
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Mythic 
 
    A Silent Sons MC Novel 
 
    Book Five 
 
      
 
    Ambere Sabo 
 
      
 
    [image: ]


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Copyright 
 
      
 
    All rights reserved. 
 
    Mythic A Silent Sons MC Novel Book Five 
 
    Copyright 2019 © Ambere Sabo 
 
    Published by: Ambere Sabo 
 
    Edited by: 2 Naughty Book Babes Editing 
 
    Cover by: Designs by Dana 
 
    Format by: Ambere Sabo 
 
    ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. This book contains material protected under International and Federal Copyright Laws and Treaties. Any unauthorized reprint or use of this material is prohibited. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system without express written permission from Ambere Sabo, the author/publisher. 
 
    This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Synopsis 
 
      
 
    I’ve hidden who I was from the world for so long. Never making friends. Having nothing more than flings or one-night stands. I thought it was the only way to protect myself. If no one knew the real me who I really was, then I had nothing to worry about. 
 
    All of that came crashing down around me when I made saving Lilly my life’s mission. I wouldn’t let the cartel or Enterrador take another person from me. 
 
    I didn’t expect to fall for him. 
 
    He was only supposed to be a means to an end. Someone who could show Enterrador all he’d been blind to for so many years. 
 
    If only I would’ve known the outcome… 
 
    Would I have told them who I was? 
 
    Probably not, but I would’ve done a hell of a lot better job at guarding my heart. 
 
    Now I’m living on borrowed time. Can he look past everything that’s happened between us or will I die never earning his forgiveness? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Warning 
 
      
 
    This novel includes graphic situations with detailed violence, sex, and language. It may be offensive to some readers and includes situations that may be triggers for certain individuals. This book is intended for a mature audience.
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 Prologue 
 
      
 
    For over half of my life I've run from this world. A world that has brought me nothing but heartache and betrayal. Now… now I’m pushing the button for the penthouse floor at the Four Seasons on the way right back into that world. Watching with bated breath as the floor numbers I pass light up. Slowing rising in the glass and gold coffin that’s taking me back to hell. 
 
    I watched from a distance as my brother became the man my father wanted him to be. Watched as he led my best friend to slaughter just by being with her, just for loving her. A man that I was helpless to stop as he took the life of my only daughter becoming the monster he is today. 
 
    My feet are like lead as they lead me to uncertainty. I swore long ago that I would never be found. Never let them know I was still alive. I vowed one day they would both pay for all they'd done to me and yet here I stand outside of this damn hotel room ready to help my brother see all that he’s been blind to. 
 
    Enterrador doesn’t deserve a finger to be lifted in his defense but, Alex? If she's alive, she deserves everything I can give. Every ounce of skill I have in my body will go into finding out if my best friend still lives. If my niece still lives. 
 
    Once again, this world has me walking away from a place I could’ve come to call home. From a man who could’ve loved me for me. A man who now looks at me with nothing but disgust and hatred all because of where I come from. Okay and maybe because he poured his soul into mine and I couldn’t even tell him the truth of who I am. 
 
    For once I can’t lay all the blame at my father’s and brother’s feet. This is a mess all of my own making. I should’ve known I could trust him. Could let him in. 
 
    Snoopy gave me no reason to doubt he would still see me, Mythic if for the first time in my adult life I was honest about where I come from. Instead, I gave him the cliff notes version skipping all the critical parts of what shaped me into the woman I am today. No matter how dark and dirty. I believe in my heart he still would’ve accepted me for who I’ve become and why. 
 
    But right now, I don’t have time to harp on my shortcomings. To over analyze how badly I fucked all this up. Because right now, I must become the girl I swore I'd never be again. 
 
    Pushing my shoulders back, I take in a breath and hold my head high as I knock on the door to my past. It only takes a moment before one of the Soldados swings the door open. “I am Selena Maribel Ortiz, Princesa of The Infierno Cartel. Tell your general I’m here.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Snoopy 
 
    “I know it’s here somewhere,” I shout at the screen. Spit flying from my mouth hitting the screen I demand answers from. Wiping it away I continue to click back through the feed. Something in this footage should’ve let me know she is who she is. 
 
    How the fuck did I not see it! Slamming my hands on the desk in front of me I scream out in frustration. I’m such a fucking idiot. Reaching forward I swipe my hands across the surface in front of me throwing its contents to the floor. 
 
    I’ve been with her every waking moment for over two weeks, and nothing could’ve prepared me for the bomb she just dropped on my club. How the fuck did this happen. How could I have been so blind? 
 
    A knock at the door pulls me from my internal ranting, “Go the fuck away,” I holler at whoever the hell’s there. 
 
    I don’t give a damn to talk to any of my brothers right now. They're going to want answers, answers I don’t have. The knocking turns to pounding, as whoever's on the other side apparently doesn’t give a rat’s ass that I want to be left the fuck alone. 
 
    Slamming my chair back against the wall I stride over to the door, ripping it open, hollering, “I said, go the fuck away,” as I do. Not even caring to look at who is taking the brunt of my anger. 
 
    “Son I know you're pissed, but you better watch who the fuck you're talking to,” Rodeo scolds with his brows pulled down tight and a scowl resting on his lips. Tilting his head in Lilly's direction who stands hiding slightly behind him. “Remember this clubhouse is mine and even a locked door won't keep me the fuck out.” Without another word, he turns to leave Lil and me alone. 
 
    If anyone understands the betrayal I'm going through right now, its Lil. “I didn’t know Snoop, I swear, I didn’t know,” she says looking up at me with nothing but regret reflecting in her crystal blues. 
 
    “Come in,” I grumble at her, stepping aside, so she can enter what my brothers call my lair. She jumps when I shut the door harder than intended, but I can’t find it in myself to fucking care. Plopping down in my chair I look over at her as she takes the seat Mythic’s been occupying, eyeing the mess I’ve left on the floor. 
 
    “I swear it Snoop, I never would’ve brought her here if I had known who she really was,” she says unable to look at me. Instead, she turns her attention to the stain on the surface in front of her. She runs her fingers over the ring of coffee from Mythic, I mean Selena’s, constant spills. 
 
    Huffing out a breath I lean back and look at the ceiling. “I know Lil, I know.” Reaching up, I run my fingers through my hair. Admitting out loud for the first time since this shit show of a day started, I tell her, “I should’ve been the one to see it, Lil. I didn’t think to look into who she was when she seemed to be helping us find and stop Enterrador.” 
 
    Looking from the corner of my eye I see her staring blankly at the screen in front of her, she whispers more to herself than me, “Sometimes we just don’t want to see what's staring us right in the face.” 
 
    Before I have a chance to ask her what she means she reaches up and lightly runs a finger across the screen. Stroking a face that wasn’t there only moments ago. Sliding my chair over to get a better look, I can't help the breath that rushes out of me when I see what has caught Lil’s attention. 
 
    The hair’s different that’s for sure, it isn’t the vibrant blue she wears now. And I don’t think I’ve ever seen Mythic smile that big, but the girl in the frame cued up on the screen is definitely her. I’d bet money the blonde beside her is Alex. If the stories I know of Diablos daughter are correct, this picture was taken the night her world was flipped upside down, her fifteenth birthday. 
 
    “Where'd you find that,” I snap. 
 
    “I… I don’t know.” She stutters looking over at me, wide-eyed. “I accidentally hit the mouse, and this was on the screen when it came on. You… you haven’t seen this before?” 
 
    With a shake of my head, “No, after we got through all the encryptions, we focused on the conversations Enterrador had more than anything. That is, until the day Alex was taken. May I?” I ask her gesturing to the keyboard. 
 
    Scooting over she lets me have full access to Mythic’s screens. Zooming out I can see this frame of pictures sits on the dining room wall in Enterrador’s Monterrey home. A woman sits at the table with her head in her hands. 
 
    “Push play, Snoop,” Lilly says softly, putting her hand on my forearm. 
 
    I hesitate for just a moment, not sure if I want to know whatever Mythic left for me to see. But in the end curiosity wins and I scroll the mouse over and hit play. 
 
    The crying is soft, but you can tell by the shake of her shoulders the woman is clearly upset. And then she speaks, “What am I going to do Lena?” She asks looking up at the pictures on the wall. “I’m cursed, we’re cursed. I just know it. And now? How can I bring a baby into this world when every time I think things are finally going right something comes and takes everything from me? I’ve lost too much already. You, my parents, your mama. I won't make it if I lose this baby too. I just won’t.” 
 
    I feel like we're intruding on a conversation not meant for us when I stop the video. Dead or alive no one should have their demons played out for perfect strangers. 
 
    “That’s Alex,” Lilly states, though I already know. I knew the moment she looked up with mascara running down her face, I knew. Enterrador wasn’t wrong Lil and Alex look like they could’ve been twins. Well before she colored her hair anyway. 
 
    “It is,” I answer with a nod. “And the girl in those pictures is Mythic. There's no denying it.” 
 
    “I wonder why she left this part of the footage cued,” Lil says with a tilt of her head. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I ask looking over at her. 
 
    “She knew eventually you’d turn on her monitor Snoop. Sooner or later you would’ve seen this,” she says pointing to the screen. 
 
    “I don’t know Lil. I really fucking don’t,” I answer with a huff. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Mythic 
 
    “Have you lost your fucking mind?” Enterrador roars as he enters the room where his men have their guns drawn on me. Fuckers didn’t even let me in the door before taking aim. 
 
    “Sir, she says she’s Selena Ortiz,” the man who answered the door responds looking over his shoulder. 
 
    “And?” Enterrador questions, throwing his hands up as he comes further into the room. 
 
    The Soldado reaches up to loosen his tie. Sweat forming at his widow’s peak. He wasn’t expecting to be questioned for deciding I should die today. I don’t recognize him, so I know he wasn’t at Blue Bells. Let’s me know he isn’t one of Enterrador’s best men. Hell, if Enterrador had bothered to bring all the men staring down the barrels of their guns at me right now, he might’ve had a chance at taking us by force. Might’ve. 
 
    With a visible swallow, the Soldado replies, “We all know the stories of how our Primera Princesa died and the war that was fought to avenge her death.” 
 
    I can’t help the maniacal laughter that rips from my chest. The eyes of every man in the room grow more prominent as I continue to laugh. Bending at the waist tears roll down my face as I take in everything this prick with a gun has just said. 
 
    “Selena,” Enterrador scolds. With his words, the Soldados falter, including the one in front of me, some lowering their guns as they look at him in confusion. 
 
    Snapping back into the moment, I lunge forward and grab the idiot’s gun before he even sees it coming. With it firmly in place at his temple, I tell him through gritted teeth, “I’m sure that’s what he wanted everyone to think. Avenge me? Please. Nothing my father has ever done was with me in mind.” 
 
    “She is Selena Ortiz,” Enterrador’s voice booms. “You shouldn’t be trying to kill her but kneeling before her.” 
 
    And just like that the men in the room lower their weapons and drop to one knee with their guns over their hearts. Well, aside from the one I’m deciding if I should kill or not. 
 
    “Do not ever presume to know what happened to me,” I grit out before shoving him away. He stumbles over those around him as they hold their place on the floor. Slowly he joins them in showing his loyalty. 
 
    “Oh, for Christ sake,” I say tossing my free hand in the air. “Stand the fuck up. I don’t want to be your fucking princess, it was just shitty luck of DNA.” 
 
    Crossing the room to my side, Enterrador grabs me by my upper arm. “What the fuck are you doing?’ Enterrador growls in my ear. 
 
    Ripping my arm from his grasp, “Would you rather I tell them I’m your…” before sister can pass through my lips, he cups a hand over my mouth. 
 
    “Leave us,” he commands the men still kneeling before us. 
 
    Slowly they look up from the ground, some standing before walking out the open door behind us. Others look between the two of us not knowing who to take direction from. Well, I’ll be damned, I guess my bother just got a glimpse of which men are genuinely loyal to him and those who follow at our father's command. Perhaps he is already aware, and that’s why they weren't all with him at Blue Bell’s today. 
 
    “Tell them,” he grinds out at my temple. 
 
    “Do as your general says,” I say with a roll of my eyes. Standing with a bow of their heads the remaining men do as they're told and leave. 
 
    After the last has left the room, Enterrador walks briskly to the far side of the room before looking back to see I’m not following him. 
 
    “Well, Mythic,” he says cutting his eyes to me, “Are you coming?” he asks as he gestures to the door in front of him. 
 
    “That depends,” I snark, putting my hands on my hips. 
 
    “On what?” he asks narrowing his eyes. 
 
    “Are you going to leave Lilly alone?” I ask with a tap of my heel covered toe. 
 
    “I gave you my word.” 
 
    “As if the word of the undertaker means shit to me,” I admit as I put the gun in the back of my jeans before crossing the room to be at his side. He cringes as I use the name he’d once been so proud to claim. Maybe finding out the blood he shed was his own did more than I expected. Fuck that. I'm not naive enough to believe my brother's soul still lives in this shell of a man. 
 
    Following him into what I can only assume is his bedroom. He waits, leaning against the door frame as I take a seat on the black leather couch, before closing the door behind us. He walks to the desk in the corner of the room, pulling out a white noise generator from the drawer. 
 
    “What the fuck are you…” I start before he puts a finger up to his lips to silence me. 
 
    Switching on the machine, he places it against the wall before telling me, “Now you can speak freely, Lena.” 
 
    “Why the fuck wouldn’t I? I have nothing left to hide,” I snap before crossing my legs and leaning into the corner of the couch. 
 
    “Really? I don’t think father would be too happy to find out you’re not only alive but what? Have made it your life's mission to destroy us?” 
 
    “He knows I’m alive as we speak. Those loyal to him and not you called the minute they were clear of this floor.” 
 
    He can't hide the way the vein in his neck tenses the moment I speak of loyalty. “How long have you known?” 
 
    “Known what?” he asks as he begins to pace the room. 
 
    “Known that father doesn’t trust you. That he has men planted in your crew to spy on you.” I ask rapping my fingers on the soft leather looking at him with a tilt of my head. This just got a little more interesting. 
 
    “How do you know that?” He demands stomping across the room stopping abruptly in front of me. 
 
    “It doesn’t take a rocket scientist Enterrador. A third of the men out there wouldn’t move from their knees until I told them to do so.” I tell him nodding my head at the closed door. 
 
    Crossing his arms across his chest, “He started assigning more men to my detail when I wouldn’t let this thing with Lilly go. Said I needed the extra security if I was intent on going on a fool's errand.” 
 
    With a burst of laughter, I can't contain, “Fool's errand huh. He always did like to talk like he came from more than the ghetto.” 
 
    “You’ve never heard our father speak Lena. You believed he died just as I did. I didn’t even know he still lived until after you were taken.” 
 
    Trying to control every fiber in my body screaming for me to kill the dick before me, I sit forward very slowly. Fighting every urge to reach for the gun tucked into my jeans, I grit out, “I will only tell you this once Enterrador. I heard our father speak more than you will ever know when I was being held captive. The memory of him telling Kisin to do with me as he pleased will forever be burned into my memory. You have no clue who our father really is.” 
 
    He studies me for a moment before asking, “Why are you here Lena?” 
 
    “Lena died a very long time ago. Just as Adan did, Enterrador.” I tell him leaning back into the couch. I can't help but smile to myself just a bit as he flinches at my words. Petty as it may be, I want to see him hurt. “I’m here for Alex.” 
 
    “Alex, as you say, died a very long time ago.” 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” I ask tracing the seams of the armrest before looking up at him through my long dark lashes. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Snoopy 
 
    “No, I haven’t fucking heard from her,” I snap at Lilly shouldering past her to get to the refrigerator. I swear she asks me this shit like every damn day, and I can’t take it anymore. 
 
    “Dude you better watch who you’re yelling at,” Cessy sasses at me from the sink as she makes Phoenix a bottle. “Gunner or Havoc hear you talking to her like that, and you're likely to lose your balls,” she tells me gesturing to Lilly who is looking at her feet warily. 
 
    “Look, Lil, I get it. You miss her, but you need to understand I don’t. I have no reason to talk to Selena, ever again.” I tell her as I turn to walk away. 
 
    “You don’t have to do that you know,” Lilly whispers. 
 
    “Do what?” I ask reaching up to pinch the bridge of my nose. I can't get a headache right now. I have shit I need to do. Shit that doesn’t involve Selena, well maybe directly. We have to find out where the hell the cartel has moved all the children. The task force keeps coming up empty, and Rodeo has made it my top priority. I don’t have time for this shit. 
 
