. She nods but doesn’t say a word as she slides down the seat and onto the floorboard. I pull out and drive toward the main entrance with my heart in my throat. I’m making the right choice, right? I’m doing the right thing.  
 
    Lia doesn’t deserve what they want to give her. 
 
    That’s what I keep telling myself. That’s what I keep telling that little voice in the back of my head that doubts it’s true. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 26 
 
      
 
    Driving on the long road to nowhere. That’s what it feels like. Lia hasn’t said a word, just gazed out the window. The silence is eerie if you ask me. Two tortured souls fighting for a place to fit in. My heart feels at peace with her here. My mind eases slightly. I know my place is in the Soulless Bastards but I can’t help but want Lia to be a part of that. This world is unsafe though. I don’t know what she’s running from and I don’t know how to help her. I drive anyway. I know I need to get her away from the club at least for now. I need to figure out what the hell is going on and what I’m up against. My phone rings on the seat next to me causing Lia to jolt. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I tell her. I grab the phone and press the button to answer it. I need to remember to get a burner phone while we’re out. 
 
    “Yeah?”  
 
    “What the hell are you doin’, Draven?” Crow asks. He isn’t pissed, he’s more intrigued. 
 
    “Doin’ what’s right for once. Fuck if I know,” I tell him. My eyes stay on the road although I want to look over and see her eyes.  
 
    “You better know. Hawk’s on his way back and he’s after blood, brother. She’s with you then, yeah?” He asks. I sigh. No one seen me leave with her. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Lay low. Let me smooth some shit out. I’ll let you know. Get a burner, hit me with the number. Keep your ass out of the light, Draven,” He says before the line goes dead. I blow out a breath and set the phone back on the seat next to me. 
 
    “Are you in trouble?” She asks softly. I glance over before looking back at the road. 
 
    “Not yet.” 
 
    “But you will be?” She questions.  
 
    “We live by different rules, Lia. It won’t be a slap on the wrist,” I tell her. I watch the road ahead of us. So, many things running around inside of me. I don’t know what the hell I’m going to do. I betrayed my club. I took what didn’t belong to me. Although I know the repercussions, I don’t give a shit. Whether she was to be a club problem or not, she’s mine. I won’t let them hurt what belongs to me.  
 
    “You shouldn’t have left. I told you I was better off there.” She crosses her arms over her chest before I pull off on the side of the road. Lia looks around before dragging her gaze to meet mine. 
 
    “What is it with you? Huh? I’m doin’ this shit for you! Can’t you see that?” I ask her. She looks away before I add, “I had a girl once. I loved her. I wanted a life with her but she couldn’t see past what she wanted. She wanted out and I let her go. It broke me. Fucked me up. You waltz onto the compound like a breath of air and steal mine from my lungs. I don’t know why I’m drawn to you! I just am! Fuck!”  I run my hand over my face. Lia unbuckles and scoots across the seat. My emotions are all over the place. This isn’t something I’m used to. Feeling and talking about it? Not in a million fucking years would I have thought I would be the one doing it.  
 
    “I’ve never had anyone care about me except my sister. She’s risking her life to keep us safe. She has been for a long time. I thought I was too. Now I feel like I’ve abandoned her. Like she’s fighting alone. I don’t like that feeling, Draven.” My hand comes out, wrapping around the back of her neck, pulling her lips to mine. I kiss her slowly, savoring the taste of her. When I pull back I look her in the eyes, “I will do whatever I can to protect you. If you would just give me that chance, Lia. I can help with your sister too.” She shakes her head. 
 
    “It’s not that easy. There are too many higher up people involved.”  
 
    “Let’s just get somewhere safe, yeah?” I can’t argue with her right now. I can’t work my way into her head knowing that we are still too close for comfort. I get that she feels like that. I get what family means. Hell, I’d do anything for James but when it comes down to it, Lia is on the line right now, not her sister. Lia nods her head and slides back across the seat to her side, pulling her buckle in place. I turn back and head back out on the road. 
 
    “Where are we going anyway?” She asks.  
 
    “There’s a safe house the Northern chapter has out by the ocean. We’ll go there for now. I’ll call the guys when we get there.” 
 
    “They won’t tell that we’re there?” She asks, her voice shaking with fear. 
 
    “No. Not it I ask them not to. We’re gonna figure this shit out though, Lia.” She nods her head but looks right back out the window.  
 
    I hope I made the right choice with her. I hope taking her off the compound was the best thing to do. At the time, it made sense. 
 
    Now I’m not so sure.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 27 
 
      
 
      
 
    The beach house is stocked like I knew it would be. I dial Declan and blow out a breath as I watch Lia sit on the beach out back. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah, yourself,” I say back into the phone. 
 
    “Draven? Damn, been a while since I’ve heard from you, brother,” He chuckles. 
 
    “Yeah. I need a favor, brother. I’m out at the safe house. Need to stay a little while until I can figure things out. Hawk can’t know where I am,” I tell him hoping to god he will help me out here. 
 
    “Shit, Draven. I’ve heard a little. She with you?” I figured they heard. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “I’ll send Mayhem out with some extra supplies. Do what you need to do, brother. I ain’t sayin’ shit.” Declan says. I blow out a relieved breath. 
 
    “Thanks Dec. I owe you one.” I hang the phone up and set it on the counter. Leaning against it with my hands holding me up for support, I let my head drop forward. This is a mess. I’ve never been the type of guy to put his place in the club on the line for a woman. Especially not one that could have the potential to bring us all down. My head is a mess. I don’t know how to process all of this. Her hands on my back jolt me. I don’t lift my head. Her fingers move under the hem of my shirt, running along my back.  
 
    “There’s a lot of money tied up around me and Monica. There are a lot of people that want their hands on it. What better way to get that than to get to us,” She says softly. I know she’s using her connection to me to let this out and I’ll let her. I need to know what’s going on in that head of hers. Her fingers keep moving around my side. She moves her hands to duck under my arm. She reaches up and grabs my face in her hands.  
 
    “Why you? Why isn’t she gettin’ it? Are you older?” I ask. Lia shakes her head, “I’m the youngest. Monica and me don’t have the same dad. Mom tried to hide it for a long time but we weren’t stupid. We didn’t look alike. I hated it for her. She sort of lost her way for a while but when she heard someone was after us, she did what she could. I stayed out in the world because she had her ways of keeping me safe. After a while, I wasn’t safe anymore. That’s when Ratt found me.” I watch the look in her eyes. I want to hold her. I want to hurt her. I want so many things that I don’t know if I can have.  
 
    “I need more than that, darlin’,” I tell her. I move my hands from the counter, wrapping them around her waist. Lifting her off the floor, I set her on the counter. 
 
    “I need to know who it is that wants you. I need to know how the dots connect, Lia. I get you’re scared. I get that fear but I got you. You have to trust that much.” Lia licks her lips, shaking her head. 
 
    “I trust you Draven. I know you’d do whatever you could to keep me safe but I don’t think telling you is a smart idea.” What do I need to do? How am I going to make her realize that I can take care of her? What does she need me to do to prove it? 
 
    “I can’t force you, Lia. I can’t protect you from them either if I don’t know who they are.” I press my lips to hers softly before pulling away. I lean back and turn on my heel, leaving her to think about that. If she can’t tell me who the hell I’m up against, there isn’t much I can do. I walk outside and sit on the front steps when I hear a bike pulling up. I glance up and see Mayhem pulling in. I knew the safe house wasn’t far from their clubhouse but that man is fast as hell. 
 
    “I came with supplies.” He grins as he holds up a few bags. I nod and look back at the night sky. 
 
    “Rough night?” He says, dropping down next to me. He passes me a cigarette and lights his own. 
 
    “Mayhem, you ever want somethin’ you shouldn’t?” He turns his head to look at me and nods, “My woman. I shouldn’t have wanted her but it happened. You got a thing for the girl?” He asks me. I nod before I say, “Yeah. I don’t know what I’m fightin’ for. I don’t know what the fuck is goin’ on around me and who the hell might be after her.” 
 
    “Fuck her,” Mayhem says. I look over ready to rip his head off when he chuckles, “Not like that. I mean fuck the answers out of her. Works with Tay.” 
 
    “I have fucked he,” I snap at him. 
 
    “You ain’t doin’ it right, brother.” Mayhem laughs. I can’t help but laugh with him. It’s been a long time since I hung out with this crazy bastard. 
 
    “Seriously though, if she can’t tell you that, maybe she ain’t the one, man.” His words aren’t meant to hurt yet they do.  
 
    “Maybe you’re right.” 
 
    “Maybe he’s not.” Her voice sends a chill up my spine. Mayhem and I both turn to see Lia standing there with her arms folded over her chest, a sad glint in her eye. 
 
