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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    I inhale the nicotine into my lungs before blowing a cloud of smoke through my nose. They don’t see me. They never do. Revenge is something I’m good at. I know how to use my power to get what I want. I know how to be inconspicuous when I need to be. This is an art that I’ve crafted over the years. I’ve perfected it. It’s a game of sorts. It always has been.  
 
    I see her walking with her brother and it makes my skin crawl. Everything about that family screams enemy to me. That’s essentially what they are in more ways than one. This revenge that I’ve been plotting for the last nine months has taken many turns. At first, I thought about giving it up, not following through with what I wanted to do to them. Then I thought why the hell wouldn’t I? They killed everything that I held dear. I gave it time to settle in my heart. I gave it time to work its way out of my system, but at the end of the day my mind was made up. I want them to feel the pain and loss that I felt and still feel. I want them to see what it’s like to have a person break under the force of this cruel fucking world we live in.  
 
    She doesn’t know me yet, but she will. She became the focus of all the disgusting and dark things that eat away at the back of my mind. She became the chosen one.  
 
    My sister never stood a chance with those monsters. I can’t say that I’m much different than they are, though. No, we were cut from the same cloth. We have the same urges and needs running through our veins like molten lava. The need to watch someone break and cry out for you to stop. That nagging voice in the back of your mind telling you to keep going when they beg you to stop. Yeah, she will be on the receiving end of all the devilish things my sick mind can conjure up. When I’m finished with her, and only then, will I send her back to her family as broken and abused as I can possibly make her. I will send her back to them in a state they never thought was possible for another human being. She may not be dead, but she sure as hell will wish she was and that’s exactly what I want. I want her to wake up every night from the nightmare that is me. I want my face, my hands, my torture to be the only thing she can think about, and when the lights go out at night, I want her to scream in fear because she thinks I’m coming back for her.  
 
    I flick my cigarette to the ground, smashing it with my boot before I stand and grin. 
 
    “Not long now, little flower,” I say under my breath as I watch them walk away. Soon, she will be begging me for the death that my family fell victim to.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    The hot California sun beats down on my already heated skin. I swing my fist as sweat drips down my temples. The cracking sound resonates through the air as blood sprays from Decan’s mouth. I’m pretty sure I busted his teeth with that blow. His fist collides with my jaw as I smirk at him. Is that all the fucker’s got? Another left hook that he manages to dodge and I throw a right jab that lands on his jaw. His head snaps back and so do his eyes. I watch the way the color disappears as the whites begin to show. It all happens in slow motion. His head wobbles side to side before he finally falls to the ground. The crowd roars around us. I take a step back when I hear Hawk chuckle. 
 
    “That son of a bitch will never learn,” he says, slapping a hand on my shoulder.  
 
    This isn’t our first fight. In fact, I know it won’t be the last either. This son of a bitch thinks he can take my spot as the club fighter. He always loses no matter how hard he trains. Fighting is in my blood. It’s all I’ve ever known. Why the hell he thinks he can take me is beyond me. 
 
    I look down at my bloody brother and wonder what it feels like to be on the receiving end of that shit. What it feels like to have every ounce of strength ripped from your body and used against you. I wouldn’t fucking know though, I’ve never been there.  
 
    “Come on, darlin’. I need my dick sucked.” I grab the first little blonde I can find by the hair and drag her toward the clubhouse door. I don’t give a shit who she is or what she looks like. That isn’t of importance to me. All I care about is getting my release and that’s it. My energy is bundled up inside of me and I have to get it the fuck out somehow. You would think kicking the shit out of Decan would have done the trick, but lately it seems that I’m wound tighter than normal. Is it the anticipation of getting my hands on Braylynn, the object of my revenge? Could be. Or the fact that I already know I’m going to fuck every single hole she has as roughly as I can to make her remember me. Maybe it’s that she’s going to be bleeding and begging for death that has me tied up in knots, but either way, I need to get some of that out of my system before I hit the road. I drag the blonde through the main room and to one of the unused rooms. I kick the door closed and shove the blonde to her knees. I pull my zipper down at record speeds and grab the back of her head.  
 
    “Open your mouth,” I say gruffly. She does as she’s told, which makes me smile. I don’t like fighting a fucking club whore on what she’s here for. Any other girl? Yeah, I don’t mind but not club whores. Holding the back of her head, I don’t let her toy with me or take her time. I want her sucking then fucking. There is no in-between. I shove my dick into her mouth roughly watching her gag on it. The sight and sound is all too overwhelming. It’s sexy but freeing in a way to watch them choke on me. I buck my hips shoving myself farther into her throat as tears begin to burn her eyes. I can’t do anything but grin. That’s the fucking sight I wanted to see. Her tears, her pain. It all combines into one ball of magic for me.  
 
    “What’s wrong? Too much?” I ask as if I really give a damn. I don’t. Fuck her. She isn’t shit to me and she knows it, but when she nods her head, I laugh. It’s an evil laugh from the devil himself. She looks up at me with those pleading blue eyes. I shake my head slowly before I really give it to her. My dick touches the back of her throat the harder I rock my hips. She’s choking, gasping, and I fucking love it.  
 
    “You throw up, I’ll fuckin’ kill you,” I warn her. Her eyes flash with fear which does nothing more than hardened my dick further. Thrust after thrust, I listen to her gagging. Stupid bitch. She’s a whore. She should just take what the fuck I’m giving her and not cry about it. She knows how we are here. Not a single one of us is a fucking easy romantic guy. We’re disgusting. We’re pieces of shit. We’re fucking Soulless Bastards.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    The air is fucking hot as hell which means the stale scent of blood is going to be worse. I’ve never been squeamish, but there’s just something about the smell of death that hits you in the stomach like a fist. It doesn’t bother me much anymore. Only that initial hit could take your breath away.  
 
    I stalk into the building on a high. The thoughts that run around in this depraved head of mine would scare normal people. At first, they scared me too, but the more I became comfortable with the demon that lurked in the darkness of my heart, the more I grew to enjoy the crazy fuck. The way my heart accelerates when I’m taking things to a new level. The way my breathing starts to sound like shallow breathes. It’s exhilarating.  
 
    The smell hits me as I walk into the back room. There it is. The scent of death. The one the grim reaper has thrived on for as long as I’ve been alive. The one that is unmistakable. If you’ve ever been around death, you know that scent. There will never be another that can compare to it. You will never in your life forget that smell.  
 
    “Who is that?” I ask Ruger, our enforcer, as I light up a cigarette. 
 
    “That is Daze from the Bleeding Aces MC.” My gaze jerks to his. No fucking way. Before I can open my mouth to say anything Ruger nods his head, “Yep. The one you’re thinkin’. Don’t need to ask, brother.” I blow out a breath before taking a step back. 
 
    “Fuck! Does Ninja know yet?” Ruger shakes his head slowly before kneeling down next to Daze. Daze was the Enforcer with the Bleeding Aces MC. They’re a friendly to us. We don’t have beef with them and never really have. We’ve all always gotten along pretty well. Good group of guys. 
 
    “What the fuck was he doin’ out here alone?” I ask more to myself than Ruger. 
 
    “Solo run. He was doin’ recon. Didn’t check in on this one. It happens sometimes.” I nod my head. I know how the enforcers are. Especially Ruger. When he goes out on some recon missions it’s just better that he doesn’t check in. Lines can get crossed, intel can be intercepted. I slide the cigarette between my lips as I squat down next to Daze’s body. I reach over and lift his cut, counting the number of bullet holes he has riddled into him.  
 
    “Been dead a few days at least. Six shots. Don’t look like those killed him though. Fucker bled out.” Yeah, I’m that good at death. The guys always laugh at me and tell me I should have been a cop. They always joke about how well I can read a crime scene.  
 
    “Shit. So, whoever did this shit wanted him to suffer. They knew he was on our turf, too.” I blow out a ring of smoke before I stand back up and stretch my back.  
 
    “Call Hawk. Get him to send out the clean-up guys. I’ll fuckin’ call Ninja.” I slide my phone out before walking around the old broken-down building. It’s one of ours that we used for holding assholes in when we didn’t want them at the compound. I don’t think it will be an option any longer now that someone has figured out we also let Bleeding Aces use it.  
 
    “Smokey! Been a long time, brother,” Ninja hollers into the phone. It has but this isn’t a typical how you doing type of call. 
 
    “Got a problem, brother. One of your guys is dead in my buildin’. You ain’t gonna like this, but it’s Daze.” Ninja curses under his breath. It’s never a good feeling when you learn one of your own has been killed. It’s hard. You feel that grief and anguish, but you also feel rage and hatred. You want the motherfucker who did it so bad you can taste it, and when you have nothing to go on, you feel empty. There are so many emotions that come along with this life. Hatred being the main one. You hate the motherfuckers who got past your barriers. You hate that you weren’t there to help your brother.  
 
    “Any signs?” he asks softly.  
 
    “No. Shot six times. Looks like he bled out. They didn’t want it to be quick. I’m closin’ down the buildin’. Clean-up crew’s on the way, but we’ll have him ready for you. No doubt that I’ll do whatever the fuck I can, Ninja.” That’s the best reassurance I can give him. That’s all I can do. I can’t hand over the motherfucker who did this, but I can give him my word that I will do whatever the hell I can to find the bastards that did it. I can reassure him that we are on his side on this. 
 
    “Fuck, Smokey. This is bullshit, brother. You know I just buried Range not even a month ago. What the fuck is goin’ on!” he roars.  
 
    Shit, I didn’t know he buried Range. I run my hand over my face, blowing out a breath. 
 
    “Fuck, Ninja. I didn’t know. We’ll get these motherfuckers. Get a crew down here and we’ll get you set up on the compound. I’ll get intel runnin’ while you get on your way,” I tell him.  
 
    “Appreciate that, Smokey. See you in a few days.” The line goes dead as I wander the old building looking for any clues that may help us figure out who the hell was behind this shit. You don’t kill a brother and walk. You will bleed the same way he bled.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
    “We know that it wasn’t us. We’ve never had a rift with Bleeding Aces. They’ve always been good guys and stepped up when needed. Now it’s our time to step up. We have the manpower that not many MCs have. We have the hearts of killers in this motherfucker! Ninja and his boys are comin’ down to get their brother. We will accommodate them and work with whatever they need. The coroner has been informed of the situation and God knows we pay that fucker enough to keep his mouth shut. Anyone have any other insights?” Hawk glances around the table, but no one says a word. “Then that’s it. Let’s get this place in order.” He slams the gavel on the dark wooden table in front of us. The guys all file out to handle business, but I stay back watching Hawk. His eyes are glazed and he looks off. 
 
    “What’s goin’ on in there?” I nod at his head. He shakes it before sitting back in his chair.  
 
    “Fuckin’ Daze of all the motherfuckers to hit? Why him? Why in our buildin’? They tryin’ to pin this shit on us?” he says in one breath.  
 
    “Didn’t look that way. Looks like Daze was hangin’ in there for a while and shit happened.” When the words come out of my mouth, I have to rethink them. Why was he in there? The building has always been empty for as long as we’ve owned it. We only used it on occasion to conduct business that we didn’t want to bring home with us. 
 
    “I see the fuckin’ wheels turnin’. What the hell are you thinkin’?” Hawk snaps at me. I shake my head, running my hand through my hair. I hate this shit. I fucking hate it all.  
 
    “This a message to Aces or us? He’s in our buildin’, man. Who the fuck would have thought to look there? We haven’t used it in months.” Hawk watches me intently. My nerves are on edge.  
 
    “You think it was inside?” he growls.  
 
    My heart kicks up a notch. I didn’t want to be the one to say it. I didn’t want to fucking think it. 
 
    “Inside whose club would be the better question. We have nothin’ against Aces. Never have. Why would any of ours want him dead?” I ask the question more to myself. I don’t like having loose ends. I want my shit in order even if it is just in my head.  
 
    “Fuck, Smokey!” Hawk roars. “When they get in and set up, we pull Ninja aside. There is no way in fuck that we can have a goddamn traitor wanderin’ around here!” His face has reddened to the point his veins throb in his neck. Hawk’s a lethal son of a bitch, and I love every second of being his second in command.  
 
    “That means your shits gotta wait,” he says, calming his voice slightly.  
 
    The fuck it will! I’ve planned for too long and too hard to have some other clubs fuck up interfere with my plans! “Fuck that, Hawk! You know I need this shit!” I roar. He will not take that shit away from me. I won’t let it happen. 
 
    “We got too much comin’ our way, Smokey! You think you can handle addin’ some bitch to the mix?”  
 
    His growl only pisses me off. I’ve planned this for nine long fucking months. The pain of my family’s death still lingers inside of me every fucking day. How can he think that I would back down on this? “You know I can handle it. Club business always comes first, Hawk. Don’t you fuckin’ dare act like I would change that!” I thunder as I shove out of my chair, hands clenched at my sides.  
 
    Hawk watches me knowing that I’ll snap. He’s seen it happen before. Hawk nods his head slowly tugging at his greying hair. “She’s on you then, Smokey. I can’t be in the middle of that shit right now. You know I have your back, but Daze’s killer comes first. Make the fuckin’ announcement, but the brothers are on this murder first and foremost.” His voice has calmed significantly.  
 
    I nod my head once, grateful that I didn’t have to lose my shit with my own president. Hawk knows I’m a loose cannon, which is why I was voted in as VP of this chapter. 
 
    “Hawk, you know this club is all I got. You know I wouldn’t put his death to the side for my own fuckin’ revenge. Bringin’ her in changes nothin’. I’m still on point with this shit.”  
 
    Hawk pulls his gaze to mine and nods. “I know that. I just don’t like the direction this shit’s headin’, Smokey. Too many things aren’t addin’ up, and this shit just started,” he says grabbing the bottle of Vodka off the table.  
 
    “You’re right. I don’t like it either. If it’s an inside job, we handle it appropriately. If it’s on the fuckin’ Aces and they bring that shit into our world? Game fuckin’ on, brother.”  
 
    Hawk swallows his shot before laughing. “This right here, motherfucker, is why you are the VP,” he says pointing at me.  
 
    “Goddamn right!” I say grabbing the bottle from his hands. I take a long pull before passing it back, letting that burn slide down my throat.  
 
    “I’ll announce it. She has free reign. No phones. No way out. Treat her like a prisoner aside from the girls. She has no rights while she’s here. She doesn’t piss without permission,” I tell Hawk.  
 
    He nods his head before he says, “You sure you can handle all this? This is really how you want to take them down?” 
 
    His question would throw off a sane person. They wound rethink it. They would sit down and weigh the pros and cons, but not me. I’m as unstable as they fucking come. I’m a go getter. I know what the hell I want and there is nothing that could possibly change my mind on it. This is what I want – I’ve plotted and planned. I have my house set up for this. I’ve paid money to make things happen the way I want them to. No, there is no way in fuck that I’d back out of this now.  
 
    They will pay. She will pay for their sins. Each of their deaths will be redeemed through her. Each time she cries, each time she screams, it won’t be in vain. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Each little bolt of anticipation that creeps its way up my spine sends another jolt through my body. My body is a huge ball of it. Some would be nervous, but me? No, I’m as calm as any other day. I’ve yearned for this. I’ve laid in bed at night dreaming about this. The plan rolling through my mind like a goddamn playbook. Everything has been set up by me. The guys know the deal. They know what’s about to happen and they all agreed to play their parts accordingly.  
 
    She walks out of the store much like she does at the same time every Thursday. She does the club shopping for Crashed MC. Dirty little fuckers. She’s the club princess; her daddy is the president. You would think he’d hold her in higher regard. He sends her out on her own but only on Thursdays. I never understood that. I never was able to figure out why. Today though? It doesn’t matter. Today she is mine. Today is the day that I will begin my torture upon her body, her mind, her soul. I will own it all when I’m through with her, and then I will toss her ass to the side of the road for her family to find. Not much different than how mine was. 
 
    She walks with her bags toward her little car and loads the things in quickly. I rev up the truck and prepare myself. Ski mask pulled down, I follow her out of town. She takes a few turns that are easy to follow, and as soon as she hits the dirt road, I make my move. I slam my truck into the back corner of her car, causing it to spin. She slams on the brakes much like I knew she would. I sit back and enjoy the scene that’s unfolding in front of me. The way the car fishtails and slams into the tree with a resounding thud. The sound of metal cracking under the impact. Yeah, I fucking like that.  
 
    Climbing out of the truck, I walk slowly toward hers. She may be armed. Hell, if her dad was any kind of man, she would be. Her door opens and that beautiful sexy body of hers falls to the rubble beneath her. She scrambles to right herself when she looks up at me.  
 
    “Who the hell are you? Do you know who I am!” she screams causing me to smile.  
 
    I groan as I look at the blood trickling down her temple clinging to her perfect porcelain skin. Fuck, it’s making me hard already. 
 
    “I know who you are, Braylynn Tanner,” I say. Her eyes widen just as that little thing called fear sneaks up on her.  
 
    “What do you want? Who are you?” she asks as the tears start to fill those pretty little brown eyes of hers. Such a fucking waste of sexy, she is. She would have been a good club whore. She would have probably been a good old lady for someone, but I’m about to ruin all that now. 
 
    “What do I want? There are so many answers to that one question,” I say as I walk slowly toward her. I take deliberate steps, watching the fear race through her, her body shaking slightly even though she tries to hide it. Sweat runs down my spine and I gasp. She is going to be fun to take the way I want to.  
 
    “My dad has money. He will pay you whatever it is you want,” she says.  
 
    I smile at that. Always the same thing. My dad will pay. I’ve heard it all so many times before right before I’ve slit a throat, choked them to death, shot them.  
 
    “It isn’t somethin’ that money can buy. You see, your family took somethin’ that meant a lot to me,” I tell her. I’m nearly touching her. Her breathing has picked up speed, her heart has to be thudding in her chest right now.  
 
    “I can get it back! I’ve done it before. Whatever he took, I’ll get it. I promise.”  
 
    Promises. I hate promises. Unless you are willing to go the extra mile and actually make good on them, they are useless. I reach my hand up and run my finger through the blood that still slowly leaks down the side of her face.  
 
    “The thing is, there is no way for you to get it back. It can never be replaced, that’s how precious it was to me.” Lifting my hand from her trembling body, I stick my bloodied finger into my mouth.  
 
    “I can do it. I know I can.” She tries to reason with me, which is basically useless on her part. I won’t give in.  
 
    “Oh, my little flower. There is nothin’ you can do now. You belong to me and my darkness. You will submit to every little fuckin’ thing I want to do to you. There is nothin’ and no one that can help you now. I’m too far gone. What was taken from me ruined me for good. I don’t think you understand just yet the gravity of what’s happenin’ here but in time you will. And you will hate it. You will hate me. You will hate yourself and you will despise your whole family,” I growl as I reach up and grip her around the throat. Her eyes grow larger as she gasps for air.  
 
    “It’ll be ok. Just sleep for me, my little flower.” I watch as she struggles to take a breath. She claws at my hands, her mouth moving but no sounds forming. No, I’m not going to kill her just yet. That would ruin the fun I have planned for her. I’m just taking enough of her sweet oxygen that she will take a little nap. 
 
    “That’s it.” As the fight slowly leaves her, I pull her into my arms. I inhale sharply at how soft she is. How good she feels pressed against me. Fuck, this is going to be fun. 
 
    “Sleep, my little flower.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Riding back to the compound with her fragile body bouncing in the seat next to me has that inner demon squirming and rearing his ugly head. He wants a piece of her. He wants to break her. But he doesn’t get to be in control right now. He can’t be. 
 
     I pull up to the massive gates that secure our compound. It’s very high security here – the whole compound was set up that way. There’s a twelve-foot wall lining our land fitted with cameras at every fucking turn. Inside these walls are our lives. Our children. Our family. When Hawk first stepped in as president of this chapter, he had big dreams. We’ve watched and helped him over the years make those dreams come to life. Inside these walls are everything you would need. One of the old ladies is a teacher who home schools the kids that have chosen to not go to public schools. Not all the kids or their parents would rather be home schooled and that’s fine. We have houses here, too. They are all lined down the right side of the compound. If you didn’t know any better and came in here, you would think it was a neighborhood. We have small paved roads that lead around that neighborhood. This is what Hawk wanted. He wanted his family close by. We have houses outside of here too, but those are mainly safe houses and only used in emergency situations. We have another clubhouse outside of here that we use for visits and business also. 
 
    “Where the hell you been?” Angel grins as I pull through the gates. Angel is another brother here.  
 
    “Pickin’ up my prize.” I nod toward Braylynn in the seat next to me where her head rests against the window. 
 
    “Goddamn, she’s a nice lookin’ prize.” He chuckles before closing the gate behind me.  
 
    I drive down the road, past a few of the kids playing soccer in the yard to my right. I give a small smile and a nod as they wave at me. It’s nice to have all this in one area. Being together was something that comes easily for this chapter.  
 
    I pull into my driveway where I see Hawk sitting on my porch with a cigarette between his lips and a whore between his legs. I shake my head and smirk at the fucker. I turn the truck off and hop out just in time to see him blow his fucking load down her throat before shoving her to the side. 
 
    “Any problems?” he asks as he stands, tucking his dick back in his pants.  
 
    “Nope. Just like every other goddamn Thursday, she was alone.” The thought pisses me off to a point. The MC life is hard. It’s even harder on the fragile women who get involved with it either by choice or by birth. Either way, they should be protected at all costs. They’re the future of the MC world. They are the ones who give life to new members. 
 
    “Fuckin’ bullshit. Her daddy is one dumb son of a bitch. Debby is cookin’ up some shit tonight. You bringin’ her?” He nods toward Braylynn as I pull her limp body out of the truck. 
 
    “I don’t think so. Not this time.”  
 
    Hawk nods as I walk up onto the porch. He opens the door and before I step inside he says, “Come on up once you get her settled.” I nod my head and walk toward the back of my house. 
 
    It isn’t anything fancy, although these houses aren’t shit either. The club keeps them up, or rather the prospects do. They are in charge of all the care and maintenance around here. I step into the last room off the hall and groan. This is it. This is what I’ve waited months for. When I place Braylynn on the bed, she stirs slightly. I know she isn’t waking up soon, but that’s fine with me. I lift her arms, securing her dainty wrists to the headboard with the handcuffs I installed there. I move down her body and do the same with her ankles.  
 
    When I look down at her, motionless and at my mercy, my heart stutters in my chest. She’s so goddamn perfect. Her soft curves, the swell of her chest. She makes my dick hard just looking at her lying there with all of her clothes still on. Getting her naked is going to be that much better. I lean in, inhaling her soft scent. The smell of strawberries sweeps across my nostrils. Fuck, I need to get up to the clubhouse before I do something impulsive, like fuck her without playing with her first.  
 
    I pull away from her, pulling the side table drawer open and grabbing out the silk blindfold. I slip it over her eyes and secure it. As I look down at her, I can see just how beautiful she truly is. It was never a question, though. She is fucking gorgeous and it’s such a waste to use her the way I plan to, but that wasn’t my decision either. Her family made that choice for her. They chose to leave her on her own. They chose to take what was mine and not theirs. They made this choice for me, and regardless of how beautiful she is, she will be ruined.  
 
    Walking out of the room, I close the door behind me, flipping the lock into place. It isn’t like she can get off the bed, but just in case, I like to be prepared. I didn’t make it to where I am today by being careless.  
 
    As I head toward the clubhouse, I see flickers of their faces in my head. They are the reason I’m doing this. They weren’t a part of this MC, but they were taken away from this world because I was. That thought doesn’t leave me. I know I caused their deaths in as many ways as those bastards did. I know if it weren’t for me, they would still be alive. They wouldn’t be rotting in the fucking ground because of who I am.  
 
    Just as I step inside, I let a roar escape me so loudly the guys all jolt and look to make sure I’m ok. This isn’t anything new to them. I have outbursts. They got used to it after a while. And although I hate it at times, I can’t control my animal urges. Not after the carnage I saw that day.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Debby is an amazing cook. She can make all sorts of food from different cultures. She’s kind of like a house mother in a way. She was married to one of the brothers. Sadly, he died a few years ago, but Debby didn’t have family aside from us, so she never left. That’s another beauty of this place. When you are one of us, that doesn’t change. You’re here to stay no matter what happens.  
 