    “It's okay to miss her, Snoop,” Lil tells me before running out of the kitchen with tears streaming down her face. 
 
    Tilting my face to the ceiling, “Fuck me,” I huff out. 
 
    With a pat on my shoulder as she walks up to the counter behind me, Cessy sighs, “She's right you know.” 
 
    “Damnit Cess. Not you too.”  
 
    Putting her hands out in front of her, “Hey don’t kill the messenger Snoop, but we all see it. And it's okay. Really, it is. Why do you think Rodeo has you on this super-secret mission?” she asks using finger quotes over a super-secret. 
 
    “How do you know about that?” I snap. A shrug of her shoulders is all I get. 
 
    The damned woman always knows everything that’s going on in this club. “I don’t fucking miss her, Cess. How could I? She betrayed the club, she betrayed…” pausing when I can't bring myself to admit it out loud. 
 
    “You,” Cessy finishes for me before pulling herself up on the counter. “She betrayed you, Snoop. She didn’t betray the club. She did exactly what she said she would. She saved Lilly from that twisted ass brother of hers and lost her freedom in the process. She told us all, in the beginning, that there were things she wouldn’t tell us. But she also swore she’d give up her life if it meant saving Lil and she did. None of us are mad at her for that.” 
 
    “How the fuck can you not be mad at her?” 
 
    “Because I didn’t know her, Snoop. None of us did. Not like you and Lil did. To me, she made it so someone I hold dear could have a life. Could stop looking over her shoulder every fucking minute of every fucking day. And for that, I can’t be mad at her. Lil isn’t mad at her either.” 
 
    Before I have a chance to interrupt, she puts her hand up and continues, “Lil misses the friend that she made. A friend who wasn’t in this life. A friend that isn’t friends with her because of her brother or who her father was, or who she is to this club. She made her first true friend that she could be herself with. One that she didn’t have to worry would judge her for where she comes from, for who her family is. Mythic means more to her than any man who embraced this life will ever understand, Gunner included.” 
 
    Slipping off the counter, she leaves me to take in everything she just said. Do my brothers really not hate her? Could they forgive and forget so quickly? Is Prez just trying to distract me? What the fuck? Lost in thought, I don’t realize Cess has paused at the door. 
 
    Holding on to the door frame she looks over her shoulder at me, “Do you know why you're mad at her Snoop?” 
 
    Turning to look at her my eyebrows pull down when I can't seem to find an answer. “Because you found someone to accept you too. Even more so than your brothers do. With them you have the club, but with her, you both live in the same world online. She understands you like no one here ever will. Only unlike Lil, you fell in love with her.” 
 
    Before I even have a chance to tell her she’s wrong. That there's no way in hell, I could love someone who lied to me as Mythic, Selena, did. Someone who tricked me into letting my guard down, she's gone. 
 
    There’s no fucking way in two weeks I fell in love with someone. No damn fucking way. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Mythic 
 
    Being around Enterrador and the Soldados has been harder than I thought possible. I knew when I stepped back into this life it wouldn’t be all sunshine and fucking roses, but I would kill to have some simple girl talk with Lilly right now. Fuck I’d even deal with Gunner and his million questions to have it. More than that I would give anything to have just a little bit of help from Snoopy, but that sure as hell isn’t going to happen. 
 
    Enterrador spared no expense in remaking my command center even though he swore the whole time I wasn’t going to find anything on Diablo. He got me a suite the floor below him so I wouldn’t have to worry about any of Diablo’s spies knowing what the hell I was doing, but I'm still surrounded by men. Day in and day out, nothing but men. Some of which I'm sure would give their left nut to do what no one before them seemed to manage. Kill the Primera Princesa of the Infierno Cartel. 
 
    And dear old dad? Hasn’t shown his face once. Not one damn time. He called and had a long ass conversation with Enterrador wanting to make sure I was indeed who his men told him I was. Evaded and denied any question thrown at him regarding knowing I was still alive. Enterrador seems to be seeing a bit of the light as he won’t let any of the men he doesn’t trust alone with me. 
 
    A reasonable person would be hurt that their father can't seem to spare a single day to come to see his long-lost daughter. Me? The longer I can go without seeing that son of a bitch the better. I can't guarantee I wouldn’t kill him on sight and I'm pretty sure that wouldn't go over well with his lackeys. 
 
    For now, I have an encryption from hell to break through. At least Enterrador’s been good for one thing, The location of Diablo’s San Luis compound. The problem? The encryption on his security system is ten times harder than the one put on Enterrador’s system. And I had Snoopy’s help to break through that one. 
 
    Makes me wonder what the fuck he’s hiding. Because come on, besides your crazy hacker daughter that you left for dead who else would go through the trouble? What is he so afraid of people finding? 
 
    “You asked for me?” Enterrador grumbles from the entrance to my bedroom as he places his hands behind his back. He mirrors his men that are set around the suite, and it makes my skin crawl. 
 
    “Yes,” I replied looking away from him. I can’t bear to witness the man he’s become. “When were you last at Diablo’s home?” 
 
    “I haven’t been invited to the San Luis home in about fifteen years.” Pausing, he crosses over to stand beside my desk. Looking down at me with brows drawn he whispers, “Why?” 
 
    Looking up into his eyes I’m reminded of the brother I once loved. A brother who would move anything on heaven and earth to protect me and make me happy. The memory is too hard to bear. Looking away I take a breath and a moment to compose myself. Thinking back to the night I spent holding my little girl in my arms after he had taken her soul from this earth. It’s the only reminder I need to harden my heart to him. To a man I once thought could do no wrong. 
 
    Standing from my seat, I begin to pace the floor, looking only at my feet. “Because the protection he has on his security system could rival that of the White House. There’s something there. Something, or someone, he doesn’t want anyone to be able to find.” Stopping in front of him I glance up before asking, “Did you not think it was weird that he stopped having you in his home?” 
 
    With a shake of his head, he tells me, “No, at first I was happy not to have to travel that far south to meet with him. The longer it took me to get there the longer it meant I was away from Alex. Over time we mostly met at the compounds outside of Juarez or at his home in Mexico City.” 
 
    Tapping my chin, I look to the ceiling. There must be something there, I can feel it in my bones. “And our half-sisters? Where the hell are they?” I ask with disdain, as I begin to pace again. Fucking men, never can keep it in their pants. 
 
    “They’re all in the states. Diablo wanted them out of harm's way after you were…” he has the sense to not finish his sentence. 
 
    “After he had me taken and tortured, he wanted to make sure they couldn’t be used against him as they tried to do with me.” I finish for him. 
 
    With a huff he continues, “Yes, but he told everyone it was for their safety.” 
 
    “Alright, but do you know where they are? 
 
    “La Ocho is in Dallas. She’s in her twenties now and oversees the cocaine distribution in North Texas. She’s the one he kept from me the most. I don’t know much else about her. The twins are in California, both go to UCLA, and neither have much contact with him. They blame him for their mother's death.” 
 
    “Eight? Did he seriously name his daughter eight?” I ask with a laugh. 
 
    Grabbing me by my arm, he pulls me to him, “Watch what you say,” he seethes. “I have no doubt some of these men are loyal to her over Diablo or me. Her name is Christina, La Ocho is simply how she is known.” 
 
    “Don’t touch me,” I grit out as I rip myself away from him. Stalking to the other side of the room. Leaning against the wall, I cross my arms over my chest. Glaring in his direction, I ask, “Why do they blame him for their mother’s death? I thought she died in childbirth. 
 
    “She did, but Diablo was incredibly paranoid when she carried them. Not trusting anyone with her care. They feel had she had the necessary medical treatment a mother carrying twins needs she would’ve lived through their birth.” 
 
    With a nod, I look off to the side taking in all the information he’s just given me. We have no clue how many illegitimate children Diablo may have but maybe, just maybe the daughters he so kindly tossed away will be his undoing. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Snoopy 
 
    Thursday… I’ve grown to hate you and yet I can’t deny that I woke this morning with one thing on my mind, Selena. 
 
    Five weeks she’s had me in this bullshit mood. I don’t know why she feels the need to email and explain herself to me. To let me see who she truly is. She’s the cartel's princess now, what the fuck does it matter what a brother of The Silent Sons MC thinks of her anyway? 
 
    That doesn’t stop me from counting down the minutes all damn day, waiting for nine p.m. so I can read whatever snippet of her life I get to be included in on today. I can’t get shit done and my focus is not where it needs to be, but I want to know her. I want to know everything. God only fucking knows why. 
 
    At first, I was stupid enough to convince myself I was simply keeping my enemy close and all that crap. The better I know her, the easier it will be to defeat her should the cartel ever again decide to come after The Silent Sons or anyone affiliated with us again. But in my heart, I know I’m as fucked as I was the day she walked into this clubhouse. 
 
    It feels like only yesterday she walked into the clubhouse. I’d been talking with her for months online. Never knowing the person on the other side of the screen was a woman. When Lil called her in that day, I was expecting a geeked out dude in his twenties. Not the beautiful blue-haired woman who stood before me. 
 
    When she popped her hands on her hips the curves of her body had me hard in that booth. Lightly tanned skin with an ass for days was so far from what I’d pictured I didn’t know what to say. My brothers teased me for hours, telling me to wipe the drool from my chin until the girls started calling them out on all the fuck ups they’ve made with women in the past. That I will admit was worth it. Who knew Gunner could turn so many shades of red? 
 
    The clock on my screen turns to nine and without a second to spare my email notification changes to one. I know I should tell Prez she’s contacting me, hell, tell her to fuck off and never reach out to me again but instead I hover over the email simply titled Me and click it. 
 
      
 
    Ashton 
 
    I’m sure by now you’ve found the footage I left on my screen. If not, well you should probably watch it. There’s a reason I wanted you to see that part of my life. To know how I found out she was having a baby. It’s hard, even now, for me to explain fully how hard it was to watch her tears. It opens up wounds I thought were healed years ago. Wounds of a broken girl I like to hide, but I don’t want to hide from you anymore Ashton. So here goes… 
 
    I had planned to contact Alex after my daughter was born. Let her know I didn’t die as she had been led to believe. I can still only imagine how much that weighed on her. That’s just who Alex was. Somehow in her head, I’m sure she felt that my death was in part her fault. I wanted her to know it wasn’t, that she had been the best friend I could’ve ever asked for. 
 
    In truth, I called her more times than I can remember. Always hanging up before I could bring myself to speak. That’s when Jesus started teaching me all he knew about hacking. With his help, I got to see her. Watch her talk to the pictures of me about everything that was going on in her life. 
 
    I was the first person to know she was pregnant, and I decided that day I would go home. I could explain to Adan what had happened to me at the hands of our father and we could all run away together. My brother, my best friend, and my baby girl. I would have everything in the world I ever needed. But our father took an interest in Alex the minute Adan told him she was pregnant. 
 
    Jesus and I decided it would be safer to wait until after their baby was born before I revealed myself to them. Jesus was terrific, helping me get everything in place to run. Money, new identities, a home for us all. No detail was left unplanned. He even helped me pick out Mythic. 
 
    Somehow Diablo found out. I have no clue how, but I know somehow, he knew what we were doing, and I lost everything all over again. Not only were Alex and her baby girl gone but he turned Adan on my new family. Taking away the last thing I had in this life that meant something to me, Iliana. Just one day before her fourth birthday. 
 
    I ran. I didn’t know if Diablo would be coming back for me too. Or if he was satisfied at leaving me once again all alone in this world. I took whatever I could from our home. The money from the safe, Mariana’s jewels, anything I could use to help myself disappear. 
 
    I spent the next two years running, never spending more than a few months in one city, never making friends, or getting to know anyone on a personal level. I engulfed myself in the hacker life. Learning everything I could to make myself a ghost, virtually untraceable. 
 
    I kept up with the cartel's dealings, anything I could find on the dark web regarding my father or my brother. Over time it didn’t matter what kind of protection Diablo had if the information was out there, I could find it. 
 
    The process had taken its toll on me though. I fell into a depression like none other and on more than one occasion contemplated taking my own life. I had nothing worth living for. The only thing that kept me going was my need for revenge. I wanted them to pay for what they’d taken from me. 
 
    Eventually, I settled down in Tahoe. I fell in love with the city and its anonymity. There were always people coming and going with the change of the seasons. I could hide there without anyone questioning who I was or why I came and went as I did. But my life was void of any real emotions. I’d let myself become a robot with only one real goal, their destruction. 
 
    When I first started giving you information, you were merely a means to an end. I didn’t expect Lil to get caught up in the crazy Enterrador put her through. Hell, I still can’t explain what force drove me to get in my car that day and track her down in Arizona. 
 
    Maybe it was all those I have above, guiding me to where I needed to be, I'm not sure. Just thinking that someone is looking out for me is so new of a feeling I’m not sure what to do with it. But I believe there is a reason Lil was brought into my life. She reminded me of what true friendship really feels like.  
 
    And it brought me to you… You hate me right now, I understand that. Hell, I'm not sure why I keep sending these emails. I don’t even know if you’re reading them… But in my heart, I have to explain myself. If only to help you understand why I couldn’t open up to you when you so freely gave me all of who you are. 
 
    Something I will cherish for the rest of my life, no matter how long it may be. One day I hope you can find it within yourself to forgive me. 
 
      
 
    All My love 
 
    Selena 
 
      
 
    Leaning back in my chair, I run my hands through my hair clutching it as I look to the ceiling and scream, “Fuck you.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Mythic 
 
    “Goddammit Lena, I told you-you needed to stay unseen,” Enterrador yells as he pulls me in from the balcony. 
 
    Turning around quickly I sidestep him putting myself just out of his reach. 
 
    “What's wrong,” he asks as he steps towards me. His face falls no longer scowling at me with rage in his eyes, but instead wide-eyed with worry as he sees the tears flowing down my cheeks. 
 
    Placing a hand out in front of me to stop him from coming closer. I look to the floor, whipping them away with the palm of my other hand. “Nothing, it’s nothing,” I whisper. 
 
    “This is not nothing,” he growls. “Who has made you cry? Tell me which one of these men needs to die?” he threatens looking around the room at his Soldados. 
 
    “Just go away, Enterrador,” I snap. How dare he accuse anyone else of the pain I’m in. Everything I’m going through today is his fault. Every emotion, every tear, are those of his making. And this mother fucker has the nerve to accuse the men who he has had keeping me captive here? 
 
    “Not until someone explains to me why you are crying. And why the hell you’re outside when you’ve been ordered to stay inside,” he says throwing his hands in the air. 
 
    “I can’t fucking do this,” I scream at him. “I need some air, damnit.” 
 
    “Air could get you killed, Mythic,” he snaps. Crowding my space, he blocks my body from sight. He lowers his tone to a growl, “If what you say is true do you really think he’ll just let you live?” 
 
    “I don’t care anymore, asshole,” I seethe. “Let him fucking come for me. Anything is better than the hell you have me living.” Pushing past him I walk back into the room that has become my prison. Why the fuck did I think I could do this. I knew this day would come. It does every year and being this close to him while he still breathes, and she does not, hurts my soul. 
 
    “Hell? This is hell?! I’ve given you every fucking thing you’ve asked for Mythic. Every. Fucking. Thing. You bitch and moan that you can’t get what you need here. As if it's my fault you burned whatever bridge you had with the Sons’ hacker. I’m doing everything I can to keep you safe and well cared for. What else do you want from me?” 
 
    “I want you to pay for the life you took from me,” I scream reaching down to pull the gun I keep hidden in the cushion of my couch. 
 
    His men are at the ready in a flash. Guns drawn prepared to end this torture once and for all. 
 
    “Stop,” he commands them, throwing a hand up. “I know living in this suite isn’t the life you envisioned, but I highly doubt it’s worse than living in that damn clubhouse with all of those bikers. This seriously cannot be about that damn club.” 
 
    “This,” I grit out tilting the gun to the side, “Is about what you took from me twelve years ago, Enterrador. Have you fallen so far that you can’t even remember the day your wife and daughter died? The day you became this monster. The day you took the life of my little girl?” 
 
    His eyes can only be described as slits as he looks at me with nothing but hate. Good, let the bastard hate me. 
 
    “Leave us,” he bellows to his men still holding their guns. They don’t even question his orders as they turn and leave the room. Evaristo nods at me as he shuts the door behind him. 
 
    “My men are not idiots Mythic, you cannot talk about the night I took out the Armijos. Eventually one of them will put two and two together, and you will be looked at as nothing more than a traitor to our father. A traitor to this life.” 
 