    “No?” Mayhem asks her. He shoves off the porch and moves to stand in front of her, “If that’s the case, you tell my man here what he needs to know. We aren’t fools. We know what the fuck we’re doin’, sweetheart. If you give him that part of you, I think you’ll find he’s a little nicer.”  
 
    “Nicer? When the fuck was I not nice?” I snap. Mayhem turns to me and smiles before he shrugs. 
 
    “You’re always a dick to me,” Mayhem says as he walks down the steps and back to his bike. 
 
    “Yo, Mayhem! Thanks, brother!” I holler at him. He nods and mock salutes me before climbing on and pulling out. 
 
    “He’s charming,” Lia says causing me to laugh.  
 
    “Yeah, that he is.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 28 
 
      
 
      
 
    Lia sleeps peacefully in my arms. I think about what Mayhem said. I don’t know what else I can do to get the information out of her. We’ve been here for a few days now and she keeps silent most of the time. She isn’t the Lia I met. She’s closed off. Deciding I can’t sleep, I slide out of the bed, grabbing my jeans as I go. I slip them on and head out the bedroom door. When I get outside, I look out at the rolling waves as the crash against the shore.  
 
    “When did I fuck things up so much? Why is it so hard for me to find a fuckin’ happy place?” The question is meant for no one.  
 
    “They’re cops.” I lower my head before turning to face her. 
 
    “Why cops? What would cops want with your money?” I ask her. She has to open up to me.  
 
    “There was a deal made.” She swallows hard, her nerves taking over. I can see the slight shake in her body, the way she’s tugging at her shirt. 
 
    “Need more than that, darlin’.”  
 
    “My sister. She was to go in and get information that could shut them down. She was supposed to hand over the information and then they would leave us alone.” Tears slowly fall down her cheeks but I can’t stop watching her.  
 
    “Who? Who was she supposed to get information from?” I ask. Her eyes flick from mine to my chest.  
 
    “When they came after me the first time, we blew it off. When they came again, I ran. I ran right into Ratt. He knew. I don’t know how but he knew. Monica said that she would keep me safe. All I had to do was go along with it. Go along with Ratt but once I got inside, he changed. He didn’t want me for sex. He wanted the money.” She gasps for air as the words leave her mouth. I’m shaken but that means nothing. I keep myself together. I reach out and grab her shoulders, shaking her slightly.  
 
    “Who is your sister? Who are the people, Lia?” I growl loudly.  
 
    “Mona. Mona is Monica. She’s my sister. We were supposed to go after your club.” She breaks down into tears as I pull my hands away from her like they were just burnt. I stand there in disbelief of what she just said to me. She was the fucking rat. She was the one that was trying to take us down the whole fucking time! 
 
    “You lyin’ bitch! I trusted you! I put my ass on the line for you, Lia and all you did was lie to me! How the fuck!” I roar. Lia jolts but wipes her eyes quickly.  
 
    “No! I never did it. I never told anything and neither did Monica. She said she couldn’t do it. She said the guys were too good to her and she couldn’t just turn them in. We didn’t do it. In fact, the ones that put us up to it think we’re still inside. They don’t know anything.” Lia takes a step toward me, her hands resting on my arms.  
 
    “You told me you wouldn’t hate me, Draven. You told me that,” She pleads. What do I do? What do I say? She lied to me. She was working behind my back to turn us in. It doesn’t even seem possible that she could be the one. And Mona? Fuck! 
 
    “I get it, Lia. You would throw us into prison to save your ass. I get it.” She holds on tighter. 
 
    “It’s not like that. I mean, it was but then I met you,” She says. I laugh. I can’t help it. That’s the line she’s going to use? 
 
    “I should have let the boys have their way with you. I should have let Ratt do whatever sick shit he wanted to do. I wish you never stepped foot in my clubhouse. You don’t give a shit about me, Lia. You were ready to throw my ass to the fuckin’ wolves for yourself. And I get it. I don’t fuckin’ blame you.” I slap her hands off me and take a step back. Lia’s eyes hold mine. I can’t tell what’s flickering in there.  
 
    “It wasn’t like that, Draven. If I didn’t help them, they would have killed me,” She pleads. Part of me wants to believe her and hold her but the other part wants to rip her heart out as we stand here. 
 
    “She’s right. We would have killed her.” A man’s voice pulls my attention. Lia turns to look to where the voice is coming from the same time I do.  
 
    “You the motherfucker puttin’ her up to that shit?” I ask with a growl. I walk up next to Lia and stare at the bastard. 
 
    “One of them. Her brother had a hand in it too.” I glance at Lia. Her mouth hangs open in confusion. 
 
    “He’s dead,” She says softly.  
 
    “No. He didn’t die in that accident. He had plans of his own. Except that whore of a mother of yours. God, she was disgusting. She would fuck anything with a dick. Turns out, your dear old dad wasn’t his dad either. It’s a shame really.” Lia shakes her head clearly confused but it’s all starting to make sense to me.  
 
    “You worthless fuck. You tell her brother, when I find him, I will kill him.” I reach for my gun when the pig pulls his.  
 
    “Don’t do it. I’ll kill her on the spot and no one will have shit,” He says gritting his teeth, his gun aimed at Lia. I bring my hand back around front of me. 
 
    “You were the detective,” Lia says under her breath.  
 
    “You caught on! Good girl,” He says as if praising her.  
 
    “You son of a bitch!”  
 
    “Oh, come on now Lia. I looked into the incident, didn’t I?” 
 
    “Where’s my brother?” She snaps.  
 
    “Where he is most useful.” I see his finger on the trigger. I step in front of Lia, placing my body in the path. When he pulls the trigger, the world flashes in front of my eyes. I tumble back, taking Lia to the ground with me.  
 
    “Draven!” She screams as she pulls herself from under me. She kneels next to me, pressing her hand to my chest. 
 
    “Where is he?” I ask, my breathing become labored. She’s silent for only a minute. 
 
    “Gone.” 
 
    “You need to get my phone. Get to the clubhouse,” I tell her. Lia shakes her head rapidly, tears sliding down her cheeks. 
 
    “I mean it. They will protect you.” 
 
    “No! they will kill me,” She cries. 
 
    “No, you’re mine, Lia. They won’t touch what’s mine. Just do it.” My eyes cloud over. The world slowly stops spinning. I heard Lia call 9-1-1. That’s the last motherfuckers I want near me but I can feel myself going downhill. I’m losing too much blood. I know that but her eyes are ripping me apart. 
 
    “They’re coming, Draven. Just hold on, okay? I’m so sorry,” She cries as she holds pressure to my chest.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 29 
 
      
 
    I wake up feeling like shit. I look over and see Crow sitting with a magazine in his hands. I chuckle a little when I see it. 
 
    “What the fuck are you laughin’ at?” He asks with a grin.  
 
    “Is that Modern Ladies magazine? Gonna redecorate motherfucker?” I ask. I take a few deep breaths that hurt like hell.  
 
    “We have a slight situation,” Crow says and I can tell by the tone in his voice this isn’t going to be good. The door opens and a nurse walks in with a syringe in her hand, fear in her eyes. 
 
    “What the fuck, Crow?” I ask looking between the two of them. He stands from the chair he’s been in. 
 
    “Here’s the thing. Lia needs to think your dead. We have a plan here.” I don’t like the sound of this already. 
 
    “And what the fuck does Nurse Nancy have to do with that?” I ask. She doesn’t look my way and I’m glad.  
 
    “Well, you’re not dead. She’s gonna make you dead. Lia’s here. She wants to see you. She told us everything but the cop thinks you’re dead. I talked to James.” He talked to my brother, James? What the fuck! I shake my head. This isn’t happening. 
 
    “Fuck that, Crow. Just tell her I’m dead, man.”  
 
    “She’s insistent. She wants to see you. So, here’s the thing. We told her you’re bad. Like real bad. So, nursey here is gonna stick that shit there in your IV and only release it into your bloodstream after she’s been in here a few minutes,” Crow says with a smile. 
 
    “Then what?” 
 
    “Then you’ll be dead,” Crow says as if it was nothing. Sick fucker. 
 
    “What the fuck! How the fuck is that gonna work? I ain’t dyin’, motherfucker. Fuck you, Crow. She comes near me and I will snap her neck!” I point at the nurse. Her eyes fill with a new fear. Fear of her own death. Crow chuckles before he reaches for the cart on the other side of the room. 
 
    “She’s gonna bring your ass back to life with this shit.” He says pointing at another syringe on the crash cart next to the bed. I look from him to the nurse. 
 
    “That shit gonna work?” I ask her nodding toward the cart.  
 