    “Goddamn, woman!” I kiss Debby’s cheek when she hands me a piece of what I think is chicken. “Smells good in here.”  I take a bite and groan when she grins over her shoulder at me.  
 
    “You like it? It’s a new recipe,” she says while smiling brightly.  
 
    “Fuckin’ amazin’, darlin’.” She beams with pride as I walk away and let her finish. I drop into one of the chairs that sits around a ten-foot special made table in the main room. Hawk likes to have these big dinners from time to time just to get all the guys together. Typically, the old ladies, girlfriends, club whores, and kids sit in the other room since this is generally a time we cut loose and take a break from life and reality but we always talk business. It’s not really an option for us not to at these things. 
 
    As I watch the guys take their seats, I smile. This place may be out of hand at times, but these guys are my family. When my real family wasn’t here, they were. Now that they’re gone, I still have these guys and I don’t think I could be anymore grateful for that. 
 
    “Shut the fuck up! We all know we thank God for this food and our families and all that good shit. Just to make an announcement that I’m sure you already all know since I’ve fuckin’ said it once before, Smokey has his conquest here. She’s not at this event but will be at future ones. You treat her the way you treat the whores, only hands off. She’s a nobody to any of you. We treat her as such. The other issue comin’ in is the Aces. You all know they’re on their way. We accommodate them as family. We open up our club house and personal homes if we need to. They took a hit. We will back them as we see needed.”  
 
    As Hawk keeps talking my nerves begin to fire off. There’s a spark racing up my spine that I can’t explain. I glance around the table at all the guys’ faces. One pisses me off: Ryder. He’s always been a hostile motherfucker. He’s never liked following the rules, which is why he’s a fucking member now. We liked that about him, but there’s also something off with that son of a bitch.  
 
    The more I watch him, the more I become pissed off. I can’t explain why. When his eyes come to meet mine, my heart thumps in my chest a little harder. I want to explode although I have no idea what’s pissing me off.  He gives me a small nod, which I return, but that doesn’t ease the demon that’s sticking his head out when he shouldn’t be.  
 
    “Now that we have all that out in the open, let’s eat!” Hawk finishes his speech but my mind still drifts.  
 
    “You ok?” Hawk asks. I glance over and shrug before taking a bite of the food that has been set in front of me.  
 
    “Somethin’ feels off,” I eventually tell him. 
 
    “About her?”  
 
    “No. Somethin’ else. I can’t place it, Hawk.” Hawk sets his fork down and leans his elbows on the table. No one likes when I feel like this. It usually means something shitty is going to happen.  
 
    “Any idea what?” he asks but I shake my head.  
 
    “No. I just don’t like it though. It ain’t Ryder this time either,” I say as I take another bite. My body is calm but my mind is unstable.  
 
    “Let’s just get through dinner. You think of somethin’, you tell me.”  
 
    I grunt my agreeance.  
 
    You never know when things can change around here. Some days you will go without a care in the world. Some days you will fall into a world of shit and not find your way out without suffocating. Today started off easy enough, but I’m slowly beginning to be sucked under and it’s not something I want to feel. I eat as the guys talk and laugh around me. I miss it. The laughing part. I miss smiling. I miss being happy. For the last nine months I’ve been nothing but distant and out of sorts. Nothing can fix me. There is nothing left inside of me to fix. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    I can hear her grunting trying to get free as soon as I step in the front door. I can’t stop the grin that creeps across my face. I like a fight. I stalk down the hallway with a full stomach but with an appetite for something more. When I push through the door and find Braylynn writhing on the bed, my heart leaps. She looks so goddamn perfect lying there. 
 
    “You won’t get out of those,” I tell her. Her body stops moving.  
 
    “What do you want?” she asks trying to control the sobs that are threatening to overcome her.  
 
    “There was a time when I would have said a quick fuck. Now, though-” I let my voice trail off. It was true. I’ve seen her more when I was watching her. That seemed to happen a lot more lately and I must say she looks gorgeous spread out on my bed. She was always beautiful but she was off limits being the daughter of a rival club. “Now you are to be a pawn in my game, darlin’. Your family took from me and now I’m gonna repay that.” I hear her breath catch in her throat. 
 
    “Whatever they did to you, I’m sorry.” The softness of her voice sends a shock to my dick.  
 
    “It’s nothin’ you can be sorry for, my little flower. You weren’t involved in it,” I tell her. I walk closer and sit on the edge of the bed.  
 
    “Then why take me?” she asks trying to remain calm but I can hear the shakiness in her voice. So full of questions. It’s sweet to try to reason with your captor. A smart person would at least try, right? I wouldn’t but that’s because I know the outcome of these sorts of things. 
 
    “They caused me pain. I can’t sleep at night. They left me to find the carnage of what they’d done. Do you know how much that hurt?” I ask her, knowing she has no clue. She couldn’t possibly. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she cries again. I slowly climb up the bed, hovering over her. My lips are so close to hers that I can feel her breath dancing against my skin as she breathes rapidly. I know she can feel me 
 
    “No more of that. It’s over, and it can’t be fixed by you. All I can do is make you feel the pain and the anguish that I have. Then I will release you to the monsters that ripped my heart out of my chest. It’s really nothin’ personal. You just happened to be the bastard’s daughter, which makes you collateral damage.”  
 
    She sobs when I run my tongue over those soft plump lips. Fuck, my dick aches for her. It’s not a desire to feel her wrapped around me, though; it’s the want to see her cry. It’s the want to watch her try to escape the inevitable. It’s the want to see her break within the palms of my hands. I press a soft kiss to her lips before I move back down the bed. I shift so I’m facing her as I pull my knife from my pocket.  
 
    “Be a good little flower and this won’t hurt you,” I tell her as I slide the blade under the ankle of her jeans. I pull the knife as I watch it cut so damn smoothly through the fabric. Braylynn’s body shudders and it makes my dick rise higher. I have to reach down and adjust it before I continue. Once I reach the top of her jeans, I groan. I can see the edge of her silk panties and it does something to me.  
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” she asks as I cut through the other leg.  
 
    “There are a few things but I also want to give you some rules. While you’re here, you will have free reign of the compound.” She sighs like that’s a good thing. I can’t do anything more than chuckle.  
 
    “I wouldn’t let that settle you, sweetheart. There is one way out of here, and there’s no way in hell you’ll be usin’ it until I’m done with you. You can walk around the clubhouse but at eight every night you better have your ass back in this room. There’s food in the kitchen here or the clubhouse.”  
 
    The shiver returns to her body when she asks, “Clubhouse? Oh, God. You’re with another MC?” Her voice shakes but I like it. I like that she’s afraid but also smart enough to know that doesn’t sound good. 
 
    “I am. That isn’t what this is about though. This is personal although my club backs me on it. Like I said, they all know why you’re here so don’t try to sweet talk any of them. It won’t get you shit.” I pull the cut fabric out from under her body. I reach up and slide the tip of my finger along her inner thigh. Bumps form on her skin as her body betrays her. It’s the most beautiful sight I’ve seen so far with her.  
 
    “Wanna tell me why your panties are wet?” I ask when I notice the dampness between her thighs. Now that I didn’t expect. 
 
    “What’s your name?” she asks softly.  
 
    “Not your concern,” I tell her. I lean down, pressing my nose into her pussy and inhaling her scent. Jesus Christ how the hell does she smell so fucking delicious? I stick my tongue out and drag it across the fabric, loving how she shakes beneath me.  
 
    “Are you going to let all of your brothers touch me?”  
 
    A growl escapes my throat before I sit up. “No one will touch you unless I say.”  
 
    “Is that a yes then?” she asks. Defiant little thing she is.  
 
    “That’s a none of your fuckin’ business at the moment. If I think it would be fun to torture you with one of my brothers, that’s what I’ll do,” I roar. Her body jerks from the sound of my voice.  
 
    “Today, I want you to feel me and only me.” I grab her panties and rip them from her body. A soft cry leaves her lips. It makes me smile though. She’s going to be a crier. I like criers. 
 
    “I’m gonna taste you, darlin’. I wanna feel you erupt like a volcano on my tongue. I wanna taste what you have to offer before I ruin you. Takin’ you is gonna be fun, seein’ how your off limits to me. You’re mine to taste, control, and play with. This is going to be fun for me, not you.” Braylynn sobs at my words.  
 
    I slide my finger between her thighs and straight through her wetness. When I dip my head and my tongue touches her, a chill races up my spine. She tastes like nothing I’ve ever had the pleasure of eating before. I spread her lips as I dive in deeper. My tongue flicks across her clit and her hips buck. She can’t deny what her body wants no matter the situation that it’s happening. I hum against her as I let my tongue slide toward her entrance.  
 
    “Please. Stop,” she cries.  
 
    There it is. The begging. The only thing that gets her is my tongue deeper in her soft slick pussy. My tongue glides through her wetness before moving back to her clit. I twirl my tongue around before sucking that nub into my mouth. When I release her, she whines. 
 
    “You don’t really want me to stop, do you?” I ask her. I don’t care if she says yes. I’m going to finish her either way. I need to taste her sweet cum but then I will torture her. I will lick her until I can feel her on edge for a second time before leaving her high and fucking dry. 
 
    “Please. Don’t do this to me,” she begs again.  
 
    I lean back in, taking her clit between my teeth. I nip and tug until I can hear her panting. I release it and slide my tongue all over her until I feel her so close to exploding. I shove my tongue into her pussy before I work her clit with my thumb. That’s it. I can feel her on the edge. I can feel her orgasm ready to blow free. I growl against her body until I feel it. She comes roughly and my tongue is there to take it all from her. I lap it up until her body stops shaking. That’s when I move in again. She’s still on edge. My body is on fire but my head is a complete mess. There is so much wrong with this situation. I shouldn’t be enjoying myself with her. I shouldn’t like the sounds that she makes or the taste of her on my fucking tongue. I almost hate her for being so goddamn perfect for me when she isn’t mine to keep.  
 
    “Please,” she cries in that needy tone.  
 
    She liked it. I felt it. She can’t deny that. But now it’s time to make her want more. I lick at her body and slide a finger inside of her. She’s so fucking tight. I work her back up until she’s panting and writhing before I pull away. I pull my dick free from my jeans as she whimpers under her breath. 
 
    “You didn’t think that I would let you have it, twice did you?” I stroke my dick as Bray watches me and tugs at her cuffs. I know she wants to finish what I started, but that isn’t going to happen. 
 
    I grip my dick harder as I watch her breathing. It’s coming closer and closer as I groan and grunt. I kneel on the bed next to her and jerk harder until that tingle runs up my spine. My balls tighten right before I come all over her pussy and stomach.  
 
    “Fuck. Fuck!” I growl as I watch my release mark her for the first time. It’s a goddamn sexy sight to behold too. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    I gave her a day to adjust to being here before I decided to let her run free.   
 
    “I don’t have a lot of rules. You won’t get far if you try to run, which I’ve already told you. When you hear me knock on this door when I get home, the mask goes back on.” This is a personal decision on my part. I don’t want her to see me right now or know which guy I am, which is why she won’t see me or know my name at this point. It’s also the reason I talk to her in a gruff tone. It’s the principle of things.  
 
    “But I can walk around and get out of this room?” she asks as I uncuff her wrists. I move to her ankles next doing the same.  
 
    “Yeah. There are cameras on the perimeter so don’t fuckin’ try to do anything stupid. This whole place is loaded with cameras,” I mumble as she slides up the bed and away from me now that she’s free of the cuffs. Her little hands rub the spots on her arms where the cuffs were. I find myself intrigued by her actions. I thought for sure she would try to run the first chance she got.  
 
    “I won’t try to do anything stupid. I’m not that dumb,” she says defensively. Can’t argue there. 
 
    “Never said you were. I just know how that fight or flight instinct can kick in. The urge to fight is stronger than any urge to run, and let me tell you, little flower – I like the fight.”  
 
    Bray scoots further up the headboard as I chuckle to myself. I climb up on the bed and move closer to her. Still blindfolded, I know she can feel the bed dip, and it jump starts my heart to know there is a fear in there.  
 
    “You can run, darlin’ but there is nowhere for you to hide. You are all mine now and all the depraved things that I want to do to you, will happen.” Her body shakes with fear as I laugh. I pull away and stand. 
 
    “I’m leavin’. I have shit to do. Don’t bother askin’ the guys or girls who I am either. You won’t get shit outta them. There’s food made up at the clubhouse. Big buildin’ in the middle.” I walk out of the room and close the door behind me. My dick is still straining in my fucking jeans when I hear her cursing.  
 
    “Thanks for the extra clothes bastard.”  
 
    I grin like a jackass. I knock before I go back in, picking the bag up off the floor. I’m not a complete dick here. I did get her some clothes I just wanted to see if she would ask for them.  
 
    “Mask on?” I ask as I turn the handle.  
 
    “Yes, master,” she grumbles under her breath. When I step in the room she’s standing with nothing still on her lower half and only the piece of shirt I left her in yesterday.  
 
    “Clothes are in the bag on the bed. Should fit. If not, I could hardly give a shit if you walk around naked. I do like that whole master thing you’re doin’ too, flower.” I step into her space. She can no doubt feel my presence. I lower my head taking her nipple between my teeth. I bite down until I taste blood. Bray screams but for some reason it doesn’t sound like she’s in pain. No. It fucking sounds like she’s turned on. I flick my tongue over the bloody nub before pulling back and groaning. 
 
    “The preview,” I tell her before walking out of the room. I adjust my dick and head out the front door.  
 
    I know that the Aces are going to be coming at any time, and I want to make sure that we have everything in order. The girls should be on that but you never know with the likes of these bitches. I make the short walk to the clubhouse and head in when I see Ruger. He doesn’t look all that happy either. 
 
    “What’s goin’ on?” I ask when he looks up and spots me.  
 
    “Need to talk to you and Hawk. You busy?” I shake my head and follow him into the office. He looks pissed as hell. I can’t say that I blame him either. There’s been so much shit going on around here that we’re all a little off. 
 
    “Sit down. Let’s hear it,” Hawk says. I grab a cigarette and drop into the chair watching Ruger pace the floor. Hawk and I share a glance before he starts to talk.  
 
    “Seems there’s more on the Daze issue than we thought. It’s aimed at Club Enforcers. Mayhem gave me a call from up North and said they have run into some shit too.” I take in a big amount of nicotine as I let that settle inside of me. This is not something I wanted to hear right now.  
 
    “What do you mean? Who’s behind this shit?” Hawk asks Ruger but all he gets is a shrug.  
 
    “Thing is, they are threatenin’ more than just the enforcers. They are targetin’ family members.”  
 
    Those words make my fucking skin crawl and my blood run hotter than normal. Acid rises in my chest and the thought of choking Braylynn crosses my mind. She’s not the reason behind things, but still, the knowledge that she is related to this same kind of bastard pisses me off. 
 
    “You bringin’ your sister in?” Hawk asks him. Ruger nods but doesn’t look happy with it.  
 
    “Just until shit blows over. She ain’t gonna be happy about it either.” We all know that his sister despises everything this MC stands for. She will surely give him hell. 
 
    “Well fuck! I’ll get a call to Declan and see if he needs anything. Get the rest of the guys on alert just as a heads up. Shit could change at any given second, and I want them all ready for it,” Hawk says sliding his phone out of his pocket.  
 
    I shove out of the chair and follow Ruger out into the main room. People are milling around when I see her. She looks so scared and alone. Her arms are wrapped protectively around herself as everyone watches her. With the tiny shirt she has on they probably figure she’s just another club whore. It makes me hard. 
 
    “You need any help with your sister, let me know. She’s always liked me.” I slap my hand across Ruger’s chest as I chuckle. His eyes are tracking Bray though as she makes her way through the room. 
 
    “How long you think the boys are gonna leave that alone?” He looks over at me. I see the look in his eyes. I know he thinks she’s fucking hot because she is! But that doesn’t deter the plans at all. 
 
    “As long as they wanna be a part of this club and keep their dicks intact, they won’t touch her.” Ruger grunts and a part of me wonders what’s running through her head right now. What she must think of being locked in a place like this and not having a way out.  
 
    “She followin’ directions?” Hawk asks as he steps up next to me.  
 
    “So far. She knows the rules, I’m just a little shocked she followed orders and didn’t try to run.” I cross my arms over my chest and think on that one. Could be an ulterior motive but what? The more that settles within me the angrier I become. 
 
    “Bri!” I yell at one of the club whores, scaring the shit out of almost everyone in the room. Hell, even Hawk jumped. 
 
    “What the fuck, man?” he asks looking at me.  
 
    “What?” I say as Bri walks over to me. 
 
    “What do you need, Smokey?” She blinks her little green eyes.  
 
    “I need you on your fuckin’ knees.” I unzip my jeans and pull my dick out she drops to the floor in front of me. What? We’re some of the most disgusting ass bastards around this area. I don’t care if everyone here watches her suck me off. I don’t care if they like it or not. When I glance up and see Bray watching with wide eyes, I groan. Her time will come soon enough.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Who says there’s a calm before the storm? The storm can blow in at any rate of speed and wipe out a whole city. I would know. I’ve become that storm. I’ve blown in and taken out as many as I can just to blow back out.  
 
    “Bad news on the girl.” Decan strolls over to me with a not so happy look on his face. 
 
    “What girl?” 
 
    “Your little hostage. They know she’s missin’,” he says.  
 
    I just shrug. What the hell difference does it make? To me? None. I already have her and when I’m done, they will get her back. All in one fucked up and cracked piece. 
 
    “You don’t give a shit? They are puttin’ word out,” he says again like that was supposed to have some sort of effect on me. It doesn’t. I blow out the smoke that I was holding me in my lungs. This bastard is starting to ruin my high.  
 
    “They can put out all the word they want, Decan. No one knows where to look for her. No one saw me take her.” I try to remain as calm as I possibly can, but with this little prick, it’s not going so well. 
 
    “So, we got her and the Aces now to worry about?” he asks with a hint of annoyance in his voice.  
 
    I shove out of my seat and grab him around the throat quickly. I pin him against the wall with a growl that’s heard by everyone in the place. “You don’t have shit. Don’t you worry that pretty little head of yours, sweetheart. She has nothin’ to do with you.” Growling in his face doesn’t get me the response I want. Hell, why would I think it would? 
 
    “Fuck you, Smokey!” he roars, slamming his fist into my ribs. Me and this little son of a bitch are going to have to have a little coming to terms party one of these days. Not today though. Today my nerves are on fire. My body is coiled with tension. I remove the hand holding his throat before throwing my fist into his face. We exchange some good blows before being yanked apart. 
 
    “What the fuck is with you two?” Draven, one of the other brothers, snaps as he pushes us apart.  
 
    “Not a goddamn thing my fist can’t solve,” I roar louder this time.  
 
    “Take a fuckin’ walk, Decan,” Draven snaps. Decan turns and walks away wiping the blood from his lip. Bastard. 
 
    “What is your issue with him?” Draven turns to me. He’s a good guy. I respect him. He’s always been up front with me and honestly, he could have been the VP of this shit. 
 
    “He’s a mouthy son of a bitch. He doesn’t know when to keep quiet and when to talk,” I grunt. Draven nods his head, running his hand through his long dark hair.  
 
    “Heard that! We need to talk to Hawk about this shit. Maybe there needs to be a vote.” Draven sticks a joint between his lips and inhales.  
 
    “Vote the motherfucker straight outta the fuckin’ club. He’s basically useless anyway.” I grab the joint and take a toke as Draven laughs. I pass it back when I notice I’ve caught the attention of some of the girls and Bray. She stands there stoically, I’ll give her that. Her eyes dance around before coming back to meet mine. The heat I feel coursing through my veins is overwhelming me. I need a goddamn release, and unfortunately for her, she’s going to be on the receiving end of it. 
 
    “Debby!” I holler when I see her walking past. She looks over her should and smiles before coming over to me. 
 
    “Hey! What do you need?”  
 
    “The new girl, the one you heard about. Tell her to get her ass back in her room naked with the mask on now.” Debby doesn’t like what I do. She didn’t like the idea when she heard about it either but she knows her place here and doesn’t argue. 
 
    “Ok,” she says softly. I watch her walk across the room and talk to Bray. Bray opens her mouth and speaks, but Debby shakes her head. Bray looks around quickly, no doubt trying to figure out who I am. I look away so to not give anything else away before I see her walk out the side door. I grab the nearest bottle of Jack and head out the front. There’s guys just sitting around talking but when she walks past, they all grow silent as they take her in. I join in on that. She moves like she doesn’t have a care in the world, but she has to know what’s coming to her. I gave her fair warning and tonight is going to be the night that I start to break her down. Bit by bit. Piece by piece, I want to watch her crumble into a pile of ash. Then and only then will I sweep her up and toss her back to the bastards that ruined my life.  
 
    I take a long pull from the Jack as I walk toward the house. My dick is practically screaming in my jeans. My heart is racing. The anticipation is enough to make my heart run overtime.  
 
    I step into the house just as I hear her bedroom door click shut. I debate giving her a few minutes to herself but then I decide against it. Why the hell should I? She’s had long enough while I stood here debating it. I stalk down the hallway and knock on the door.  
 
    “I have the mask on.” I hear her reply softly. I shove the door open and find her sitting on the bed wearing nothing but the black scarf I gave her to wear. I look her body over and my dick jerks against me. I slowly pull my clothes off as I take her in.  
 
    “I knew you had a gorgeous body,” I say huskily from the need to take what doesn’t belong to me. The need to break her. The need to fuck the life right out of that tiny body.  
 
    “Are you going to hurt me?” she asks softly as I climb on the end of the bed, her body tense.  
 
    “Oh, I’m gonna do more than hurt you,” I whisper before I run my tongue up her neck. Bray’s body betrays what she wants to do. She wants to run. She wants to cover herself but she knows she can’t. I drag my mouth over her skin until I reach those soft plump lips of hers. When we connect, a spark shoots up spine, a gasp escaping her.  
 
    She tastes like perfection.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    “Get on your hands and knees,” I grumble with a gravelly voice. My need is skyrocketing the more I look at her. The soft curves of her hips, the swell of her tits. Fuck! Bray moves to get on her hands and knees as I grab my belt from my jeans that I discarded on the floor. I slide the leather between my fingers. I take in her soft body, her ass and pussy staring me in the face.  
 
    “You’re flawless.” I take her in a little more. I slide up behind her, letting my free hand caress the soft skin on her ass. I can see the bumps forming as I go. She likes the touch of my hand on her body. 
 
    “You respond to my touch, flower,” I say as I lean back a little. I wind the belt around my fist before raising it up. The sound of leather as it slaps against her skin makes me harder. Bray screams and I do it again. The lash marks quickly redden and begin to welt. My body comes alive as I listen to her sob and cry.  
 
    “I love that fuckin’ sound leavin’ those lips,” I tell her as I scoot closer. My dick rubs against her wet pussy and I’m surprised by just how wet she actually is. I slowly push my dick inside of her just wanting to see what she feels like. I nearly choke at the feeling I have when I’m all the way in. It’s a piece of fucking heaven that I’ve found in the devil. I don’t care that I don’t have a condom on. I want her to feel me. The rawness and all. I close my eyes as I let the feeling float through me but that little fucking demon that lives in the darkness of me rears his head and wants to play. I take the belt and unravel it from my hand before wrapping it around her neck.  
 
    “This is gonna be quick. First times always are, yeah?” I say as I pull the belt back toward me. Bray’s head snaps back. Sobs wrack her body. I roll my hips before I really begin to fuck her. I plunge into her while I hold her steady with the belt. One of her hands comes up, trying to loosen the hold it has on her but that motherfucker in the pit of my stomach just wants to torture her. I pull harder listening to her gasp for air as I fuck her without restraint. I drive my dick so deeply that I can feel every little piece of her wrapped around me. When I feel myself getting closer, I jerk her head back one more time. I roughly slam into her with the force of a fucking Mack truck until light explodes behind my eyes. I fill her little pussy so full of me that it will run from her for days. I release the belt from her neck, and Bray sucks in a lungful of air and coughs. I let my clutch on the belt fall letting my hands land on her hips. My dick jerks inside of her as her body slowly gives out, falling to the mattress.  
 