    I can’t help the laugh that comes next, it can only be described as a cackle. Tears start to leak out of the side of my lids when I finally compose myself enough to ask him, “Do you think I give a damn what those fuckers think of me? What you, think of me? The opinion of criminals and murderers is not something I waste my time on.” 
 
    “Shoot me if you want, little sister. But know you too have become a criminal. And that biker you’re so in love with? His club’s hands are only a little cleaner than mine. Remember that.” 
 
    He turns to leave the room, giving me the perfect opportunity to shoot him in the back. He deserves no better. But I can’t find it in me to pull the trigger. I’m not the little girl I used to be. And many would classify me as a criminal. I’m nowhere in the league of Enterrador and the cartel but do I have the right to throw stones? Is my house more glass than I realized? 
 
    Lost in thought, I don’t even realize he’s stopped with his hand on the handle of the door. Looking up from the floor I see a glimpse of the brother I once loved as tears stream down his face. 
 
    “I want you to know, I will regret that night for the rest of my life. If I could give back what I took from you, I would. I can’t ever expect your forgiveness for what I did but do not ever assume that I do not grieve for Alex and our daughter. They are the first thing I think about when I open my eyes each morning and the last thing on my mind each night.” Without another word, he opens the door and walks out. 
 
    Apparently, I’m in a misery loves company kind of mood today because that’s precisely what I just did. I made him hurt simply because I could. I wish I could go back to a time that this wouldn’t bother me but right now… I feel like shit for what I’ve just done. 
 
    Does he deserve it? Fuck yes! But… when I leave this world, no matter how soon, I want to be able to tell my little one I was a good person without having to lie through my teeth. How can I expect to spend eternity with her if I’m burning in hell? 
 
    Fearing for your life on a daily basis tends to make you consider where you’ll be headed in the afterlife, and I damn sure plan to spend mine with her. Looks like I have some work to do. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Snoopy 
 
    Ashton, 
 
    Today is a day I dread every year. No matter what I do, there’s no way to halt time, to stop it from coming. Believe me, if there were a way to wipe this day from existence, I would find it. But nothing will bring Iliana back to me. Nothing will change my brother from becoming the man he did. And nothing will change the woman I became after I lost everything I loved for the second time. 
 
    I once had a normal life. One with a friend who would’ve done anything for me if I only asked her to. With a mother who did all she could to provide me with a safe home and a happy life. With a brother who I thought hung the moon. Diablo took that all from me when he feared I could be used against him. 
 
    There was a cartel once that wished to take over the drug trade in central Mexico. Diablo would hear nothing of it. He didn’t need the territory, but to him, it’s all about control. Instead of letting them both do their business which happens all the time. Junkies will get their product one way or another. They don’t care about loyalty to a certain cartel or brand. Give them a cheaper product, a faster way to get high and they’ll flock to you. This is what the other cartel did. They went back and forth for years playing the same games. 
 
    When the head of the family died, his son took over. But he didn’t care for the game he wanted my father gone. He took the time to find any weakness that could be used against Diablo. I was that weakness. 
 
    When Diablo found out from his spies that I was to be taken, he did them one better. He had the Asesino come for me first. On my quince no less. The day that I was supposed to become a woman, a day that should have been filled with nothing but love and joy he took from me. Forever tainted with fear and terror. 
 
    For eleven weeks Alex and I were held captive. She was never supposed to be taken. Something my father was livid over. The Millers had money, Alex’s father had pull with the government due to his diplomatic standing. The media had a field day with her disappearance. It was looked at as a kidnapping for ransom. No one cared about the daughter of the help, they focused all their attention on finding her. It was attention my father didn’t want. 
 
    For the first few days, they left us alone holed up in a room with nothing but a torn-up mattress in the corner for us to share. The first time they took me from her, she fought. It got her, her first black eye. That’s when it was explained to me, I was the focus. It had nothing to do with Alex. She was merely friends with the wrong family. A family I didn’t even know I was a part of. Do you know what kind of shock it is to find out not only is your father alive, but the leader of one of the biggest cartels in Mexico? 
 
    I did everything I could to protect Alex, to keep the men’s attention off her. I know in my heart I failed at times and I have no clue what she went through at the hands of the Asesino I can only pray it wasn’t to the extent of terrors they put me through. Nothing will ever compare to what my father did. 
 
    The day Alex believed I died, I met Diablo for the first time. I had a choice to make. I could either let my best friend think I had been killed or they would find both of our bodies that night. Kisin has taken a liking to me, so he and Diablo made a deal. If he could get Alex back to her family and pick up the ransom they had agreed to pay without problems, I would be his to keep. 
 
    Two choices both equally awful in their own right. I could allow my best friend and the world believe I had died and become a slave to one of the most depraved men I had ever met, or we could both lose our lives. In the end, Alex was in this mess because of me, so I did what was needed to get her out of it. 
 
    I spent two years as nothing but a shell of the girl I once was. Used for sex and tortured whenever Kisin felt the urge. I prayed for death. The only person who ever showed me any kindness was Jesus. He was nothing like his brother, so much so that it was hard to believe they came from the same family. 
 
    When I realized I was pregnant, he was the only soul I felt safe enough to tell. He refused to let his niece be born into that hell. For months he had been trying to convince me to be brave enough to run, but I couldn’t bear to put him and his family in danger. Iliana changed all that. She gave me a purpose to find my strength. 
 
    To this day I don’t know how he pulled off the raid on Kisin’s home. What it cost him or who he had to bribe to make it happen, but in the chaos of it all he pulled me from my hell, and we ran. 
 
    His whole family had to disappear that night, but they took me in with open arms. I was the daughter he and Mariana had always wanted. They treated me with kindness and love. It was then that I learned how Jesus was connected to the Asesino. He was their tech person, their hacker helping them to know what their enemies were doing as it was happening. He was the one who found out I was to be taken. The one who started the plans of my capture, something I think he went to his death regretting. 
 
    At first, I was angry with him, knowing without his skills they would never have known it was coming, but would I have been in any different of a situation if my fathers’ enemies had taken me? Would I have been any less damaged? I wanted to know everything he knew everything it would take for me to know who might be coming for me in the future, and he taught me. Molded me into the woman I am today. He was more of a father to me than Diablo had ever been. 
 
    Mariana was there for me every day of my pregnancy, making sure I was well nourished, and that Iliana would come into this world as healthy as possible. At first, it was difficult. My body had grown very weak, and I almost lost her twice. By the grace of God, she was born healthy and happy looking so much like my mother it took my breath away. 
 
    I wish I could’ve seen my mother again. She is the one person in this world I have so many questions for. How could she have once loved a man like my father? Why did she let my brother follow in his footsteps? Did she not think to warn us of what kind of man he was? I know one day I will get the chance to ask her all these things. I hope so anyway. Until that day comes, I can only hope she and Mariana watch over my little girl each day, giving her in death the life she deserved. 
 
    I don’t know that Iliana would be proud of the woman I became after she was ripped from this world and that’s something I’m trying to fix. Starting with you, Ashton. The man who in such a short time showed me kindness, and trust, even love. I hope one day you can come to forgive me for the deception and pain I caused you. I hope I won’t go to my death regretting the choices I made too. 
 
      
 
    All my Love, 
 
    Selena 
 
      
 
    I’ve reread Mystic’s latest email more times than I’d care to admit. I know what it's like to be used as a pawn. To have no real control of what happens in your life. 
 
    My parents were masters at manipulating each other with me as their means to do it. But nothing I’ve been through could ever compare to what she shared with me. Nothing. 
 
    Can I really fucking blame her for not trusting me? For hiding who she was, now that I know all of this? In the end, does it really even matter? I doubt I’ll ever see her again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Mythic 
 
    “Fuck my life,” I yell at the ceiling clutching my blue locks in fists. I’ve been hired to hack most of the country’s largest companies whether by competitors or the men in charge themselves. I’ve found money launderers, stopped assassination attempts and brought old fashioned family rivalries to light, but I cannot break through one damn firewall. How the fuck is this possible! 
 
    “Princesa is everything okay?” Evaristo asks as he bends at the waist to catch his breath. 
 
    “I’ve asked you not to call me that damnit,” I snap at him. 
 
    He scowls at me as he wheezes in pain, “It is a sign of respect Princesa,” he grumbles. 
 
    Huffing out I ask, “Why are you breathing so hard?” 
 
    “The general has demanded we give you your space.” 
 
    With a nod, I wait for him to explain why I think he could use an inhaler right now. How can he protect me if he can’t even draw breath into his lungs properly? I know Enterrador made them leave my suite. I am the one who requested it. 
 
    After he no longer sounds like he just ran the half-mile in the Olympics he continues, “When you scream in such a manner Miss it makes one think you might be in danger. We are not used to our charges screaming out obscenities when there is no threat to be seen.” 
 
    “I am not your charge, Evaristo.” 
 
    “I have been tasked as one of now only three to protect your life above mine. Whether you like it or not you are my charge. And it would be much easier to protect you if you allowed us in the suite.” 
 
    “Fine,” I answer with a toss of my hands. Rolling my eyes, I look back at the screen that continues to vex me. This should not be so damned difficult. 
 
    “Care to explain why you are so angry?” 
 
    Of all my brother’s men, Evaristo gives me the most pause. I know what he did to Lilly’s sister Rose, but he is also the only one here I feel I can really trust. He looks to me when I fight with Enterrador as if protecting me truly is his life’s most significant purpose. 
 
    “Why do you treat me differently than the rest?” I can’t help but ask. 
 
    With a tilt of his head, he says just one word,” Miss?” 
 
    “Don’t play coy with me fucker. You don’t look at me with distrust or disdain as the other Soldados do. Why?” 
 
    “You forget I am used to a woman’s outbursts whereas many of the men have chosen to not take a wife, I had Rose.” 
 
    “Taken is a good word for it,” I answer with a snort. 
 
    Running a hand through his hair, he sighs. “No, I didn’t meet Rose in the most favorable way, but no one can take from me the love I grew to have for her. Least of all you. I made a life with her. She was someone I looked forward to returning home to. Do I regret the way that it all began? More than anyone can ever understand, but that doesn’t change all that I lost in the end.” 
 
    “And your children? Do you know what has become of them?” 
 
    “I wish I did. If only to reunite them with Rose. I know I can never have that life back, but I know they would be whole if they were at least together. Rose showed me that perhaps this way of life isn’t all there is for me. But now that is gone.” 
 
    “Why would you tell me that?” I ask with a tilt of my head. Diablo would look at what he just said as a betrayal. Woman are meant to breed, not to love. He expects all his men to be loyal to his cause and nothing else. 
 
    “Because I know you think you are alone here, a prisoner even if it was one of your own making.” 
 
    “I made this prison,” I grit out. 
 
    “Yes, because just as I did, we came back to this place when we should’ve run.” Without further explanation, he turns to leave me with my thoughts only to confuse me so much more when he looks over his shoulder and says, “Perhaps what you’re looking for isn’t behind the walls of hell but hidden under your very nose. Follow your sister.” 
 
    My sister, what the fuck is he talking about? I don’t have a sister. None that I claim anyway. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    For hours I sat thinking over everything Evaristo said. Can he be trusted? Was he truthful in what he said about Rose? Why would he tell me to follow my sister? 
 
    It took some time to find La Ocho’s home, but he was right the security system she has is child’s play in comparison to Diablos San Luis home. She indeed is a beauty. Diablos second wife was Cambodian with dark hair, almond eyes, and full lips. Traits that were clearly passed down to my half-sister. 
 
    One thing that strikes me as odd, she surrounds herself with more women than men. All her bodyguards and trusted advisors are women. Something Diablo would never allow if she were more involved with the cartel.  
 
    I have spent days watching her, watching how she handles herself with Diablos men. How she handles her business in Dallas. Nothing goes through her directly. There must be at least twenty confidants that manage the running of the business, though every decision is made by her. I can only imagine the trouble she gives to Dallas law enforcement. 
 
    When she sleeps, I go back months, years to see what molded her into the woman she is today. Watched the relationship she had with the woman who raised her. How she treated the staff at her home. 
 
    I’ve watched this day in her past multiple times, and I just can’t shake it. I know the little girl she plays with as a teenager. There’s something about her that is so familiar it kills me. 
 
    “You rang,” he says, leaning against the doorframe crossing his arms over his chest. His nostrils flare as he stares down at me. 
 
    I have refused to see him for weeks. Not letting him know what I had found or where the trail had taken me. Enterrador will never be used to someone not listening to his orders. Someone who could fucking care less that he is next in line to run the Infierno cartel. He’s grown used to those around him doing everything and anything he asks. I disrupt that but ask me if I give a damn. 
 
    “Have you seen this little girl before?” I ask pointing to the screen. 
 
    With a huff, he pushes off the frame coming around behind me. Placing his hands on the back of my chair he leans in, “Is that Christina?” 
 
    “The older girl is, I think she’s maybe fourteen at this time, but I’m talking about her. Is she another sister? I didn’t think Diablo had any children that young.” 
 
    “He doesn’t, not that he claims anyway, and I don’t recognize her, why?” 
 
    “Just watch,” I tell him before pushing play on the clip. 
 
    The two play together in what I can assume is Christina’s room when Diablo walks in with a smile so foreign to me that the first time, I saw it I didn’t know whether to let my heart break or throw up. He shows so much love to them. The love he never took the time to show me. 
 
    “Ah there you are,” he coos. “Are you having fun playing with your big sister Christina?” he asks as he takes the little one in his arms. 
 
    The little girl smiles up at him and nods. Placing a kiss on her forehead Diablo puts her back on the ground. Opening his arms, he waits for Christina to cross over to him, pulling her into an embrace he kisses her on the forehead as well. 
 
    “Take care of her, Christina. She’s special,” he whispers into her hair. 
 
    You can see the smile on her face falter, but she nods. Releasing her he walks back to the door turning to tell the girls, “Dinner will be ready in half an hour. I expect you both dressed and ready. Christina takes Maribel to Alma so she can get her changed.” 
 
    “Yes Papa,” they reply in unison. 
 
    Pressing pause on the footage, “See they both call him Papa,” I say turning to look up at Enterrador. The color has drained from his face but his eyes, his eyes are lit with pure rage. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Your middle name,” he growls. 
 
    With a wave of my hand, I turn my focus back to the footage, “Yeah, yeah whatever. I don’t care that she has my middle name. Why does she look so familiar?” 
 
    “Your middle name,” he repeats. 
 
    Why the hell is this such a point of contention with him. Who fucking cares? 
 
    “We named our daughter after you. Maribel Leti Ortiz. She is mine.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Snoopy 
 
    Twenty-eight days. It’s been twenty-eight fucking days since I have heard anything from Mythic. Not a single email. Four Thursdays without so much of a hi. How can she go from spilling all her secrets to me to nada? Not a peep! 
 
    I’ve run the gambit of emotions. At first, I felt like a load had been lifted off my shoulders. I could move on with my life. Leave the chaos Mythic brought with her in the past. That was week one. 
 
    Week two I started to worry. With that, the ‘what-ifs’ began. What if she was right and Diablo had finally come for her. What if helping Lilly had truly cost her, her fucking life. What if she was in trouble and needed our help? Could I truly live with myself if she needed me and I wasn’t there for her? 
 
    The third week came the anger. How fucking dare she make me worry? Who the fuck did she think she was, playing with my emotions like this? She’s the one who lied about her past. The one who played my club and me. Anything that happens to her is her own damn doing. 
 
    Now, four weeks in… I’m staring at a blank email with the devil on my shoulder telling me to close the damn tab and go have a beer. But the angel? The angel lets me know just how far this girl has gotten under my skin. After everything she laid bare for me to see could I not be bothered to send a simple fucking email making sure she’s okay. 
 
    Two words are all I can seem to put on the screen. Two. Fucking. Words. 
 
    You good? 
 
    Fuck it. Hitting send I feel like the biggest douche that walked the planet, but at least I asked. What more can she really expect from me? 
 
    I can’t handle the confinement of my lair tonight. The thoughts that race through my mind, with every shitty thing that she could be going through. I need a fucking drink. 
 
    The clubhouse is filled with my brothers, brothers who have proven their loyalty to me. Brothers I know I can trust with every piece of truth that I have, and yet I seek her out. The only one that will understand my pain tonight. 
 
    “Lil,” I say, tapping her on the shoulder. 
 
    She turns around with a smile so wide and more light in her eye’s than I’ve ever seen, and I pause for a moment. Do I have the right to dump this on her? To make her worry right along with me. 
 