    “Yes,” She says quickly. 
 
    “Fuck! Why does she need to think I’m dead?” I ask Crow. 
 
    “We know her brother is involved. We don’t know who the fuck he is. We need that information. She don’t know and if the cops know you’re alive they know she will talk. She will tell you all she knows.”  
 
    “And why can’t we just tell her I’m dead?” 
 
    “Told you, brother. She’s stubborn. She wants to see your dead ass,” Crow laughs again.  
 
    “Fuck! This better work! If I’m dead forever, I will come back and fuck you up, Crow,” I growl as he laughs.  
 
    “Let’s do this shit.” Crow nods and heads toward the door. The nurse sticks the syringe into the IV and releases the fluid.  
 
    “Is it gonna hurt?” I ask her. 
 
    “No. When she’s in here, you will need to lay still. I will check your monitors and things before I flip this little switch.” I watch as she shows me. 
 
    “Is it quick? What the fuck… are they payin’ you good for this shit?” She smiles a sad smile and nods. At least she’s making good money for killing my ass. 
 
    “Ready?” She asks as soon as she hears the knock on the door. I close my eyes and nod once. I hear the door close and someone walking toward the bed. 
 
    “Shit. Draven. I never wanted you to get hurt. I’m so sorry. You were the best thing that ever happened to me. I don’t know how to fix this but I will. I will make it right.” She talks as I feel something slowly take over me. Her voice begins to fade. 
 
    “Draven! I’m telling on you!” James says as he runs toward the house crying.  
 
    “No! please don’t tell. Daddy will be home soon.” At the mention of the man himself, James stops running. 
 
    “I’m sorry. James. I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too, Draven. You’re the best big brother.” Visions drift through my mind like a movie. James and me. The guys at the club.  
 
    The shootout. I remember that night like it was yesterday. We were in the middle of a run when some assholes snuck up behind us. Shots were raining down on us. Crow was shot in the hip. Smokey barely missed a head shot. We laugh like a bunch of crazy fucks after we killed them all. 
 
    “Not you motherfucker. Who the hell is that?” I ask nodding toward the girl that walks around attached to Ratt’s hip.  
 
    “Some bitch Ratt picked up. Not sure who she is but Hawk don’t like her ass.” He says with a chuckle. 
 
    Lia. It’s my Lia. She doesn’t belong to him. She belongs to me. Why can I see her now? Why can I hear that whole talk over again in my head? 
 
    Her face floats through my mind, her words ringing in my ears. The words she said to her sister. 
 
    “I can’t do this, Mona. I fucking can’t. I don’t care what happens to me anymore.” She has to care. She has to care because I fucking care.  
 
    I need you, Lia. I want you.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 30 
 
      
 
    “How the fuck long was I dead?” I snap as I look at Crow laughing his ass off in the corner. I probably look like a fucking lunatic right now. I feel like one. 
 
    “Less than a minute,” He says with that fucking grin still on his face. If I didn’t feel like hell, I would get up and stomp the shit out of him.  
 
    “You sure you did that shit right? It ain’t gonna fuck with me later?” I ask the nurse as she looks over my monitors. 
 
    “You’ll be fine,” She says softly. Shit. That was the strangest minute of my whole goddamn life.it felt like forever. 
 
    “Was it weird?” Crow asks inching forward. The look in his eyes shakes me. Why the hell does he need to know? 
 
    “Damn right it was weird. It was like a fuckin’ movie played over in my head. My whole goddamn life was there,”  I tell him, running my hand over my face. 
 
    “Everything? Like when you were younger?” Look at that. I’ve managed to intrigue the motherfucker.  
 
    “Fuck off, Crow! Why the fuck did I have to die anyway? You got somethin’ good for me?” I ask, pushing myself up a little more. Crow eyes me with that grin before sitting in the chair next to the bed. 
 
    “Few things. Lia was hauled the fuck outta here when you died. Hawk is pissed. He took her back to the clubhouse for now.”  My eyes jerk to his, my heart picking up.  
 
    “Don’t let them hurt her!” I roar. Crow shakes his head, sliding down in his chair, resting his head against the back and says, “He ain’t gonna hurt her. We need to find some shit out about her brother though.” I shake my head not truly understanding all of this.  
 
    “Her brother was dead,” I say more to myself. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what they said but it was a lie. Someone falsified the report. Turns out little brother was never in the car,” Crow says like it isn’t a big deal but it is. I reach over and yank the IV from my arm and toss it to the floor before sitting up. My head spins forcing me to lay back down a little longer. 
 
    “Nice try, motherfucker. You can’t get up yet so just stop. I told you, they aren’t going to hurt her,” Crow chuckles as he plays with his phone.  
 
    “I wanna see her,” I say. Crow’s eyes shoot to mine. He shakes his head and flashes me his gun, “Get up and I’ll make sure you stay down. We got this part handled, Draven.” I close my eyes as the world spins. Bile raises up my throat from all the movement.  
 
    “What is the fuckin’ plan, Crow?” I ask, laying back against the pillow like a bitch.  
 
    “The plan is, the cop thinks you’re dead. He will go after Lia again and we will take his ass out once Ruger gets him in the dungeon and gets the information on the brother,” He says as if it’s that easy to do. It’s not!  
 
    “I want the cop,” I tell him with my eyes closed. I can almost see the goddamn smirk on his face. 
 
    “I’ll let Hawk know.” 
 
    “No. Fuck that, Crow! You need to keep Lia hidden, hide her. I want that motherfucker in the dungeon!” 
 
    “Hawk wants to move her out of state,” Crow says, his voice lowering. 
 
    “As much as I want to argue that, I agree. She’s better off.”  Crow’s eyes shoot to mine and hold there. 
 
    “Is she?” He asks. 
 
    “Yeah, she is. She deserves a life. Get Monica out of there too. Give them whatever they need to make a new life. They’ve been fucked over long enough.” Crow nods his head slowly, his eyes never leaving mine. It makes sense. They need to start over. They need to find themselves again when they’re not in danger. They’ve been forced to live in our world for far too long.  
 
    “You think she’ll go easily?” Crow asks in a now serious tone. 
 
    “She thinks I’m dead, Crow. There’s no reason for her to stay.” As much as that hurt to say, it needed to be said. Lia thinks I’m dead. And for all intents and purposes, I will be. 
 
    “You goin’ after her later?” He asks. I shake my head and say, “Nope. I’m dead, brother. She deserves more.” 
 
    Yeah, I’m dead to Lia now.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 31 
 
      
 
    “If you stick your hand over here again, I will fuckin’ cut it off,” I warn Smokey. He’s been checking my pulse like a girl. It’s annoying as fuck. I’ve been home for days. Lia was sent away just like we planned. Ruger is on his way back with the goddamn pig that shot me. Life is getting back to normal or at least as much as it can. 
 
    “Doc told me to check that shit. Make sure there are no adverse effects on you,” Smokey says with a shrug and reaches for my wrist again. I grab it this time, squeezing with all my strength until I can nearly feel the bones breaking.  
 
    “I warned you, Smokey. I ain’t dyin’ this week, brother. If you ever want to hold your daughter with this arm again, you will stop,”  I warn him for that last time. I watch the look in his eyes. He would never admit it but I’m hurting his ass right now. I’m close to snapping his wrist into a bunch of tiny pieces. 
 
    “Fine, asshole. Die if you want to. I don’t give a shit.” He pulls his arm from my grasp as Crow laughs.  
 
    “You still fuckin’ with him, Smokey?” I glance over my shoulder and see Hawk walking toward us. 
 
    “He would miss me too much if I was dead.” I wink at him causing him to laugh. Hawk grabs some beers and sits down next to us, shoving a few into the middle of the table. 
 
    “You sure you’re up for the dungeon this soon?” Hawk asks nodding toward my chest. That shit hurts but like the Doc said, I’m okay. I don’t need them to baby me anymore. It wasn’t my first bullet although it was my first death. 
 
    “I’m good to go, Prez. I want that bastard. Ruger can hang out with me if I get too tired.” Hawk nods knowing damn good and well that I’m not going to let Ruger do shit. This kill is mine. It’s all mine. He’s the reason I ended up in that hospital. He’s the reason that Lia had leave. He’s the reason I keep breathing. I will kill this son of a bitch after I get all the information I can out of him.  
 
    “You think he’ll talk?” Smokey asks. I nod. 
 
    “Why wouldn’t he? I ain’t cuttin’ his tongue out first.” We all laugh. They know I’ll do it.  
 
    “We need to know who the brother is. I got a bad feelin’ that it’s someone we know. Someone inside. How else would they have gotten the information to take us down? We know Lia and Monica didn’t talk. Monica was savin’ money to get the girls outta here,” Hawk says.  
 