    “Don’t get too comfortable. I’m not done with you yet.” She sobs in a heap, but her cries don’t affect me. I don’t know if she thought they would or not, but they don’t. I watch the tears as they wet the pillow and wonder what must racing through her mind right now. Is she silently calling out to her family? The one that can’t have her back whole? I run my fingertips up her spine. The way her body shifts makes me groan. If this was any other situation, I’d take her lightly. I’d let her feel me –  feel everything, but it’s not. Before her family did what they did, I’ll admit that I had a little crush on her. She was unattainable though. She wasn’t one of us. She couldn’t be had then but she is all mine now.  
 
    “Do you know why this is happnin’ to you?” I ask as lean down dragging my lips up her back. The scruff of my beard scratching as I go.  
 
    “No,” she replies softly.  
 
    “Do you want to know?” I ask biting into her flesh. I can taste the metallic blood as it gushes into my mouth. Braylynn screams and cries, but when I flick my tongue over the same spot, I can feel her body tense up beneath me.  
 
    “I asked you a question, flower.” I tease her skin with my lips a little more when she says, “Yes.” 
 
    The instant she says that, I reach for my dick that is again hardened with want. I position myself at her entrance and thrust in roughly. Bray gasps but doesn’t scream this time. I lift her hips up only slightly before holding myself all the way inside of her. 
 
    “My family was all I had. My mom, dad, and sister. They were the perfect family. We loved each other although I was always the black sheep. They never looked at me that way. I always knew it.” I pull out of her quickly before plunging back in. “They went out one day on a little day trip. I was goin’ to meet them.” I take a deep breath and buck into her. I want her to feel the pain that I felt. I want her to embrace what I had to endure at the hands of her family. I know I’m hurting her by the way she cries but I don’t give a damn. “I went. I was on my way when I saw their car on the side of the road. It was plowed right into a tree. That wasn’t even the worst of it.” I remember her eyes. Angela’s eyes. My little sister. The only sibling I had. She was my world up until that day. I pick up my pace, my hips jolting with each thrust. 
 
    “Dead. All of them. It wasn’t the car crash. They were shot. Point blank. And do you know who killed them?” I grab her hips and pound into her so hard that my own body hurts. 
 
    “No. No!” She cries as her world slowly swims around her. It’s a harsh reality to learn that your family are killers. It isn’t like she didn’t know already but to kill a whole family in cold blood? 
 
    “Oh yes! Yes, Bray! You’re motherfuckin’ family did this!” The harder I force myself into her, the more I feel the pain. I grab her hair, tugging it roughly, arching her head in an uncomfortable way. I lean down as I feel my release inching its way through my body.  
 
    “They killed them, Bray! In cold fuckin’ blood!” I roar as I pound her pussy harder. Braylynn cries and screams with each punishing thrust, but all she can say is the word no. It doesn’t affect me. I come roughly inside of her once more. My breathing is sporadic and my heart feels like it’s about to slam through my ribs when I pull out of her. I climb off the bed, grabbing my clothes quickly before walking out of the room. I need some fucking air. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Ice cold. That’s what my heart feels like right now. My chest is hollow but the lonely feeling I have is starting to consume me. It tugs at every dream, every time I close my eyes. My sister was young. She was only twelve. Can you imagine seeing the lost look in her eyes? The moment her life was taken was still fresh. She was looking out the window, eyes wide. Had she seen it coming? Had she known what was about to happen to her? Was she killed before them, forcing her to watch her own demise as it unfolded? There are far too many emotions inside of me to classify them all. I try to sort through them in my head but that rarely works out.  
 
    I’ve spent the whole day in bed. I told Hawk I needed a day. He understood why. I’m the VP of Soulless Bastards. I can’t take free days. I can’t take time off to grieve the loss of a family that didn’t deserve to die. They hated this part of my life. They hated that I was the way I was but they also accepted it as being a part of me. We were meeting that day to tell Angela that her dream was finally coming through. She had begged for years to go to Disneyland. That’s all she wanted. She was young and wished and dreamed about a lot, but that was one dream she had never let go. I was fronting the trip, which is why they wanted me there. I remember driving down the road with so much emotion inside of me. She was getting her dream and I was making it happen. I saw the car off to the side of the road the closer I got. I started to panic when I saw the crash but quickly realized the car wasn’t mangled. I stopped my bike and quickly climbed off in a hurry and ran toward the car. As soon as my feet hit the pavement I knew something wasn’t right.  
 
    I came around the car, the only sound around me was the crunching of the gravel under my boots. I looked in the front window and called out to my mom. She didn’t move and my heart sank in my chest. She wasn’t facing me, she was slumped down, her head hanging forward. I called out to my dad next when I noticed the blood dripping from between his eyes. I shook my head knowing what was coming next when I walked to the back window. My heart broke in an instant when I saw her lifeless eyes staring out the window. The fire that had always been inside of her was doused by death. No Disneyland. No more dreams. It killed pieces of me that day. Pieces I can never get back.  
 
    I wanted to scream. I wanted revenge. I searched the ground and the sky for answers, and that’s when I saw the patch that was left there for me. How did I know it was for me? It was the Crashed MC patch. Their way of telling me what they’d done. A “fuck you” served cold. 
 
    I nearly lost it after that. I wanted to go at them full force, but Mayhem, the Enforcer from the Northern Chapter and a good friend of mine, came down and reasoned shit out with me. I knew I had to do something, but they were such a nobody club that just wanted to make a name for themselves that killing them all wouldn’t have mattered.  
 
    That’s when the idea of getting Braylynn came into play. The idea of her had always been there. I wanted to fuck her senseless from the day I’d seen her years ago but for obvious reasons I couldn’t. After what her family had done, she became my target. I took the time to feel her out. I watched her. I watched them. So when a pattern started to form on Thursdays, my plan came into focus. It was just about getting my hands on her at first. The more I thought it over, the more I knew I wanted to ruin her. I wanted them to feel the pain that had inserted itself into my chest. I wanted to return the favor. The yearning for that little girl who looked up to her big brother. The way those little brown eyes held so much life before it was snatched away for no reason at all.  
 
    Yeah, the more I thought, the more I felt. The more I felt, the more I became violent. The rage simmered slowly inside of me as the months wore on. I learned all there was to know about her. How she doesn’t like coffee but drinks sweet tea often. Her favorite foods. The things she hates most. The one thing I didn’t learn was her fears. That was a given though. I should be her fear. Before this is all over with, I will be her fear. The one thing that she can never escape. The one thing that will haunt her for the rest of her life.  
 
    I throw my legs over the side of the bed and stand. My body trembles from the nightmare I had as I head into the bathroom. I hate it. I hate seeing her eyes. They haunt me, and there is nothing I can do to stop them from coming into my mind. I turn the water on as hot as I can get it before I step in. The water scalds my skin, but it’s a welcome release that I didn’t know I needed. There are times when I think I can handle my life the way it is, but then there are others that suck me into the pits of hell and hold me hostage. I want nothing more than to climb out but even when I claw my way to the surface, the devil grabs my ankles and jerks me back down. I guess that is the reality of my life now. This is who I am. If I wasn’t a Soulless Bastard before I joined this club, I sure as hell am now.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    “I see the games have begun,” Draven says nodding toward Bray. The marks on her neck from the belt are still there even three days later. I’ve been back to her. I’ve fucked her. Tied her up. Hurt her in ways that she couldn’t even imagine and that sick part of me enjoys it all.  
 
    “Yeah.” That’s all I can say. I watch her as she sits in the corner picking at her breakfast. She looks so scared and alone. Just the way I wanted her. She mainly looks at the plate in front of her but occasionally she looks around the room quickly. I know she’s looking for me although she wouldn’t know who I was.  
 
    “You feelin’ any better?”  
 
    I glance over at Draven and shrug. Am I? It makes me feel alive when I’m hurting her but that pain that sits in my chest is still there. She’s supposed to exorcise those demons, but that hasn’t happened yet. 
 
    “Listen up!” I hear Hawk’s voice and turn to face him. “Aces will be here shortly. We take them in as family. We make them feel welcome!” he says loudly.  
 
    The guys all grunt as the whores lick their lips. Yeah, fresh meat coming in here for them to bow down and suck. The bitches love that. My gaze slowly slips back to Bray as she looks at the whores around her. I watch her, the way she watches them. She’s intrigued by them. I can see that little flicker in her eyes. Maybe I should whore her ass around the club. Her eyes are wide as Bri inches her skirt up and her shirt down her chest. That didn’t surprise me at all. Bri is the biggest whore there is around here.  
 
    “Same old Bri,” Draven mumbles making me chuckle.  
 
    “Yo, Hawk!” I call out to him as he grabs a plate of food. He walks over and drops in the chair across from me.  
 
    “What?” he grunts.  
 
    I laugh. Pissy mood, I see. 
 
    “What’s your problem? Didn’t get any good pussy last night?” I ask him with a smirk.  
 
    “Oh, I got it. The problem is gettin’ it to leave in the mornin’.”  
 
    Draven and I both laugh at his issue. That’s how these whores are. You fuck them once and they think that’s an open invitation to stay forever. 
 
    “Tinker?” I ask him with chuckle. He cuts his eyes at me and I laugh again. I knew it. Tinker has fucked half the club trying to make herself a place here but she is nothing more than a club whore. 
 
    “How’s shit with your prisoner? Havin’ fun breakin’ that?” he asks and for the first time he generally seems interested. 
 
    “Yeah. She fuckin’ breaks alright.” We all turn to look at her just when she looks up. Our eyes connect and there’s a silent plea in hers. I can see if from here. I don’t know if the others do, but I can see it plan as fucking day.  
 
    “That your handy work?” he nods at her neck.  
 
    I chuckle and say, “Somethin’ like that.” I give Bray that predatory gaze and her head quickly snaps back down to her plate. 
 
    “Goddamn, Smokey! You are fuckin’ good, brother. Maybe we need to get you to break all the bitches around here.” Hawk laughs around his fork as he shovels food in his mouth.  
 
    “Nah. I only like breakin’ the whole ones. Half these whores around here already been broken. No need to hammer those slivers anymore.” Draven laughs before sliding me a beer. Yeah, a beer for breakfast. So fucking what?  
 
    “How much longer you keepin’ her around?” Hawk looks over at me before downing his beer.  
 
    I sigh before I sit back in my chair and say, “Don’t know yet. Gonna mark her fuckin’ body with Soulless Bastards before I throw her to the wolves.”  
 
    Draven chuckles again before looking over at me. “You are some kind of sick fuck. Won’t no one want to touch her after they see that shit. Hell, that is if they let her live.” I nod my head with a shit eating grin on my face. 
 
    “That’s the fuckin’ point, brother. No one will want her ass. Not even her own club. How’s that for hittin’ the feelin’s?” We all laugh when the phones chime in sync. We all look down and see the message from the gate.  
 
    “Aces are here,” Hawk says as he shoves the rest of his food into his mouth. I shove out of my chair and head toward the door with my beer still in hand. I take one last glance over my shoulder at Bray before stepping out into the heat of the morning.  
 
    “Well look at you motherfuckers,” I say with a straight face. Ninja climbs off his bike moving toward me slowly. He looks me up and down with a scowl on his face. 
 
    “Haven’t they taken the trash out yet?” He gestures toward me.  
 
    “Looks like it just got in.” I nod back at him. A slow grin spreads across his face before he pulls me into a hug. 
 
    “Good to see you, brother. Been a while,” he says before pulling back.  
 
    “Good to see you too. Sorry about Daze, man. That shit was wrong.” He nods his head as the rest of his guys walk up. We exchange introductions with any that we haven’t met before and we fuck around with the ones we have. This is what a brotherhood looks like when we can come together as one and handle shit.  
 
    “Before we head in there’s one rule,” Hawk says. I wait for it as the other guys grumble.  
 
    “There’s a girl here. You’ll see her around solo. That’s how she stays. She’s Smokey’s prisoner as of now. She has free run of the place but no one speaks to her or touches her. It’s his little masterpiece.” Ninja’s eyes jerk to mine and hold there. He’s intrigued now.  
 
    “This about your pop?” he asks, knowing what happened with them. I nod my head once when he says, “You got whatever you need on that end. We’re here for you, brother.”  
 
    “Appreciate that but I got this under control.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    The sound of the tattoo gun buzzing to life sends a chill down my spine. I love ink. I love getting it, but that’s not the reason this time. She’s getting it and doesn’t even know it yet. I stalk down the hallway knocking like I always do. And like always she responds. I walk in and find her sitting on the edge of the bed, her blindfold in place. My bite marks litter the skin on her neck and cheek. To me, it’s almost fucking sexy to see her bear my marks. As much as I hate who she is, I am finding it harder and harder to deny to myself that there is something more going on here. Something deeper than my need for revenge. I can feel it deep inside but trying to keep it there is proving to be a little more difficult than I originally thought it would.  
 
    “Need you to take all those clothes off,” I say. Bray stands slowly and for the briefest of seconds I think she’s going to fight me on this. She doesn’t though. She slowly pulls the jeans down her legs and steps out of them. Next her shirt slides over her head revealing the other marks I’ve left on her body. Hickeys, bites, bruises. You name it, I’ve left it. My dick hardens as I take them all in. When she stands in nothing but a bra and panties, I’m lost in her. I want to drive my dick so far inside of her that she won’t know what hit her. Not now, though the idea sparks something more inside of me. I have other plans. 
 
    “We’re goin’ in the livin’ room. Don’t fuckin’ fight me or my boy.” I warn her in a growling tone. Her body visibly shakes when I say it. She thinks I’m sharing her with him. She had asked about it before. I reach out for her and as soon as my hand comes in contact, she jumps. I’ve done a good job at scaring the shit out of her. I wrap my arm around her waist as I lead her toward the living room. 
 
    “What’s happening?” she asks, her voice low and trembling. She doesn’t try to hide her fear of what I told her. She must think I’m sharing her.  
 
    “You’re gettin’ that sexy skin of yours marked,” I tell her. Her body tenses but she keeps moving along with me.  
 
    “What kind of mark?” she asks once we make it into the living room. Brady is our local tattoo artist. He glances up and gasps when he sees her. She trembles in my arms as I lead her toward the chair. 
 
    “Goddamn, man,” he says as his eyes move up and down her nearly naked body.  
 
    “You can stop eye fuckin’ her anytime now, motherfucker. You’re here to tat, not fuck,” I growl. What the hell? Why do I even give a shit is beyond me? Yeah, I do. That flicker of fire that dances inside of me is only for her. How can I want something so much that doesn’t belong to me? I can be man enough to admit that this feeling goes well beyond the revenge aspect of this. 
 
    “Got it, Smokey. Fuck.” As soon as my name leaves his mouth, I swing my free fist. It collides with his jaw, rattling his teeth together. “What the fuck, man!” He’s on his feet holding his now bloodied mouth.  
 
    “What the fuck part of ‘don’t say names’ don’t you get, motherfucker!” I push Bray down on the couch and move in again. I pound the hell out of him when I feel a hand on my arm. I spin around ready to throw another punch when I realize it’s Bray. What the fuck is she doing? She have a death wish? How the hell did she even realize she was grabbing the right man? 
 
    “I won’t say anything. I promise,” she says softly.  
 
    Why that means anything to me, I wouldn’t know. But the way she says it, it sends a jolt through my chest. Pride? Is that what the fuck I feel cause my girl wouldn’t tell anyone? My girl? What the hell is happening right now! 
 
    “I know you won’t.” I shove her back onto the couch when I turn to face Brady. Her promise. She fucking said she promised not to say anything. Why does that send so much pride rushing my system? 
 
    “Get the fuck up and do what you were told to do.” I watch Brady pull his ass off the floor before going back to his machine. When he’s all set up, I grab Bray and lift her off the couch. I set her in the chair in front of Brady as the machine begins to buzz. 
 
    “You ever had one before, darlin’?” Brady asks, dipping the tip in the ink. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “It’s like a bee sting. The more I work, the less it’ll hurt,” he tells her before reaching for her chest. My heart pounds in my chest, blood rushing my ears. The world is one big fucking ball of energy around me. Something is shifting. Something I’m not sure of, and I don’t fucking like it.  
 
    “What else am I puttin’?” Brady asks as he begins the outline of the skull that makes our logo.  
 
    “Property of Smokey,” I tell him. Bray sucks in a breath when I move around the chair. I rest my hands on her shoulders and lean down close to her ear and whisper, “Did you think anyone would be inside of that pussy after me? After you’re marked with everything I believe in?”  
 
    Her body shudders, her breathing shaky. “I like the name,” she says softly, almost to the point I almost didn’t hear her.  
 
    “Do you? Do you like the monster that’s attached to it?”  
 
    “No.” Her word comes out stronger than I expected it to. I like that she hates me. That was the point of all of this. To make her hate the one who will ruin her. To make her hate herself for letting it happen. To hate it all. 
 
    I kneel down next to the chair as Brady does his thing. I slide my fingers up her thigh until I reach her panties. 
 
    “Tell me who owns this pussy now, Bray,” I growl. Her breathing catches in her throat. Brady chuckles but doesn’t stop what he’s doing. Bray sucks in a sharp breath every time the needle touches her skin. “Stay still,” I grumble. I slide my finger under her panties to find her soaking wet. I wonder what makes her wet? The pain? The sound of my voice? My touch? It has to be something. I’ve tortured the hell out of her little body for a while now and that doesn’t seem to faze her when I get near. Her panties are always soaked. I slip my finger over her clit as I listen to her gasp. I twirl it around before reaching up with my other hand and grabbing her already hardened nipple through her bra. Her body arches slightly as I let out a deep vibrating growl. “Stay still for him, Bray,” I tell her once more. Brady looks to me, a silent question of if I want him to stop but I shake my head. No, we need to get this done so I can get inside of her. I need my dick wet with the come that she offers so goddamn freely. I circle her clit a few more times while plucking and tugging at her nipple. That’s when I feel it. Her body shakes slightly, gasps falling from her lips. Bray comes all over the chair. Her body turning on like a fucking faucet.  
 
    I twirl my fingers around the wetness before slipping them from her panties. I drag my hand up to her lips.  
 
    “Open your mouth,” I demand. Bray does as she’s told. I slide my fingers in and demand her again, “Suck.” She does just that. My eyes roll back as I clench them shut tightly.  
 
    “Fuck! I need a smoke,” Brady mumbles. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    I’ve watched him ink her. I’ve watched her sit and take all the pain that comes with it. We took a break a little while ago and I took her to the bathroom. I heard her cry when she had obviously seen the mark that she’s getting permanently inked into her skin. There was a small part of me that hated it. I hated hearing her cry because of that. In our world, that is something to be honored and cherished, and here I am stamping it on her, unwillingly, for life. A life that may not last as long as it should. Somehow, I feel like that’s my fault too, but I brush those feeling away quickly. I watch as Brady cleans her up.  
 
    “What do you think?” He grins over his shoulder at me. I stand from my chair and walk over with my cigarette hanging from my lips. I take in Brady’s handy work. The skull with a cigarette hanging from his lips, the blue blaze coming from his eyes. Fuck, it makes me hard seeing it on her. Her chest is rising and falling quickly as she waits to hear what I have to say. I cock my head to the side and study her when Brady decides to speak again.  
 
    “You good, man?” he asks. I nod my head once before I say, “Yeah. You did good. Now get the fuck outta my house.” Brady huffs and grabs all his shit in a rush. I watch him leave but my eyes fall back to Bray. Her hands grip the sides of the chair until her knuckles turn white. 
 
    “You wanna see it?” I ask her.  
 
    “Yes,” she says softly.  
 
    I walk over and help her stand before walking her toward the bathroom. Something inside of me is splintering. It’s crumbling and falling apart and I can’t place what it is or why it’s happening. As much as I’ve done to and forced onto her, Bray has never disobeyed me. She has never gone against my orders and has never denied me her body. What does that mean for me? For us? Is there an us? 
 
    I open the bathroom door and just as I’m about to step out, I change my mind. I step in behind her, closing the door so that she thinks I’m gone. Her hands move up to remove the soft black silk from her eyes. Her head’s tipped forward. She’s bracing herself for what she’s about to see. She swallows hard before lifting her head, her eyes still closed.  
 
    When she opens them, she gasps and jumps. Her eyes lock with mine in the mirror. There’s a heat that sizzles between the two of us. There’s a connection that I can’t put my finger on. We’re lost in each other’s eyes. Her breathing kicks up a notch and so does mine. I try to slow it. I try to calm myself but when she lowers her eyes and sees the tattoo, I almost come on the spot. Her mouth hangs open. She examines it in the mirror before bringing her fingers up to touch it.  
 
    “They’ll kill me,” she whispers softly. I step closer, her heat wafting off her. It all slams into me at once.  
 
    “Who says they’ll get the chance?” I ask her. Her eyes move back up slowly until they meet mine again.  
 
    “I understand why you’re doing this,” she says. My heart does something crazy in my chest. It leaps and skips.  
 
    “You couldn’t possibly understand why,” I tell her. She licks her lips, and fucking hell, I want them wrapped around my dick.  
 
    “They took your family and now you’re taking theirs. Why mark me like this if you are going to kill me anyway?” she asks with a hitch in her voice.  
 
    “Who said I was gonna kill you? I just want to break you, Bray. I want you to be so fucked up that you can’t be fixed. I want you to feel what I felt. I want them to look at you feel what I felt,” I tell her the truth in the coldest tone I can manage. 
 
    “Why not just kill them?” she asks. I know what she’s doing. She’s trying to save herself. It’s highly respectable, if I’m being honest.  
 
    “I will kill them. Eventually. I figured I could have a little fun with you first.” I shrug. She looks down not wanting to look at me anymore. I let my hands slide around her waist letting out a groan when my hands come in contact with the softest skin I’ve ever felt in my life. Bray’s eyes slowly come back up, but it isn’t me she’s looking at. It’s her. She’s looking at herself.  
 
    “What do you see?” I ask her. Her body trembles. She shakes in my arms and all I can think about is burying my dick so deep inside of her. 
 
    “Death,” she whispers softly.  
 
    My world is rocked when the word leaves her mouth. Is it because of me? Of the tattoo? Is it because she knows what’s going to happen when she goes back home bearing my mark? When I can’t think anymore, I grab her hips, jerking her back. I shove her panties down her legs before bending her over the bathroom counter. I make short work of my own clothes before grabbing my dick. I tease that little puckered hole that I have yet to explode. Dipping two fingers into her pussy to wet them, I pull them out and slather her hole. Figuring that’s all the prep I need to get my dick in there, I thrust quickly, taking her by surprise. Bray screams out in pain.  
 
    “That’s what I want to hear,” I growl as I fuck her ass roughly. I reach around her, grabbing her nipples between my fingers. Tugging and rolling, flicking and pulling. I take her harder and harder.  
 
    “Please, stop,” Bray cries, but I can’t. I don’t want to. My body is too turned on to turn it off now. The feeling is too intense to let her go. I slide my hand down her chest and between her legs. I find her clit throbbing and waiting for attention. I give it to her too. I roughly work her over as I fuck her harder. Her body jerks and trembles. 
 
    “Smokey!” She screams my name and that’s all it took. I come in a blur as I fill her ass full of me. Her body convulses as her orgasm takes her over the edge. I look at her in the mirror as the tears stream down her cheeks. Something different, unknown, slams into my chest. Before I can think on it too much, I pull out of her and notice the blood that now slowly seeps out of her along with my seed. Bray stays in the same position as I reach over and turn the shower on. I let it heat up before I reach for her. She tries to jerk away from me, but I don’t let her. I hold her tighter as I yank her into my chest. Her face burrows against my chest as her tears wet my shirt. What am I doing? What the hell am I doing to her? What the hell is she doing to me? I shake my head and blow out a breath before pulling her small body away from mine. 
 