    I haven’t been honest with her, not once when she’s asked have, I told her that Mythic was emailing me. I let her believe I didn’t know if her friend was living or breathing. Let her worry every day that something could’ve happened to Mythic for helping her. And now because I’m too much of a pussy to handle this on my own I want to take that light from her? 
 
    Placing a hand on my arm, she draws me back from my internal struggle. “Snoop, everything okay? Is it Mythic?” 
 
    I see that light dim just a little. See the worry take over and I just can’t. I’m a dick for even thinking about it. 
 
    Shaking my head, “Yeah, sorry everything’s good. Wanted to hit up Gunner about my bike.” 
 
    “Oh,” she says with a giggle. “Well, he’s in the garage already. Try not to keep him too late though, yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah, it can wait a day or two anyway. I think I’m going to go for a ride tonight.” 
 
    “Be safe,” she calls after me as I walk away. 
 
    She’s right, Gunner’s in the garage. He usually is when he’s not at Lil’s side. Without so much as a word about my bike, I walk her out and hit the throttle. Maybe some air will clear my head. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I should’ve known I’d end up here. Fuck if I know why. It's not like I can go inside. Yet here I sit. Chillin’ on my bike looking up at the Four Seasons like the building has all the answers to my problems. Like the world will just open up and spill all its secrets just because I think this is where she is. 
 
    I should’ve paid more attention. I know if Enterrador’s still here so are all his men, but I wasn’t thinking. I just drove. So here I sit with a gun at the back of my head. No clue who the hell is wielding it. 
 
    “You here to hurt her?” the man asks. I shake my head in denial, and he pulls the barrel from my skull. 
 
    “So, she’s still alive?” I ask turning to come face to face with Evaristo, Enterrador’s right-hand man. 
 
    I know the man who fucked Rose’s life forever. Made her question her sanity and ripped her children from her arms. My jaw ticks just at the sight of him but right now he has answers I need so the bastard can live. 
 
    “She is.” 
 
    “Is she in danger?” 
 
    “Just breathing puts the Princesa in danger. There are some that would kill to wear that crown.” 
 
    “Has she found what she needs? Is Alex alive?” 
 
    “That I do not know, but she is headed in the right direction.” 
 
    “What’s with all the cryptic shit,” I yell at him. “Do you know if Alex is alive?” 
 
    “I know Diablo has a secret. What that is, is still unclear but she’s getting close.” 
 
    “How the fuck do you know that?” 
 
    “I’m not the only one questioning their role as a Soldado anymore. Some are more power hungry than others. Spies are everywhere. Diablo has his, Ocho has hers. The harder they try to get near the Princesa the closer she is to finding out what they want to keep hidden.” 
 
    “La Ocho? What the fuck does she have to do with this?” I seethe. 
 
    “She held the title of Primera with pride. She is unhappy to have it taken from her.” 
 
    “She’s one of his too? You can’t be fucking serious. That’s it, she’s coming with me now.” 
 
    With a hand, he pushes me back on my bike. “Enterrador must see the light, only Lena can do this. I will keep her safe.” 
 
    Glaring up at him, I growl, “If you don’t, I’ll hunt you down. Venom and Havoc both like their torture, and I’m sure they’d enjoy taking turns in making you scream. Havoc deserves that right after all you put his sister through. Personally, I’ll take pleasure in ending it all by putting a bullet in your head. Do you understand me?” 
 
    With a nod, he removes his hand from my shoulder and turns to walk away. Before he leaves, he looks me in my eyes, “I know it is you who hunts for mis hijos, even if she wasn’t my Princesa I would do anything you asked, anything. Please, please return them to their mother.” Looking up at the hotel before us, “They deserve more than this life.” 
 
    La fucking Ocho. I didn’t think this situation could get much worse. Goddamnit Mythic what have you gotten yourself into now? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Mythic 
 
    She is mine… 
 
    Three words that shattered Enterrador’s life as he knew it. Three words that made my brother see the monster he followed. The monster he became. 
 
    I understand now why she looked so damn familiar. Those eyes are my mothers. Her nose, Alex’s. The thick brown hair that at times seems almost black, my brother’s. She truly is the perfect combination of them both. 
 
    Enterrador has become my shadow. Craving every image of his daughter we could find. Over the years she was taken to Christina's home at least a dozen times and then a little over two years ago she disappears. She can’t be more than maybe ten at her last visit to her aunts. 
 
    “Where is she, Lena?” Enterrador seethes. “Where has he taken my daughter?” 
 
    “I don’t know Enterrador?” I reply with genuine sorrow. I can only imagine what he’s going through. Thinking his daughter had died all those years ago only to find out Diablo took her as his own. And to what extent? Why did he take her? 
 
    “Do not call me that,” he screams as he launches a lamp across the room. “He told me they were dead. That my wife and child had died. I died that day! Becoming exactly who he wanted me to be and for what? Why would he do this to me?” 
 
    “I don’t know why Diablo is the way he is. Does the things he does.” I whisper. These are all questions I’ve asked myself a million times over the years. How can a father do the things he does to his children. What did I ever do to deserve to be left to die? What did my brother do to have his family stripped from him? 
 
    I fear for his sanity at this point. The more time that passes without an answer, the more irrational he gets. 
 
    “Do you think it could be true Lena. Do you truly think they’re still alive? My Alex? My Maribel?” he asks with tears brimming in his eyes. 
 
    “I don’t know,” swallowing as I find my nerve to call him something I didn’t think I could ever again, “Adan.” 
 
    Coming to my side, he kneels in front of me before taking my hands into his own.“What do you need to get into his home? What will it take? Money is not an issue. I will do whatever I can to help you.” 
 
    “What I need cannot be bought with money. I need… Snoopy.” 
 
    “He will never help me, Lena. Never. Not after all I have done,” he whispers looking at the floor. 
 
    “He will help her,” Evaristo says walking into the room. 
 
    My brother is up with his gun drawn in a blink. “What have you heard,” he demands. 
 
    Putting his hands up in the air Evaristo looks my brother directly in the eye, his face falls as he admits, “Enough to know you have finally seen the error in your ways. Just as I have. The choices we made in this life have hurt those we love the most.” 
 
    “Who else is with you?” 
 
    “No one, I am the only guard on her floor. I came when I heard the lamp,” he explains gesturing to the mess across the room. 
 
    “You think he will help me?” I ask. 
 
    With a nod he explains, “He has already been here to make sure you were safe. He will help if you ask him.” 
 
    I can’t even process what he’s just told me. He came here. When? Why? The only communication I’ve gotten from him after laying my soul bear to him was, you good? You fucking good? I didn’t even know how to respond to that, so I didn’t.  
 
    Before I can even begin to think of a response to him, Evaristo continues, “I fear you are no longer safe here. You’ve found a secret both Diablo, and La Ocho have kept for years. We need to get you back to the Sons.” 
 
    “They’ll never let me back at their compound. Not after how I deceived them,” I exclaim. 
 
    “Lilly will, she loves you. I saw that in her eyes the day you came here after me. She would do anything you asked,” Adan says quietly. “And he’s right you need to leave here, leave me. I cannot lose you again Lena.” 
 
    “But…” I start to argue. 
 
    “Please don’t make this harder for me than it needs to be. It kills me, but those bikers can protect you better than I can right now.” 
 
    Placing a palm on his cheek, “Come with me?” I plead. 
 
    “He’ll know something is wrong if I disappear. We can’t let Diablo know anything has changed. You. You have run before. It won’t be hard to convince him you’ve run again.” 
 
    With tears flowing down my cheeks I nod. My brother is returning, something I never thought possible and I have to leave him, again. 
 
    “I'll find a way to get your equipment to you, for now, I’ll send you with the money I have on hand. Will one hundred thousand be enough?” 
 
    I choke on the words, “ One hundred thousand, Adan? That’s too much. I already have equipment there at the clubhouse.” 
 
    “Nonsense I have millions hidden across the states. I've just never had a need to spend it.” 
 
    Millions… fucking millions. Jesus Christ. 
 
    “Pack what you need princesa, the sooner we leave, the better,” Evaristo says before he leaves me with my brother, shutting the door behind him. 
 
    “Can we trust him?” I whisper. 
 
    “Unfortunately, little sister, we don’t have an option not too.” 
 
    Adan helps me pack the necessities in a small roll away bag. I can’t help but take in the suite one more time before we go. Its been my home for longer than some of the other places I lived throughout my years on the run. Definitely one of the nicer ones. 
 
    In the hallway Evaristo waits, taking my bag as we join him. 
 
    “We’ll take the Lincoln up to Blue Bells. I think it would be best not to show up on their doorstep,” he tells my brother. 
 
    “Are you not coming with me?” I squeak. 
 
    “I cannot, Lena. I need them to protect you and me going into their territory is too likely to be taken as a threat. Something I can’t blame them for. Evaristo will make sure you are taken care of.” Looking to the man beside him he grits out, “Right?” 
 
    “Yes, sir. I would lay down my life for the princesa.” 
 
    There isn’t another word spoken before we get to the Towncar. Each of us stuck in our own thoughts. None of us worried about the risk we're taking outside. Who would think to attack us in broad daylight? 
 
    When the first shot rings out, I feel a sting in my shoulder, and then everything happens so fast. Evaristo has the trunk open for my bag when he hears it, moving to cover my body with his own but he isn't fast enough. One shot, two shot, three. My shoulder chest and abdomen are hit before my body drops to the ground. Evaristo takes the final bullet meant for me to the back as Adan starts firing back. 
 
    Is there one shooter or twenty? I don’t know. I can only focus on the pain. The searing heat running through my chest as I struggle to draw breath. The weight of Evaristo’s body makes it even harder. Looking down at him the color is draining from his face. I can’t tell where he’s been hit but its bad. 
 
    “Promise me you’ll help her find them, mis hijos. Promise me,” he rasps. 
 
    With tears in my eyes and a nod of my head I promise. If I make it through this hell, I will help Rose find his children. 
 
    Adan looks down and sees all the blood surrounding us and moves to pull me from under Evaristo’s now slackened body. Slamming the trunk closed he ducks beside the car as he pulls me to the back door. He tries to lift me by my injured shoulder into the car which causes me to cry out in pain. 
 
    “God Lena, fuck, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “I can get in, just start the fucking car,” I grind out. 
 
    Crawling into the seat, I barely get the door closed as he peels out of the parking lot. 
 
    “Shit, shit, shit. We have to get you to a hospital, Lena. You're losing a lot of blood.” 
 
    Looking at him in the mirror, I shake my head, “No, take me to Lilly. It’s the only place that’s safe.” 
 
    “You need a doctor damnit,” he yells. 
 
    “They have a fucking doctor Adan, and Lilly is the best nurse I’ve ever seen. Take. Me. To. Lilly.” 
 
    “Fine,” he growls. 
 
    I don’t know how long were in the car when my eyelids start to feel heavy. I have no clue how close we are to Lilly or if I’ll die right fucking here in the back seat of my brother's town car, but I can feel my heart slowing. The cold begins to creep in, and I know it. This is the end.  
 
    I can feel my body lifted from the back seat of the car. Every muscle screams out in pain as he runs. The last thing I hear before the world fades to black, “Help her PLEASE!” Adan begs as my body drops to the ground. 
 
    God, I hope he made it to Lilly in time… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    Snoopy 
 
    A split second is all it takes before chaos ensues. Lil goes running towards Mythic but all Gunner can see is the woman he’s just asked to marry him running toward the man that tried to take her away from him. Grabbing her by the middle, he stops her midway to Mythic. 
 
    The brothers don’t know if they should shoot the mother fucker or help him. In the end, everyone’s running around like chickens with their heads cut off. It takes a second for me to fully understand what I'm seeing before me and then I'm in a full sprint to her. To Mythic. Because right now she’s the only thing that fucking matters. 
 
    “What happened?” I demand. 
 
    “We… we were ambushed outside of the hotel.” 
 
    “Why the fuck was she outside,” I growl as I pull her from his lap, laying her flat on the ground. 
 
    “She was coming here, Evaristo was going to bring her here,” he stutters. 
 
    “Here?” I question, confused as fuck. “Why would she be coming here?? 
 
    “She was no longer safe with me. They were coming for her. This is all my fault,” he admits taking his head in his hands. 
 
    “Lilly,” I scream, “For fuck’s sake Gunner let her go.”  
 
    She wiggles out of his slackening hold and dives next to me, “Where is she hit,” she yells at Enterrador, but he’s damn near catatonic. He offers no help as he stares at his sisters soft, pale face. 
 
    “Damn it,” she screams, “Get the shirt off, I need to see where she’s hit.” 
 
    Grabbing the bottom hem of her shirt I rip it apart, exposing her chest for all to see, but damn the blood. There's so much fucking blood. 
 
    “Doc!” Lilly screams. 
 
    “Coming,” he replies racing back from his truck. Old man’s straight out of breath as he makes it to our side. “We need to get her inside. I can’t do anything out here in this light,” he rushes between deep breathes. 
 
    “Prez,” I holler. 
 
    “I’m here son. Get her head I’ll grab the feet. We need to move fast but try not to jostle her too much.” 
 
    The movement of his sister's body snaps Enterrador out of his shit. “Where are you taking my sister,” he demands, throwing his upper half over her abdomen. 
 
    “Inside, we have to get her inside. The Doc and I have to see the damage,” Lil explains softly. 
 
    He looks Lilly in the eyes, with tears staining his face, “Please help her. I will do everything in my power to make up to all of you for the wrongs I have made but please just help her.” 
 
    Never in a million years did I think I would feel sorry for that bastard but the look on his face is nothing but pure sorrow. I can’t help but question his sincerity but now is not the time for that. 
 
    “Wraith, where can we take her?” Prez asks as we get her lifted from the ground. 
 
    “The break room, Cess had an infirmary of sorts added to the back of it.” 
 
    “Seriously,” I question, searching her out. 
 
    “Damn good idea wasn’t it,” she snarks at me as she holds the back doors open for us. 
 
    We make our way to the room with Lil and Doc in tow. I have no clue who else is behind us but can feel Enterrador’s eyes on me at all times. It's unnerving as fuck but whatever. 
 
    Once we get her placed on one of the tables Lil orders all of us from the room. Neither Enterrador nor I am happy to oblige, but Prez gives us no room for argument. So now we sit. Waiting. Staring at the lights in the bar for some kind of answers. Some sign she’s okay. 
 
    “Where the fuck is your right-hand man?” I snap. 
 
    “Evaristo? Why?” Enterrador grinds out. 
 
    “Because he promised me he would keep her safe. And I promised if he didn’t, I’d have his life.” 
 
    “He took the kill shot meant for her, you son of a bitch, so I guess you neanderthals have one less person to kill.” 
 
    Jumping from my seat, I’m in his face in two seconds flat. “Who the fuck are you calling a neanderthal,” I yell. “At least I don’t buy my fucking women.” 
 
    “No you just ignore them when they pour their soul out,” he says pushing me out of his face. 
 
    She didn’t, she wouldn’t. There's no way in hell she shared with him what she shared with me. Is there? 
 
    “Do you really think I wouldn’t monitor everything she did? Do you think I wouldn’t have been prepared to take my blood out if she was there for anything other than what she said she was?” 
 
    “You really are a son of a bitch, aren’t you.” 
 
    “Enough,” Cessy screams. “Do you really think the two of you going at it is helping right now? What are you going to do kill each other?” Gesturing between the two of us she continues, ”While your blood and the girl who has your heart lays in there fighting for her life you think this is fucking helping? You should be ashamed of yourselves.” 
 
    We both find our way back to our chairs, spending the next four long fucking hours in silence. Waiting for someone, anyone, to tell us what the hell is going on. 
 
    “She’s made it through the worst of it,” Doc announces, coming out covered in blood. “We got all three bullets out, but now it's in her, and God’s hands. If she makes it through the night. Well, then she’s stronger than most.” 
 
    Without another word he turns and walks away. Like he didn’t just drop a bomb on my soul. What if she dies? What if she doesn’t open those honey brown eyes again and the last fucking thing I said to her that wasn’t filled with hate was ‘you good?’. God, how could I be so fucking stupid?! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I'm losing my ever-loving fucking mind. It's been two days since Enterrador showed up at Blue Bells with Mythic. Two days since Doc and Lilly did everything they could to save her life. Two days since it was put in her’s and God’s hands. Two whole fucking days of no one telling me a god damned thing. 
 