    I look down at the bottle in my hand. I tear at the label not wanting to think about her leaving. I want her here. I want her in my fucking arms but I know that sending her away was the right thing to do. She doesn’t deserve to live in our life of hell when there’s a whole world out there waiting for her. I don’t know when things changed inside of me. I don’t know when I let her in but she’s in there. She’s in my chest, in my head. I don’t know how I’m going to get her out.  
 
    “I’m with you but we ran through everyone. I don’t know who the fuck else there might be,” I say before taking a long pull from the bottle. I set my beer on the table and shove myself out of the chair.  
 
    “Call me when Ruger gets back,” I say over my shoulder as I walk toward the door. I shove through and head outside into the warm air. I blink rapidly as the sun beats down on me. If I was being honest with myself, I miss her. I miss Lia.  
 
    I walk to the house and climb the stairs. As soon as I step inside I’m assaulted with the scent of her. Even after days, I can feel her. I opted not to come home when I got out of the hospital. I stayed in the clubhouse. I didn’t want the reminder that she wasn’t here. I didn’t want to accept the fact that she’s gone.  
 
    “Fuck,” I grumble under my breath. She’s everywhere. She’s in my head, my heart, her scent lingers. I’m fucked. I head down the hall, pulling my cut off and dropping it to the floor. My shirts off next as I step into the bathroom. I reach in and turn the shower on before taking off the rest of my clothes. Stepping in, I let the water wash away all the anger, rage and pain that I fell.  
 
    It will never wash away, Lia. The memories. They are all there.  
 
    “I didn’t want to let you go. I didn’t have a choice though. One day you will realize that I did it for you. I did all of this shit for you. You are better than me, Lia. You deserve to have it all. More than I could give you.” I say as if she can hear me.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 32 
 
      
 
    “Officer!” I mock salute the bastard that’s tied to the chair in the dungeon. My body is tight with tension. I’m ready to handle this fuck. 
 
    “What the fuck? You’re dead,” He says looking at me like I’m a figment of his imagination. I like that.  
 
    “Seein’ ghosts, Officer?” I ask walking around his chair, twirling a knife between my fingers. I want him to be on edge.  
 
    “I fucking killed you!” He roars. 
 
    “Did you really? Seems I’m right here.” 
 
    “She saw you die.” He grits his teeth.  
 
    “She saw what we wanted her to see. Yeah, you’re right though. I did die. That Narcan is a motherfucker of a drug, you know? It does some strange shit.”  
 
    “You bastard! They will kill her,” He laughs. I back hand him across the face before walking to stand in front of him. 
 
    “Who? Her brother? I doubt that. He doesn’t know where she is. Besides, we already know there wasn’t really a cop in here,” I chuckle as I watch the blood trickle from his lip.  
 
    “He’s your brother. Why wouldn’t he know?” The motherfucker just let it slip. I was prepared to beat the hell out of him. I was ready to cut him piece by piece to get what I want and here he is spilling it. Now I just need a fucking name. One name and I’m ready to explode. 
 
    “Funny thing about that. He doesn’t know shit. We kept him out of the loop. He doesn’t even know I’m alive. How’s that for comedy of the year?” I laugh. His eyes follow mine. I lean down and read the little badge on his shirt. “Burgess what kind of name is that anyway?” I mumble. I reach for his hand, grabbing ahold of his pinky. I pull it out away from the rest of them while he screams.  
 
    “What the fuck do you want from me?” He squeals like a girl. Ruger chuckles in the corner as he watches me. 
 
    “Look at that, Ruger. He wants to know what we want from him,” I say as I lean down closely to Burgess, “I want a name. I want to know who the little fuck is and I will let you walk.” 
 
    “Liar! You’ll kill me anyway,” Burgess yells.  
 
    “I’m a man of my word, Burgess. You should know that. Now tell me before you lose the pinky. Jackin’ off wouldn’t be the same without it.”  
 
    “Fuck you!” Burgess yells. I twirl my knife around in front of his face before bringing down. Cutting through his pinky, the sound of the bone being sliced in half sends a rush of adrenaline through my body. Everything else in the room is still and silent. Even the cries from Burgess seem at a distance. I open my mouth and inhale deeply. The world ceases to exist in this moment. There’s only me. Not the real me, the monster me. The one that hides in the shadows. The one that lurks in the darkness ready to pounce at any second. The one that can kill without a second thought.  
 
    Before I realize what happened, Burgess has gone quiet. My focus comes back. The fucking pussy passed out, no doubt from the pain. I slap his face a few times before he regains conciseness. His head wobbles, his eyes slowly open. 
 
    “What’s wrong? Can’t handle a little pain?” I ask before spitting in his face. Burgess’s head bobs trying to keep himself awake.  
 
    “Tell me,” I say as nicely as I can. Burgess looks up and smiles. I toss the knife to the ground and bring my fist to his face. Blow after blow, I take out my anger on him. The thought of losing her. Another blow. The thought of never seeing her again. Blow. The thought of him hurting her. I can’t stop myself, not until Ruger yanks me away. 
 
    “You want a name or you just gonna kill him?” He asks, pulling me a few steps away from Burgess. I nod my head, take a breath and grab the knife off the floor. 
 
    “You’re right,” I say as I walk back toward him. I plunge the knife into his stomach over and over as he screams in pain. 
 
    “Give me a fuckin’ name!” I thunder as I plunge stab after stab into his worn-out body.  
 
    “Tell me!” Over and over, the blood flows when he finally screams. 
 
    “It’s Ratt!” He says, gasping for air. I reach forward, grabbing his hair in my hand. I tip his head back so that he can look me in the eyes. 
 
    “You lyin’ to me?” I ask him in a soft growl. Burgess shakes his head rapidly. 
 
    “No. He’s their brother. He wanted all of it. He knew if he could get rid of the girls it would be his. She’s not a cop. They were informants. Shitty ones at that. They were to report back to us. Ratt and I were going to frame the murder of their parents on them or so they thought. It was a distraction to get Ratt into the club. Make friends. Get backup when the time came. He knew if he had brothers in the club, they would help him out. That fucking girl, Monica. She’s my kid. I always knew it. I didn’t want her. I didn’t want her whore of a mother either. I just wanted the goddamn money!” I grab his hair and slowly bring the knife to his throat. 
 
    “You tried to kill me. You tried to kill her. You were in on it, huh?” I ask him as I watch the life pump out of him with each beat of his heart.  
 
    “Yeah. I was getting a percentage.” I nod my head once before I slide the blade across his throat. Closing my eyes like I normally do, I let the sensation work its way through my system.  
 
    “We have an advantage. Ratt doesn’t know you’re alive or here,” Ruger says breaking my moment. I open my eyes, cocking my head to the side to take him in. The death, the blood that has now covered my hands. 
 
    “I want him,” I say.  
 
    “Figured as much. We need to keep you hidden. See what we can figure out with him.” I shake my head.  
 
    “What the fuck for? He’s a piece of shit. Why do we need to wait it out?” I grumble as I toss the knife onto the table. As I storm toward the door ready and hell bent on kicking his little scrawny ass, Ruger steps in front of me. His eyes dance with evil. I realize in this second what I’m seeing. I see myself in his eyes.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 33 
 
      
 
      
 
    “We gotta be smart about this, Draven. You go out there, it could blow it all. If the pig says that Ratt is workin’ with the cops, there are more. Lia could be at risk.” Reality slams its fist into my stomach. He’s right. There could be more than just this prick.  
 
    “You’re right, brother. We need to find her. We need to find out where Hawk sent her.” Ruger shakes his head as he looks at me and says, “We didn’t keep tabs, Draven. We got them out and walked, man.” My heart rate picks up. They didn’t keep tabs on her? They didn’t see where the fuck they were sending her? Goddamn it! I grab Ruger by the cut, gritting my teeth as I lean into his face, “You better give me somethin’ to go on. I’m goin’ to find her and make sure she’s safe. Until I get my fuckin’ hands on Ratt, she’s my priority.” Ruger watches me for a long minute before he nods. Releasing the grip, I have on him, he steps back. 
 
    “Let me see where the fuck Ratt is. Stay here until I do,” Ruger says. I nod my head once but my heart is racing. I sent her away. I told Hawk to send her away and now she’s in more trouble than she was staying here. Ratt isn’t stupid. A bastard? Yeah, but he was smart enough to have a cover to get in here of all fucking places. In my home! The more I think about that the more I want blood. I glance back over at the pig dead in the chair and I wish I could kill him all over again. Instead I slide my phone out and dial James. 
 
    “Hey, Draven.” He answers after a few rings. I don’t like talking business on the phone. I don’t like talking business with my cop brother either. 
 