    “Take a shower. Then get some rest,” I say, my voice catching slightly. I have to get out of this bathroom before I lose my goddamn mind.  
 
    I grab my jeans and yank them back up before storming from the bathroom. I head straight out the front door before I roar. I look around and see that no one is out here. Why would they be? It’s late now. I grab the cigarettes out of my pocket and light one up as I let what just happen play out in my head.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    “So, what we know is someone is after the enforcers. Why? We don’t fuckin’ know. Who? Again, we have no fuckin’ clue, but we are onto some leads. Declan up north has some guys on it, too. We do have a Rage Ryder out in the warehouse. We’re tryin’ to get some shit outta him, but aside from that, we got nothin’.” Hawk looks pissed even as he says the words.  
 
    I sigh before knocking back my shot. I set the glass on the table before I look to Ninja.  
 
    “I appreciate all the extra help. We don’t have much to go on either, but I’m sendin’ out a few guys tonight,” Ninja says.  
 
    I lean forward and rest my elbows on the table. “You want some extras?” I ask.  
 
    Ninja grins and nods his head. “Fuck yeah. This is your turf.”  
 
    I chuckle as I nod my head and sit back in my seat. I need to get out of here for a little while at least. I need the break.  
 
    “Good. Take Smokey and Draven and anyone else you want. We’re good here,” Hawk says.  
 
    I look over at him and nod my agreement. “I’ll meet you at the bikes,” I say to Ninja. I shove out of my chair and head out into the main room when I spot Ruger. His sister sits next to him looking the spitting image of the bastard.  
 
    “Ain’t you a pretty thing.” I grin as I walk up next to them.  
 
    “Not in the mood, Smokey.” She rolls her eyes making me laugh. She may hate this world but we all know her. 
 
    “Never are, darlin’. Hey, Ruger. Keep an eye on Bray, yeah?” His eyes come to rest on mine.  
 
    “Yeah. Where you headed?” he asks. 
 
    “Out with the Aces for a while. She shouldn’t give you any shit.” He nods. I walk past them both and out the side door, taking in the clear night sky.  
 
    “I never fit in there,” her voice startles me. I cock my head to the side and look at her as she stands a few feet in front of me looking up at the sky.  
 
    “Don’t fit here either,” I tell her. She sighs and blows out a breath before tipping her head to face me.  
 
    “Can’t you just kill me now?” The tone of her voice is soft but the look in her eyes tells me she’s thought this over. I don’t know why that thought bothers me, but it does. 
 
    “Why would I ruin the fun?” I keep my ass in check with this girl. I’m well aware of certain things that could bring a man like me to my knees, and a woman like her is one of them.  
 
    “They’ll just kill me when you send me back. Wouldn’t it be better if you did it yourself?” She stares into my eyes making me uneasy. I don’t want to deal with this right now. 
 
    “You know, Bray, I thought that too. I thought about slittin’ your throat or puttin’ a bullet between those pretty brown eyes, but at the end of the day, I figured, why should I? Why should I make things easier on you? Your family is my enemy. They make up everything I hate in this world. I want you to hurt,” I growl. I grind my teeth together as a tear slips down her cheek.  
 
    “I do hurt, Smokey. More than you know, and it’s not all because of you.” She turns on her heel and walks back toward the house as I follow. What the hell else could be hurting her? What else could make her feel like death was her only option? Bray walks in the front door and sits on the couch. I look down at her but I can’t force myself to ask the questions that run rampant in my head. There are far too many and I know she won’t answer even if I did.  
 
    “I gotta go out for a while. It’s late. Stay in.”  
 
    She looks up at me and nods. So much sadness in those eyes. If I was a softer man, I would take her in my arms and hold her. If I was my old self, I would kiss her and tell her that everything would be okay because I would make it okay. But I’m not the old me. I’m the new me. The dark me. The me who wants to watch her bleed. The me who wants to see her eyes flicker with fear whenever I come near her. How fucking sick does that make me? I shake my head and walk to my room. I grab my keys and another pack of smokes before I head back into the living room. Bray sits in the same place with her head in her hands. The old me would run to her and comfort her. I have to keep reminding myself that those bastards, her bastards, are what took my family from me.  
 
    “Things could be worse,” I tell her. She doesn’t look up but I didn’t miss the little laugh she let out. Maybe they couldn’t. I storm out the front door slamming it for good measure. My body hums with unused energy that I need to expel at some point. I’m breaking apart from all the pain and everything she is making me feel and there won’t be anyone left in this world that could put me back together. When I lose it, that will be the end of me and some twisted part of me is ready for it.  
 
    “You good?” Ninja asks when I walk over toward the bikes. 
 
    “Yeah. Always, brother. Let’s go bust some fuckin’ heads, yeah? I need the release.”  
 
    Ninja laughs before he says, “I hear that.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    I’ve always wondered how much anger one person could hold inside of them. How long they could keep it bottled up before that bottle shatters, leaving only slivers of the fractured glass behind. I can feel the fragments of my world as they slowly begin to press against me. The ache in my chest, the way my heart stammers when I think about it. My end is coming. It’s only a matter of time before I’ll see those beautiful brown eyes and be reunited with my family. At least that’s what I tell myself. I know they were good and pure. I know they went to a better place than I’ll be going. My place is in hell. I’ve known it for a long time now. The devil has a way of sneaking into your dreams and giving you reminders of what he has in store for you. The heat of the fire that he plans to burn you with for eternity. There are days when I wished it didn’t have to be that way. At the end of the day though, I know my rightful place. Redemption isn’t a reality for people like me.  
 
    “Look. Right there.” Stone, the VP of the Aces, points to a row of bikes lined up along the road. I grin as take it all in. 
 
    “Shouldn’t be any bikes. That’s our lot.” I chuckle as the words leave my mouth because I know that I get to kill someone. I know that whoever the fuck it is, is in the wrong and that I can get my hands dirty. How fucking sick does that make me? The idea of blood makes my dick hard. The idea of watching the last shred of life slip from the person at my hands gives me a high. 
 
    “You take lead,” Stone says.  
 
    I nod my head, pull my gun and head toward the little bar that sits behind the row of bikes. The bar isn’t well known around here. It sits on a corner lot away from all the other businesses. We don’t technically own the bar itself, but it’s common knowledge that we own the land. We let the owner, Pep, keep the bar there for personal reasons. He doesn’t typically let any other clubs take up shop in there. I can feel that nagging voice in the back of my head telling me something’s off with all this shit.  
 
    I head toward the bar, checking the area around me as I go. I don’t notice anything unusual so I keep moving. When I step up to the front doors, I motion for a few of the guys to move around back. They nod and take off. I raise my hand and count it down with my fingers. No reason to give the motherfuckers any kind of warning that we’re here. When I hit three, we move it, guns aimed and ready for a war.  
 
    “What the fuck!” one of the guys inside screams. Yeah, screams like a fucking little girl. Stone and I share a glance before laughing at the idiot. 
 
    “You seem to be at the wrong bar,” I tell the guy. He looks around at his friends before he steps up. 
 
    “No. This is the right place. Maybe it’s you who’s out of place.” Did he just stand there and grow a pair?  
 
    “Where’s Pep?” I ask. The guys glance at each other giving me the answer I needed. I grab the little fuck around the throat, squeezing tightly. I shove him against the wall before I growl in his face. 
 
    “You put your hands on somethin’ you shouldn’t have. What the fuck are you doin’ here?” His eyes widen the harder I squeeze. 
 
    “Came for the girl. Supposed to kill her.” What the hell is talking about? I squeeze tighter as Stone rounds up the other assholes.  
 
    “What girl?”  
 
    “The Tanner girl! They said you had her. They all want her dead.” He manages to squeeze the words out before I release him and take a step back. It’s like a punch to the stomach. The air is knocked from my lungs. 
 
    “Crashed?” I ask.  
 
    The man narrows his eyes and shakes his head. “No. Aces.”  
 
    A tingle works its way up my spine. Heat races through my veins. Stone is by my side in the matter of seconds when he heard what this idiot said. His fist collides with the guys face before he stumbles and falls.  
 
    “The fuck did you just say?” Stone grinds his teeth moving closer to the guy. Who the fuck are they anyway? They aren’t wearing cuts, and from the look of the idiots they aren’t even an MC. 
 
    “Who sent you?” I ask as Stone yanks him off the floor.  
 
    “I told you, man. Aces. We had a package with cash and pictures. Said to get the fuckin’ girl and kill her. More money would come after. We were told to come here and that she would be delivered.” I close my eyes and inhale a deep breath when Stone slaps a hand across my chest. I open my eyes and glare at him. 
 
    “Walk outside with me, brother.” His eyes are fierce. Somethings off. I motion to Draven to keep an eye on these fools as I follow Stone out the front door. 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Before we came down, Prez was actin’ off. Now, I don’t know shit about comin’ after no woman. That part was never brought up in church, Smokey.” His eyes tell me that he’s telling the truth. I’ve always been able to read people pretty well and Stone is no different.  
 
    “You think your prez is fucked?” I ask him.  
 
    Stone doesn’t meet my gaze. He pulls out a cigarette and lights it up before looking back at me. “Few months back, he sent one of our guys into an ambush. There’s no other way to explain it.”  
 
    Fuck! That’s never something you want to hear. A traitor. A liar. We are a family. That’s how this brotherhood works. You don’t betray that family for any reason. 
 
    “No clue why?” I ask Stone. He shakes his head. “What the fuck would he want with Braylynn? She’s a nobody from a nobody MC,” I ask more to myself than anyone. My chest tightens. My head begins to spin. This is going to turn to shit. I can feel it. “Let’s handle these fucks. We don’t need them runnin’ back talkin’.”  
 
    Stone grins, pulling his gun from under his cut. We both storm back into the building and fire. Draven startles before he sees what’s happening. Then he joins in as do the other guys. They never saw it coming. Blood splatters, spraying the walls and tables. The last guy standing looks at his fallen men.  
 
    “You stepped in my world, little boy. That was a big mistake on your part.” I walk closer, placing the gun to his head. You can hear him piss himself, the sound trickling to the floor. I look down at what he did before bringing my eyes back to his, a smirk on my face.  
 
    “That only proves what I already knew. You ain’t shit. You see that man there?” I point my gun over at Stone. The punk nods. 
 
    “That’s a Bleeding Aces MC member. You fucked up, kid.” I pull the trigger and watch the boy fall to the ground, his blood splatter clouding my vision. I run my face down my sleeve to clear the blood before turning to Stone. 
 
    “That chat? Stays between us for now. We can’t do shit without proof.” Stone nods.  
 
    We all head back out toward the bikes but my head isn’t in the game right now. I want to know what the fuck Ninja wants with Braylynn. I want to know what kind of plan he has for her. But most of all, I want to know why the fuck he thinks it’s okay to mess with something that now belongs to me. There’s a code of conduct in our world. She may not be my old lady but she sure the fuck is still mine. 
 
    Mine to fuck.  
 
    Mine to break.  
 
    Mine to ruin. 
 
    Mine.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    The ride back wasn’t calming like it usually is. Hell, killing thirteen assholes didn’t even touch the urge that filters through my veins. I want more. I cut my bike off and climb off when Hawk steps out of the side door.  
 
    “Heard you got some kills.” He chuckles as walks toward me. He can see the look in my eyes. He knows shit isn’t right.  
 
    “Take a walk,” he yells to the others. They all walk away except Stone.  
 
    “What he’s about to say to you, I back it. One hundred percent,” Stone says slapping a hand on my shoulder before stepping away. I grab a smoke and light it up before looking around the area making sure we don’t have any ears listening in. 
 
    “What the hell’s goin’ on?” Hawk asks. 
 
    “Bunch of punks. They weren’t shit but they were after Braylynn. Said Aces sent them. Stone says Ninja’s been actin’ off lately. Sendin’ guys into ambushes and shit.” Hawk tugs at his hair, the frustration evident on his face. 
 
    “Stone gonna back that shit?” I nod my head when he looks to me. 
 
    “We play it straight. We can’t take this shit up without the proof.” I nod my head after everything he says. I know all that already.  
 
    “Goddamn it, Smokey!” he roars. I nod my head once more. I know that feeling. It’s not a good one. “What the hell does he want with her?” he asks me.  
 
    I shrug before I say, “I don’t know, brother, but he isn’t havin’ her.”  
 
    Hawk watches me intently. His eyes burning straight into me. “You catchin’ feelin’s for that girl?” His voice has calmed. It’s as though he can see right through me.  
 
    “I dunno what I’m catchin’. My heads a mess,” I admit to him. I don’t have feelings that I know of. I’ve never really felt a whole lot after my family was killed. The only feeling I’m overly familiar with is rage and anger. Those two I know. 
 
    “Shit. Ninja was walkin’ around the neighborhood. Might wanna check on her.” A growl forms in my throat before it slowly sneaks its way out. 
 
    “You go in like that, motherfucker, and you won’t have a chance to prove shit!” Hawk gets in my face. I nod my head, taking a deep breath. I know that. I know what I need to do but fuck! My blood is pumping with rage and suspicion. I need to find Bray. 
 
    I turn on my heel and head toward the house, praying that he isn’t there. Whatever the fuck he’s up to isn’t sitting right with me. The demon that lurks inside of me is wanting to come out and play. Shoving him back into the little box doesn’t always work, and I have a bad feeling that tonight I won’t be able to control him. I shove my front door open and that’s when I hear her. Crying. I swallow hard before walking down the hallway, shoving her door open. I let out a sigh of relief when I don’t see Ninja in the room. Thank fuck for that.  
 
    “What happened?”  
 
    Her head jerks up. Her eyes are red and puffy from crying but that black eye she’s sporting is new. So is the busted lip. My body coils tighter.  
 
    “Nothing,” she says softly.  
 
    Nothing?  
 
    “You get a black eye from sittin’ in a room?” I ask trying to keep my nerves under control but I can feel the hold slowly slipping away. 
 
    “I fell.”  
 
    I laugh at that one. She fell? That was a good one. 
 
    “Yeah, I bet you did.” I slide my cut down my arms tossing it to the side before my shirt follows next. I drop my jeans and look at her, her eyes following every movement. 
 
    “What are you doing?” she asks slightly breathless. I drop my boxers and eye her. I grab my dick in my hand, stroking it while she watches. 
 
    “You don’t wanna give me answers. I will fuck them out of you.” I give her a chance to say something, but when she doesn’t, I move toward her. I reach for her, pulling her off the bed roughly.  
 
    “There’s only so much shit a man can handle in one day, and I’ve reached my fuckin’ limit, flower.” Her breath catches in her throat. I rip the clothes off her body before turning her to face the bed. I lick and suck on her shoulder until I can’t stand it any longer. I bit into her flesh, the essence of her flowing into my mouth as her screams hit me in the chest. My tongue rakes over her soft skin and it’s then that I hear her moan. This isn’t supposed to feel good for her. This is supposed to break her, but in the back of my mind, I feel like it’s breaking me more.  
 
    Running my hands up her back, I shove her roughly onto the bed, her ass still in the air. Raising my hand, I bring my palm down onto her porcelain skin. The pink instantly shines and I do it again. Slap after slap I mark her ass until she’s panting and shoving her ass against me.  
 
    “You weren’t supposed to like this.” I slap her once more before gripping her hips in my hand. It’s then that I notice the circular scars that mark her lower back. I reach up and run my fingertips over them. Braylynn tenses and tries to pull away from me.  
 
    “Who did this to you?” I ask but I already know I’m not going to get an answer. I grip my dick in my hand and tease her entrance. She groans but she doesn’t answer. I thrust into her in one move. I bottom out inside of her as her soft cries hit my ears. 
 
    “Who hurt you, Braylynn?” I ask as I roll my hips. God, she feels so fucking good wrapped around me.  
 
    “No one.”  
 
    I yank her hips back, causing her to scream again at the force that she’s slamming against my dick. 
 
    “Who hurt you?” I roar louder. My hips take on their own movements. I pound into her not caring that it hurts her, not caring that my fingers are digging into her hips, no doubt leaving marks.  
 
    “WHO!” I scream once more. The force that I’m putting behind each thrust cause me pain. I know she’s taking it all and I don’t care. 
 
    “You!” she finally screams through her tears.  
 
    My balls tighten with her words before I come roughly and violently inside of her. Her pussy spasms and clenches around me, holding me in its depths. I lean over her body spent from what I’ve just done, and for some fucked up reason I run my hands up and down her sides. Is it soothing her? Is it soothing me? It’s all a big fucking blur. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    I left her in the room after I fucked her raw. What else was I supposed to do? She didn’t give me any answers but that didn’t surprise me. I wouldn’t have told me shit either. I sit on the couch with a beer in my hand when she walks down the hallway. She sees me and stops.  
 
    “I told you, you have free reign.”  
 
    She looks like she might bolt back to her room. She glances over her shoulder before walking into the kitchen. She moves around out there but I don’t look to see what she’s doing. I don’t give a shit what she’s doing. At least that’s what I’m telling myself. Someone knocks on the front door.  
 
    “It’s open!” I yell for whoever the fuck it is. The door creaks open and I watch Draven stroll in.  
 
    “You good?” he asks. I nod my head once.  
 
    “I don’t like what Stone was sayin’, brother. That shit is not how I wanted this to play out.” Draven walks past me with a grunt and into the kitchen. He comes back with a beer in hand and a strange look on his face. He doesn’t say shit until he drops onto the chair across from me. 
 
    “What’s with the black eye? I mean, the bites I know are you, but the eye?” He questions me looking a little pissed off. Yeah, I may be a piece of shit with a dark lust for pain, but I wouldn’t hit a woman, not in that sense. 
 
    “Wasn’t me. She was like that when I came back. Wouldn’t tell me shit about who did it.” Draven hisses out a breath before taking a long pull from his beer. Just as I’m about to speak, Bray walks in with three plates stacked on top of each other. She pulls the top one off offering it to Draven. Of course, he takes it. 
 
    “Thanks, darlin’,” he says.  
 
    She gives him a slight nod before offering me the next plate. I don’t take it. I sit there and stare at her wondering what the fuck is running through her head right now. She sets the plate on the table in front of me before turning and heading toward the hallway again. 
 
    “Get the fuck back here.” She jolts but does as she’s told. She turns and walks back into the living room. She stands next to the table before I say, “Sit.” Bray walks over and sits on the edge of the couch careful not to touch me. I chuckle a little at that. Draven dove into his sandwich as soon as she handed it to him. I just sit here and stare at her. She doesn’t move. She holds the plate sitting in her lap.  
 
    “Eat. You made it. You’re obviously hungry.”  
 
    Bray picks small pieces off the bread and pops it into her mouth. I watch her lips as she chews and fuck, I want them on me.  
 
    “So. This is awkward,” Draven says with a mouth full of food. I turn my attention to him now.  
 
    “How many did we kill tonight?” I ask Draven, trying to set Bray on edge.  
 
    “I think twelve or thirteen. Shit’s fucked up, Smokey. I don’t like that shit lurkin’ around here.”  
 
    I know what and who he means. I don’t like it either now that I have more information on him. “Me either. Thankfully, they gotta roll soon. Hawk said they’ll be back in a few weeks. They didn’t get shit out of Rage Ryders.”  
 
    Draven grunts before grabbing his beer. “I don’t get it, man. I mean, yeah, hit the enforcers ‘cause they are fuckin’ lethal, but the blow back on that? Not fuckin’ worth it,” he says.  
 
    I nod. It’s really not when you think about it. Going after enforcers is like plotting your own death. My phone rings on the table. I grab it and answer, “What’s up?” 
 
    “My dick,” Mayhem answers in typical Mayhem form. 
 
    “Not somethin’ I can help with there. You know, your brother can handle a dick,” I tell him. Mayhem laughs into the other end of the line. 
 
    “Fuckin’ Tic, man. Hey, so I got somethin’ to run by you. Hawk didn’t answer,” he says. Shit. I scoot forward in my seat. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Word is Aces have a crooked prez. He wants to patch over Crashed into the Aces. Usin’ Tip’s daughter as the pawn. He doesn’t have enough backin’ him right now to make a move on her,” Mayhem informs me. My chest tightens as I glance over at Bray. 
 
    “Why patch them over? They ain’t shit,” I grumble.  
 
    “Yeah. They ain’t shit really aside from their newest member. Shit I heard is the motherfucker is ex-military. SEAL or some shit. Can’t say for sure, but Ninja wants that knowledge on his team. Tip was in trainin’ with him years back. Don’t know how the fuck they caught back up but they did.”  
 
    I close my eyes before tugging at my hair. “Shit.” 
 
    “Yeah, I hear you, Smokey. Thing is, you might wanna get the girl first. Have the upper hand. I know you had plans for her anyway.”  
 
    I laugh and lean back against the back of the couch focusing my attention on Braylynn. “Funny story, Mayhem. I already got the girl.” Bray looks over at me with a new fear in her eyes.  
 
    “Goddamn, Smokey! You’re good.” He laughs.  
 
    “I know. What do you got on this enforcer shit?” Mayhem sighs into the phone. 
 
    “Same shit. From what we’re learnin’, they wanna take us out. They wanna weakin’ the system so that they can move with the patch over. The way I look at it? Ninja thinks if he nails the enforcers he will have a better chance at pullin’ rank when the time comes.”  
 
    I blow out a breath. “You think he’ll come at the other clubs?” It’s a legit question. 
 
    “Honestly, yeah. He’s always wanted the top spot,” Mayhem adds.  
 
    “Fuck! Thanks for the heads up, brother.” I press the end button but my eyes stay on Braylynn.  
 
    “What’s goin’ on?” Draven asks. I don’t look at him. I don’t say shit. I stare at her.  
 
    “Get the fuck outta here, Draven,” I growl out the command, and at first he doesn’t move. It’s not until I glance over and he sees the demon coming out in me that he jumps up. 
 
    “Fuck. Let me know if you need me,” he says as he leaves.  
 
    I watch him stand and walk out the door when I grab Bray around the throat. I pull her toward me, her plate clattering to the floor.  
 
    “Who is the fuckin’ SEAL your daddy has?” Her eyes are wide as she looks at me. She tries to shake her head no but I squeeze tighter. “Don’t make this harder, Braylynn,” I growl in a deadly tone. Her eyes fill with tears before I release my grip on her. Her hand flies to her neck, rubbing the marks I’ve just left there. 
 
    “Old friend of my dad’s. He was supposed to be-” She cuts herself off to take a breath before looking up at me.  
 
    “To be what?” I ask when she doesn’t say anything. 
 
    “I was supposed to marry him. My dad set it up. When I tried to run, he’d hurt me. He let the other guys…hurt me.” Her tears stream down her cheeks. I reach over lifting her chin with my fingers forcing her gaze back to mine. 
 
    “What did they do to you?” She shakes her head not wanting to answer me. I squeeze her cheeks so hard that her lips pucker. “What did he let them do to you?” 
 
    “They raped me. They hit me. Kicked me. You name it, they did it.” Anger builds up inside my chest.  
 
    “The burns?” I ask keeping my grip on her face. 
 
    “Cigarettes.” I let go of her face and pull my hands away from her. She looks away from me now. I can’t blame her.  
 
    “Why force you to marry him?” I ask.  
 
    “Seals his place in the club. He wouldn’t dare walk if he was married to me,” she says with a hitch in her voice. 
 
    “Makes no sense.” 
 
    “It does if you think about it. I’m the only thing he’s ever wanted, but my dad wouldn’t give in to him. Now that he has skills that are of value, my dad will stop at nothing to keep him.” 
 
    “Even givin’ up his own daughter to a monster.” I run my hand through my hair when Bray turns to look at me. 
 
    “I can’t go back there. I get that you want to hurt them, hurt me, but I can’t. You don’t understand what he’d do to me, Smokey,” she cries. I turn my head and watch her.  
 
    “What makes you think I care what happens to you?”  
 