    They moved her here to the clubhouse yesterday. She’s downstairs right this very moment, but Enterrador won’t leave her fucking side, and there's no way I can spend any more time with that asshole. 
 
    I have to stay busy. So I do what I do best. Hack. Every camera, every angle of the shooting I’ve watched. The hit was professional, no doubt about it but who ordered it? I can’t find the shooter, they did a damn good job of staying unseen. So who the fuck was it? Diablo? La Ocho? Someone else from the cartel? Fuck if I know. 
 
    I’m so focused on the screens in front of me, that I don’t even hear him come in but the stack of cash he slams on the desk beside me sure as hell has my attention. 
 
    “Whatever you need, buy it. Find out who did this to my sister,” Enterrador grinds out. 
 
    “Don’t you think I’m fucking trying asshole. Whoever they are, they're good. Not a single camera caught sight of them,” I snap. “Why the fuck did you let her leave the hotel?” 
 
    “She wasn’t safe. Not with what she found. It was only a matter of time before they got into her suite,” he explains, not that it makes any fucking sense to me. 
 
    “What? What the hell did you get her into?” I yell slamming my chair back, standing up to get in his face. 
 
    “She found my little girl, mi hija,” he says dropping his gaze to the floor. 
 
    “What? I… I thought she was dead?” I stammer. “What about Alex, your wife, did she find her?” 
 
    He shakes his head, lost in his own hell of regret and worry. 
 
    Grabbing him by the shirt, “What the fuck man. What the hell did she find?” 
 
    “Diablo took her as his own, my little girl. He took her.” he whispers, “My sister needed help. She couldn’t get the answers we needed. She needed you.” 
 
    Letting him go with a shove, “Where’s the fucking house?” 
 
    I may not be able to do shit to save her life right now, but this. This, I can do. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Mythic 
 
    The pain is what hits me first, my body feels like it's been run over by a mac truck. And my mouth. God, I feel like I’ve been sucking on cotton for days. Slowly I try to open my eyes, but the light is too much for them. Jerking my head to the side I try to shield them, damn that was a bad idea. 
 
    “Don’t try to move,” a woman's voice coos in my ear as she gently strokes my hair. “ Let me grab Lil and Doc. 
 
    Lilly. He made it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    Snoopy 
 
    “Mythic,” I pant, sitting up in my bed. Never have I had a dream so vivid, so real. Fuck, I’m hard as a rock. 
 
    Not a dream but a memory. The night she broke through my walls… 
 
    “You sure you don’t want to stay?” Ginger purrs, running a finger over the collar of my cut. 
 
    Pulling her hand into mine, “Yeah, Gin. It’s been a long few days. The ride did me in. Maybe another time,” I lie through my teeth. 
 
    Ginger and I have a good thing going. No strings, just sex. I get off, and she gets to brag she’s fucking one of the sons. Win-win, but my mind can’t focus on the red-headed bombshell right now. Blue is on the brain. 
 
    Walking around Blue Bells, I let my brothers know I’m headed out. The only one wise enough to call me on my shit is Venom. 
 
    With Cessy perched in his lap. “Tired huh?” He asks with a chuckle. “Wouldn’t have anything to do with the coffee loving blue haired crazy currently chillin’ in your lair now, would it?” 
 
    “Leave the man alone,” Cessy chides, earning a smile from me as I slide out the front door. 
 
    She has me intrigued, what can I say. 
 
    At first, it was a bit of an ego smash finding out the best hacker I know is a fucking girl, but at least she's hot as hell. 
 
    I take the back roads all the way to the clubhouse. With one thought on my mind, what is she really up to tonight. Lil tried to get Mythic to come out on the ride with us, but she said she had work to do. At first, some of the brothers weren’t too cool with leaving Ms. Secrative all alone but whatcha going to do. Prez was good with it, so there wasn’t much else to say. 
 
    Parking my bike in the garage, I make the way back to my lair. When she’s not there, I can’t help but feel like she lied. Like she purposely wanted to be left alone. Never would I have guessed what she wanted to be left alone for. 
 
    Crossing the floor, I reach for the door to my bedroom. Mythic has been crashing on the couch in there. The damn woman refused to take the bed. Just as I’m about to enter I hear it. The slight vibration before she moans. 
 
    Should I turn and walk away? Give her some privacy? Fuck yes, I should, but instead, I’m rooted on the spot like a damn peeping tom. The way she bites her lip with the movement under the blanket. How she pants out a breath before she closes her eyes. Face tilted up towards the ceiling a single word passes her lips, “Snoopy.” 
 
    One word and I'm a fucking goner. My dick stands at attention straining through my jeans so bad it hurts. Slowly I open the door creeping towards her. Now, this could go one of two ways, she could flip shit and kick my ass for intruding on a private moment. Or I can finally feel what the real Mythic feels like instead of imaging it with my hand. 
 
    Kneeling down I run my finger across her collar bone down into the valley between her tits. “Need a hand?” 
 
    Her eyes flutter open, and her pupils grow wide. For a split second, I think I’m about to get fucking slapped, but instead, a sly smile crosses her lips. 
 
    “That depends, how long have you been watching me?” she sasses. 
 
    “Long enough to know you want me as badly as I want you.” 
 
    “Is that so,” she purrs as she sits up on the couch. Watching the blanket fall pooling around her hips, I think I might blow right here in my pants. She has a body of perfection. Round perky tits, with a cinched soft middle. Damn, I’d kill to watch her walk away from me right now. I can only imagine the curve of her plump ass. 
 
    The clit stimulator she has in her hand draws my attention, “I’m pretty fucking positive, I can do a better job at making you cum than that thing,” I tell her with a tilt of my jaw. 
 
    Reaching up with her free hand she grabs my dick through my jeans, “ I bet you could,” she says with the smile returning to her lips. Her bottom lip plump and full while the upper is slightly thinner. 
 
    Standing from the couch as the fabric around her falls to the floor she keeps her hand on my jeans as she starts to stroke me through the material. 
 
    “Well, I think you’ll have to lose some clothes if you intend to show me properly,” she sasses as she drags her fingers across my thigh and takes the few short steps to my bed. Turning just in time to see her plump ass poised as she climbs on. 
 
    Looking over her shoulder, “You plan on keeping me waiting?” 
 
    I don’t think I’ve stripped so fast in my whole fucking life. Grabbing the toy from the couch, I’m next to my bed in two strides. Looking down at her body spread eagle before me. Her hair fanned out around her head like a halo of blue. God damn am I glad I came home early. 
 
    Dropping to my knees beside the bed I reach up to grab her behind the knees pulling her body, so her pussy is front and center. Turning the stimulator on I run it up her seem putting just enough pressure to see her squirm. Finding her clit when she lets out a low moan I apply pressure with one hand. 
 
    Dragging the fingers of my other hand up her thigh. Plunging not one but two into her slick heat. Pumping in and out I can feel her orgasm coming. Circling the toy across her clit and hooking my finger to hit her sweet spot is all it takes before her body clamps down. She arches her back putting her tits on display. I’ll admit I can’t wait to take those in my mouth, but for now, I let her ride out the orgasm as she clutches the blankets beneath her. 
 
    When her body starts to relax, but her breathing is still labored. I pull my fingers from her core and lick her honey from them before tossing the toy to the side. 
 
    “Scoot back, “ I command, and she obeys. Moving so there’s room for my body between her thighs. 
 
    Grabbing her feet, I slide them up the bed until her knees are bent and her hips are tilted up. Taking hold of her thighs, I line up to take her. There's no soft and sweet about it I need to be inside her, right fucking now. With a single motion, I drive into her pussy. Staying there just long enough to remind myself I don’t want to look like a little fucking kid and blow my load right now. 
 
    Pulling back I drive forward again the force of it causing her to arch up. Leaning down just a fraction I take her nipple into my mouth and suck, hard. Her moans spur me on. I nip and suck at each side driving faster and harder with each stroke. When she reaches down and plays with herself, it's her body’s undoing. The orgasm comes so quickly I have no choice but to ride it out right alongside her. The way her eyes flutter with the soft pants of breath is the sexiest fucking thing I have ever seen. And I know right now, I'm fucked. 
 
      
 
    Pounding at the door is what wakes me. Pulling me from the hottest dream I’ve ever fucking had. I can’t stop her name from slipping through my lips as I pant out. The pounding continues, and I have no choice but to come back to the present. 
 
    Jumping from the bed, I grab the first pair of jeans I see. Pulling them on is hell on earth with a raging hard-on, but I don’t have time to take care of it when the dick on the other side keeps yelling, “Open the door, Snoopy.” 
 
    Unlocking it, I rip it open, “Fucking christ Enterrador. What the hell do you want?” I demand. 
 
    Out of breath, he pants, “She’s awake. Lena’s awake.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    Mythic 
 
    “Do you want to sit up some?” Lil asks. With a nod, she takes the remote and slowly tilts me up just enough so I can drink the water shes given me easier. “Slow sips, okay?” she finishes holding the straw up to my lips. 
 
    “Where… where did this all come from?” I rasp out. 
 
    I know I'm in the basement of the Sons’ clubhouse, but I sure as fuck don’t remember there being a hospital room down here. There's a lot of costly equipment around the room. All the amenities and monitors I would’ve had at the best facilities. It all seems so out of place with the holding cells off to the side, and I’m sure Venom’s torture chamber still lies just past those. 
 
    “Your brother,” Lil admits on a whisper. 
 
    “Adan?” I ask with a scrunch of my brow. Adan did all this? 
 
    “Gave Doc full reign to buy whatever he needed, whatever you needed. Said you’d kill him if he took you to a normal hospital and if this was where you wanted to be, he’d make damn sure you had everything you needed to live.” 
 
    “I’m sorry Lil,” is all I can think to say. Adan terrified this poor woman for over a year I know having him here had to be hard for her. 
 
    With a shrug of her shoulders she brushes it off, and in true Lilly style says with a smile, “Gunner’s not too happy with you right now, but that’s nothing new - right?” 
 
    I don’t think twice about the giggle that slips through my lips next, but damn I wish I had. Fire rips up my chest, and that giggle turns to a cough. 
 
    “I’m sorry, so sorry. Drink the water Mythic it’ll help,” Lilly rushes out in a panic. 
 
    Taking a sip, I look into her wide eyes, and ask, “How bad is it?” 
 
    With a sigh, she leans to put the cup on the bedside table before looking me dead in the eye. “It was bad Mythic. Real bad. You should’ve let Enterrador take you to the hospital,” she scolds. “You lost a lot of blood, luckily you and your brother are the same types, and he could donate. We don’t keep that sorta stuff on hand. Hell, we’ve never had to do any kind of surgery here either, but Doc made due. Got all three bullets out, but…” She trails off looking down at her hands placed in her lap. 
 
    “What is it, Lil?” 
 
    Taking my hand in hers she looks up at me with tears in her eyes, “ We almost lost you. Twice. The bullet you took in the chest gave us the most trouble. It nicked your lungs causing fluid to enter. You should be alright now, but you’re nowhere out of the woods yet. You’ll need to take it easy the next few weeks, and if you haven’t already noticed breathing isn’t the easiest while you heal. Don’t ever do that to me again, do you understand me.” 
 
    With a smile I nod my head, “I don’t plan on ever getting shot again, Lil. I promise.” 
 
    “Don’t make promises you can’t keep Mythic,” she chides with a sniffle. The tears crest as she whispers, “Besides that’s not what I’m talking about. Don’t up and disappear like that again. You had me worried sick that you were dead, or worse, in one of Diablo’s cells.” 
 
    “I promise, Lil. I won’t disappear again. I’m sorry I thought Snoop would’ve told you I was okay.” 
 
    “Snoopy?” she asks snapping her head up, gaze meeting mine. 
 
    Oh fuck… 
 
    “Um. He didn’t tell you I was emailing him?” I ask, though by the look in her eyes I can damn well tell he didn’t. Fucker. 
 
    “No he did not,” she snaps just as the man in question bursts through the doors panting for breath. Her eyes trail to him and if looks could kill Snoopy would definitely be six feet under right now. Well shit… 
 
    “I’ll let you two catch up,” she says taking my cheek in her palm. “Remember you need to rest,” she says softly raising from the bed. 
 
    Just as she goes to pass Snoop, she grits out, “Don’t upset her. And later you and I are going to have a chat. Understood?” 
 
    She doesn’t give him a chance to reply before she’s out the door running straight into Enterrador. He lets her pass, and just as the door is about to swing shut he yells, “You cheating bastard. Five minutes and I’m coming in.” 
 
    “What is that all about?” I question quietly. 
 
    “Not. A. Clue.” He struggles to get out. 
 
    Gesturing to the door, I ask, “You have no clue why my brother is standing out there yelling at you?” 
 
    “Oh that,” he answers with a shit eating grin. “Let's just say it pays to know all the shortcuts in the place.” 
 
    That’s it, that's all the explanation the fucker gives me as he crosses the room to take the chair at my side. Looking down at my hands in my lap I realize I don’t know what to say to him. Where I stand. The last time I was conscious when I saw him he basically wanted me to drop dead then… well, then I almost did. So I say the only thing that comes to mind. 
 
    “You good?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    Snoopy 
 
    Fuck. My. Life. 
 
    Why? Why did I send that? She’s never going to let me live it down. I can’t fucking blame her though, can I? It was a pretty douchey thing to say. 
 
    Five minutes. I have no doubt that her fuckstick brother is outside the door counting down the seconds until my five minutes alone with her are up. And what am I doing? Sitting here staring at the ceiling of our new infirmary. A room that with the shit ton of money Enterrador threw at Doc could rival that of any major hospitals ICU. All because I can’t even decide where to start. 
 
    With a deep breath, I exhale and grow a pair. Looking down into her honey brown eyes I can’t help but smile back at the smirk she has plastered to her beautiful face. Bruised and all she’s still the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. She always has liked to fuck with me. 
 
    “About that,” I say with a chuckle. 
 
    “Umm hmm,” she replies. 
 
    “I probably could've come up with something else to respond with.” 
 
    “You don’t say?” she asks feigning innocence as she reaches up and scratches at her chin. 
 
    “Okay, okay, I was a tool. Better?” 
 
    “Much,” is all she gets out before a cough rips through her body. The pain in her eyes as her upper half is rocked with sharp jerks while she tries to catch her breath guts me. I’m on my feet and around to the bedside table as fast as I can get there. Grabbing for the cup of water I spill damn near half the cup trying to get the straw to her lips. 
 
    Enterrador rips the door open just as she's starting to catch her breath, “What the fuck did you do?” he roars at me, sprinting to be at her side. It’s the second time today someone looks at me like they wished I was the one on that damn bed, fighting for my life. I can’t take it. I run away like a fucking coward. 
 
    This is all my fault. Why couldn’t I have just replied sooner to one of her messages? Why couldn’t I have reached out and asked if she needed some fucking help? So many why’s and they all boil down to one simple fact. I’m a dick. 
 
    “You son of a bitch,” Gunner hollers at me the minute my feet hit the main floor of our clubhouse. 
 
    “Fuck, you too?” I grumble. 
 
    “Weeks. Weeks! I held my baby girl as she cried herself to sleep. Cried as she worried for the life of her friend. Cried as she feared for the safety of the girl who saved her from that fucking devil,” he rages pointing at the door to the basement level. “And you. You were in communication with her? How long Snoop? How fucking long did you know she was still breathing?” 
 
    Pinching the bridge of my nose, I look to the ceiling, “A week after she left,” I whisper. 
 
    “So you lied to me,” Lil questions. I didn’t even realize she had walked up. 
 
    I can’t bear to look her in the eyes when I nod in reply. 
 
    “Look at me,” she grits out. When I don’t, she demands, “Look. At. Me.” 
 
    Those blue eyes hold hurt and rage but never in a million years did I expect little ass, Lilly, to rear back and punch me dead in the face. 
 
    “Fuck you,” she yells at me before walking away shaking the pain from her hand. 
 
    I deserve that. I deserve the black eye I can feel forming on my face. I earn a scowl from my brother as he walks off to comfort his fiancee. I chose to let her hurt, allowed her to worry. All because I couldn’t handle the truth of it all. I let Mythic in. I fell in love with a woman I hardly knew and took it out on the girl who had nothing to do with my feelings. Nothing to do with my pain. And that was a dick move. 
 
    Walking to my lair, I hang my head. How could everything get so fucked up so fast? Swinging the door open I throw myself in my chair leaning back and staring at the ceiling I let all the emotions run through me. Shame, for making Lilly suffer. Anger, for the lies Mythic let me believe. Rage, at her piece of shit father for making her think she couldn’t trust. Fear, for the future. Will Mythic’s body heal? Will she leave here again? What does this all mean for us? 
 