    “Got a problem I need to run past you.” 
 
    “That never sounds good. What’s going on?” He asks, sounding concerned about me. He always is.  
 
    “I got a cop, James. A cop on my compound.” James sighs into the phone before he says, “Don’t kill him, Draven,” I chuckle. 
 
    “A little late on that one,” I mumble.  
 
    “What the fuck does that mean? One? You said you had one. Is there more?” 
 
    “Kinda,” I grumble, sliding my hand over my face. I hear a string of curse words leave James’s mouth. I almost want to laugh. If the situation was different, I might. 
 
    “What’s going on, Draven?” Fuck! I don’t want to get James involved in this. 
 
    “Lia’s in trouble. I thought she was involved somehow with the shit that was goin’ on around here. I was wrong. Her brother is and before you ask, no, he isn’t dead. She was an informant but didn’t report shit back. She wasn’t given them shit. I’m handlin’ shit on my end. I need your help findin’ Lia. Hawk sent her and her sister outta here but didn’t keep up on where they were goin’.” I balance the phone on my shoulder, pulling out a cigarette and lighting it up. The blood staining my hands a menacing reminder of what I’ve done and what could happen to Lia if I don’t find her first. It’s a race against time. It’s a race against Ratt. 
 
    “If I put it out as an APB or a missing person, every cop around will have that information. I’m pretty sure that will get back to your guy. Fuck!” James roars into the phone. I smile a little knowing my brother cares that much about me.  
 
    “Don’t worry. If you think of anything, call me. I need to find out where this fucker is anyway. No one knows I’m alive. He was out on a run when I came home. I have the fuckin’ advantage there,” I tell him. My heart is still pounding in my chest. I’m on edge, filling with tension. I’m sure she hates me. I would hate me. 
 
    “What about the other cop? You need help with that?” I shake my head with a grin. Only James would offer to help me get rid of another cop’s body. That’s what brothers do. 
 
    “I got this. I’m not a hundred percent sure there is another one. Just know if they start annoucin’ an Office Burgess is missin’ you know shit,” I chuckle. 
 
    “Burgess? I hated that asshole anyway,” James laughs. We sit in an awkward silence for what seems like a long time.  
 
    “You care about her that much?” He asks, breaking the silence.  
 
    “Yeah, bro. I do. I don’t know how the fuck that happened but I do. I just need to find her.” I admit to him. It’s strange admitting that to my brother. I’ve never been the type to tell him a lot about my personal life. 
 
    “Keep your phone on you. I’ll see what I can find out. I might be able to pull a few strings,” James says making me smile again. I don’t think I’ve fucking smiled this much in my life. 
 
    “Thanks, bro.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 34 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Ratt’s on a run. We’ll figure this shit out before he gets back,” Hawk says as we walk back to the clubhouse. Once Ruger told him what was happening, he wanted to have church. The main players will be in there but the rest of them are out. We walk into the clubhouse and it’s far too silent. There isn’t more than a few club whores walking around. For some reason that makes my chest tighten even more. I want to see her. I want to see Lia walking around in here but that can never happen. I need to keep her safe but I also need to keep my distance. 
 
    “What we’re thinkin’ is bringin’ them back here when we find them. That way they have nonstop protection,” Smokey says as Hawk and I walk in. I shake my head instantly.  
 
    “She ain’t comin’ back here! What the fuck, Smokey!” I growl as the guys turn and look at me.  
 
    “Why the fuck not? She needs protected. You said that yourself,” Smokey says gesturing toward me. If he’s looking to get his ass kicked today, he picked the best fucking day of my life to get that accomplished. 
 
    “How about one, she thinks I’m dead and two, the motherfucker is one of us!” I roar. Crow shoves out of his chair and walks toward me, his hand coming to rest on my shoulder. 
 
    “We get that. That motherfucker isn’t one of us. He’s a fuckin’ rat. He’s an imposter. No way in fuck is he one of us,” He says, keeping his tone even. I look him in the eye before I remind him, “He’s gonna come back here. You think it’s smart to bring her back into this shit?” Crow looks away for a minute before he drops his head. His hand slowly follows before he says, “You’re right. We can’t bring her back here.” 
 
    “She can come back here. We need to get Ratt. We need to get him in the fuckin’ dungeon and we need to find those girls!” Hawk snaps, pulling our attention. We both glance over and I can tell right away that he’s pissed.  
 
    “Fine. Let’s find her. You know where Ratt is,” I say as I walk past Crow and sit at the table. The guys look around at each other before I ask, “What the fuck now?” 
 
    “Ratt never checked in. Thunder went down to see what’s goin’ on. As for the girls, I let them off at the goddamn bus station down south. No fuckin’ idea where they went after that,” Hawk announces as I huff. 
 
    “What the fuck! You can’t find Ratt and now you decide to tell me that? Get Mystic to fuckin’ find out what bus they got on!” I thunder loudly through the room. No one moves. No one blinks. They have me on edge and they know it. I’m about to explode. My body is tense and vibrating. My muscles ache from staying corded so tightly. 
 
    “Go get changed. We ride out in twenty. Ruger, call Mystic. Get him to text the information. Smokey, tell Gunny to clean up the fuckin’ dungeon,” Hawk says glancing around the room. I shove out of my chair, and head out. I need to find her. As much as I know I need to let her go, I can’t let her get hurt. It isn’t like me to care. It isn’t like me to chase a woman around either but she’s different. Fucking God help me, she is. She saw me. From that very first day. When our eyes locked with each other, I saw it. I saw the recognition in her. I didn’t want to. Not in the slightest but the more time I spent with that woman, the more of me she stole. She took pieces that belonged in the dark. She took parts that should have remained in hell and threw them into the fucking light.  
 
    I stomp up the steps and head inside, going straight to my room. I change quickly when I see a piece of paper on the night stand. I walk over and grab it, sitting on the edge of the bed.  
 
    Thanks for believing in me. See you later. ?? Lia 
 
    I wonder when she left this? It had to be the last night she stayed here. I crumble the paper in my hand before throwing it at the wall. 
 
    “What the fuck is happenin’ to me?” I ask myself. My world was in order or at least some resemblance of order. I knew who I was. I knew what I was supposed to do. Now I don’t know anything. I don’t know who the fuck I am. I don’t know where the hell I belong. And Lia? Where does she play into this life? She’s better than this. She’s better than me. I don’t deserve to have her. I don’t want her to be drug into my world. I just want her to be happy and safe. I want her to be the woman she deserves to be without the constant worry that someone is after her. Using her.  
 
    The more the thoughts run through my head, the angrier I become. I want that motherfucker to pay for hurting her. I want him to pay for trying to blame her. All the years she mourned her little brother, thinking he was dead and he was alive and working against her. The thought alone rips at a piece of my heart. How could he have done this to her? Why? What was the point of it? All for money? He would take money over his family? Fuck him! She doesn’t need him. She doesn’t need anyone. 
 
    “You have me, Lia. You don’t need that motherfucker. I’ll be your family,” I say as I look at the little note on the floor. I reach down and pick up the paper, carefully unfolding it before slipping it into my cut. Shoving off the bed, I have a new plan in mind. Get my girl and bring her home. A home where she’s cared about. A home where her family won’t fucking turn on her for money. A home where she’s safer than she ever has been. 
 
    “Yeah. You’re comin’ home, Lia.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 35 
 
      
 
    The thought of Lia having a home with me doesn’t sit well. I’m not exactly sure what it is that’s bothering me but something’s there. I ride behind the guys, watching the trees as we whip past them. The air seems thicker the closer we get to the border. If they were smart they would have crossed over into Mexico. I can feel my phone vibrate in my pocket when I notice Hawk pulling off on the closest exit. I follow behind him, hoping like hell that this message is from Mystic and he has a direction for us to go. I don’t have a problem fucking up the bus station to get the information I want but it’s easier if he found it first.  
 
    The bikes come to a stop, all the engines going silent. I climb off mine and grab out my phone noting the message when I look up at Hawk. His eyes are already on mine. Fury boils inside of me as I swallow hard, trying to reign in my anger. I slide my phone back into my pocket and replace it with a cigarette. 
 
    “They never got on a bus,” Hawk says as he looks around at the guys. Ruger curses under his breath before Crow steps up next to me. 
 
    “So, that means they are local. They wouldn’t have gotten far on foot.” He announces. That’s the part that makes my stomach churn. The thought of them remining too close for comfort. The thought of them out there on their own. Anything could happen to them. Anything! 
 
    “I’m gonna go see what they know,” Smokey says nodding toward the bus station. I watch him walk away as I smoke my cigarette. I close my eyes and pray to god that they know something or saw something. At least give us a little something to go on. 
 