    I can’t say the words out loud, but deep down, I know I care what happens to her.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    The next week is a blur. The Aces left but not without a word with Stone first. He has orders to get whatever the fuck he can out of Ninja. We are working on some intel of our own here too. I’ve avoided Braylynn. I don’t know what to say to her or how to look at her now. She looked at me like I was going to save her from her own reality. I can’t do that. Not when all I want is to satisfy my own dark needs.  
 
    “Bri!” I snap when I see her walk past in that little mini skirt. Her eyes brighten when she turns around to look at me.  
 
    “What do you need, Smokey?” I nod toward my dick, watching her drop to her knees. As soon as she pulls my dick free, I groan. The side door opens just as Bri sucks me into her mouth, my eyes connecting with Bray’s. I reach down and tug at Bri’s hair until she sobs around my dick. Bray watches for a second before something sparks in her eyes. She turns and heads back toward the door when I yell.  
 
    “Don’t you fuckin’ walk away!” I nod toward Decan to block the door which he does. Bray turns slowly to look at me. I crook my finger at her, motioning for her to come to me. She shakes her head slowly when I yank Bri off my dick. I shove her to side, not caring that she fell to the floor. I tuck my dick back in my jeans but don’t buckle them as I walk toward her. I reach up when I’m close enough, grabbing her around the back of the neck and pulling her toward me. Our faces are inches apart. 
 
    “What was that look?” I ask her. She tries to pull away but that’s not happening. “Answer me,” I growl low in my throat. “Did you want your lips wrapped around me?”  
 
    Her eyes jerk back to mine. I dig my nails into the back of her neck, shoving her down to her knees. With my free hand, I pull my dick out once again. I grip it and bring it to her lips. I twirl it over the softness before she opens up for me. Bray sucks me into her mouth. I let out a groan as my eyes roll back. Fuck, her mouth is so fucking perfect. 
 
    “You like that, little flower?” I grab her hair in my hand, fisting it tightly as I guide her. Bray sucks and twirls her tongue and fuck! Bray moans around my dick, the noise vibrating through me. My breathing picks up the harder she sucks me. I can feel my balls tighten right before I blow down her throat. Bray eagerly swallows all that I offer. I release her hair and pull her up before tucking my dick back in my jeans. I drag her toward me, my mouth crashing into hers. Decan grunts, no doubt having a hard-on of his own.  
 
    My tongue dives into her mouth, stroking and sucking her tongue. My heart beats rapidly in my chest. Her hands wrap around my neck, pulling me impossibly closer to her. I walk her backward until her body slams into the wall. My hands slide around her waist, gripping her ass roughly in my hands. Bray’s breathing comes rapidly, the feel of her heart beat slamming against my own. I move my hands around front, sliding it into the front of her shorts. I groan when I feel how wet she is. Her pants are off and her bottom half is naked when I lift her, wrapping her legs around my waist. Our lips crash into each other. The only sound in the room is us.  
 
    “Hold on tight,” I warn her before my dick shoves inside of her. She moans before I fuck her roughly against the wall. Her legs tighten around me, holding me in place. I buck my hips as her pussy clenches around me. I pull my mouth from hers and suck my way down her neck. When I feel her ready to shatter, I bit into her flesh. Bray screams out her release letting everyone in the room know just how fucking good it was. I come with her, a high sizzling its way through my system. I jerk inside of her as the rest of what I have to offer fills her. Her head falls to my shoulder when I hear the applause. 
 
    I pull out of Bray letting her slide to the floor before I slip my dick back in my jeans.  
 
    “Fuck off.” I mutter under my breath when the guys laugh. Bray grabs her pants and yanks them on quickly before trying to step around me. I grab her wrist and pull her back roughly, her small body slamming in mine.  
 
    “Stay here. We’re gonna eat,” I tell her. She looks up at me and that sad look is still there. I don’t know what she wants from me. I’m starting to doubt what I want from her. I’m debating the whole fucking thing. The revenge. The hate. All of it. I pull Bray along with me as we get stares from some of the guys and the whores. Not like I give a damn. 
 
    “What’s this?” Hawk asks when I usher Bray into a seat. 
 
    “Dinner. What the fuck it look like?” I glance over with a grin. Hawk nods his head looking from Bray back to me. 
 
    “Hope you know what you’re doin’.” His eyes pierce right through me.  
 
    “I don’t, Hawk,” I tell him the truth. I have no fucking clue what I’m doing anymore. 
 
    “Fair enough.” He laughs before taking a seat.  
 
    We all sit in a strange silence while we eat. Bray has hardly touched anything on her plate. I know she has to be hungry.  
 
    “Eat somethin’,” I tell her. She glances up at me and nods slightly. She doesn’t eat though. I sigh and run my hand through my hair.  
 
    “I gotta get the fuck outta here,” I grumble. I shove my chair back and stand before heading straight toward the door. The night air hits my skin. It’s a slight relief though. The things that are rushing my senses are unknown to me. I’ve never had a problem with suppressing my feelings. Aside from my family, I didn’t feel shit.  
 
    “I’m sorry if I’m making things harder.” Her voice is so gentle yet I feel like I could snap her neck at any second. I close my eyes and tip my head back not wanting to lose my shit on her right now. I’m afraid if I do, there won’t be any stopping me. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    I don’t have to look down to know her hands are on me. I can feel that heat burn my skin. Her fingers slowly drift under my shirt causing my muscles to tense. She trails just her tips over the muscles of my abs to the top of the of my jeans. My breathing is sporadic. Her little fingers fiddle with the button on my jeans when I reach down and halt her.  
 
    “Stop!” The roar rips through me. Bray steps back quickly, fear dancing her eyes.  
 
    “I’m sorry.” She turns quickly and walks toward the house.  
 
    I follow like a fucking fool. I just need some sleep and to let all this stress fade away. I can’t handle much more shit around her as it is. I close the door behind me when I hear her scream. I run down the hall and into her room, watching her on the bed with a razor blade in her hand. I don’t move. I’m enraptured by what she’s doing to herself. The blood slips down her arm as tears fall from her eyes.  
 
    “I don’t want to do this! I don’t want to die!” she screams but she isn’t looking at me. She’s looking at her arm as she drags the blade across her skin once more. My heart picks up but I can’t pull my eyes away from the scene unfolding in front of me.  
 
    “Nobody has ever wanted me! No one knows me.” Her sobs choke her when she slashes herself again. I know a normal person would move to stop her. They would call in help but not me. I’m not normal. I stand in awe of her. How much fucking courage does she have inside of her that she would slice her own skin?  
 
    “Your favorite color is orange.” The words tumble from my lips. Her head raises slightly. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your favorite color is orange. You like daisies. You won’t eat tomatoes but you eat ketchup.”  
 
    Tears fall faster down her face as she studies me. She didn’t expect me to know that about her. Like I said, I’ve watched her from afar before this plan ever formed in my mind. I wanted her, fuck how I wanted her, but I knew I couldn’t have her and now I feel like I’m crossing a line that I won’t be able to come back from. Bray shakes her head, looking back at the blood that slowly drips from her skin. She drags the blade across it once more.  
 
    “He would burn me with his cigarettes. He said I wasn’t good enough to be his daughter. He needed another son, one who could help him build his empire. The things he’d let the guys do to me.” She swallows hard.  
 
    What do I do? What part of my brain do I go with here? The one that says to walk away and leave her to her own fucked-up memories or the one that says to grab her and make her mine? There’s a war inside of me. The demon wants the blood but something else I’m unfamiliar with wants the girl. I want this girl.  
 
    “I’m a monster, Bray.”  
 
    She nods without looking up at me. She doesn’t need to. She knows what I’ve been doing to her.  
 
    “You have your reasons. They don’t,” she says softly. Her sobs pierce my ears. My chest tightens. 
 
    “Do I?” I ask her needing to hear an answer. What the hell am I doing? 
 
    “Yes, but I don’t want to die, Smokey. Not by their hands.” She looks at the blade in her hand before slowly bringing it up to her neck.  
 
    The flicker of silver sends a chill down my spine. Sweat trickles down my temples. The room is suddenly too hot to fucking stand. The tip of the blade touches her skin as a sad smile pulls across her face. Just as she’s about to pull it through her flesh, I move. I leap on the bed, taking Bray down easily. The blade clatters to the floor as my body crushes her to the mattress.  
 
    “Why did you do that!” she cries.  
 
    I push up on my hands and stare down at her. My chest is so tight I feel like I can’t suck in enough air. The room closes in around us as I look into those eyes. The eyes of the girl I wanted. The eyes of the girl I broke. My hands move to rest on the sides of her head, holding her steady beneath me. 
 
    “Do you think takin’ your own life would solve it all?”  
 
    Her eyes slowly open. She looks at me like I’m insane. “It would. I wouldn’t be the target for anyone anymore. I wouldn’t have to be used and hurt.”  
 
    The tears slide down her cheeks and my heart stops. With my thumbs, I brush away the tears. “There’s one flaw in that plan, little flower.” My thumbs keep trailing over her cheeks. She watches me intently but my nerves are getting the best of me. This is fucked up. Her family took mine. She was just supposed to be a pawn, a vehicle to exorcise the demon in me. Why do I feel anything toward her? 
 
    “What flaw?”  
 
    “Me. I’m the fuckin’ flaw.” I press my lips to hers gently. I kiss her softer than I thought I’d be able to. Bray opens up to me. Kissing me back, she wiggles beneath me. I sit up and pull her clothes off. I look at her bruised body, the marks I’ve left on her skin. It doesn’t sicken me like you think it would. It turns me on. My marks. Mine. All over her perfect body.  
 
    “I’m no good. I’ll never be able to stop hurtin’ you,” I tell her in honesty. Her hands tug at my shirt. I let her pull it off when she moves to my pants next. I stand from the bed and slowly strip for her. Her eyes track my movements. When I stand naked in front her, she climbs to her knees, her arms still oozing slightly, her tears still streaking her face. I step toward the bed, and her hands come to rest on my chest. I suck in a breath which she doesn’t miss. 
 
    “I understand your need,” she says.  
 
    I shake my head. There’s no way she could know.  
 
    “Lie down,” I command her. Bray lies back on the bed, her soft curves calling to me. I kneel on the edge before climbing between her thighs. I grab her wrist, bringing it to my lips. I slowly run my tongue over the wound, savoring the taste of her blood on my tongue. 
 
    “I’ve never wanted someone the way I wanted you. Then I found out who you were and what they did.” I shake my head as I lean down, sucking her nipple into my mouth. Bray arches her back, a soft moan falling from her lips. My dick jerks near her entrance. I reach between us and slide inside of her slowly. I don’t take her hard and fast. No, I take my time. 
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    I still between her thighs. My hands caressing her cheeks. An unfamiliar jolt shoots through my chest as I look into her eyes.  
 
    “The thought of makin’ you pay for what they did. Shit.” I thrust a little further into her. “Retaliation was all I wanted. I don’t fuckin’ deserve redemption.” Her nails skate up my spine, shudders racing over me.  
 
    “Maybe you do,” Bray says, breathlessly. She raises her hips meeting my thrusts. Encouraging me to move harder, faster but I don’t want to.  
 
    “No. Look at what I’ve done to you, Braylynn. I’ve broken you.” I suck the soft flesh of her neck into my mouth as soft moans leave her lips. It’s hypnotic to hear her moaning the way she is. In this fucked-up head of mine, I know I shouldn’t be doing this. I know I should stick with the plan, but I can’t fucking take it anymore. 
 
    “You can fix me, Smokey,” she mumbles under her breath. I pull away from her and look into her eyes. Her hands come to cup my cheeks and my eyes slowly close.  
 
    “I don’t deserve that,” I say softly. My voice doesn’t even sound like my own.  
 
    “We all deserve to be redeemed. Sometimes we don’t have a choice in what we do.”  
 
    Fuck! This is all about her. She didn’t have a choice! She never has. They wanted her to be something she wasn’t. They wanted a boy to fulfill club business, not a woman who could easily break it. And I’m no better than the bastards I wanted to hurt. I wanted so badly to fucking hurt them that I didn’t take into consideration that the one who would come out in the worst situation was her. All I could see was the pain that I wanted to inflict on them. Now I’ve ruined her. I’ve done what I set out to do. I’ve broken her down until there was nothing left of her to pick up. She can’t be fixed. There is nothing to hold her together even if I did piece her back together. I made her collateral damage. 
 
    I roll my hips. I watch her eyes. She holds my gaze, my thumbs caressing her cheeks. I don’t fuck her. No. I fucking make love to her. This is a foreign concept to me but I’m doing it. And somewhere in this messed up head of mine, I fucking like it. I like seeing her eyes sparkle as I move inside of her. My balls ache as that familiar burn runs up my spine, the heat of her body pushing me over the edge. I come inside of her just as she finds her own release. We ride that pleasure until neither of us have any energy left to give. I pull out of her and start to shove off the bed when she grabs my arm. I look over my shoulder at the look in her eyes. It pulls at my heart. 
 
    “Will you stay with me?”  
 
    I shake my head but the look in her eyes does something to me. My insides clench. I nod once before lying back on the bed. It’s an awkward feeling for me to have. Bray shifts on the bed before resting her head on my chest. I don’t know how to react to this. I don’t know what to do. Bray must be able to sense the tension in me. Her fingers start to move over my abs. I slowly bring my arm up to wrap around her. I pull her closer to me and something feels settled in my chest. 
 
    “This will never work,” I tell her. She blows out a breath, the warmth dancing over my skin.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I’m no good. I could never stop hurtin’ you, Bray,” I repeat to her. 
 
    “Did you always want to hurt me?” she asks softly.  
 
    I sigh before I say, “No. At first it was all about gettin’ back at them. Seein’ my marks on you though, I can’t contain the demon in me. The one that craves the darkness. The one that wants to see you in pain. It isn’t just you, little flower. It’s any woman. I can’t pull myself back when I’m that far gone.” Admitting that to her is hard. I don’t even know why I’m telling her any of this.  
 
    “You can use me. Use me for what you need.”  
 
    I exhale slowly.  
 
    “You don’t get it, Braylynn. I don’t want you like that. I don’t want you walkin’ around with fuckin’ marks all over your goddamn body because I can’t control myself,” I snap.  
 
    Her hand tightens around my waist. “Why?”  
 
    Fuck! Why is she doing this to me. 
 
    “Because you’re better than that, Braylynn! You deserve better than me!” I shove her off me and climb out of the bed. I grab my clothes and head into my room, slamming the door behind me. I need to get my fucking head straight. Storming into the bathroom, I flip the shower on the hottest I can get it before climbing in. My fist tightens. I slam it into the tile wall of the shower over and over until blood drips down every surface. I’m completely fucked. The whole fucking plan that I had has been blown to shit. I can’t do it anymore. I don’t want to.  
 
    I lower my head and close my eyes as visions of my mother’s eyes dance behind my lids. The disappointment that I can practically feel eats at me. She would be disappointed in me for doing this to Bray. She would hate me for it.  
 
    And I couldn’t fucking blame her. I hate me right now, too.
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    Every day makes me edgier. I’m slipping closer and closer to a breaking point that isn’t going to be easy to come back from. Bray tries. God, she fucking tries. She comes into my room at night, trying to talk to me. All I want is to give in and hold her. I want to take her and make her mine in every way possible. I can’t bring myself to do it though. The guilt of what I’ve done to her, the ways I’ve ruined her – it all tugs at me. Regret was never something I was a fan of. I never needed it. I never did anything that I felt remorse for, but everything I’ve done to Bray just seems so fucking wrong now. 
 
    “What do you wanna do? Let her go? Send her back?” Hawk asks passing me the joint.  
 
    “She goes back, she’s dead. I let her leave, she’s dead.”  
 
    “And if you keep her?” he asks surprising the shit out of me.  
 
    “She’s dead.” 
 
    “Come on, Smokey! I get what you’re thinkin’, brother, I do. You’re torn here. The revenge you wanted turned into somethin’ more. If you both feel it, why not keep her around? We can handle the club blow back,” Hawk snaps.  
 
    He doesn’t get it.  
 
    “Do you know what I’ve done to her? Have you not seen the look on her face when she’s walked in here? The marks? The fear in her fuckin’ eyes, Hawk? I’ve ruined her. I did what I fuckin’ set out to do; I broke her.” His eyes fall from mine. That’s better. He gets it now. He knows I’ve fucked any chance to have and keep her. I’ve done things I can never take back. A part of me doesn’t care either. I wanted her like that. I wanted to do those things to her.  
 
    “She’s different,” Hawk says, his tone calmer now. 
 
    “Yeah. She is but that doesn’t mean shit. I’m a fuckin’ monster, Hawk. We all know it.” He nods his head finally agreeing with me.  
 
    “We have time. Think about what the next move is with her. I’ll back you either way, Smokey. You’re my family.” I nod my head before resting it in my hands. Hawk slaps my back before he walks away from me, leaving me to my own thoughts. They aren’t good thoughts either.  
 
    My head’s a mess. My heart’s even worse. I miss them so fucking much it hurts. It’s a real physical pain that radiates through my body. I want them back. I want my family back.  
 
    I shove out of the chair and head into the main room. My body is tense. There she is. Sitting with her long hair hanging down her shoulders. The sadness dancing in her eyes. I hate it all. I hate me.  
 
    “What the hell is goin’ on?” Draven asks stepping up next to me. He follows my gaze before dragging his eyes back to mine. 
 
    “I don’t know what to do with her, man. She deserves better. I fucked up bringin’ her here. The things that happened to her before…Fuck!” I blow out a breath and tug at my hair.  
 
    “You love her?” he asks. I shake my head. Love is something I’m not capable of. “You care though,” he states. I nod once.  
 
    “Look, she was broken before you brought here, Smokey. You’re not a good guy. We all fuckin’ know it but you were before they died. You weren’t always this way. Ruthless, deadly, crazy as fuck, yes. But the darkness? It came after. There’s a way to keep that at bay, brother.” Draven slaps my shoulder before walking toward Bray with a bottle of water in hand. He drops into the chair in front of her, passing her the bottle. My heart skips in my chest. He’s right. I’ve always been off and had strange fucking fetishes but I was never this bad.  
 
    I turn around and grab the Jack off the bar and take a long pull letting the liquid burn its way down my throat.  
 
    “Got a problem,” Hawk says. I snap my head around to look at him. The look in his eyes is all I needed to see. He’s pissed. 
 
    “What is it?” I ask, taking another pull.  
 
    “Fuckin’ Crashed have Debby.” The world spins around me. There’s no way. What the hell? How did they get her? “They wanna trade. They know we have Braylynn.”  
 
    My stomach knots up. Bile races up my throat. I take another drink to smother the taste before throwing the bottle at the wall with a roar.  
 
    “I won’t fuckin’ do it!” I roar. The guys all look at me but I caught her attention too. 
 
    “We can’t leave Debby in there!” Hawk snaps. I know that. Does he think I don’t know that! Fuck! What the hell am I going to do now? 
 
    “Church in ten!” Hawk roars.  
 
    Draven nods and stands to alert the rest of the guys. Bray watches me from across the room. She’s skittish and on edge. She shoves up slowly and walks toward me. Her hands rest on my chest, fire shoots through my body.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” she asks. She’s so sincere. So, perfect. Goddamn it! 
 
    “Your dad has one of our girls. They wanna trade. They know we have you,” I tell her. Braylynn sucks in a breath, her eyes filling with tears. She sniffles a few times before straightening her spine.  
 
    “Okay. Okay,” she says softly. She sucks in a deep breath before she turns the tables on me.  
 
    “I’m ready. Trade me.”
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    “Not happenin’,” I tell her and brush her to the side. I walk past her but her little hand wraps around my wrist. 
 
    “This isn’t your decision anymore, Smokey. It’s mine. And I’m ready.”  
 
    I cock my head to the side and look down at her. She’s not thinking this through. She isn’t thinking clearly. “What gave you the impression that you had any choices around here?” I nearly growl at her.  
 
    “You can’t leave your girl there. They won’t give her back. We both know it has to end this way.”  
 
    I shake my head dismissing every word she just said to me. She must see the look in my eyes. She releases my arm, turns on her heel and stomps toward the office. I mumble a million curse words behind her and follow her in. The guys are starting to file in but they take one look at her and stop. 
 
    “What the hell is this?” Hawk asks, motioning toward her. Bray straightens her back and looks him in the eyes. 
 
    “Trade me back. Trade me for your girl. I don’t give a shit what he says.” Pointing over her shoulder at me, but I shake my head. “I know what they’d do to her. The trade will be easiest.”  
 
    My hands clench and unclench at my sides. My nerves are on edge as it is. Anger boils its way through my blood.  
 
    “Do you realize what you’re askin’ for? That mark on your chest is a death sentence, darlin’. Are you prepared to die?” Hawk looks her in the eyes when he talks. He isn’t hostile. He’s as calm as ever when he asks her that. I didn’t miss the sob from Bray either. She’s torn as to what to do.  
 
    “Either way I was going to die. Whether it was them or him. Why should I let that poor woman suffer when it’s easier to pass me back?”  
 
    I feel like my body is vibrating. I feel like at any moment I could explode. My heart rate is rising when Hawk looks to me. 
 
    “Are you prepared to let him go?” He nods at me. Bray peeks at me over her shoulder.  
 
    At first, I think she’s going to turn away from me but she doesn’t. She turns to fully face me. She takes the step, closing the space between us. Her hands come up to touch my cheeks. Her warmth floods me.  
 
    “You did what you had to in order to make things right. There is no shame in that. I don’t blame you for any of it. What they did was so wrong. I wish I could have brought them back to you, but I can’t. I’m so fucking sorry they took the one thing you loved away from you, Smokey, but this is what needs to be done. This is my redemption.” Her eyes water, her lip trembling.  
 
    “I’ll make the call,” I say. The words hurt to even say them. There’s nothing I can do though. Bray nods her head with a slight smile on her lips.  
 
    “Thank you for showing me another side of myself, a side I didn’t know I had. One that proves I can be strong and hold my ground.” Her lip trembles with each word that leaves her mouth.  
 
    My heart shatters into a million little pieces. Nothing is ever going to be the same after this because I won’t fucking let it. I will blame myself, hate myself and torture myself for her. “Go to the house. Wait for me.” She nods her head and walks past me. I take my seat at the table but no one makes a move to say anything. They don’t know what the hell to say and frankly, neither do I. I feel like I’m losing my family all over again. It feels like the one time I thought I could escape the pain, it comes back twice as hard.  
 
    “We don’t have to do this. We can find another way,” Hawk says. I can feel his eyes on me but I don’t look over at him.  
 
    “Yeah. Let’s call up North and see what they think,” Draven adds. I shake my head, slamming my hands on the table in front of me. 
 
    “No! This shit ends here. We all know what the fuck I set out to do with her. We knew this was comin’ either way! Now they have a member of our family and we are gettin’ her back! Can we plot somethin’ for them later? Fuck yeah, but right now we know they got a fuckin’ SEAL in their ranks. We know they have an advantage with that. I’ll make the fuckin’ call.” The room is silent. Too silent. Hawk clears his throat.  
 
    “Anyone else have anything to say on that?” No one says a word just like I knew they wouldn’t. What the fuck could they say? 
 
    “Alright then. Clear out and let the man make the call.” The guys stand and walk out but Draven stops next to me. His hand comes to rest on my shoulder before he says, “She may go back in for now, but we’ll figure out how to get in there and get her back later.” I nod my head not knowing what to say to him. There won’t be a later. I marked her. I had her branded as my property. That’s a death sentence for her. We both know it. I slide my cell out and look to Hawk for the number.  
 
    He slides a slip of paper across the table to me but before he moves his hand, he asks, “You sure about this? I’m not usually the one to give options but fuck, Smokey. This situation is different. It’s been fucked for months now.” I swallow hard before looking back up at him.  
 