    I don’t know when or for how long but I fell asleep. Something apparent when I jolt forward as something cold is laid on my face. 
 
    “Woah, Snoop. Calm down. It’ll help with the swelling,” Cessy cautions as she picks the t-bone up from the floor. 
 
    Leaning back I let her place the meat on my now almost swollen shut eye. 
 
    “I don’t need a lecture right now, Cess. Believe me, I know. It was a fucked up thing to do.” 
 
    “No lecture, Snoop. Just a question.” 
 
    With a huff, “Shoot.” 
 
    “Were you ever going to tell her?” 
 
    It takes me a moment to respond, but I'm honest when I do, “I don’t know Cess. I really don’t know.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Stupidity, selfishness, dickheadedness.” 
 
    With a small giggle, she asks, “Dickheadedness? Is that even a word? 
 
    With a shrug of my shoulders, “Not a clue but it describes the situation pretty well, dontcha think?” 
 
    “That it does,” she replies quietly. For what seems like forever she says nothing. Not a word. Just when I think this might be the easiest conversation I’ve had with this woman in months she does it. Asks the question I don’t think I can bear. “So what are you going to do now, Snoopy?” 
 
    With every bone in my body, I know it’s the truth. I know I’ll do whatever it takes. “Fight Cessy. I intend to fight for what's mine.” 
 
    “Well, it’s about damn time,” she says with a touch to my shoulder, and then she’s gone. Leaving me with my thoughts, with my plans. The only way to make this right, to make this better is to take down the devil himself. And for that, I’m going to need some fucking help. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    Mythic 
 
    I’m not supposed to be out of bed. Doc says my body needs rest to heal, but I can’t handle not knowing if he’s okay. 
 
    I haven’t had even a glimpse of his face since my brother came rushing into my room two days ago. Hell, the only way I made it out of bed without his fussing is I may or may not have put some of my pain killers into his food. Sue me. I need a minute without his constant worrying. 
 
    The stairs are a fucking bitch. The fact that I’m winded when I make it to the top of them is a significant kill to my ego. I’m not a gym rat in the slightest but I take care of myself, and a set of stairs should not kick my ass this hard. 
 
    It’s late, and the clubhouse is dim as I make my way to his sanctuary. I had to wait until I thought most of the brothers would be asleep. One peep to Lil and she’d be down here dragging my ass back to bed in seconds. 
 
    I half expect him to be asleep. Maybe that’s just wishful thinking on my part. I still don’t know what to say to him. How to explain how sorry I am that I didn’t tell him the truth all those weeks ago. I’m better with written words then I’ve ever been at those spoken. That’s why the messages I sent came so easily. There's no judgment or pitty through a screen, no anger. And I deserve his rage. 
 
    It’s only been a few days since Snoopy walked into his room when I thought I had the house to myself. The brush of his fingers across my chest had my heart stopping. Had he heard me call out his name just moments before? Was this something he wanted as much as I did? With how little sleep I've had these last few days I’d have to say he did. 
 
    I lay here tucked into his side after he damn near fucked me into oblivion with so many questions. Who is he? How did he become a son? Who taught him how to hack? 
 
    Running a finger over the crease between my eyebrows, he asks, “What's got that mind of yours turning Mythic?” 
 
    “You,” I answer honestly. 
 
    Turning on his side, he tucks his arms under his face and asks with a smirk, “Oh yeah?” 
 
    “Mmm-hmm?” I answer looking up at him through my lashes. 
 
    “What about me?” 
 
    “What's your name? Your real name?” 
 
    His head jerks back just a fraction before he can catch himself and I know I’ve opened my big mouth before thinking. 
 
    “Sorry, I shouldn’t have asked that,” I stumble looking down at the blanket between us. What right do I have to ask him such a thing? Would I tell him the truth if he asked me? No, I don’t even have to think about the answer to that, I wouldn’t. To the world Selena Maribel Ortiz is dead, and I intend to keep it that way. 
 
    Hooking a finger under my chin, he draws my eyes to his, “Ashton, my name is Ashton.Turner.” 
 
    “Ashton,” I say quietly, testing it out on my lips. I did my research on the club before I came here, but his name was one I couldn’t crack. His legal name was changed to Snoopy years ago, just as mine was changed to Mythic. The people we were before no longer mattering, no longer apart of who we want to be. 
 
    “Were your parents some kind of hippies to name you something like Mythic?” 
 
    Dropping my eyes from his, “Something like that,” I say with a sigh. It feels wrong to lie to him while looking him in the eye. Telling myself, it would only put him in danger if I told him the truth now. 
 
    Reaching over I run my fingers across his chin, and the three-day beard he’s sporting. “Who taught you how to hack?” I ask before looking back into his chocolate colored eyes. 
 
    “You know to ask a biker his real name is already something that could get your ass kicked, but now you want the secrets of what made me this awesome?” he asks with a chuckle. 
 
    “Oh, you're awesome huh? Funny I thought I kinda kick your ass at this hacker thing?” I sass. 
 
    The laugh that rips from his chest has him leaning onto his back, and it’s a sight to see. Gone is the intense, focused man I met just a few days ago. In his place I see the light starting to shine through. 
 
    “That you do Mythic, that you do. So you tell me yours, and I'll tell you mine.” 
 
    “Um, I guess you could say someone I looked at as an uncle taught me how,” I reply, being as vague as I possibly can. 
 
    “Well that explains it, must run in the family,” he says turning back to his side to face me. “I spent a lot of time as a kid trying to avoid my parents. I did that online. Everything I am is self-taught, so pardon me for not being at your level of greatness.” 
 
    “Why would you avoid your parents?” 
 
    The smile on his lips slips, and he clears his throat. Its clear he didn’t mean to bring them to this conversation. Damn it Mythic why do you always have to open your big fat mouth. 
 
    Just as I’m about to apologize, he tells me, “I didn’t grow up like most of my brothers. I lived in an upper-middle-class neighborhood in Plano. My family had money, old money. From the outside, no one would’ve ever imagined the family within was so broken and demented.” 
 
    “You don’t have to tell me, Snoop. Really, I'm sorry I asked.” I rush out. 
 
    With a shake of his head he continues, “My father is next in line to run the family business. Oil is big money but my grandfather, well he'll probably die sitting behind that damned desk. My father cheats on my mother all the fucking time, but she stays. She stays because the prenup she signed leaves her with nothing if she doesn’t. So she spends his money, botox, trips to Milan and Paris for fashion week just because she can.” Reaching over he runs his finger in patterns up my arm. 
 
    “Having a child didn’t fit into either one of their plans, and I spent a lot of time to myself. But if I wanted something, all I had to do was ask, and it was mine. Honestly, I got interested in hacking after a news report leaked about my father. There's no denying your cheating ass ways when its in the society section of the paper. If someone could show the world the fraud, he was with just a few swipes of the keys I wanted to learn how. So I did. It's actually how I became a son.” 
 
    With a shake of my head, “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Rodeo’s farm, it sits on a nice well of oil. My father had finally convinced the company to give him more responsibility, and that was his first task. If he could persuade Rodeo to give up his oil rights completely or settle for a fraction of what he should’ve been paid he was golden. His place at the head of the company would be set in stone. They’d vote to replace my grandfather at the next meeting. 
 
    Dear old dad almost did it too. Convinced Rodeo the land wasn’t worth the money it would cost to drop the wells, that is until Rodeo opened an email from me with every plan they had, every note, every survey, all the nitty-gritty on just what my father planned to do with his land, hell this whole town. Needless to say, Rodeo did not sign on the dotted line, and without him, the town didn’t either. I’ve been a Son ever since.” 
 
    “We didn’t grow up with money,” I tell him, shocking even myself but I feel I have to give him something. After all, he just told me he deserves something of my past. “My mother was a maid, and at times my brother and I went without a lot of things, but we were happy once. There was a time in my life. I thought nothing could be better, but now, now it's just me.” 
 
    “What happened to them?” 
 
    “They died, everyone, I’ve ever loved has died.” 
 
    “Well, aren't we a pair. They may still draw breath, but I can guarantee my family wishes I didn’t. But I have a new family now, and they mean more to me than the one I was born into ever did. You could have a family here too Mythic, maybe not as a biker but… here.” 
 
    With a shake of my head, I turn away from him, I feel the tears flooding my vision, and I don’t want him to see me cry. “If everything goes the way I think it will, nothing will ever be the same again Snoop. Nothing.” 
 
    Leaning over me he kisses away the tears that slide down the side of my face. “I believed that once too Mythic.” Looking me in the eye, he tells me, “Never say never,” before leaning down and pressing his lips to mine. 
 
    In seconds the kiss turns from soft and sweet to hunger and want. Reaching up I wrap my arms around his shoulders pulling his chest to mine. Doing me one better he throws his leg over my hip fussing our bodies together. There isn't an inch of space or thread of clothing between us. I can feel every muscle in his shoulders as he runs his fingers through my hair. 
 
    Grabbing a handful he pulls my head back, “Wrap your legs around my waist,” he growls. He leans up just enough for me to slip my legs from under him and do as I’m told. Slamming forward he drives into me just as he yanks my hair back even further. The motion causing me to arch my back. The pressure on my scalp just short of painful as he shows my body no mercy. 
 
    His hips like a jackhammer as he fucks me to forget. To forget the pain of the past, the memories I drug out of him, and I let him. I take the punishing pace because as he poured his soul into mine, I gave him the smallest pieces of me. 
 
    With one strike of his mouth, he latches on to my nipple. Pulling the peaked point into his mouth as my core clenches around him. I feel the orgasm all the way to my toes as he pushes my body to its limit. Another one hitting just as the first is finishing when he comes, stilling inside me as his hips buck forward. 
 
    My whole body vibrates. I have no control of the spasms running through my legs. When he releases my hair and moves to pull out of me, I lock my ankles behind him, shaking my head. “Don’t move,” I pant. Reaching down he rubs the muscles in my thighs. Calming the crazy, he’s left in his wake. 
 
    I’ll never forgive myself for that night. No matter how many nights I have left on this earth, nothing will rid me of the shame I feel for not telling him who I was. For letting him spill all the secrets he held and not giving him any of mine in return. I stand outside of his sanctuary, hearing him on the other side but I can’t bring myself to knock, to open the door. 
 
    He deserves more than what I gave him. More than the danger that follows me. I know now more than ever, it wasn’t fair of me to ask Adan to bring me here. No matter what I told Lilly we have to leave this place and disappear forever. But first… I have a promise to keep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    Snoopy 
 
    “I’m coming,” I snap. Why the fuck has damn near breaking down my door become an acceptable thing? I’ve had less than five hours of sleep when the pounding pulls me from my rest. Can whatever it is, really not wait a few more fucking hours? 
 
    Yanking the door open I’m face to face with a fuming Lilly. Damn. What the fuck did I do now? The black eye she gave me still isn’t healed. 
 
    “What did you do?” she seethes through her teeth, slamming a piece of paper into my chest. 
 
    Drawing my hand up I pull it from her hands, with a shake of my head, “You’ll need to be more specific than that Lil.” 
 
    “Read. It.” 
 
    With a sigh, I unfold the letter, and I honestly cannot believe my fucking eyes. What the fuck? 
 
      
 
    Lilly, 
 
    It wasn’t fair of me to come here. To bring the danger hunting me and my brother to your door. Thank you for all you and the Sons have done for me. I couldn’t bear to tell you this in person, please forgive me for that. It’s time to once again disappear from those that hunt me. Know I’ll always be watching over you. 
 
    All My Love, 
 
    Selena 
 
      
 
    “I… I… I didn’t do anything Lil I swear.” I stutter. “I haven’t seen Mythic in days.” 
 
    “And why not,” she demands. 
 
    Huffing out a breath, I run a hand through my hair, “Hell. I was in hell.” 
 
    “And you think she wasn’t,” she yells, getting into my face... 
 
    “No, Lil,” I yell, reaching up to grab her by her shoulders. “We hacked, hell Lil. Diablo’s home. We got in.” 
 
    “What? When?” 
 
    “Just last night, that's why I was asleep Lil. I was up all night. Shit,” I yell, releasing her shoulders to run my hands through my hair. 
 
    “How? How did you do it? Mythic’s been trying for weeks. And who the hell is we?” 
 
    “Hackers, everyone I could find that Mythic’s ever helped, every hacker shes ever taught something. It took ten of us to get through but were in. She can't fucking be gone, Lil. She can't.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    Mythic 
 
    Word of the attempt on my life spread far and fast. While I was asleep in the Sons’ basement fighting for my life, Adan had to play damage control. 
 
    Within hours dear old dad had called with a straightforward question, does she live? When Adan told him that for the moment I was still alive, but it wasn’t looking good there wasn’t fake concern or well wishes. Just a simple command to call him when it was clear if I would live or die. Love you too fucker. 
 
    Adan doesn’t believe that Diablo is behind the hit on my life. For the simple fact that if he had been, he wouldn’t have needed to call to find out if I was alive. Some of Adan’s more trusted men believe it was La Ocho. If that’s the case, she can have the fucking title back. I don’t want it anyway, never did. 
 
    The shooter was smart enough to stay off of any of the hotels’ security cameras which more than likely means a sniper took a shot at me. They would’ve had to be far enough away to not be seen, and that means distance. 
 
    I guess that sweet little sister of mine not only has a distrust of men in her organization but most of her ladies are ex-policia whether Mexican or American. A majority of which would have special ops training in weapons. Would’ve maybe liked to get to know the chick but if it turns out she’s the one who tried to take my life, the bitch is as good as dead. 
 
    Right now, I can’t even focus on who took a shot at me. It doesn’t matter. Revenge, as they say, is a dish best served cold anyway. And I have a promise to keep. 
 
    We have to get out of here. Find a new place to hide. Try to find out if Alex still lives and where the fuck that bastard is hiding my niece. But first, first I have to keep my promise. Rose’s children must be found. 
 
    When they’re safe in their mother's arms and only then can we find a new base of operations and disappear from this life The problem with all this? My brother doesn’t have a single fucking clue where the cartel keeps the children. 
 
    The babies usually stay with their mothers at the compounds until they’re in their early teens. Unless their mothers got dead for having too many miscarriages or girls, fucker, then they grow up with the nannies that live at each compound. Usually cranky ass old women who show them very little love. Then Diablo takes them from everything they know and starts training them in the ways of the cartel, at only fourteen years old. 
 
    The boys have it lucky though. Yes, I said it, lucky. They may be trained to be cold-blooded killers never questioning the will of their master but the girls? The girls get sent to one of those damned cells. Waiting out their days to be sold to god knows what kind of person. Or worse, the pretty ones get kept by the men of the compounds, used and abused until they too fall pregnant only perpetuating the vicious cycle that is the Infierno cartel. 
 
    Yes, I'm cranky as fuck right now. You would be too if you’d just had three bullets pulled from your body a little over a week ago. Am I off somewhere relaxing in a spa? Getting massages and mani/pedis as I recuperate. No, no the fuck I’m not. Instead, I sit here in some shitty ass hotel, surrounded once again by fucking men. Men that may or may not have had a hand in putting said bullets in my body. 
 
    Why? Because my brother doesn’t think it's safe enough to have me go to the compound with him. Says there’s no way to know how far La Ocho’s reach could be felt. Really I think its because the fucker is meeting with Diablo right this very minute and he doesn’t trust me not to kill him. Really you think he’d want the bastard’s head just as severely as I do, but I put him in this situation so maybe I need to calm down just a bit, maybe… 
 
    He refuses to show our hand to Diablo in any way for fear he could hurt his daughter or even Alex if she still breathes. It's smart. I know that I'm just in pain and lashing out. I had a taste of the life I left at the Sons if only for a few days and if I’m being honest, going the second time was harder than I thought it would be. Leaving Lil, that note gutted me. Not saying goodbye to Ashton is something I will probably always regret. 
 
    So instead of being nice and warm around the few people in this world who care about me, here I sit. Glaring at the men around me watching freaking novellas on the crappy little television while my brother barters for the lives of Evaristo’s children. All because I refused to leave the state until my promise had been fulfilled. 
 
    Will Diablo give them up? Will he pardon the children of the lives he deems as his for the selflessness of their father? Or will we have to rip through every compound in Mexico to find them? 
 
    The door to my room flies open, and a clearly pissed off Adan walks in. “Pack your things,” he demands crossing the space to throw my bag on the bed. 
 