    “We’ll find her, brother,” Crow says, slapping a hand on my shoulder. I nod once. I know we will but in what fucking condition? Ratt’s missing in action. Who the fuck knows where that little prick is. He could have already found them. He could have already taken care of the business he had with the two of them. The more I think about that sick little fuck putting his hands anywhere near her, the more I want to snap his no good neck. His own sisters! How the hell could you do that to your own family? I get that my mom is a piece of shit but James? I could never fuck him over that way. I watch Smokey as he walks back toward us, shaking his head. This isn’t going to be good, I can feel it. 
 
    “Said a guy on a bike came in earlier askin’ the same thing. The girls were on foot. Guy didn’t know which way they went. Said they came in and sat for a while before they just got up and left.” I close my eyes once more. He has to have them. How would he have found them though? If he was using his ties to the cops, James would have heard about it and let me know. Maybe they got far enough that he didn’t find them.  
 
    “We break into groups. Hit every hotel around here. They didn’t get far,” Hawk says causing me to open my eyes again. They are all focused on me. Waiting on me to say the words. To tell them to go for it. I give it to them. I nod once letting them know that we’re good to move. I flick my cigarette to the ground and walk back to my bike. My body is strung too tight. My muscles ache needing to take out the anger on someone. I rev up my bike as Crow motions to me to follow him. I nod and pull out. 
 
    We ride for a while. The other guys all split to go their ways. My heads a mess. My heart is even worse. I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing. It would have been easier to let her walk. Let her handle her life on her own. Why didn’t I? Why didn’t I walk like the bastard they all know me to be? I’ve never given a shit about a woman. I’ve never given a shit enough to chase one around either, not since Taby. And being honest with myself? I didn’t even chase her when she left. I let her absence harden me. I let it make me into a monster. But Lia saw through it. She saw through the façade that I put up for her to see. She didn’t look at me like I was a monster. She looked at me like the man I am. The one that’s hunting down the woman that stuck herself in the middle of my chest and made a mark there. We pull off at a hotel and park around back. No need in Ratt spotting us if he happens to roll past.  
 
    “You watch back here. I’m gonna head in,” Crow says. I nod once and light up another cigarette hoping that it will help ease some tension. I run my free hand down my face wishing this ache in my chest would ease, if only a little. I don’t like the feeling I have in the pit of my stomach. It makes me nauseous. I blow out a ring of smoke when I hear a gasp. I spin around quickly, grabbing my gun as I do, the cigarette still hanging between my lips. I’m ready to fire. I’m ready to shoot when her wide eyes stop me in my tracks. 
 
    “You’re dead,” Lia’s voice is low and shaking. I lower my gun, stuffing it back into the back of my jeans. 
 
    “Good news, brother. Room si-“  Crow’s words are cut off as he rounds the corner and sees her standing there in shock. “Oh, look. You found her,” He chuckles. No one moves. Lia and I stand in a silent standoff. She watches me like I’m a ghost and I can’t help but stand here in awe of her. I want to move. I want to go to her but what the fuck do I say? Now that she’s standing in front of me, I have no idea what to say to her. Hey, sorry we had to fake my death? Sorry I sent you away? What the fuck do I say?


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 36 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna go call Hawk and get the boys over here,” Crow says from somewhere behind me. I don’t say shit. I stand here like a bitch, just taking her in.  
 
    “How are you here? I saw you die, Draven,” Lia says, her eyes filling with tears. Tears that I put there. Again! Fuck! 
 
    “There’s a lot happenin’ right now. You need to be inside,” I tell her, my voice catching in my throat. Lia still doesn’t move as the tears slip down her cheeks. She’s killing me. Piece by piece she is ripping my heart to pieces.  
 
    “You were dead. I was there. I saw you,” She says once more. Her whole body begins to tremble. My heart hurts. It’s an ache that I’ve never experienced before. I take a step toward her when her hand comes up, halting me.  
 
    “You can’t be here. I saw you die! The Doctor said you were dead!” She screams. I never thought about what I would say to her. I never thought about how she might react to seeing me alive.  
 
    “There’s a lot that I need to explain to you, Lia but we need to get you inside where it’s safe,” I tell her, stepping closer. The closer I get, the more she shakes. The more she shakes the harder it is for me to breathe. My chest feels like it wants to explode. When Lia’s body trembles to the point she can’t move, I reach for her, pulling her into my arms.  
 
    “It’s ok. I’m not gonna let anyone hurt you,” I whisper in her ear. She cries harder, her hands wrapping up in my shirt. Her body shakes so violently that I want to lose my mind. I want to calm her but I feel like I’m making it worse. 
 
    “You were dead,” She cries over and over again. Her tears wet my shirt as cries into my chest.  
 
    “I know. I hated that it had to be that way. Fuck, Lia. I’m so sorry,” I whisper against her. I lift her body in my arms and carry her toward the door.  
 
    “What room?” I growl at Crow as he follows behind me.  
 
    “Six ten,” He says. We walk in the back door and head straight up the elevator. As soon as we get to the room, Crow knocks. The door opens slightly as Monica peeks out the side.  
 
    “What the hell?” She says as Crow grins. 
 
    “Let us in,” I say with a harsh tone. Monica moves and opens the door allowing us to come inside. I ignore the stares she’s giving me as I walk with Lia over to the chair. I sit down with her still in my arms when Monica asks, “What the hell is going on?” I look at Crow, too lost in the sobs coming from my girl to even care about Monica. 
 
    “Let’s just jump right to it. Your brother isn’t dead. He’s alive and well. At least for the moment. As soon as we get our hands on him, he’ll be dead. For real this time.” Lia pulls away from me, her eyes coming to mine. She’s lost and I hate it. I nod once seeing the question in her eyes. She needs to know that he’s really alive. 
 
    “You can’t kill him,” She says quickly climbing out of my lap. “He’s our family,” She snaps.  
 
    “He’s not who you think he is. He’s the one that’s been after you,” I tell her. She shakes her head rapidly, wiping her eyes.  
 
    “No. If he’s alive he wouldn’t hurt us. He was probably just trying to find us,” She says quickly, wrapping her arms around herself. I stand from the chair and place my hands on my hips, “You wanna know what he’s been doin’? He’s been workin’ his way into my fuckin’ club! He’s been hidin’ under my fuckin’ nose this whole time. Ratt is just what we called him! A fuckin’ rat! And you. You were a fuckin’ informant! You played right into his hand!” I growl as I watch her face pale. I don’t mean to take this out on her. I truly don’t but the more she denies it the more I want to choke her.  
 
    “You’re a liar! I don’t trust a word you say! You were dead. Explain that shit, Draven!” Lia snaps before turning to face Monica. She looks as lost as her sister right now. 
 
    “Let’s go.” Lia moves, grabbing Monica by the arm and dragging her toward the door. Crow steps in front of it, not letting them leave. 
 
    “Crow, get the fuck out of my way,” She snaps at him. I smile. I can’t help it. I like when she gets feisty. It’s sexy as fuck.  
 
    “Hey Crow. Why don’t you and Monica go have a talk in the lobby,” I tell him, my teeth grinding painfully together. 
 
    “Fuck you! I’m not staying in this room with you, Draven,” Lia says, turning to face me now. I smirk and nod. Oh, yes she is. I tip my head to Crow. He moves in, grabbing Monica and heading out the door. As soon as it closes, Lia turns and tries to follow. Too bad I’m faster. Pinning her between the door and my body, my dick hardens. I know it’s bad timing and all that shit but I can’t stop the way she affects me.  
 
    “Why are you so afraid to be in a room with me?” I ask her, my lips so close to her ear. Fuck, I want this woman in ways I shouldn’t.  
 
    “You’re dead,” She says softly. I place my hands on her hips, pulling her body against mine.  
 
    “Does that feel dead?” 
 
    “You were, Draven. I don’t understand this.” 
 
    “Do you want me dead?” I ask getting annoyed with her attitude. I get it. I really do but fuck, I’m right here breathing the same air as her.  
 
    “Of course not! Do you know how bad that hurt seeing you like that? Hearing the beeps…just stop,” She cries. I spin her to face me. I need to see her face. I need to see that she is feeling the same things for me that I feel for her. I reach a hand up and cup her cheek, guiding her face up so I can see into her eyes.  
 
    “You were scared?” I ask her. She shakes her head, confusing me a little more. 
 
    “I was devastated. I’ve never had anyone care about me. I know you did, Draven. I feel things when I’m with you. You’re right. I was an informant and the more I got to know you, the more I knew I couldn’t do that. I didn’t give them anything. I swear. If you’re here to kill me, I promise I didn’t say anything and neither did Monica,” She pleads. Is that what she thinks? That I’d kill her? 
 