    “It’s what needs to be done.”
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    I made the call with my heart in my throat. Tip agreed to the exchange just like I knew he would. We all knew he would. Trading Bray back to those motherfuckers wasn’t high on my list of things to do. In fact, I don’t want to do it. I have to, though. I walk in silence back to the house. The cool night air brushing over my heated skin. I feel like a bubbling volcano about to erupt. There’s nothing I can do about it either. I walk in the front door but I don’t see Bray anywhere. I’m guessing she’s in her room but when I get to the end of the hallway, she isn’t there either. Moving across the hall, I push my door open to find her sitting in the middle of my bed naked with the blindfold on. My heart works overtime as I take her in.  
 
    “What are you doin’ in here?” I ask, pulling my cut off and tossing it to the side.  
 
    “Have you ever made a wish, Smokey?” she asks softly. I pull my shirt over my head and kick off my boots.  
 
    “No. Never had anything to wish for,” I tell her as I strip out of my pants. When I’m completely naked, I walk closer to the bed and Bray begins to speak in a solemn tone. 
 
    “When I was younger I would wish that I was a boy. I wanted to be what my dad wanted. I didn’t want to be the odd one, you know? I thought about it a lot back then but as I got older I didn’t understand why I would wish that. I was who I was and there was no shame in it.” I climb onto the edge of the bed, running my fingers up her exposed thigh. Her body shakes. 
 
    “Take it off,” I tell her with a gravelly voice. Bray shakes her head. “Why not?” I ask harshly.  
 
    “You have nothin’ to be ashamed of, Braylynn. You’re beautiful. You’re perfect. You are the bravest woman I’ve ever met in my life. You were dealt a shitty hand in life. You had parents that were bastards and then you were used by the worst monster of them all.” I reach up and untie the cloth letting it slip down her body. I slowly drag it over her shoulder watching the bumps form as I do. Braylynn looks up at me, her eyes dancing with a danger all their own.  
 
    “What you did to me? I liked it. What kind of monster does that make me?” Her voice squeaks slightly.  
 
    “You didn’t like it. You didn’t know what you were supposed to feel, Bray.”  
 
    Her hands come to rest on my chest when she sighs. “I was never the good girl type, Smokey. When you’d spank me, I liked it. When you would bite me, my whole body would come alive. If that was your torture, you failed.” She laughs a sweet little laugh.  
 
    My chest tightens. What is happening here? What is this thing between us? 
 
    “Come here.” I motion for her to climb in my lap. She does as she was told without question. She slowly slides down my length with a moan. I kiss her neck softly, not wanting to ruin the last time I will be inside of her. I want her to think about this moment and not be afraid of me.  
 
    “I wish I wouldn’t have taken you that day,” I breathe against her while she rocks slowly on my dick.  
 
    “I’m glad you did,” she replies. Her arms wrap around me, pulling me into her. I lick my way up her neck until I get to her earlobe, nipping it softly.  
 
    “You wouldn’t be broken if I hadn’t.” 
 
    “I was broken before you took me, Smokey. Don’t you see that? You were slowly fixing me.” Her voice is no more than a whisper. I raise my hips letting her feel the full length of me. I pull away from her neck and press my lips to hers. The kiss is soft and fragile, just like the woman in my arms right now.  
 
    “We don’t have to do this,” I tell her. “We can find another way.” Her body begins to tremble.  
 
    “We have to do this. There was never another way,” she gasps as I rock my hips to get deeper into her.  
 
    “I don’t wanna let you go,” I whisper as her pussy clenches around me.  
 
    “You don’t have a choice,” she says right before saying my name softly. “Smokey.” Her words are spoken through her tears.  
 
    I increase my grip on her and hold her against my body not ready to give this up just yet. I need this. I fucking need her and I’ve lost her. I let my own selfishness ruin something that could have been perfect.  
 
    “Promise me something, Smokey,” she whispers into my neck. I swallow all the guilt that I have building up inside of me.  
 
    “Anything.” 
 
    “Promise me that you will find yourself again. The real you. The one who didn’t need to inflict hurt. The one who loved his family with all of his heart.” Her words sting. I don’t know who that is anymore. I’m not that guy.  
 
    “I promise I’ll try. I can’t say that I will because that may not be an option after this. I don’t think I will ever be the same, Bray.”  
 
    “Your mistakes don’t define who you are, Smokey. Let them go. Find who you truly are. I know that man is still in there. I’m with him right now,” she whispers softly against my ear.  
 
    I run my hand up and down her back until her body relaxes and I know she’s asleep. The thought of packing her into my truck and running has crossed my mind more than once over the past few hours. I’ve sat here, holding her, being inside of her, not moving for hours. I can’t bring myself to let her go. I may have fucked up by taking her and hurting her the way I did, but that doesn’t mean I didn’t find something in the process. I found a soft spot. I found the one thing that made my life a little easier. I found a light in the dark and now I have to give it up.  
 
    “I promise that I will find you again, Bray. Someway, I will find you.”
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    The morning light filters in through the window. I groan and try to stretch but I can’t seem to move. I glance down and Bray is sprawled across my chest. Her long dark hair hangs off to the side. Her lips are parted slightly as she sleeps. I reach up and run my hand through her hair. My stomach trembles when my phone pings. I know what time it is without looking. I don’t need them to call me and tell me.  
 
    “Bray. Wake up.” I nudge her a little. She lifts her head, opening her eyes just a little.  
 
    “Is it time to go?” She yawns. God, how is she okay with this? 
 
    “Yeah, little flower. It’s time to go.”  
 
    She shoves herself up and looks down at me. A sad smile crosses her face. She stands from the bed pulling her clothes on. I watch her as I reach for my own. There’s knot in the pit of my stomach. 
 
    “You want breakfast?” Why do I even ask that? Who the fuck wants to eat when they know they’re about to be delivered to their death? 
 
    “No. I’m fine.” She pulls her shoes on and leaves the room quickly. I do the same and head out of the room. I walk out the front door and stretch before lighting up a cigarette. Bray stands there looking as peaceful as ever. 
 
    “I made a wish last night,” she says.  
 
    I step up next to her and gaze down at her. “Oh yeah? What was it?”  
 
    She looks up with a smile, plucking the cigarette from my lips and moving it to hers.  
 
    “I wished that somehow, someway you will find a way to be happy. That you will be able to move on from a past that still haunts you.” She inhales before blowing out a ring of smoke.  
 
    My heart hurts. It’s the same kind of pain that I felt when my family was killed. It literally tugs at my heart and it feels like it’s being ripped in half. Bray passes me my cigarette back, I place it between my lips. 
 
    “We can call it off, Bray.”  
 
    She shakes her head before leaning against the porch railing. “Nick has skills, Smokey. You wouldn’t survive if he called in his friends. I know you guys are strong, but they are stronger. If Nick feels threatened to the point my dad and the guys can’t handle it, he will bring in backup.”  
 
    Hawk walks toward the bikes and my heart speeds up. This is it. The other guys file out as Bray and I watch.  
 
    She spins around suddenly, pinning me in place with her stare. 
 
    “Do something for me?” she asks. She’s so calm. I don’t know how she’s this calm. Any other woman would be scared shitless but not Bray. Not my little flower. 
 
    “What’s that?” I flick the butt of my cigarette through the air watching it land. 
 
    “If you go after them later, make them pay. Make them hurt.” She turns and walks off the porch, leaving me in a stunned silence.  
 
    The more I let this shit settle inside of me, the more I’m regretting my choices. All of them. The truck pulls up with one of the prospects driving and Bray in the back. I swallow back the words that want to flow freely from my lips and stash them away like I’ve always done. I walk around and hop in the truck. I can hear the static over the coms units, but I don’t hear any talking. No, why would there be? We’re driving to Bray’s death. 
 
    The thought alone is disturbing. My little sister’s eyes flash before my eyes. I squeeze my eyes closed, trying to control my breathing. I can’t lose myself right now. I have to be strong for Braylynn. This whole thing rings badly inside this warped head of mine. How can I send her back to that? What kind of monster does this make me really? The ride is silent. The meetup point is about thirty minutes out. Hawk sent a few guys out ahead of us to make sure the area was secure. That doesn’t mean shit. I can still feel the tingling sensation running up my spine. Something is off. I grab the coms unit and radio Hawk.  
 
    “What’s up?” he says as I listen to the wind hollowing into the mic.  
 
    “Somethin’s off.” That’s all I can force past my lips.  
 
    “You made your decision, Smokey.” The line goes dead and so does my heart. Something isn’t right though. It’s not just that I don’t want to do this; my intuition is telling me there is something else. I can feel it. Her hands wrap around me from behind. The warmth of her enveloping me. I reach up and take her hands in mine. I give her a soft squeeze. 
 
    “Everything’s going to be okay, Smokey,” she whispers.  
 
    I nod once, but in my heart, I know nothing is going to be ok. Nothing will ever be ok. The truck slows as I hear the rumble of the motorcycles pulling up around us. Hawk climbs off giving me a soft nod. I just look the other way. The prospect climbs out as I do the same, but before Bray can open her door, I’m on her. I reach in, pulling her into my chest. Bray sobs but quickly reigns it back in.  
 
    “Let’s get this over with,” she whispers.  
 
    “I don’t know if I can.” I hold her head against my chest. I hear Hawk talking, and I know Ruger and Draven are up there with him.  
 
    “You can, Smokey,” she assures me but I’m not so sure. 
 
    “Goddamn it, Bray.” I pull back pressing my forehead to hers. She sighs before grabbing the back of my neck, pulling me in for a kiss. I gladly give it to her. I kiss her softly at first but that quickly changes when I hear the prospect coming back.  
 
    “They’re ready,” he says. Bray pecks my lips with hers a few more times before wiping at her eyes.  
 
    “Stay here,” she whispers. I shake my head not wanting to let her walk up there alone. “I mean it, Smokey. Stay here. It’s easier this way.” She hops out of the truck and walks past me. I close my eyes tightly and tip my head back. I can’t fucking do this. I can’t let her die in their hands. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 27 
 
      
 
    The exchange is made. My heart stills in my chest. I hear the rumble of bikes as they pull out in the opposite direction. When I turn and open my eyes, Debby stands there beaten and bloodied. 
 
    “Son of a bitch,” I grumble pulling her sobbing body into my arms. This poor woman has lived through hell when her old man was killed. Now she just lived through another type of hell. One that she didn’t deserve to in the middle of. 
 
    “I’m gonna make them all pay, Debby. I promise.” That’s a promise that won’t be broken. I will kill them all. In time, I will hunt them down and make their lives hell on earth. They thought I was a monster before, they haven’t seen anything yet. I usher Debby into the truck before looking over at Hawk. 
 
    “The exchange is made. Now we set up a plan,” he says with certainty. I scratch at the stubble on my chin as I let it all sink in. 
 
    “I just delivered Bray to the grim reaper. I know it was my fault to begin with. We make a plan, I take them all out.” I take a deep breath before saying what I need to say. “Then I’m goin’ to meet the devil himself.” I don’t give Hawk a chance to answer me. I climb in the truck, slamming the door behind me. The choice has already been made. Bray isn’t going to make it out of there alive and neither will I. I took so much from her, and now it’s time to make it right. I will fix what I broke before I leave this shitty fucking world behind. It’d be a welcome relief.  
 
    Debby sobs in the back as we ride back to the compound. My heart doesn’t beat the same. Nothing inside of me has any light now. It’s pitch black; it’s the way I’ve made it. I set myself up for this. I set myself up to lose when I should have known better. She was never mine to take. Never mine to torture. I should have walked away and went after the Crashed MC. I should have never taken my anger at them out on Braylynn. That’s a mistake that cost her her life, and in the end, it will cost me mine.  
 
    I’ve never been afraid of dying. What is life without death? It’s a never-ending circle. The circle of life as they call it. A life comes into this world as another leaves it. It happens every single day. Our world sees it more often than the normal people out there. There is nothing comparable to the hell we see in this life, but it’s the life we have chosen to live and now I have to face the ugly consequences of it.  
 
    As soon as the truck stops, I’m out of it and inside and heading to the bar. Draven steps up behind me. I take down a huge gulp before looking over at his cloudy eyes. There’s a somber feeling drifting through the clubhouse tonight. Anger races through me like a lightning bolt. Draven’s hand lands on my shoulder but I shake it off. I don’t need his shit. I don’t want his pity or his useless words. None if it matters anymore. I’ve made the choices that have fucked this situation up even more. There’s nothing left to do but let it play out the way it wants.  
 
    “I want church at ten in the mornin’. Get some rest. We have a big war comin’ up.”  
 
    I ignore Hawk’s words. A big war? What a fucking joke. We don’t have anything. What we have is the same goddamn nightmares that haunted me before Bray got here. What we have is a piece of shit VP who ruined more than one life. I take my bottle of Jim and head back to the house. No one tries to stop me and for that I’m grateful. I don’t have anything to say, and I sure as hell don’t want to talk about today. I want to drown that bastard inside of me. The fucking demon that tears my world apart. I want to throw my fists and make someone else feel the pain that slowly radiates through me.  
 
    I tip the bottle back and let the buzz I feel slowly start to make its way through my system. I can smell her. Her fucking scent is plastered around my house. Everywhere I look I fucking see her. I stumble down the hall to my bedroom, and when I open the door, my heart stops beating. The rumpled sheets, the indent on the pillow. My eyes begin to blur when I take down what’s left in the bottle, then I throw it at the wall. I watch it crumble and fall in pieces to the floor.  
 
    “You are no fuckin’ good!” I roar at myself in the mirror over the dresser. “You’re the worst kind of monster there is! Look at you motherfucker! You fucked that girl up and then signed her motherfuckin’ death warrant!” I slam my fist into the wall over and over until I can’t feel it anymore.  
 
    “You’re not a man. You’re a monster. You’ve always been a monster. They were ashamed of you. All of them!” My left fist connects with the mirror. The pieces cut into my skin, blood slowly begins to trickle from the wounds.  
 
    “Worthless. You’re fuckin’ worthless. You didn’t deserve her. You didn’t deserve to have her. You didn’t deserve her wishes, you bastard!” I roar to no one. Because that’s what I deserve. I deserve nothing and no one and Bray just sealed that fact in cement. I was never good enough to have my family. That’s why they’re gone! It was my fault. My life is what killed them. I’m useless. I look at my face in the jagged pieces of glass that was the mirror. My breathing is labored but I don’t care.  
 
    “You are no one. Redemption? What a fuckin’ joke. You are the son of the devil, Smokey.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 28 
 
      
 
    A week. Another week. That’s what this has been. I’ve drank myself into liver failure, or at least you would think that. I haven’t stopped. Hell, I don’t even know what day it is but I pull the fucking pillow to my face and inhale and I swear to you I can still smell her. The darkness has turned into a black fog around me. There are storms rolling in today. Hawk has been on top of shit or at least as much as he can be. Stone has come back here looking for help. Seems Ninja is completely off the handle now that Crashed has Bray back. Or had her. No one knows if she’s alive or dead. In my heart, I’d like to think she is still fighting her way to breathe. I’d like to think she’s giving them hell, but I know she isn’t that strong. She couldn’t be. I tore her down until there was nothing left but skin and bones. I ripped away any kind of comfort she may have had.  
 
    “Get up!” My mattress is flipped in the matter of seconds. I roll off and onto the floor with a thud. I chuckle before pulling my ass back up. 
 
    “Mornin’ to you too.” I smirk at Draven. His eyes are dark and angry, much like my goddamn heart is. 
 
    “You gonna keep doin’ this or you gonna get your fuckin’ head in the game?” he snaps. I raise my eyebrows and glare at him.  
 
    “There is no game. Only the end, Draven, my friend. And I am gettin’ closer and closer to it,” I tell him.  
 
    He blows out a breath and runs his hand through his long hair. He isn’t going to get anywhere with me. There’s no hope left. 
 
    “We don’t know that she’s dead, Smokey.”  
 
    I chuckle again and grab the bottle off the night stand. “We don’t know she’s alive either, now do we?” I ask in a grim tone. Draven is clearly agitated now. Well, good. That fucking makes two of us! 
 
    “Stone wants to talk to you about Ninja,” he says. I nod my head before taking a drink. 
 
    “Ninja. Ninja. Ninja is a sorry son of a bitch. He’s worthless, and the sooner you motherfuckers take him out the better off Bleeding Aces will be,” I say in my drunken state. That seems to be my normal state these days.  
 
    “Why are you doin’ this, Smokey? Did you give up all hope of seein’ her again?”  
 
    Hope. That damn word again. I’m so sick of hearing the word hope.  
 
    “Draven. Look me in the motherfuckin’ eyes and tell me that I should have hope that Bray is alive. Come on. Do it.” I walk toward him but when he doesn’t speak, I shove at his chest. “Come on, Draven! Tell me that you think there is some kind of hope that she isn’t dead!” I roar. He looks away from me. I knew it. I knew he couldn’t do it because the chances of Braylynn being alive are so fucking slim none of us see it. 
 
    “I made my bed, Draven. I will sleep with the fuckin’ devil when it’s time,” I say taking another long pull.  
 
    “This is shit and you know it. You’re the fuckin’ VP, brother. You need to act like it. You’ve never gotten fucked up like this over no piece of ass!” he growls.  
 
    Look at him telling me how I should feel. He doesn’t know what I feel. No one does. No, that’s a lie. Braylynn did. She understood how I felt. She understood that I was a fucking lost soul in a world that didn’t want me.  
 
    “A piece of ass,” I say before stopping. “She wasn’t just a piece of ass,” I mumble.  
 
    “No? Then man the fuck up and take your place at the table. Let’s get a plan set in motion and run with it. If there is the tiniest part of you that thinks she might be alive, let’s run with it, Smokey.” His tone has calmed but I can sense the edge still there. I can’t blame him for trying. I would too if it was the other way around but it isn’t. This is me. This is my world of fucked up that I created.  
 
    “You know she told me that I needed to find myself again. Said she knew there was more to me. That before they died, I was better.”  
 
    Draven sighs before stepping toward me, his hand landing on my shoulder. “She was right, brother. When your family was killed, you changed. A switch flipped in you but we all saw it edging its way back when she was around. Keep the good thoughts in there, Smokey. Feed off those. Let’s take these motherfuckers down.”  
 
    His words hold truth. They really do but in the back of my mind it doesn’t matter anymore. If I’m here or not isn’t important. They will go after them for what they did to Debby. Bray has no place in the middle of their game. She isn’t a piece that can be moved around the puzzle. And neither am I. 
 
    “Can’t do that. I’ll come sit in for lack of anything better to do, but don’t expect me to talk,” I mumble as I stumble through the bedroom door. I knew this little intervention was well overdo but it didn’t work. So, what? You got me out of the room. I’m magically back to the land of the living? No. I wrecked that place a long time ago too. I trudge to the clubhouse and fumble with the handle until the damn thing finally opens. I step in and all eyes are on me.  
 
    “The fuck you lookin’ at?” I ask the guys who cast glances my way. Bastards. All of them can fuck off. I walk toward the office when I see Hawk walking out.  
 
    “You sittin’ in?” he asks. I nod once. “Good. That’s good.”  
 
    “Don’t talk to me like I’m some kind of goddamn baby, Hawk. Fuck you, brother. Fuck all of you!” I roar before I’m slammed against the wall. Hawk’s right hook collides with my jaw. My head snaps back with a welcomed crack. Pain radiates through my body when his fist connects with my ribs. I laugh as I slide down the wall and onto my ass. It’s a dark, demonic laugh. One that would make the hairs on the back of your neck stand on end.  
 
    “More!” I yell at him. Hawk shakes his head and walks away from me. Decan grabs my arm and yanks me off the floor.  
 
    “He’s only tryin’ to help you out, Smokey.”  
 
    I shake my arm free of his grasp and grunt.  
 
    “I don’t need help. I got this. The time is comin’, brother.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 29 
 
      
 
    “Ninja is a lost cause. The motherfucker tore through the clubhouse when he learned you sent Braylynn back. She was the only leverage he had over Tip. Tip needs her for his own reasons, but Ninja, shit he just lost all fuckin’ control.” Stone’s face is hardened. He looks older in a way even though we saw him not that long ago. The stress lines are evident on his face. I reach up and touch my lip to see if the bleeding has stopped, which it has.  
 
    “What’s his game plan now?” Hawk asks.  
 
    Stone blows out a breath before looking around the table. “He’s gonna try to move in on the Crashed MC. He wants that patch over. Nick is valuable. And not just to them. If he patched over, he’s useful to the Aces, as well. That’s what Ninja is aimin’ for. He wants us to run in there and fuck shit up. Take out some of the lower levels so that Tip knows he means business.” Stone blows out a breath before knocking back his shot. He slams the glass on the table in front of him as I nurse my beer along. Apparently, the hard liquor has been taken away from me for the moment. 
 
    “What do your boys think about that?” Draven asks. My eyes stay focused on Stone. Mostly because he’s across the table and too much motion makes my head swim. 
 
    “They don’t want it. We don’t need shit from the Crashed. We have our allies and they ain’t one of them. They wanna vote Ninja out, but he still has a good followin’ that’s willin’ to step up to the plate for him. I, for one, won’t. I don’t want this war. We don’t need it. It’s useless. Nick is one goddamn SEAL out of how many out there? A few phone calls to the right people and we have a fuckin’ SEAL. Easy as that.” He flips his hand through the air to make his point.  
 
    I get what he’s saying. Hell, one phone call to Hell’s Fire MC and we could have two marines down here in a week. Something is off with this Nick bullshit. Something that I’m pretty sure we aren’t going to like. I can feel it creep its way up my spine.  
 
    “What? You feel somethin’,” Hawk asks pointing at me. I’m so fucking wasted I wouldn’t know my asshole from my dick but I know that feeling when it hits me.  
 
    “Somethin’ ain’t right with that Nick guy. Shits not right, Hawk.” I shake my head and take a long pull from my beer. His eyes light up a little. I hate that I’m so fucked I can’t even keep up with club shit these days. I hate that I feel the way I do but fuck. This whole Braylynn thing is taking a toll on my mind and my body. I miss her. I miss her touch. I miss the way she’d keep that demon at bay with just a fucking glance my way.  
 
    “You in? I need to know before we move forward here, Smokey. I get what you want your end game to be but I need you right now. You wanna finish yourself when this shit is over, I won’t step in your way. But I do need my goddamn VP to step up and do his job right now. Can you fuckin’ do that?” Hawk roars to life.  
 
    I glance around at the other guys. My heart’s heavy in my chest. I want to say no for her. I want to say no for me. I don’t want to be sober and deal with the actual physical feelings when this is all said and done. But this is my life. This is what I was born to do. This club is who I am.  
 
    “You got me, Hawk. I’m in.”  
 
    The room explodes in cheers. I don’t need that shit because I’m only doing this to get my revenge. Not just for my family. For Braylynn. Her death doesn’t have to be for nothing. She needs to go out like a fucking hero. She deserves that little slice of peace even if she can only see it from up above. That’s good enough for me. And then maybe by some sick twist of fate, I will get one last glimpse of her on my way out of this world. I owe it to her.  
 
    “We got our VP back. What’s our first move?” Hawk asks, grinning from ear to ear. I don’t want to be the one to break his happiness, but at least he understands where my world is heading – straight into the pits of hell.  
 
    “Ninja needs dealt with before we can do anything. This motherfucker is a loose cannon. He’s gonna detonate and explode at any fuckin’ second.” My eyes jump back to Stone’s. I can see the worry in him. I know it’s true. 
 
    “Ninja shouldn’t be hard to get off alone. You prepared to step up as the prez?” I ask Stone. My words are still slurring together from the amount of alcohol in my system, but the more I focus, the better I seem to be.  
 
    “Goddamn right I am. This bullshit way of runnin’ that club needs to end. We’ve come too far and been through too much for Ninja to ruin this shit,” Stone says, his tone hard and unyielding. I nod my head.  
 
    “Good. Glad you got your fuckin’ head on right. We get Ninja out of the way. The sooner, the better. Without Nick, Crashed is shit. They’ve always been shit and that will never change. They are a fuckin’ little MC that’s run around actin’ tough for far too long. When we move in, we move in hard. We make it quick. Get in, get out. Tip isn’t as smart as he thinks he is. He’s gullible. Bray-” I stop myself, closing my eyes to reign in my control. When I open my eyes, the guys are all staring at me. “Braylynn said the strongest link is Nick. We get him out of the way as soon as we possibly can. That makes the others easy fuckin’ targets.” They all watch me intently. What? Do they not want to hear what the fuck I have to say now? Do they not believe what I’m saying is true?  
 