    “He won’t give up the children?” I ask. 
 
    “Oh he’ll give them up, but his terms are something I won’t agree to. I won’t put you in that kind of danger,” he finishes grabbing all the clothes from the top drawer of the dresser. 
 
    Moving to stand in front of the drawers so he can no longer throw them open, he looks up at me with a fire in his eyes, “Move Lena,” he demands. 
 
    Drawing my hands up to my hips, I grit out, “What are his terms?” 
 
    Huffing out a breath he replies, “A meeting, one on one with you, When it's over he’ll give the children to you but only you.” 
 
    “Okay. What's the big deal?” 
 
    “He wants the meeting to be just the two of you. I’m not allowed to be there, and neither are any of my men.” 
 
    “Adan, I can take care of my fucking self. If this gets those children away from him and the cartel. I’m fucking going.” 
 
    “No you’re not,” he snaps, grabbing me by the shoulders. “I can’t lose you again Lena. Not after everything he’s taken from me. I. Just. Can’t.” 
 
    The men around the room shift uncomfortably on their feet. They’ve seen more emotion out of their general these last few months then they're used to. It doesn’t settle well with them. You can tell in the way they look at him. No longer do they watch him with proud, confident eyes. There gaze has been replaced with confusion and fear. 
 
    Clearing my throat, I draw his attention to the men placed around the room, “General, I respect your concern for my safety, but if my father wishes to see me, then see me he shall. Set up the meeting.” 
 
    His standing in the cartel can’t falter right now, not until we run. He knows this, and with a sigh, he replies, “Yes, Princesa. I’ll set it up.” Without another word, he leaves the room. 
 
    So this is it. I’ll see the bastard face to face for the first time since I was fifteen. Let's just hope this meeting turns out better than the last. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    Snoopy 
 
    If I ever see this damned woman again, I will strangle her. With my bare fucking hands. How could she leave without so much as a goodbye? Had she, I could’ve told her she didn’t need to run anymore but nooo instead I sit here like a lost damned puppy with no clue where to go from here. 
 
    We made it into hell, if only that were the end of it. The mother fucker’s smarter than we gave him credit for. Thirty days, that's it. That’s all we can access. Every month his system reboots, and the footage is erased. I'm assuming he saves it to an external hard drive, one we can only access from inside the home. Yeah, like that’s going to fucking happen 
 
    The ten of us have scanned every minute, every day. We’ve logged countless hours of watching his staff clean, cook and bullshit. Diagraming who everyone is and what they do in the household. But there isn’t anyone out of place. No Alex, no little girl. 
 
    Diablo spends very little time in his home but the few days he’s been there this last month only leads to more questions. Questions I can’t answer without help from someone who knows this fucker. Never in my life did I think I’d say this, but damn I could really use Enterrador’s help right now. 
 
    Jumping when she places the plate on my desk, “Dammit Cess, you trying to give me a heart attack?” 
 
    “You need to eat Snoop. You won’t be any good to her if you starve yourself,” she tells me plopping into Mythic’s seat. 
 
    I can’t help the way my gaze travels to the chair, God I wish she was here. 
 
    “We’ll find her Snoop. You have to believe that.” 
 
    “And if she disappears before we can? What then?” 
 
    “Faith, Snoop. You can’t lose your faith right now. It’s the only thing that kept me sane when we didn’t know where Venom was.” 
 
    “That was different. Venom doesn’t know how to make himself disappear like Mythic does.” 
 
    Placing her hand on my arm she tells me, “And he never would. There’s a reason she made her brother bring her here Snoop. No matter how short her time was in this clubhouse, she knows it. This is her home now. Here with you and Lil. She’ll be back.” Withdrawing her hand she turns her attention back to the screen that’s giving me a fucking migraine, “Now, what are we watching?” 
 
    I can’t get lost in my head right now, no matter how much I pray what she says is true, so I focus on the screen. Pointing at the fucker I’d like to kill, “That’s Diablo.” 
 
    “I figured,” she says with a nod, “They both look like him in their own way. Now, who’s he talking to?” 
 
    “Not a fucking clue,” I admit with a sigh. 
 
    We sit in silence for a moment as she listens to the one-sided conversation that has been driving me insane. Coming up with the same question I’ve been asking myself for hours. “Whose Reinita?” she asks. 
 
    “That is the fifty million dollar question right now. There are no records of him taking another wife. And I fucking doubt he’d call Mythic his queen.” 
 
    “No, I’m sure he wouldn’t, but whoever it is she’s sick. Have you talked to the task force? Maybe G has an idea of who it could be.” 
 
    With a shake of my head, looking at the screen, I tell her, “No, I’ve been sucked into this screen since she left. Trying to find anything that could give me some answers. 
 
    When she doesn’t say anything, I look over, and she’s already got her cell phone out and pressed to her ear, “Hey G, I’m with Snoop, and he’s got some questions. I’m going to put you on speaker alright?” She tells him and before he has a chance to reply shes holding the phone in her palm. 
 
    “Well good morning to you too Cessy,” he says with a chuckle. “What can I help ya with Snoop? Is this about Mythic being in Juarez?” 
 
    “What,” I snap. “What do you mean she's in fucking Juarez? There's no way she’s safe in that damned city.” 
 
    “Alright,” he draws. “I take it you didn’t know.” 
 
    “No, I sure as hell didn’t. Why the hell is she there?” I demand. 
 
    “Umm. Well, honestly, we aren’t too sure. It's not like she’s ever let us in on her plans, man. Enterrador had a meeting with Diablo this morning.” 
 
    “And she’s with him? What the fuck is he thinking?” I yell slamming my chair back as I stand to pace the room. Why the hell would she leave here saying it wasn’t safe only to go straight into the lion's den. What the fuck are you doing Mythic? 
 
    “Snoopy, calm down,” Cessy tells me. “I’m sure there’s a reason she went down there, but we can’t ask her that now can we? We need to work our side of the puzzle Snoop, it's all we can do.” 
 
    “Fine,” I huff out. “Does Diablo have a new wife?” 
 
    “What? No, not that we're aware of anyway. Why do you ask?” G questions. 
 
    “Because I’ve listened to a damn conversation at least a dozen fucking times trying to figure out who the hell he’d be calling Mi Reinita.” 
 
    “Wait. How are you listening to his conversations in the first place?” 
 
    “We broke through his security system.” 
 
    “You what?” G yells. “And you didn’t think this was something we needed to know?” 
 
    “Don’t start with me man. We just got through a couple of days ago. Besides the bastard is rarely ever there.” 
 
    “I don’t care if he’s never there! It could be the break that lets us finally get charges against him. You should’ve told us the minute you were in,” G scolds. 
 
    Before I have a chance to flip out Cess raises her free hand halting my tirade. “Look G, you want what Snoop has, fine send someone up here to copy it or whatever the hell y’all do but fighting with each other isn't going to get anything done. We need to know who this chick is, you need access. This is why we work together remember?” she finishes looking up at me like I’m a kid who just stole a cookie out of the cookie jar. 
 
    “Fine, I'll be there tonight,” I snap. 
 
    “Wait,” G says pausing for a moment. “You’re coming here?” 
 
    “If that’s where Mythic is, that’s where I’ll be. I’ll bring what you need with me. See you soon.” Before he has a chance to tell me no I grab the phone from Cessy’s hand and end the call. 
 
    “Well that wasn’t very nice,” she says with a sigh. 
 
    “I don’t give a damn. I need to talk to Prez. I want to be on the road in less than an hour. 
 
    “Well alright then,” she says standing to follow me out. 
 
    Walking down the hall, I pass a few of my brothers. They all give me a wide berth right now. Not sure what could set me off, what could have me threatening to erase them from the digital world. Yes, I may or may not have threatened Colt with something similar. The girls are the only ones who’ve had the balls to come near me lately. I may be angry, confused, hell even hurt but I’m smart enough not to have a death wish. 
 
    “I’ll see you later, Snoop,” Cess tells me as I reach up to knock on Prez’ door. 
 
    “Come in,” he hollers from the other side. 
 
    Without so much of a hello, I tell him, “I’m going to El Paso.” 
 
    “Alright,” he says with a gesture of his hand towards the chair in front of his desk. “And why exactly are you going to El Paso?” 
 
    “Mythic, she’s in trouble. I just know it. That idiot of a brother took her to Juarez.” 
 
    “Okay,” he says quietly. No trying to talk me out of it, no arguing just okay. I can feel the tension leave my shoulders with just that one little word. I didn’t know how he’d feel about any of this. 
 
    “I love her, Rodeo,” I tell him, looking straight in his eyes. Admitting out loud for the first time since that blue-haired beauty walked into my life. 
 
    Coming around the desk, he stops at my side, with a hand on my shoulder. He looks down at me and says, “Then bring her home.” 
 
    With a nod, I stand from the chair giving him a one-armed hug before I walk from his office. I don’t know what you’ve gotten yourself into now Mythic, but I’ll be damned if I let you face it alone.  
 
    With a stop at my room, I grab my go bag and head out to the garage. Apparently, my brothers won’t let me face this alone either. Venom, Havoc, and Gunner with their ladies in tow, all wait for me on their bikes. With a nod, I climb on to mine, and the rumble of four motorcycles rips through the room. We’re coming Mythic, we’re coming. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    Mythic 
 
    “Here, wear this,” Adan says walking into my room carrying a garment bag. 
 
    “What wrong with what I have on?” I ask with a huff. I happen to like these jeans damn it. 
 
    “In all the years you’ve watched him has he ever worn jeans to a dinner meeting?” Adan asks giving me the side eye. 
 
    “Just because he wants to be uncomfortable doesn’t mean I have to be,” I sass. Unzipping the bag, he pulls a floor-length nude colored dress out for me to see. I can’t help but stare for just a moment. It has beautiful beading from bust to waist giving it the appearance of glitter. It’s gorgeous. 
 
    “I guess I could wear it, if you think its best,” I tell him reaching for the hanger. 
 
    With a smirk, he replies, “I do.” 
 
    What can I say I’m a sucker for pretty dresses. 
 
    “The car will be here promptly at six to pick you up, I convinced Diablo you’d be more comfortable in a more public setting. So you’ll meet him at a steak house in El Paso. He wasn’t happy to have to come into the states, but it’s a location I can try to have more control of. I’ll do whatever it takes to keep you safe, Lena, I promise.” 
 
    “And the children?” I ask looking away from him. He’s confident this meeting is a death wish and right now I have to stay positive. Focus on the goal at hand. 
 
    “They should be here now, or at least close. That’s why he asked for dinner to be tonight instead of yesterday. Do I believe he wasn’t setting up some kind of trap?, Not one fucking bit! But we have no choice but to trust him. If all goes as planned, you should have Evaristo’s children in your arms by the end of the day.” 
 
    God lets hope so… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    Snoopy 
 
    “Does she know he contacted you?” I ask G as we sit in a van outside of the steakhouse Mythic is set to arrive at any minute. 
 
    “I don’t think so, but he doesn’t know y’all are here either, so please try to stay hidden until it's done. If she can get him to talk about what he does with the children we have a real chance at saving them all, Snoopy.” 
 
    “I’m fully aware of the stakes, G,” I answer with a huff. This isn’t my first fucking ballgame. 
 
    “She’s here,” he informs me as a long black limousine pulls up. The driver rushes out to open the door for her. He looks like his heart may stop at any minute. In true Mythic fashion, she’s arrived fifteen minutes late. We can see the utterly annoyed Diablo on the cameras the steakhouse allowed G’s crew to place around the room. He isn’t used to being made to wait, and it shows. 
 
    My breath can’t seem to leave my body as she rises out of the car. Her long blue locks lay curled down her back. The dress accentuating every curve of her ass. Fuck, why am I in this damn van right now? 
 
    We lose her from sight for only a few minutes as she makes her way through the restaurant to the back room they’ve set up for her and Diablos meeting. I can’t seem to calm my racing heart until she’s in view of the camera again. I don’t know why the fuck Enterrador agreed to this. 
 
    Diablo stands from his seat as she enters the room. Not speaking a word while they're in the presence of another person. He waits for the maitre d to pull out her chair and sits as she does. Dismissing the man with a wave of his hand once they're both settled. 
 
    “Daughter,” is all he says in greeting. 
 
    “Diablo,” she says with a smirk. Not giving him the respect he clearly wants a scowl forms on his face. Dammit Mythic, don’t piss the bastard off. “You asked for this little meeting, what can I help you with?” She asks putting her elbows on the table and placing her face in her hands. 
 
    He looks down to where her elbows meet the table with disdain. “I wanted you to know I had nothing to do with the attempt on your life. I believe I know who did, and it will be handled.” 
 
    “La Ocho,” she says with a nod. His eyes grow in size as his nostrils flare. He didn’t expect her to know, interesting. “Don’t start trying to protect me now, father, I’ve grown quite capable of taking care of myself.” 
 
    “Who have you told about my involvement with the Asesino?” He grits out, balling his hands into fists as he does. 
 
    “Ah, so that’s what this is really about,” Mythic says leaning back in her chair. “You trying to save face. You mean who did I tell that you run the Asesino? Not the Armijos as you like to pretend?” 
 
    “Don’t start with me Selena,” he whisper-yells at her. Leaning forward he threatens, “Do you think I don’t have it in my power to take out that little club your boyfriend belongs to? To kill the children, you’re so worried about? Your brother?” 
 
    Standing from her seat she places her hands on the table before leaning forward, she tells him, “My name is Mythic. You let Selena die years ago. Remember the woman I have become Diablo. I have enough information about you to bring your world falling to the ground. Do not threaten me.” 
 
    “What do you want from me,” he growls looking up at her. 
 
    Sitting back down she’s interrupted as the waiter comes in with two plates and a bottle of wine. She patiently sits with her hands in her lap as the waiter sets the steaks before them and pours them each a glass of wine. Reaching forward she takes the glass in her hand and slowly takes a sip. 
 
    “Alex, Maribel, and Evaristo’s children. Give me them, and I’ll disappear from this world. You’ll never have to look upon my face again.” 
 
    I can’t help it when the name she’s just given slips through my lips, “Maribel?” Looking to G, I ask, “You don’t think it’s our Maribel, do you?” 
 
    “I don’t know, the man is coldblooded but putting his own granddaughter in the cells? Do you think?” 
 
    We don’t have time to finish our conversation. Diablo stabs the steak on his plate, growling, “Your brother’s family is dead, killed by the Asesino years ago.” 
 
    “Do not lie to me,” Mythic snaps. Her eyes so narrowed they are barely open. “I’ve seen the little girl at La Ocho’s home. She is his.” 
 
    “She is mine,” he seethes. 
 
    “Where. Are. They?” Mythic whispers leaning forward. 
 
    Pulling the knife from the plate before him he has the blade at her throat in seconds. “Do it,” she dares him. “Be a man for once, stop letting everyone else do your dirty work.” 
 
    She doesn’t move an inch. Letting him press the blade into her flesh. I'm out of my seat the moment I see the blood form on her flesh. G grabbing me from behind. “Stop, Snoopy, we need this,” he grunts at me as I try to pull from his grasp. 
 
    “I don’t care what you need. I won't let him kill her.” I yell reaching for the door as he pulls me back. 
 
    My eyes snap to the footage as she tells him, “You don’t have the balls,” sitting back in her seat. Placing her napkin to the cut, she wipes the blood from her skin. “You didn’t have it in you to kill your blood then, and you don’t have it now.” 
 
    “You may be right,” he says cleaning the blood from his knife. Cutting a slice of the steak before him, he draws a bite to his lips, “But there are many people you care for that is no blood of mine, remember that.” 
 
    Slowly he chews his steak, “How easy it would be to kill the three children you put your life at risk to save. To blow up the clubhouse that holds those people you’ve come to love. Do you think they would see it coming? If I took their lives while they slept? You may be the blood of my blood, but that doesn’t mean I can’t make you hurt.” Taking a sip of his wine, he clears his throat and a sinister grin slides across his face as he tells her, “Again.” 
 
    “She was the blood of your blood,” Mythic whispers clenching the napkin in her lap. “She was your granddaughter, and you let Adan take her life.” 
 
    With a shrug of his shoulders, he tells her, “Sometimes the end justifies the means. Yes, she was my blood but to turn your brother into the man he is today, I would do it all over again. Besides I had to remind you, everything you have is because of me, and I can take it away whenever I please.” 
 
    “You mean by making him believe the family he had was dead. The family that you took from him.” 
 