    “The only thing I came here for was to protect you. I should have stayed away but I couldn’t. I’m so fuckin’ sorry that things had to happen the way they did. I wish it could have been different,” I tell her. Her eyes stay on mine, heat racing through my veins. 
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    We stand here, our breathes mingling. She doesn’t know what to say to me and frankly, I don’t know what to say to her. I messed up. That’s no surprise.  
 
    “Why would he do this to us?” She asks, finally taking a breath.  
 
    “He had help. The cops you were workin’ for were in on it. They were gonna kill you and take the money. You were supposed to report back to them.” Lia shakes her head slowly before looking down, “He was never dead. I thought my brother was dead.” I lift her face back up so she’s looking at me again.  
 
    “He played you. He played all of us, Lia. Don’t let that shit hurt you, not anymore!” I snap. Lia looks at me and says, “You played me too. Why? How did you die yet you’re still here?”  
 
    “Long story, darlin’. They injected me with shit, made my heart stop. Thank fuck they brought my ass back.” Before I can say anything further, Lia climbs up my body. Her lips press into mine, her kiss heated. She kisses me like she may never see me again and I have to say, I fucking love it. I walk us backward, my hands cupping her ass. My legs hit the bed and I fall back with Lia on top of me. Her body grinds against mine. The heat inside of me almost explodes. 
 
    “I need you,” She says when she finally pulls her lips from mine. I raise my hands, locking them behind my head as I watch her.  
 
    “Take me.”  
 
    Lia’s eyes blaze with fire. She climbs off me quickly, making short work of her clothes. I watch her naked body climb around the bed, yanking and tugging at my clothes. Once she has me stripped, she climbs back up, straddling me. She reaches back, grabbing my dick in her hand. Just the feel of her touching me causes my heart to pick up. Lia strokes me up and down so fucking deliciously. I close my eyes and let the feel of her seep into me. I can feel her position me where she wants me but when she slides down my length, my eyes snap open.  
 
    “Fuck!” I grunt. Lia moves her hips slowly at first. My body jerks and tenses beneath her. Her hands come to my chest, her nails scrapping down my skin. The burn is welcome. Hell, anything that has to do with Lia is welcome. 
 
    “Come on, Lia. Fuck me like you missed me,” I growl. Her eyes lock with mine, her hips moving faster. Her body takes all I have to give as she rides me hard. The faster she moves, the harder it is for me to hold myself together. I move my hand, reach forward and slide my finger over her clit. Lia moans and throws her head back. The harder I press on her little bundle, the tighter she gets around me. When I can feel her body burning with the need to come, I raise my hips. Bucking into her as she slams against me, we both come. I fill her with everything I have to give.  
 
    “Lia! Shit!” I grunt as I let her take everything from me. She already has my body and in this moment, she is taking my heart.  
 
    “Draven.” My name leaves her lips a breathless whisper. I reach for her, pulling her down on top of me. Her head rests on my chest as we both catch our breathes. I run my hand up and down her back, content to have her back in my arms. I’ve missed this. I’ve missed her being close to me. The warmth of her. The tingling feeling I get when she touches me. All of it.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Lia,” I say softly. Lia turns her head, pressing kisses to my chest.  
 
    “I get it. You were protecting me. I just can’t believe that he’s my brother. It hurts,” She says softly. I can’t even imagine what it must feel like. I know me and my mom don’t get along but she’s still around. James is the best brother anyone could ask for. My phone rings in the pocket of my jeans. Lia climbs off me and grabs it, tossing it to me with a smile. She kneels back down as I answer. 
 
    “Hey.” 
 
    “We got a hit on Ratt. His name is Reynold Harper. Heading out toward the Ramus Inn.” Shit! 
 
    “James, that’s where I am right now.”  
 
    “He has a few cops with him, Draven. I’m on my way.” The line goes dead before I can protest.  
 
    “You kept this?” I run my hand through my hair and look over at Lia holding the note she left me. 
 
    “Yeah. You’re mine Lia. I want all those little pieces of you,” I tell her, climbing out of the bed. I reach down and grab my boxers and jeans, tugging them back on. “We gotta move. He’s on his way.” I grab my shirt and pass Lia hers. I pull my boots and cut back on as I watch Lia put her clothes on. She’s so damn perfect. Everything about her is perfect. 
 
    “I’m not running from him,” She says. I cock my head to the side and watch her.  
 
    “You don’t think so?” I say. Lia shakes her head and pulls her hair up on top of her head. Her neck screams for me to kiss it, to bite it but I focus on the task at hand. 
 
    “You think I’m gonna let him hurt you anymore than he already has?” I ask her with a smirk. 
 
    “I mean it, Draven. This will never end if I run.” 
 
    Goddamn it! She is right.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 38 
 
      
 
    New plans come into play. The guys made it before Ratt did. We’re all hanging around the back of the damn hotel with what ammo we have on us. I don’t like this idea at all. I don’t like knowing that Lia could be in harm’s way. 
 
    “James is on his way,” I tell Hawk. He nods but keeps his eyes on the parking lot.  
 
    “We may need him,” He grumbles.  
 
    “When they show, you stay the fuck back here. Do you got me?” I ask Lia. She sticks her tongue out at me making me smile. There’s my girl. I wrap my hand around the back of her neck, pulling her closer to me. I press a hard kiss to her lips and when I pull back, I tell her, “I love you woman. You are stubborn as fuck and drive me insane but I fuckin’ love you.” Her eyes widen before she smiles. 
 
    “I think I love you too.”  
 
    “We got bikes!” Smokey roars. I release my hold on her and give her a wink before pulling my gun. 
 
    “Stay,” I tell Lia once more. I move to the side of the building watching the bikes pull in with a van at the back. Ratt’s at the front of the little pack. There’s only four other guys with him. I hold up my hand to show the guys with signals how many are out there. I wait. I wait until the bikes are off before I step around the side. 
 
    “Welcome home, honey,” I say with a smirk. Ratt looks up at me, not too happy to see me. 
 
    “Nice to see you alive,” He says. I laugh a little. 
 
    “I know. Bein’ dead wasn’t all that fun. I was a little upset about all the hype of it.” His eyes stay on mine much the same as mine do his.  
 
    “You know what I want. Let’s just make this easier on everyone. Hand her over, I walk,” Ratt says as if the deal was already made.  
 
    “I have a problem with that,” I say scratching my head with the barrel of my gun, “I kinda wanted to keep her.” Ratt’s eyes never leave mine but a slow smirk crosses his face. 
 
    “I had a feelin’ you were dippin’ in my big sister. Did you go after the other one too? You know she isn’t really family, right?” Ratt says as if that means shit to me. 
 
    I sigh and say, “Yeah. Funny thing about family. You don’t always have to be blood, ya know? Wait. You wouldn’t know. You aren’t shit to me. You betrayed the whole concept of family,” I growl.  
 
    “I was never family. You made sure of that. They all always questioned my loyalty! You know what is family though?” Ratt flips his hand through the air. The guy driving the van hops out, moving to the back. I watch cautiously. My gun is still in hand ready to fire at a moment’s notice. I’m ready for anything but when the guy walks back around the van with a bleeding James at his side, I freeze. I wasn’t ready for that. Not my brother. Goddamn it! 
 
    “You’re makin’ the biggest mistake of your life motherfucker,” I warn Ratt. No one touches my brother.  
 
    “How about that trade we talked about?” Ratt says with a smirk. I look at James, trying to gauge how bad he is when he says, “Tell him to fuck himself, Draven.” James chuckles before the asshole with him slams his fist into his stomach. I want to react. I want to slit someone’s throat but they have the fucking advantage now.  
 
    “Give me Lia and Monica and you can have your little piggy brother,” Ratt thunders. My eyes jerk from Ratt to James and back again. 
 
    “Fuck,” I mumble under my breath. Ratt laughs like he’s won when all eyes shift. I turn my head to see what the hell they are all looking at. 
 
    “Lia,” Her name slips from my lips as she walks stoically with her head held high. Monica is nowhere in sight and the guys are staying back just like planned. 
 
    “Let him go. He doesn’t have anything to do with this and neither does Monica,” Lia says. She keeps her head up, her eyes focused. That’s my girl. Don’t let him see you weak, baby. We got this. 
 
    “True. Monica was just a bitch that was in my way from day one. She never knew when to walk away. Now get the fuck over here,” Ratt snaps. Lia jolts a little before taking another step. Instinct kicks in. I move quickly, grabbing her around the waist, yanking her body back against mine. I bring the gun to her head and hold it there with a smile.  
 