    Draven claps his hands together pulling my attention to him. “Nice to have you back, motherfucker.” I huff and give him a half smile before turning back to Hawk.  
 
    “How do we flush Ninja out?”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 30 
 
      
 
    The plan’s simple. I call him up. Act accordingly. Get him to meet me and sweet talk him. Yeah, that’s how the plan is going to work. In fact, I’m sitting in this dingy-ass bar waiting on the motherfucker to show up. I knock back a few more shots when I feel hands on my back. I glance over my shoulder and take in the girl standing behind me. Long blonde hair and fake tits. Not my idea of fun tonight. 
 
    “Take a fuckin’ walk,” I tell her turning back around to face the bar. 
 
    “So, what you said is true, yeah?” His voice. Don’t choke the motherfucker just yet, Smokey. Let this play out the right way. 
 
    “You think I’d lie?” I ask not looking up at him. I can feel his presence behind me. Ninja moves to sit next to me, slapping his hand on the bar so that the bartender knows he wants a round.  
 
    “Wanna tell me why we are in this shit hole?” he asks. I chuckle and take down another shot.  
 
    “Seems my prez doesn’t understand my full intentions,” I tell him.  
 
    Ninja chuckles before sliding a cigarette in front of me. “Heard that. My club is half way to shit right now too.”  
 
    I huff out a breath and light up.  
 
    “We have a little bit in common, yeah?” I glance over at the bastard. Ninja nods his head before he looks over at me. His eyes study mine. I know what he’s doing. He’s looking deep to see if I’m playing him. Good luck, motherfucker. I’ve never been readable. Never will be. It’s like looking in the snow to find a cotton ball. It isn’t happening.  
 
    “You traded her back,” he says, grabbing his shot and downing it.  
 
    “Not my choice, brother. Club orders. Had no choice in the matter. They voted. I lost.” Even though that’s a complete lie, it hurts to say it. There was never a vote. Bray made her own choices just as much as I made mine. 
 
    “Fuck. Hawk’s a goddamn fool,” Ninja mumbles.  
 
    “What about you? Heard that you needed that chick for somethin’.” Ninja nods, his eyes still searching mine. I don’t pull away. I let him look. He won’t find what he wants, but I’ll let him try.  
 
    Ninja glances around, satisfied that he doesn’t see anything, then looks back at me.  
 
    “I need the girl for my own trade of sorts. I have an illegitimate child so to speak that’s causin’ me some problems.”  
 
    What the fuck is he talking about? A kid? What fucking kid and how the hell is it causing him trouble? This is all news to me. 
 
    “You got a kid?” I ask, looking confused as all fuck. That’s not an act either. I’m really fucking confused. 
 
    “Somethin’ like that. The motherfucker never wanted to be a part of this world. Ran off when he was seventeen. Heard he went into the navy.”  
 
    My heart starts beating faster and faster. No fucking way.  
 
    “Navy, huh? That must have been a fuckin’ shock,” I tell him. I wave the old man behind the bar over and motion for a few more rounds. 
 
    “Yeah. Opposite fuckin’ worlds. His momma was nothin’ but a club whore. Took off with him when he was little. I saw him a few times after that. She said he was the fuckin’ devil himself. She didn’t want him and he didn’t want my lifestyle. Although now it seems he does.”  
 
    Nick. Fucking Nick is Ninja’s kid. Son of a bitch. That’s all the more reason to kill those motherfuckers. I want them all! 
 
    “Changed his mind?” I ask. Ninja nods as I chuckle. 
 
    “What’s the problem then? Get his ass voted in, brother.” Slapping a hand on his shoulder, what I really want to do is snap his goddamn neck.  
 
    “Problem with that,” he says taking another shot.  
 
    “What’s that?” I ask like I don’t fucking know. What kind of bullshit. The little bastard is weaseling in with the Crashed for what? Surely it wasn’t only for Bray.  
 
    “He’s in with another MC. That’s where the problem lies. The club don’t wanna get mixed up with Crashed. I want my boy on my team. The girl is the only way to do that.”  
 
    It all comes in so clear in my mind’s eye. He wanted Braylynn to lure Nick into the Aces. Without Braylynn, Ninja has nothing. Not a fucking thing, and for some reason, that makes me want to laugh in his face.  
 
    “What’s your plans on the girl after you get your boy?” I ask. Let me play my cards the right way. I will throw out a few lows one and pull him in with the big ones. 
 
    “Don’t give a fuck. You want her? Help me get in there,” Ninja says. I nod my head, playing my part. 
 
    “Heard no one knew if she was still alive or not.” Saying it kills me. It rips me apart inside. I swallow the bile that races up, burning my throat at just the thought.  
 
    “Yeah. Thing is, Nick ain’t stupid. He wants what he wants. He wants that fuckin’ girl. Tip wouldn’t dare harm her if he wanted to keep Nick around.” 
 
     Another shot goes down smoothly. My heart does some strange leap around my chest.  
 
    “So, you think she’s still alive?” I ask.  
 
    Ninja turns to me with a grin. “Hell yeah, she is. Nick would take them all out for touchin’ her. That motherfucker is as sick as they come, brother. He has delusions that he thinks are real. Like the fuckin’ love he thinks that girl has for him. Fuckin’ delusional.” He tips his glass to me as I smirk.  
 
    “Heard that. So, we doin’ this? Once you get your boy, I want Braylynn.”  
 
    Ninja laughs. “She’s all yours. I saw the marks you put on that girl. Choked her ass out and shit. I like your style, brother, I do. I talked to her, you know. She didn’t want shit to do with my plan, but I promised that little cunt I’d be back for her. Slapped her around a little to make my point.”  
 
    My hand clenches around the shot glass in my hand. I have to hold that shit back so I don’t snap the glass. My blood begins to run cold and the thought of his blood all over me sends a rush through me.  
 
    “When do you wanna handle this?” I ask with my teeth clenching. I can hear them grinding. I feel the pain that radiates through my jaw.  
 
    “The weekend. Word is they are havin’ a little party. Most of the guys, if not all, should be there then. We go in, blow them the fuck out, and get what we want.” I nod my head when Ninja’s hand lands on my shoulder. “You know, I always thought you’d make a better prez than Hawk. You got it in you to be a leader, man. You know what you want. You go get it. Fuck, man. You ever want to get that spot, you let me know. We’ll make shit happen.”  
 
    I grin and chuckle along with him. Sorry ass son of a bitch. Little does he know he will be going to hell soon. He can greet me when I get there.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 31 
 
      
 
    Ninja and I throw back a few more drinks just shooting the shit and relaxing. Or at least he is. I’m on edge. I want to strangle this piece of shit and I want to do it now. We’ve talked over the plan a few times, and to me, it seems to be a legit way to get in. The problem is getting my boys instead of the Aces. I know they’ll have our backs, but this is on us.  
 
    “Goddamn, man. I’m about sick of this shitty-ass beer,” I grumble, picking at the label of my bottle. I want to get out of here. I want to finish this fucker. 
 
    “Heard that. Let’s go hit the Nomad bar.” Ninja slams his glass onto the counter and points at the bartender. “Next time you better have some good shit!” he roars. The man just shakes his head as though he’s seen this type of shit before. He probably has in this kind of shit shack.  
 
    “So, you think your boys are ready to move in? You need any other backup?” I ask as we walk toward the door. We step out into the silence of the night and my heart pounds harder.  
 
    “They will if they wanna stay in the club. Can’t give them much of a choice.” Ninja lights up a smoke as I glance around.  
 
    I see the light flicker from the trees. That was our signal. I slap a hand on Ninja’s shoulder and direct him slightly toward the bikes.  
 
    “Yeah, I hear you. They need to follow orders. There’s only one problem with all this shit,” I tell him. He huffs out a breath and looks over at me. 
 
    “What’s that?” He narrows his brows and stares at me.  
 
    “You are.” I spin around, grabbing his throat. His hands start to flail before clenching into fists. The guys slowly come out of the tree line and take in the scene. 
 
    “Well, look who we have here,” Hawk says with a grin.  
 
    “What the fuck is this?” Ninja says through clenched teeth. I chuckle a little. 
 
    “This is an intervention, motherfucker. Seems you been actin’ out just a little and some of your boys don’t like it,” Hawk says with a straight face. I just hold him in place and watch.  
 
    “You can’t kill another prez; it goes against ethics,” he growls.  
 
    I love feeling of his throat vibrating around my fingers. It gives me a fucking high. “Yeah, but if it was accidental, you know? That doesn’t really go against the rules.” I shrug. Ninja tries to turn his head and look at me but I just hold his ass in place. 
 
    “Have to say that I agree on that one.” Stone steps forward. Ninja tries his hardest to free himself of my grasp, but there is no way that’s going to happen until I let his dead body slip to the ground.  
 
    “You traitor! You’ve always been jealous of me,” Ninja snaps at Stone.  
 
    Stone steps closer, his eyes raging with their own fury. I like that look on him. It makes the man look fierce.  
 
    “You keep fuckin’ us over, Ninja. You keep fuckin’ around where our club has no business bein’! You think we want half the wars we get? You send our boys into fuckin’ ambushes just to get your dick hard! It’s over, brother. It’s over.” Stone pulls a knife from under his cut. A sick grin creep across my face.  
 
    “Oh, you gonna step up, Stone? You’re weak!” he spats.  
 
    Stone’s eyes come to meet mine. I give him a slight nod before releasing my grip on Ninja’s throat. I move to his arms instead, pulling them behind his body roughly.  
 
    “All of you will pay for this. You think you know what the fuck you’re doin’ right now!” Ninja roars but Stone doesn’t falter. He moves in slowly with a steady hand. Pressing the blade to Ninja’s throat, he leans in closely. 
 
    “We won’t pay for your fuckin’ mistakes anymore.” He drags the blade across Ninja’s throat, a sick smile on his face. Maybe I underestimated Stone. He’s taking far too much pleasure in this shit. 
 
    Ninja gurgles and slowly slides to the ground when I release his arms. Stone steps over his body, kicking him in the ribs as he does. 
 
    “You fucked up, Ninja. You weren’t a president; you were a fuckin’ joke. You wanted shit your way, not the club way. We have a code we follow and you broke that shit.”  
 
    Ninja’s near lifeless eyes blink slowly as he tries to get air into his lungs.  
 
    “Burn this motherfucker,” I yell. The prospects come forward and look down at the lifeless fuck.  
 
    I take a deep breath ready to get this all over with and get into the fucking Crashed MC world. I want them all. I don’t know if I believe a word of what Ninja said about Bray being alive of not. In our world, it just doesn’t make sense. There are too many distractions and too much violence to keep her around without good cause. 
 
    “You ready to head out?” Hawk asks, slapping his hand on my back. 
 
    “Yeah. I want this shit over, Hawk. If she’s gone, I want them to pay for it.” He nods his head. He understands what I need here. I want Bray. Fuck do I want her, but the likelihood of her already being dead is high. The MCs don’t play when it comes to life or death. At least ours doesn’t. We take lives whenever we deem it necessary and we don’t apologize for it. It’s our way of life. Crashed aren’t much different than we are except for being at the bottom of the proverbial food chain. I know they will kill just for the hell of it. Look what they did to my family. I throw my leg over my bike and climb on.  
 
    Glancing around at the guys, I take in a deep breath. This is my family now and regardless of if I get Bray back, this is where my focus needs to lie. This is where I belong. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 32 
 
      
 
    Church went as planned. It ended with the guys telling me not to get my hopes up. I already knew that though. My hopes were never that high anyway. I knew from the time I took Bray that she would never be really mine. I was supposed to use her and toss her to the side, but something quickly shifted in that plan of mine. Something that wasn’t supposed to shift. I wasn’t supposed to give a shit. I wasn’t supposed to look at her any differently than a common whore, but I did. I always have. Even before all this began, Bray was something different. She was better than them. Better than me and we all knew it. That girl quickly took a piece of my darkness and held it in her pretty little hands only to crush it when she wouldn’t change her mind. She walked out there so stoically. She held her head high and did what she needed to do. It was something fierce yet amazing to watch. I didn’t know she had it in her. I guess growing up in the MC has to give you that edge. Even if it was just a small piece. 
 
    “You ready to get this shit started?” Draven calls out to me. I tilt my head back and look up at the fucker.  
 
    “Goddamn right I am.” I look back down at the rifle in my hand. Cleaning the guns. That’s what we’ve been doing for the past hour. We’re getting out gear together and primed for a fucking war. A war that I hope ends in our favor.  
 
    “Keep your head clear, brother. You go in there thinkin’ about her and only her, you’ll get your head blown the fuck off.”  
 
    I chuckle a little before he sits next to me.  
 
    “You know the hardest part of all this shit is knowin’ that this will be the end. It’s an end to the war that I’ve been wagin’ inside of me too. Not just with them. I’ve kicked my own ass over and over for my family losin’ their lives, man.”  
 
    Draven nods his head knowing all that. He’s been there when I’ve lost my head more than once.  “You’re right. It’ll be time to put them to rest, brother. Let them be at peace. I know they are already, but you get what I’m sayin’.”  
 
    I nod without looking up at him. I know what he means and I can feel it. I feel like I’ve been holding them back from their peace. Like somehow I’ve kept them from moving on into the afterlife for my own sick reasons. I know it’s time to let them go, but it’s hard for me. They were all I had left of a blood family. They meant the world to me, and because of me, they are no longer here. Those assholes knew how to cut me down without killing me first. They took the only thing that mattered to me at the time. They took them when they couldn’t touch me. There’s a part of me that knows I will blame myself for that for the rest of my life. In my heart, there is no way around it.  
 
    “Fuck, man. Let’s do this shit. I need a good ass beatin’,” I grumble.  
 
    Draven shoves out of his chair, grabbing some guns off the table. I do the same stuffing mine into the back of my jeans and into the front. I sling the rifle over my shoulder as I march toward the door. As surprising as it may be, I feel nothing. I have no urges. I have no feelings. I have nothing but this abnormal tug in my chest. It isn’t anxiety. It isn’t even rage. This is something I’ve never felt in my entire life; it’s an overwhelming sense of peace. I roll my shoulders back. When I step out the doors and see my brothers standing there ready for this fight, I grin. This is what we do. This is who we are. We have each other’s backs no matter what. 
 
    “Alright. Now that we’re all out here, let me say this. This is Smokey’s move. We know why, too. We have his back no matter what the outcome is. Follow his lead. If you see somethin’, speak up. Otherwise, we move in like planned. You ready?” Hawk roars getting the guys amped up.  
 
    My eyes move from each one of their faces. The men that will always have my back the way I’ll always have theirs. Just as the guys start roaring, I hear the unmistakable rumble of bikes pulling in. I know the compound is guarded so this must be a friendly visit.  
 
    My eyes track the bikes as they come to a halt in front of us. A fucking shit eating grin crosses my face. 
 
    “Son of a bitch,” I mumble as the guys climb off their bikes. 
 
    “Didn’t think we’d let you bitches go in without us, did you?” Mayhem says as he walks toward me. Holding his hand out in front of him, I grab it and pull the fucker into a hug. 
 
    “Glad you’re here brother,” I tell him. He pulls back with a smile on his face. 
 
    “We wouldn’t miss this shit. We have your back, you know that.” Mayhem grins as I look over his shoulder at Declan and Monster saying hi to all the guys.  
 
    “This isn’t your war, brother,” I tell Mayhem. He shrugs before grabbing a cigarette and lighting it up.  
 
    “Maybe not but you’re my brother. We’re family. We’re all fuckin’ Soulless Bastards, and this is what we do. We got each other no matter what, yeah?”  
 
    Fuck, I love this club and all that it stands for.  
 
    “Goddamn right,” I tell him with a grin.  
 
    “Let’s get your girl back.” Mayhem punches me in the shoulder before walking back to his bike. I watch him climb on, my heart leaping in my chest. I don’t know how this is going to play out but I’m damn fucking proud to have my boys behind me.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 32 
 
      
 
    “Right there. We head through there. We know they have only one guard up front. Past that, we have no fuckin’ clue,” I say as I point to the area Ninja and I talked about.  
 
    “Keep your eyes open. Braylynn could be anywhere in there, and we want her unharmed. Don’t call out to one of the other brothers if you find her; just get her the fuck outta here and back to the clubhouse. We regroup once we get there,” Hawk informs them.  
 
    I nod my head although I don’t like his idea much. I want Braylynn if she’s alive. I want her in my arms but I know this is for the best. We need to get in and get out quickly.  
 
    “Ok. Let’s go!” Hawk says. The guys nod, guns drawn. We move toward the gate ready to shoot and kill anyone that happens to step in front of us.  
 
    My body is on high alert. My nerves are firing off. I want that kill. I want more than one, but any one will work for me at the moment. We make our way closer to the guard gate when I see the idiot standing there looking at his phone. I shake my head. What a fucking waste. I pull my gun, the one with the silencer attached. Yeah, I planned that shit out. Surprise, motherfuckers! With my aim, I don’t miss. One shot and the motherfucker hits the ground. His lifeless body falls as I smirk. One down. I motion for the guys to move in. They break into groups and head in toward the main building. Crashed isn’t a compound like ours. It’s just a clubhouse with a few houses scattered around the property. We know the basic layout. Always come prepared. We move in. I spot the clubhouse with a few guys standing outside. I motion to the others before we ambush them. Shots ring through the air. Fuck the silencer now. I want them to know we’re coming for them. I want them to fear me.  
 
    My pace picks up as we all break off from each other. Me and Draven head toward the north side of the clubhouse. Mayhem and Hawk head toward one of the houses while the others head toward another one. My heart is slamming inside of me. I try to keep it all under control, but it’s hard when you are in a situation like this. Draven and I step around the building when all hell rains down. Guys come out of every door firing at us. We duck behind what we can to cover our asses while firing back. I hear screams and hollers and watch as bodies fall to the ground. I can’t tell where all the noises are coming from, but when the shots cease, Draven and I share a look. I nod my head before we stand and move forward. 
 
    We keep our eyes open as we make our way closer to the clubhouse. They aren’t a big club so I don’t expect many more to show their faces. We’re getting close to the door when Draven grabs my arm. 
 
    “Over there,” he says with a slight nod. If I wasn’t looking at him, I wouldn’t have seen him do it. My eyes follow his to a slight flicker of silver. Shit. That must be Nick.  
 
    “I’m goin’ around. Cover me,” I tell him. He nods his head. I slowly move around the clubhouse, peering into the windows to make sure no one is inside. When I’m satisfied there isn’t anyone lurking in there, I move. I step into the tree line and creep nearly silently through. I can see Draven still looking around the clubhouse when I spot the fucker on the ground. His gun is aimed at Draven but he hasn’t fired. My mind wars with my heart. I want to kill him. I want to torture him. Both of those feelings are slamming into each other. I opt for the killing when I see his finger near the trigger.  
 
    Before I can get to him, he fires. My stomach lurches into my throat as I jump on his back. I slam my fist into the side of his head before he rolls, taking me with him. We’re in an all-out brawl now and I fucking love it. Fighting as always been my strong point. The blows keep raining down between us.  
 
    “You fucked up tryin’ to get what’s mine,” I roar before taking him down again. Our scuffle is becoming bloody. That’s good. That means we’re not giving up until one of us is dead.  
 
    “She’s mine,” Nick roars, his fist colliding with my jaw.  
 
    Lights burst behind my eyes. I shake my head to get rid of them. I go back at him full force. I see the knife in his hand. It doesn’t faze me in the slightest. I throw a punch, and when his arm swings the blade up, I catch his wrist. Twisting his arm around, I force the blade to sink into his chest. Nick struggles against me. I twist the knife harder. All the fight slowly leaves his body.  
 
    When I’m satisfied that he’s actually dead, I take a step back. My heart pounds roughly. I glance around when I hear Hawk roar. His battle call is wild. It makes me smile. He always does this strange scream when the war is over. That was the fastest take down in history, but like I said, this club wasn’t very big.  
 
    I walk back toward the clubhouse bleeding and huffing for breath. I glance around and notice a few guys missing. Fuck! My eyes meet Hawk’s but he just shrugs. He doesn’t know if any of them have Bray or not. I see Mayhem grabbing his shoulder and panic races its way up my spine.  
 
    “You okay?” I ask the closer I get. He moves his hand and I see the hole in his arm. “Fuck.” I grumble but he grins. 
 
    “I’m gonna let you explain that hole to Tay. She’s gonna kick my ass.” He chuckles. Yeah, Taylor will kill me for letting him get hurt. 
 
    “I’ll take that ass beatin’ for you, brother.” I smile.  
 
    Hawk walks closer and looks me over. “You good?”   
 
    I nod my head glancing around. “They all dead?” I ask. Hawk nods, pulling a cigarette from his pocket. He passes me one. We light up and stand in the middle of the carnage that we’re leaving behind and I feel proud. 
 
    We did it. Whether or not we got Bray back, my family can rest at peace. The bastards who took them away from me are gone now. My heart starts to beat a little slower with that knowledge.  
 
    “Let’s go home.” Hawk slaps a hand on my shoulder. 
 
    “Yeah. Let’s go home.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 33 
 
      
 
    The ride back was somber. I feel a little lighter now. Like the entire world isn’t sitting on my shoulders anymore. It was hard to walk around every day and know that those bastards were out there somewhere. That they were still living and breathing when my family was cold in the ground. Now that’s all over. It’s finished. I climb off my bike noting that Doc’s car is here. I’m guessing some of the others have been hurt too. I want to get in there and see who it is and how bad, but a part of me wants to go home and sit with my own pity. My hearts a little heavier when I don’t see Bray walking into the clubhouse. 
 
    “You hit, fucker?” Monster grins at me when he sees the blood splattered on my clothes.  
 
    “Not mine. You?” He wipes a little blood from his face, shaking his head. “Thanks for comin’ down here, Monster. I appreciate it.” Monster nods his head, dismissing me. He knows if shit got bad up their way, we’d be there too. It’s what we do and who we are. 
 
    “Tell Tay I’m sorry about your arm. You won’t be jerkin’ off for a while.” I chuckle when I look at Mayhem. I can’t help it, that crazy fuck makes it too easy. 
 
    “Yeah, keep that shit in mind when she cuts yours off. She can’t get what she wants, she will be blamin’ someone.” He laughs.  
 
    I shake my head before grabbing a beer off the counter. I pop the top and take a long pull as I look around the room. The guys are all scattered around, laughing and talking. They’re celebrating the fucking win against the enemy, but it all slows down for me when I think about her. Bray should be here too. She should be here celebrating her victory. Her win.  
 
    “She’s as stubborn as they fuckin’ come.” I hear Doc behind me mumbling about someone. I glance over my shoulder as he talks to Hawk.  
 
    “Heard that.”  
 
    “She needs to rest but I couldn’t sedate her because of the baby. She lost her shit when I even brought it the fuck up. I thought she was gonna hand me my balls on platter,” Doc says, shaking his head. Hawk laughs. Who the hell are they talking about? One of the club girls pregnant? 
 
    “She’s a tough one,” Hawk adds. Doc gives me a nod before walking out of the side door.  
 
    I’m confused as hell but I just lean back and drink my beer. It’s none of my goddamn business who Hawk has impregnated this time. I light up a cigarette and lean against the wall with my ankles crossed taking in the guys.  
 
    “Good family we got here,” Hawk says stepping up next to me.  
 
    “Damn good family.” 
 
    “Unstable motherfuckers but that’s what makes us who we are,” he adds as I laugh. He’s right about that. We are as unstable as they come. We fight. We shoot. We kill. We’re all fucked up in our own way.  
 
    “That won’t ever change,” I tell him.  
 
    Hawks chuckles before he says, “No. Probably not. You feel at peace, brother?” He looks up at me.  
 