    “Don’t fuckin’ move,” I tell her softly through gritted teeth. 
 
    “Seems we have a situation here,” I tell Ratt. “I have somethin’ you need, you have somethin’ I want. What’s it gonna be Ratt? I could blow her ass all over this parkin’ lot. I could watch your money wash down the fuckin’ drain with one little slip of my finger,” I warn him. He keeps his eyes on mine. He’s reading me, gauging me. Would I do it? I can almost hear the question in his eyes. I can taste it on the tip of my tongue. 
 
    “You wouldn’t. You want her. You said so,” Ratt says so sure of himself. 
 
    “I want her, yeah. For the same reasons as you. Who wouldn’t want the money that comes with such a sweet pair of tits?” I ask dragging the gun down and slapping at her tit with it. Lia gasps only loud enough for me to hear it. Look at that. I have a little freak on my hands with this one. I’ll remember that for later. 
 
    “Even trade. Her for your brother!” Ratt explodes. I didn’t think the little fucker had it in him. He’s weak and we all know it.  
 
    “Fine. Release him,” I lean down pressing my lips to Lia’s ear. “Walk slowly. Count to three and hit the fuckin’ ground,” I kiss the side of her head roughly and shove her forward as if I don’t give a shit about her. She does as she was told. It’s as though time stands still. The noise around us has gone silent. There is nothing more than the sounds of my own breathing. James walks toward me, his eyes narrowed. He knows I have a plan. I can see it in his eyes.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 39 
 
      
 
    When time stands still too many thoughts race through your mind. Will it end the way you want it to? Will something more happen? Are we really prepared for it? I can’t answer any of them because right now I’m holding my breath and praying that the guys come out in time. I’m praying that Lia drops in the next couple of seconds like she was told to do. I’m praying that James has the sense to follow her down. Nothing is left to chance. It’s a perfectly planned action. The only problem is it is all planned in my head. No one else knows the outcome. I can feel it though. All through my body, I can feel it.  
 
    I watch Ratt as he watches Lia. Mistake number one. When Lia drops, I fire. James follows suit as if he could read my mind. I rush forward to block Lia with my body. Shots sound from behind me telling me the guys came out from their hiding places. I grab Lia as I stand, pulling her behind me quickly as I keep firing. I glance to my left and see James has gotten himself out of the line of fire. I move us quickly, backing up toward the building when the shots stop. 
 
    “He’s down!” I hear Hawk roar. I lower my gun and turn to Lia.  
 
    “Are you okay? Not hit?” I ask searching her body. She shakes her head no and only then do I walk away from her. I head straight toward Ratt. Murder is something I know. Cold blooded killing is something I’m good at. Life was never easy for me but to make someone bleed? I was always at the top of my game. I step over his body and look down as he chokes on his own blood. 
 
    “You fucked up, Ratt,” I tell him. He looks up at me and smirks. He has the fucking balls to smirk. I lift him so that he’s sitting on his knees in front of me.  
 
    “You see the rat, boys?” I ask the guys. They all look at him like the piece of shit that he is. 
 
    “What do we do with rats, Ratt?” I ask him, forcing his head back so he looks up at me.  
 
    “Fuck you!” He spits blood at me.  
 
    “No. Fuck you,” Wrapping my hand around the front of his head and the other around his chin, I snap his neck. Just one small flick of the wrists and he’s gone. I close my eyes and inhale. Is that really the end of this? Is she really free? I don’t know how long I stand here. When I open my eyes and look toward Lia, she stands in Monica’s arms. They sob together. They are a family.  
 
    “You good?” James voice pulls me from my thoughts. I look over at my little brother’s bloody face when a whole new fire burns within me. 
 
    “Fucked you up pretty good,” I reach for his face, touching the cut to his head. 
 
    “I’ll live. You good?” He asks again.  
 
    “I’m good, brother,” I say pulling him into a hug. “Thanks for backin’ me. You don’t know what that means to me.”  
 
    “Yeah, I do. Mom might have bailed but you know I never will, Draven. You’re my family, my blood. I’m always here. Now go get your girl.” James pulls away from me and nods toward Lia. I turn on my heel and walk toward her. Her eyes find mine over Monica’s shoulder. She steps away from her and walks slowly toward me. 
 
    “So, it’s over,” I tell her. She nods and gives me a sad smile. 
 
    “I didn’t realize who he was. Does that make me a bad sister?” She asks. The heart this woman has inside of her always stuns me.  
 
    “No. You’re a great sister. He was worthless. Wasn’t your fault he came out like that. I’m just sorry you had to deal with it,” I tell her. Lia nods her head before she sighs. 
 
    “Now what?” She asks me. I shrug. 
 
    “Now you’re free. You have nothin’ else to worry about. You can go and do whatever you want. There’s nothin’ to stop you now. That’s the point, right?” I ask her. Lia shrugs before I take a few steps back. I need to let her go. I need to let her heal with her sister. I lower my head knowing I’m defeated. 
 
    “Hey, Draven!” She hollers. I look up and meet eyes with her.  
 
    “Thank you for believing in me,” I smile and nod before turning and walking back to James. I throw my arm around his shoulder and walk toward the back of the building where the bikes are parked. 
 
    “You’re just going to let her walk away from you like that?” James asks looking up at me. 
 
    “I’ve learned a few things along the way, James. When Taby walked, I found out what I was really made of. Who I could be. She needs to find that in herself too. She’s lived under false pretenses for a long time now. She deserves a lot more than I can give her. She deserves her taste of freedom.” James grins at me like a fool when he says, “You’re going to make that girl chase your ass aren’t you?” I laugh hysterically.  
 
    “Goddamn right I am!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 40 
 
      
 
    Smoke fills my lungs. Liquor infiltrates my system. I lay my head back and close my eyes. I’m happy to be home. My home. Where I belong. The last few months have taught me more lessons than I care to admit. I’ve learned a lot about myself as a person and who I want to be. I will never change who I am. I’m me. I’m the same sick, twisted, deranged man I was before she came into my world. There’s a light too now. That’s the only difference. Lia taught me that I need to have at least a sliver of light in my life. She was that. I let her walk away. I knew she needed her space.  
 
    “You gonna sleep all fuckin’ day?” Crow slaps me in the head. I crack my eye open and look up at the asshole.  
 
    “Who gives a fuck if I’m asleep or not?” I ask before closing my eye again. The music comes on full blast. I knew we were having a party tonight. Not that I’m not in the mood for it, I am, I just miss her. It’s been a few weeks since everything happened. It shocks me to think that even after a few weeks I could miss her the way I do. It’s the same longing in my chest, that damn ache that never leaves. The room goes up in roars as I’m sure there’s a stripper or two hitting the floor.  
 
    “You should check this shit out!” Smokey yells over the music. I shake my head and smile but never open my eyes. I can hear him laugh next to me. I feel hands slipping up my thighs before I open my eyes and look down. When our eyes lock, the room goes silent. It’s almost as if they were waiting on this.  
 
    “You’re here,” I say softly. Lia smiles and climbs up, straddling my lap. She lowers herself onto me and smiles, wrapping her arms around the back of my neck.  
 
    “I’m here.” 
 
    “Why?” I ask a little confused.  
 
    “Draven, you taught me a lot about myself without ever realizing it. Family is important to you like it was to me. I lost most of that family. Aside from Monica, I have nothing. I want more,” She says, her eyes filling with tears. I reach up and wipe them away as the chatter picks back up around us. 
 
    “You’ve always had a family, Lia. You just had to open those pretty eyes and see it. I was always here. You are my family. You want it? You got it.” Lia smiles before kissing me roughly. The feel of her lips on mine is perfection. I’ve never wanted to feel something so much in my life. Lia makes me feel whole. 
 
    “You stayin’ this time?” I ask her when she finally pulls back. She looks over her shoulder at the commotion around us before bringing her eyes back to mine. She runs her finger down my cheek before she smiles and says, “When I first came here, I was scared of what might happen to me. It’s hard to believe that my own brother would drag me into hell for his own personal reason. I was scared of everything here. You were so hard and distant. You never once let up on me. Then I saw something in you. Something more than you were willing to show anyone else. I like to think I saw through your exterior but that wasn’t it.”  
 
    “You saw through it, darlin’. No one has done that in a very long time,” I tell her. She nods and kisses me once more. 
 
    “I’m staying. Thank you for believing me and giving me a family.” Lia leans down pressing her lips to my cheek.  
 
    “I’ll always believe in you.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Did you enjoy Draven, Soulless Bastards MC? Keep in mind that this is just the So Cal Chapter’s series. There will be more to come! Stick around and watch for Ruger’s story next! 
 
    GET RUGER HERE!! http://bit.ly/RUGERSBMC 
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