    “Yeah. I feel a lot better about my family now. I think it was needed. I just hate that that’s it, you know? That’s the end of it,” I tell him when I hear that voice. 
 
    “Not necessarily.”   
 
    Hawk grins as I suck in a breath. I turn slowly and my heart stops beating. A broken and bloody Bray stands there with her arms wrapped around herself. A bandage is wrapped around each of her wrists. My heart can barely handle the sight of her.  
 
    “You’re not dead.” The words fall from my lips. She smiles and shakes her head.  
 
    “Not yet.” Her eyes settle on mine. She doesn’t move. She stands there watching me the way I’m watching her. It’s almost as if she isn’t real. She isn’t here.  
 
    “You’re here,” I say in disbelief.  
 
    Bray sniffles a little before stepping toward me. I move faster. I grab her, pulling her into my arms. Holding her against my chest, she sobs. The guys clap and roar around us but I don’t hear any of them. Only her. I hear her. I reach for her wrists, pressing a kiss to each one of them over the bandages. 
 
    “I’m gonna spank your ass so hard after that shit you pulled thinkin’ it was a smart idea to turn yourself back over to them,” I warn her. She doesn’t stop crying though. My heart stills. This is all too much. Too consuming. She’s here. She’s in my fucking arms.  
 
    “There’s something we need to talk about, Smokey.” She cries into my chest. I pull back and look down at her fragile body. Fuck this. Fuck all of it. I don’t want to talk. I lift her in my arms against her protest.  
 
    “Put me down. I mean it!” she snaps. I ignore her and stomp through the door and down the road. Fuck this shit. I need her. I need her in my arms. In my bed. Naked on all fours. I need to feel that she’s real. That she’s really here with me. I make it to the house with her flailing in my arms. She’s slapping at me which does little more than make me hornier. I slam my hand against her ass. Bray yelps.  
 
    “Put me down!” she yells once more. 
 
    “When I get my dick inside of you, I will,” I roar. I kick the door closed, storming down the hallway. I toss Bray’s body onto the bed as I strip out of my clothes. 
 
    “Smokey,” she says my name once, pulling her knees to her chest. What the hell? What’s wrong with her? 
 
    “Naked, Bray. Now,” I growl. More tears fill her eyes. 
 
    “Smokey. I’m pregnant.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 34 
 
      
 
    Well if that wasn’t a kick to the fucking nuts, I don’t know what the hell is. Pregnant. Yeah. I can’t be a dad. No way. I run my hand through my hair as I look at her on the bed in tears. I’m not sure what to say here. What the fuck do you say to the woman that just told you she was pregnant? I’ve never been in this position. 
 
    “You didn’t feel like you should have told me you weren’t on somethin’ the whole time I fucked you?” I roar as I tug at my hair. Her eyes jerk to mine. The anger is drifting off her in waves.  
 
    “Oh, you mean after you kidnapped me and fucked me whenever you wanted? What was I supposed to say, excuse me captor but I’m not on birth control!” she screams, climbing to her knees on the bed. I see that fire I love so much dancing in her dark brown eyes.  
 
    “Well, there’s a fuckin’ thought! ‘Hey, Smokey. Maybe you should use a condom.’ Would have been helpful!” I yell back at her. She narrows her eyes which makes my dick hard.  
 
    “Are you really going to blame this on me? You kidnapped me, asshole! You kept me locked up here for your own perverted reasons!” she snaps.  
 
    “I didn’t hear any goddamn complaints when I fucked you until you couldn’t walk!” I counter.  
 
    “Wait! Did I have much of a choice? I mean, you did go all caveman on me! Tying me to the bed and shit.”  
 
    Oh, look at her. So fucking precious. She is trying to push me and she is doing a damn good job. 
 
    “I seem to remember that pussy of yours soakin’ wet every time I touched it. Did that just magically happen?” I snap.  
 
    Bray’s eyes narrow further. Her hands come to rest on her hips. Fuck, she’s gorgeous. “You kidnapped me. Forced me to be your sex slave. You spanked me!” she roars.  
 
    “Wait a minute. You fuckin’ liked bein’ spanked!” 
 
    “You blindfolded me,” she sneers. 
 
    “Which again, you liked.” I cross my arms over my chest being just as defiant as she is. I can play her game. I will play it.  
 
    “The belt?” she asks.  
 
    “Maybe I was a little rough with the belt, but I didn’t hear any complaints when you were comin’ around my dick.” Her mouth opens but nothing comes out. Look at that. My little flower is at a loss for words. I slowly drag my shirt over my head, her eyes trailing over my body.  
 
    “Tell me, little flower. Did you not like what your body felt when I did those things to you?” I watch her reaction as I fumble with the buckle on my belt. When I pull if free and snap it in front of me her eyes widen. All thoughts from what we were even arguing about have slipped my mind. All I can see is her. “Don’t be shy now, Bray,” I tell her. Her eyes come back to mine. I unhook my jeans and slide them to the floor as she watches me.  
 
    “You can’t be serious,” she says. Her voice falters, betraying her. She wants to be mad. She wants to take this shit out on me, and I would let her any other time, but my dick is painfully hard right now. I need her. I want her bent over, taking all of me until she can’t take anymore. I want her screaming my name and coming around me, her juices flowing like a river.  
 
    “I’m fuckin’ dead serious. Didn’t you see what I did to get you back, little flower?”  
 
    Bray licks her lips before looking back up at me. “You didn’t do that for me,” she says softly.  
 
    She doesn’t believe me? What the fuck does she think I was doing there? 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You did it for your family. The same reason you took me, Smokey. Don’t say you did it for me.” Her voice has dropped.  
 
    I step toward the bed, kneeling in front of her. I run my hand over her stomach as she gasps. 
 
    “Partially. You’re right, I wanted them to pay. I wanted to feel at peace with what happened to my family. I wanted them to hurt, Bray, so that I could move on. This right here, this is my family now.” I run my fingers over stomach although I’m still not sure how I feel about it. I don’t know how to be a father. I’m a killer. It’s what I know. Being a parent isn’t something I know how to do. “I came back for you too. I thought you were dead. At first I tried to live with that. I tried to take it for what it was because you were never meant to be mine. I thought if I let that part go, I could move on. Ninja knew you were dead though. At least he suspected and that was good enough for me to move in. I realized just how alone I was without you. I get it, Bray. I get if you don’t want me. Fuck, you shouldn’t! I hurt you. I did things to you that I shouldn’t have but I fuckin’ liked it.” I start to pull away when her hands wrap around my wrists. 
 
    “I liked what you did to me. You were right. I was wet every time you touched me.” She leans up, pressing her lips to my neck. The air is sucked from my lungs. I drop my head and do the same to her. I drag my tongue across her flesh, loving how she shivers.  
 
    “Fuck, Braylynn. The things I wanna do to you-” I cut myself off. I can’t do them to her. I can’t.  
 
    “Smokey. Mark me,” she says softly. I pull back and look into her eyes. They sparkle with need. I want to give her whatever she wants but not that. She’s pregnant for fuck’s sake, although that means nothing to my dick.  
 
    “I can’t.” I start to pull away from her but she stops me again. 
 
    “When Nick and my dad had me, I wanted to die. I tried.” She holds her wrists up for me to look at before she continues. “When I found out I was pregnant while I was there, I knew I couldn’t. I knew that everything we did was something I yearned for. You took my pleasure to a new level that I didn’t think I’d like. The truth is, your torture was my pleasure.”  
 
    She can’t be serious. Looking into her eyes though, I can see it. She is serious.  
 
    “You want me to mark you, Bray?” I ask her, my voice husky. She nods her head, biting her lip.  
 
    I lean my head down, kissing her shoulder before biting into her flesh. The sensation mixed with her cries warms my insides. It feels so good to have her next to me.  
 
    “You’re mine, Braylynn,” I growl against her. “All of you. Your pain, your pleasure. Your torture, your release. It’s all mine.” I bite her again. 
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    Months have passed in the heat of sex and feelings. Her hair is clenched in my hand. Her back is bowed. Her ass is grinding painfully against my dick. She likes it like this. She likes when I tease her and make her insanely crazy for my dick. Being pregnant hasn’t changed that either. She can’t get enough. At first, I was worried about hurting her or the baby. Imagine that shit! I was fucking worried about something.  
 
    It took me a while to warm up to the idea of her being pregnant. I wasn’t sure how I was going to handle that. I knew that I wasn’t going to be a good dad, but Bray has slowly talked me into the idea. With a mother like her, we can’t go wrong. That doesn’t mean it settled me though. There is still that worry and that fear in the back of my mind. I was never good at things like this. I never knew how to be. I was lost after my family died. I still battle the demon, but Bray slowly brings me back around. The thoughts that I won’t be good enough for my own child are what hurt the most. My parents were the best. They took care of us. They cared, they loved. I don’t know what love is. Not even now can I tell Bray that I love her. I don’t know how to. It unsettles me but she seems to understand.  
 
    “Give it to me, Braylynn!” I roar as I slam my dick inside of her. Her cries are music to my ears. I pump into her, taking everything she has to give. Bray never complains about the rough way I fuck her. She’s like me in some ways; she has a dark side that likes to come out and play when we fuck. I take it too. I embrace her darkness.  
 
    “Harder!” she screams.  
 
    Who am I to deny her? I grip her hips in my hands until I know I’m leaving marks on her perfect skin. My balls slap against her pussy with each thrust. Bray takes it all with a smile. A few more thrusts and I release her hips. I pull out and flip her over. She whines but I smirk.  
 
    “Such a naughty girl,” I tell her as I look into her eyes.  
 
    “Fuck me, Smokey,” she demands. I love when she’s like this. So fucking turned on. I lean down and lift her leg over my shoulder before slipping back inside of her. Bray clenches around me.  
 
    “You like that?” I ask her. I roll my hips watching her eyes roll back in her head. She loves feeling me. I know she does. I pick up my pace, giving her what she wants. I want to feel her explode. I want to watch her face as she comes undone for me.  
 
    “Come on, Bray. You’re so fuckin’ close. I can feel it.” I thrust a little rougher when her pussy clenches. She locks me in and holds on tight as the world explodes around us. We both come in a ton of grunts. I pull out of her and drop onto the mattress on my stomach next to her. Her fingers run up and down my back before tracing my Soulless Bastard tattoo. I shiver just from her touch. It’s the most amazing feeling in the world.  
 
    “You know everything with the baby will be ok, right?” she asks me. I sigh into the pillow, turning my head to look at her. Her eyes sparkle in the light. My heart leaps.  
 
    “I dunno about all that. I know that you will be a great mom. I can’t promise shit on the dad part. As long as I got you to back me up, I think we’ll be ok.”  
 
    Bray smiles before leaning in and kissing me. “I’ll always be behind you.” 
 
    I watch her as her eyes flutter closed. She lies there so perfectly. She’s overcome some of the hardest things in life and came out on top. She’s a survivor. She survived me – that’s a feat in itself. I’ve hurt her in ways that should have ruined her. Instead they made her stronger. I’d like to say that Bray has changed something inside of me but that isn’t true. I’m still the dark asshole that she had the unfortunate fate of meeting that one lonely night. I’m still me and that will never change. What has changed is the way I look at her. She’s not just a play toy anymore. She’s evolved into so much more than that. Although I’d never admit it to anyone, she’s made a spot in my life that I didn’t know I wanted to fill, let alone existed anymore. She held onto to her spot for dear life and that means a lot to me. 
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    I lean against the wall with a beer in my hand and a cigarette hanging between my lips. My normal stance, that is. I watch the commotion as everyone mills around the clubhouse. Everyone is having a good time. The girls are all over Bray and her baby bump. I get a little pissed watching them run their hands all over what belongs to me. Bray said they are just being polite, but that doesn’t mean I don’t want to snap their fucking necks every time they do it.  
 
    “What’s the look?” Hawk asks, leaning next to me. 
 
    “You ever look at some of these motherfuckers and want to snap their necks?” I ask.  
 
    Hawk chuckles taking a pull from his bottle. “They’re just happy for you. Like I am. She makes you different yet the same. I can’t fuckin’ explain that shit either so don’t ask.”  
 
    I chuckle before looking over at him. “It’s hard, brother. I don’t know how to be like my dad. I can’t be. I hope I don’t fuck that kid up too bad,” I admit to him. It’s the truth. I can’t be him. I never will be.  
 
    “You don’t have to be him, Smokey. Be you. You raise that kid the way you can. You got a good girl behind you, which is more than I can say for some of these guys. She won’t let you go too far. I don’t think you ever would, but just in case, she’s there.” Hawk smiles as he walks away from me.  
 
    I stand in place watching Braylynn. The ease of moving around the room. Her fearless state being around everyone. I have to admit that I thought after what she’d been through, she would crumble. I thought that she’d have some setbacks, but she’s proven me wrong at every turn. She’s kept her head held high. She keeps moving forward. I’ve never doubted myself more than I do now. Doesn’t she deserve something better than this? Better than the life that I took from her? At the end of the day, that’s what happened. I took a part of her life when I kidnapped her that day. I stole a piece of her innocence. I can’t give it back either. Not that I want to. Some sick part of me likes knowing that I’m the one who stole that from her.  
 
    “Still eye fuckin’ her? Don’t you ever get enough?” Draven nudges me.  
 
    “Hell no. Look at her. She’s a goddamn freak.” I laugh. Draven shakes his head. 
 
    “She’s a good one. I’ll give your sorry ass that. Don’t know how you did it. Kidnappin’ isn’t on the top of the romance list.” He laughs. He’s got a point there. 
 
    “I just told you. She’s a damn freak. Begs me to mark her and shit.”  
 
    Draven lets out a soft whistle. “Do her right, brother. I know that’s hard to do with guys like us. We have a way we work in this world and I get it doesn’t usually involve women. I wouldn’t lose that one, though.” He nods toward her.  
 
    I don’t need him to tell me that shit. I know what I want. She’s all I’ve ever wanted. The baby? I never wanted kids but it’s a part of her. The only reason I say that is that I know how fucked up I am. I know that I can’t be the good kind of father. No matter how much smoke the guys blow up my ass, I’m not him. I’m not my dad.  
 
    “You’re worried. I can see it,” Draven says. I nod my head and take a pull from my beer. 
 
    “Not so much worried. I know how this is gonna go down. I’m gonna do the best I can though. What kind of stories am I gonna tell it later? Oh, I kidnapped your momma. I fucked her tied to my bed in the room you now sleep in. I sent her away to be killed for my own selfish bullshit.” I shake my head. That’s my fucked-up reality. That right there is what my future looks like with a child. I won’t sugarcoat it. It is what it is. I shove off the wall before Draven has a chance to talk any sense into me. I don’t need it nor do I want it. I’ve heard it all. That’s more than I need. They all think I can change for this kid, but I know deep down that this is who I am. I wouldn’t hurt my own child but I don’t know how to love it either.  
 
    “Come on.” I grab Bray around her waist, pulling her away from all the attention. Dragging her sexy body toward the back door, we step outside.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” she asks, looking up at me. I shake my head and sigh.  
 
    “I don’t like people touchin’ you,” I growl when I look into her eyes.  
 
    “They were just feeling the baby move,” she tries to tell me. I don’t care. I don’t want to hear it.  
 
    “Don’t do that. You’re mine, Braylynn.” That over possessive fuck deep inside of me rears his ugly head. I try to handle it. I try to keep him at bay, but when it comes to her, nothing works. 
 
    “I know I’m yours. I wouldn’t want to be anyone else’s, caveman.” She grins up at me thinking she won this battle. Little does she know, she’s losing. I reach up and grab her around her throat and squeeze. Not tight, just enough. 
 
    “If I tell you that you’re mine, that doesn’t mean you smart off, darlin’.” Sticking my tongue out, I run it over her lips. Bray moans and makes my dick hard. She’s going to be the death of me one day.  
 
    “Who do you belong to?” I growl before pulling her lip between my teeth. She doesn’t answer. I bite into her flesh, tasting the blood that flows forth.  
 
    “Tell me, little flower. Who do you belong to? You don’t answer me and I will fuckin’ show you.” I know she’s testing me. It’s what she does. She likes to see how far I will go. Or how far she can go for that matter before the demon awakens in me. The one she likes to see.  
 
    “Do it. Show me, Smokey. Show me who I belong to.”  
 
    My heart picks up a beat. She challenges me and I love it. Any other woman wouldn’t be able to handle me the way she can. That’s what makes her perfect for me. I slowly back her up against the side of the club. Her eyes widen when she slams into the brick wall. 
 
    “Are you testin’ my patience here, darlin’?” I ask her as I gaze down into those eyes.  
 
    “Maybe. You think you can tell me what to do. I want to see you show me.” Her words set off a desire that it shouldn’t. I shouldn’t want to fuck my pregnant girl through a brick wall. I shouldn’t want to take her so roughly that she won’t be able to walk tomorrow, but this is what she fucking does to me. This is how she makes me feel. My body coils with need and only she can satisfy it.  
 
    “Take the shorts off. Now,” I growl at her. She doesn’t move. She licks her lips and stares back at me, challenging me.  
 
    “You’re gonna pay for that,” I warn her.  
 
    “I’m waiting.”  Her eyes stay on mine.  
 
    I reach up and grab her hair, yanking roughly. Her head tilts back, before my lips are on her throat.  
 
    “The beauty of our games are the marks, little flower.” I suck her flesh into my mouth, leaving my mark once again. Bray moans and presses against me. “You’re not in charge, Braylynn. I am. You know that, don’t you?” I nip at her skin as she whimpers and whines.  
 
    “Give it to me, Smokey,” she cries out. I chuckle against her. So, greedy and needy. I like it.  
 
    “Who’s in charge, Bray?” I ask, tugging her hair harder. The angle of her neck has to be uncomfortable.  
 
    “Fuck me, Smokey!” she growls.  
 
    I bite into the flesh of her neck. My body explodes with need. 
 
    “Who owns you?” I roar louder. I reach down and push her shorts to the ground before yanking my dick free. Lifting her in my arms, I slide inside of her slowly. Her lips press against my neck as she wiggles her ass trying to take me deeper. Yeah, that won’t happen. Not until she gives me what the fuck I want.  
 
    “Tell me, Bray. That’s all you have to do.” Her teeth sink into my neck and my dick jerks inside of her. Fuck, the things this woman can do to my body.  
 
    “Yours! I’m all yours. You own me, Smokey.”  
 
    That’s my girl.  
 
    I like to think that she has no control over me, but the fact of the matter is, she does to a point. My heart beats for this woman. She means more to me than I could possibly put into words and yet I can’t find it in me to say I love her. Maybe love is just an illusion for me. I can’t say that I will ever know what really is, but I know what I feel when she isn’t here and I never want to feel that again. 


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
      
 
    I look at Braylynn as she lies there sleeping soundly. Our little girl was born six weeks ago. I can’t believe it. I look down at my little girl sleeping peacefully in my arms. It’s a strange feeling to have inside of me. I never thought that I would want to look into the eyes of my own child. I know that my family would be happy to see this day, but I still don’t know how I feel about it. She’s beautiful. She looks like me. It’s scary to think that I am now responsible for another life. A life that I created. I made this tiny little thing in my arms. How can a monster be a father? In my mind there is no way possible, but the more I look at her, the more I feel that connection to her. I want her to grow up the way I did. I want her to have a happy family that can take care of her and make her smile. I want her to have it all at her fingertips, but with me, she won’t have anything but pain and anguish. 
 
    I shake my head trying to rid the thoughts. She’s my daughter. She is my creation. She is everything that is good in this world. Everything I don’t deserve. She has the power to be something better than I am. She can do whatever she desires in life and having me as her father will only pull her back into the depths of hell. My hell. The one that I have created and mastered over the years. I don’t want that for her. I want Jewels to grow up and live a full life. I want her to have everything that she’s ever wanted. I’m so lost in my head that I didn’t hear Bray wake up.  
 
    “She’s perfect.”  
 
    I glance over my shoulder at Braylynn where she’s shoved herself up in the bed. I turn to face her when I smile and nod. I look down at Jewels once more before placing her in her crib. 
 
    “She is. Which is why I’m askin’ for a transfer to Nomad status.” I cover her with her little blanket before turning back to Bray.  
 
    “What does that mean?” she asks me confused by what’s happening. Hell, I’m fucking confused. I should want this, shouldn’t I? 
 
    “It means, I can’t be what she needs, Braylynn. I can’t be a father. I don’t know how. I need to walk away before I ruin her.”  
 
    Braylynn climbs to her knees on the bed watching me with tears in her eyes. “You can’t leave us now! After everything we’ve been through!” Her anger rises. I can feel the anger and rage boiling through her veins.  
 
    “You want me to ruin her? You want me to fuck her up the way I have you? I can’t do it to her! I want better for her, goddamn it!” Before I can finish what, I’m saying, Bray leaps from the bed. Her fists slam into my face, my chest, anything she can get her hands to connect with. I let her. I let her take it out on me.  
 
    “I hated you! I hated what you were doing to me, but I understood it. I get why you did it! But she doesn’t deserve you to walk away from her!” Bray cries as she slams her fists into me over and over. I lift her in my arms to stop her as Jewels cries in her crib, and that’s when I feel it. Braylynn’s teeth sink into the skin on my neck. I roar as I feel the blood rush to the surface. I quickly shove her off me and watch her body bounce onto the bed. Anger sizzles through her body as she jumps back up, rushing toward me again with blood dripping from her lips. 
 
    “You don’t get to make all the decisions anymore, Smokey! You have us now!” she roars.  
 
    I wrap my hand around her throat, slamming her against the wall. Our breathing is sporadic. Neither of us are in our right minds. We’re two pieces to a fucked-up puzzle.  
 
    “You want me to hurt her? You want me to ruin her?” I grit my teeth.  
 
    “You wouldn’t. She’s your blood! She’s your family now, Smokey! Don’t you see that! You got your second chance to do something right with her.” Tears fall down her cheeks. I squeeze a little harder before my hand slowly releases the grip on her. Her eyes come to lock on mine.  
 
    “How? How can I do that when I’m the fuckin’ monster!” Jewels cries in her crib, but this moment can’t be broken.  
 
    “You aren’t a monster. You saved me, Smokey. Save us all now. You have the chance to have a family again. Don’t throw us away.”  
 
    My head drops, my forehead resting on hers. A tear slides down my cheek as reality hits hard. 
 
    “You have to take her at the first sign that I’m ruinin’ her.”  
 
    “You won’t.”  
 
    “Promise me, Braylynn. I can’t live with myself if I hurt her. If I stay, I need you to promise me.” Her hands come to rest on my face, forcing me to look at her. 
 
    “You won’t hurt her. You love her. You may not love me but you love her! She is your child, Smokey. She’s your family.”  
 
    Her words hit hard. My heart races inside of me. My hands become slick with sweat. 
 
    “I do love you, Braylynn. I love you both. Don’t you get that? I fuckin’ love you both.” 
 
    Maybe this is my second chance at happiness. As I take Braylynn’s lips with mine, I think about my life. Maybe she’s right. Maybe this is the time to make things right in my life and raise my family. My demon wasn’t always with me. I didn’t feel this kind of anger or rage until my family was killed. Then it was like the gates of hell just opened up inside of me. Looking back at all that we have been through, all that Bray has been through, I can’t lose them. I almost lost her once when Nick and her dad had her back. They beat her, starved her, and taunted her until she wanted to die. I can’t let that be an option for her anymore.  
 
    “Please tell me you’ll stay,” she asks softly, her head resting on my chest.  
 
    I know that that demon of mine is still lurking just under the surface but for now, he’s calm. I’m willing to battle him for them. 
 
    “I ain’t goin’ anywhere, Bray. How could I? Everything I love is right here.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Did you enjoy Smokey, 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 Draven’s story next! 
 
      
 
    Click here for Draven! http://bit.ly/Dravensocal 
 
    Like always, if you enjoyed this book please leave a review. Come stalk me on facebook at Erin M Trejo. Like my author page! Join my reader group, Fire and Ice. 
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