    “Prove it,” he tells her with a smile. “I will give you Evaristo’s children, under one condition. You leave this life, never to be seen again. But know if your brother leaves with you, all you hold dear will die. I’ll start with the three you came here to save and their mother. Do not test me on this. Do you understand?” 
 
    “And if I refuse?” 
 
    “They will die, and the promise you made to their father will never be fulfilled. Now, I wish to finish my meal in peace. The driver will give you the address where you can find them tomorrow morning.” With that, he shoos her away. Leaving no room for argument. 
 
    Standing from the table, she turns to leave. Looking back she tells him, “One day I will dance on your grave old man, I can promise you that.” 
 
    “Perhaps, but know that I have already danced on your daughter’s.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22 
 
      
 
    Mythic 
 
    I want his head, right here and now. I want to make him bleed. He wants it, wants me to react, to do something to give him a reason to do all he’s promised to those I hold dear. I won’t give him the fucking satisfaction. 
 
    I hold my head high as I walk through the restaurant. I won’t let him see me hurt. 
 
    “Miss,” the maitre d calls out as I pass him. “Miss, wait,” he says rushing up to my side. “I was asked to give you this,” he tells me placing a note in my hand. When I go to open the folded piece of paper, he grabs my hand looking around, “Not here, she said to wait until you were safe, whatever that means.” 
 
    “She?” I question, looking around. 
 
    “A blonde, but she left after she gave it to me,” he says looking down at the note in my hand. 
 
    What the fuck? Nodding I place the paper in my bra and walk outside to the waiting car looking around as I go. Who the hell even knows I’m here? 
 
    The car ride back across the border is done in silence, the driver not speaking a word. I’m too lost in my thoughts to play nice with one of Diablos lackeys anyway. 
 
    I’ll have to leave in the night. There's no other way I can get away from Adan. He’s like a damned shadow these days, and I can’t put the Sons in danger by taking him with me. He made his own bed, there’s nothing I can do to help him anymore. 
 
    Maybe I can convince him to let me take the children on my own. The Dominion will make sure they get back to Rose. I can use the Dominion’s connection to the task force hunting my brother as leverage. I hope, anyway. 
 
    The tears fall freely now as I think about leaving him. He was the only thing keeping me together when I left Lil and Snoopy. Knowing that at least this time I wouldn’t be alone. He’d be with me. And now… that’s all gone to shit. 
 
    The car slows, turning into the parking lot of the hotel. My brother rushing out to greet me when it does. He swore he take Diablo’s life himself if I didn’t make it back. I think he truly believed my father planned to kill me tonight. Instead what he did was much worse. Once again stripping the life I built from me. 
 
    “You’re bleeding,” he roars the moment I step out of the car. 
 
    “It's just a scratch, I'm fine,” I tell him reaching up to cover my neck. The driver hands me another slip of paper. One I’m assuming hold the address I’m to go to in the morning. Adan watches the two of us wanting me to say something, anything. Instead, I hand him the paper and walk past him, heading into my hotel room with one single focus. The other note I have that’s currently poking me in the chest. 
 
    “Lena,” he yells after me, “Lena what happened?” 
 
    “Adan,” I yell spinning around. “I have got to pee, and I’d really like to get out of this dress can it wait five damned minutes?” I ask throwing my hands to my side. 
 
    “Fine,” he snaps. 
 
    Reaching down I remove the heels, that are fucking killing me and throw them at him. “Thank you.” 
 
    As soon as I make it to the bathroom, I slam the door behind me, taking a deep breath I pull the paper out and sit down, because yeah I really do need to pee. But the slip only has me asking myself more questions. 
 
      
 
    You’re not alone, L 
 
      
 
    What the actual fuck. He said she was a blonde, but it can’t be. Is Lilly really here? But how? How would she even know where I am? 
 
    Apparently, my confusion has taken more time then my brother would like. It's clear when he starts pounding on the door, “Lena, what the hell happened.” 
 
    With a huff, I stand from the toilet, unzip the dress letting it fall and pool at my feet. Flushing the note down the toilet before wrapping what this hotel thinks passes for a towel and throw the door open. 
 
    Two steps into the room is as far as I get, two steps, before he yells, “Everyone out.” 
 
    His men scurry from the room as I make my way to the dresser. Looking over at him, his nostrils flare as he balls his hands at his side. “What. The. Hell?” He asks through gritted teeth. 
 
    “I’d like to change if that’s okay with you?” I ask glaring over at him. 
 
    He stomps past me slamming the door as he leaves. With a sigh I let the towel drop to the floor. Grabbing the one thing I hope can bring me comfort right now, Ashton’s t-shirt. Drawing it to my nose, I take a deep breath. The smell he left behind is almost gone, but right now it’s all I have. I slip it over my head before grabbing a pair of sweats. If this is the last night I have before spending God knows how long looking over my shoulder I plan to mope. 
 
    “You can come in now,” I holler as I plop onto the bed. Reaching up I pull my hair into a messy bun. 
 
    “Lena, What happened?” Adan asks as he slips into the room, leaving the rest of his men outside. Walking over he sits beside me on the bed, reaching up to inspect the cut on my neck. “Did he do this? Why? Please tell me what happened?” He pleads. 
 
    With a sigh, I reach up and take his hand in mine. “He was just reminding me who we’re dealing with. That’s all.” Holding his hand I place them in my lap, looking down at them. I can’t bear to look him in the eye when I lie to him. “He’ll give us the children, I’m assuming their location was on the paper I gave you outside.” 
 
    “What’s the catch?” He questions, knowing too damn well Diablo does nothing for free. 
 
    “No catch,” I say running my finger over the lines on his hand. “Think of it as a peace offering,” I lie. 
 
    Hooking a finger under my chin, he tilts my face up to his, “What aren’t you telling me?” 
 
    I can’t bear to tell him the truth. This life has taken just as much from him as it has me. It’ll kill him to know that I have to leave him too, but they're more than just the two of us to worry about now. 
 
    “Nothing, Adan,” I say with a shake of my head. “I tried to ask him about Alex is all.” It's not fair to play on his love for her, but it works. 
 
    “And?” He asks, sitting up just a little straighter. 
 
    “He said she is dead, refused to admit the little girl is yours. I’m no closer to knowing if she lives or where they are then I was this morning.” 
 
    With a sigh, he hangs his head, “We will find them, Lena. In time, we will find them. Now explain to me what this address is?” He asks pulling the paper the driver gave me from his pant pocket. 
 
    “It’s where I must go tomorrow. That’s where Evaristo’s children are.” 
 
    “Where we have to go Lena. We do this together.” 
 
    It's pointless to argue with him, if I didn’t want him there, I shouldn’t have given him the address, to begin with. Even if I tried to go alone now, he would just follow me. So I  nod and roll to my side without another word. 
 
    I fall asleep on the last night with my brother just as I would’ve as a child when I had a bad dream. Curled in a ball on my side as he strokes my hair until my dreams take me. If only I wasn’t about to wake up to a nightmare. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23 
 
      
 
    Snoopy 
 
    “He could’ve killed her,” I yell slamming my fisted hand on the table before me. “Do you really think he plans to just hand over Rose’s children? Bullshit. He’s going to try to kill her again and y’all fucking know it.” 
 
    “La Ocho tried to kill her in Austin, not Diablo,” G tells me, from across the table. 
 
    If we weren’t in his fucking clubhouse I’d beat the fucker's ass right here and now. The Dominion, people from the task force and my brothers, have been fighting all damn night about what to do regarding Mythic. 
 
    The task force, they want her to go. To save the children. They don’t give a damn if she gets herself killed in the process. They want to be able to question the children. See if they can find the rest with the information they can get from them. Lord knows if they even have any fucking answers, but that doesn’t matter to them. Even if they can’t help find the rest, that’s still three children the cartel can’t turn into their little fucking soldiers or sell. 
 
    The Dominion… The Dominion is torn half agreeing with the task force and G. Wanting to look at the “bigger picture.” Whatever the fuck that really means. The other half, agree with us. It’s not a fight she should have to take on alone. The task force has been working for years to find something against Enterrador and Diablo with no fucking luck. It’s not right to use one single woman to do their dirty work. 
 
    “Can’t we just call him?” Lilly asks quietly. “Enterrador wouldn’t let her go if he knew the consequences. He would never agree to her being all alone again.” 
 
    “You really believe that?” Hoser asks, shaking his head at her. “After all, he put you through? We have brothers buried six feet deep because of that monster. You think he gives a fuck about anyone?” 
 
    “Watch your fucking tone,” Gunner growls as Hoser gets louder with every question. 
 
    “I can’t call him, Lil. He called from an untraceable number. Believe me, I tried,” G explains. 
 
    Venom, always the voice of reason, cuts through as the bickering begins again, “We have no choice.” 
 
    “What?” I snap, looking over at him. 
 
    Putting his hands up, “Hey don’t get pissed at me. We all know Mythic is going to do whatever the hell she thinks is right. That includes not telling her brother the terms of her agreement with Diablo. All we can do is wait. Without the location of the children, there's not a damn thing we can do to help her but sit here. And hope she doesn’t get herself killed in the process. Us fighting isn’t going to help a damn thing.” 
 
    He’s right, I know he’s fucking right, but this is the woman I love, damn it. And I haven’t even told her. I will not let her die without knowing. I just can’t. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Snoopy, Snoop wake up,” Lil whispers shaking me out of my dreams. 
 
    Opening my eyes, I whine, “Jesus, Lil. Can’t it wait?” before rolling away from her. 
 
    A sharp slap comes to my shoulder, pulling me from my drowsiness. Turning to look up at her, “What the hell, Lil?” I ask reaching up to rub my shoulder. 
 
    “I talked to him, dammit,” she tells me, nostrils flaring. “Do you want to know where they’re going to get the children or not?” 
 
    “You talked to who?” I ask sitting up so fast, my head spins. 
 
    “Enterrador, he gave me a number to call if I ever needed help. A number no one, including Gunner knows I have. One I used for you. So do you want to know or not?” She asks with her hands on her hips. 
 
    Gunner would be pissed if he knew Enterrador had given her a way to contact him. Hell, I’m a little pissed for him, but right now I don’t give a damn. Not if it means I can find Mythic. I’ll save her from her damn self if I have to. Even if it means she hates me. At least she’ll fucking be alive to do it. 
 
    “Where are they?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 24 
 
      
 
    Mythic 
 
    Taking a deep breath, I look at myself in the mirror one last time. Making sure no curl is out of place. That I look like the Primera Princesa Diablo always wanted. I’m stalling, I know I am, but by the end of the day, nothing will ever be the same again. If I’m lucky, I’ll walk away with my life. If you can even call it that without the ones I love in it. 
 
    Never in a million years did I think I’d be looking for that fucker’s approval but today I have no choice but to play nice. No matter how much I wish, he’d just drop dead. Today is a day I have to walk the line he’s set out before me so that I can keep the promise I made, and he knows it. Bastard. 
 
    Walking from the bathroom, I’m met by my brother and his men. All are heavily armed. They’re ready for war if necessary. I wonder if they know they’re already fighting a losing one. The battle for their souls has already been fought and lost. One devil or another already owns them, in life and in death. Maybe Evaristo knew that. I hope in giving his life for mine, he earned forgiveness. I’d like to think when his children are once again with their mother that he’ll be smiling down on them. 
 
    “Ready?” Adan asks, putting his hand out for me to take. With a nod, I place my hand in his, and we lead the men out to their possible deaths. 
 
    The ride is short and driven in silence. The children are being kept in a house on the Mexican side of the border. Driving up I can see the barbed wire on the fence between Mexico and the US in the distance. 
 
    What I can assume is Diablo’s car is already parked in the drive as our envoy pulls to a stop outside. One car is all he has with him, while we roll up ten deep. Cocky mother fucker. 
 
    The men climb out first, coming to a stop at the car we arrived in. We’re placed in the middle vehicle for safety. Adan explained that if someone, were to try to hit us on the way, we’re protected on all sides. Four cars split between the left and right of us, with three in front and two behind. Vehicles on the road moved quickly out of the way, including the Policia we passed. None bothering to question or try to stop us. 
 
    This is the life my brother has led. For almost fifteen years he’s been above the law. For most of them, he’s had to look over his shoulder never knowing who he could trust. Today, I’m becoming one of those people. 
 
    He opens the door and slides out of the car, waiting for me to join him. I didn’t start this journey thinking I’d end up at his side. But knowing I can’t save him from himself and the choices he’s made is a hard pill to swallow right now. Not when the brother I thought died all those years ago stares back into the car waiting to do whatever I need. 
 
    Swallowing down the guilt, I slide across the polished leather of his town car. With a deep breath, I put my heeled foot to the dirt road before me. And with my head held high, I walk beside him for one last time. 
 
    The men spread out around the building. Only five will accompany us inside. We don’t want to frighten the children. The last thing I need today is for them to be too afraid to come with me. 
 
    Adan raises a fist and knocks on the door, Diablo calls out, “Come in,” from the other side. 
 
    He’s seated on a crushed brown leather couch in the middle of the room. Holding a brandy glass as if he hasn’t a care in the world. You wouldn’t even know we were in the ghetto with the way he has the home decorated. But who would imagine the head of the Infierno cartel would go slumming it with his safe house? No one would think to look for him here. I sure as hell never did. 
 
    “General,” he says with a nod. Still worried about keeping up appearances I see. “Thank you for keeping our Princesa safe these last few weeks. I know she can be… difficult,” he says with a gleam in his eye. 
 
    “It was my pleasure, Diablo,” Adan says with a nod. The bulging vein in his forehead the only thing giving away his anger. 
 
    I’ve no time for his bullshit. I had enough of it last night, “Where are the children,” I ask trying to keep my cool. 
 
    “Oh, but I thought we could catch up, dear daughter of mine,” Diablo says with a smirk. When I don’t reply he lets out a sigh, “Straight to business, I see. They’re in the…” 
 
    Before he has a chance to finish gunfire erupts outside. The men in the room with us split in half. Two coming to cover Adan and me while three cover Diablo. All three have their guns up and ready to take aim at either of us with just a word. 
 
    “What is the meaning of this,” Adan booms. 
 
    Diablo shakes his head, with a chuckle he asks, “Did you really think I’d let you both leave with your lives? After the betrayal, you’ve shown.” Standing from the couch, he steps in front of the men now showing their loyalty. “You may be the blood of my blood, but that only takes you so far. However, I think before I kill you, I’ll take care of the children. Let you watch as the life drains from their eyes. Just as you watched the life drain from their father’s. Bring them out.” 
 
    A door opens down the hall, and two women corral the children into the room. All three have their hands bound with rope and tears stream down their dirty faces. The youngest one can’t be more than three. They’re covered in soot though I have no fucking clue why their clothes are tattered and hanging from their thin frames. 
 
    It breaks my heart to see them treated in such a way. Does he keep all the children he moved from the compound like this? Fear of not being with their mothers, not enough. He has to bind and starve them as well? 
 
    The older woman sneers at me as she enters the room. I recognize her as Alma. The woman who once raised La Ocho, but the other woman. I feel as though I should know her, but I can’t put my finger on why. Before I have a second to try to place her the sound of more shots firing from outside begins. 
 
    “The traitors should already be dead,” Diablo barks. “You, go see what is happening,” he says pointing to one of the three now beside him. As soon as the Soldado opens the door, he takes a bullet to the head, but there’s no one on the other side. 
 
    The woman I can’t place pulls a gun from behind her and with two quick shots the other men with Diablo fall to the floor. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Alma asks in horror as she turns. Her question is met with no words, only a bullet to the head. 
 
    The click of heels is heard up the wooden walkway outside. I can’t see the door from the corner Adan has backed me into, but in my gut, I know it's her. That’s why this woman seems so familiar. I’ve seen her a time or two in the footage from La Ocho’s home. 
 
    As soon as she steps into the door frame, she speaks, “Looks like this is one family reunion you forgot to invite me to, Papa.” 
 
    For the first time I see her in person, security footage honestly doesn’t do her beauty justice. Her long ebony hair reaches clear down her back. The petite woman before me has full ruby red painted lips and eyes the color of melted dark chocolate. Stunning and deadly is apparently the vibe she’s going for in the black leather pants and sky-high patent leather heels. If I saw her on the street, I’d guess model before the cartels leading drug dealer. 
 
    “Christina,” Diablo scolds, “What the hell are you doing here.” 
 
    “I’ve come to take what’s rightfully mine.” Without so much as another word she raises her arm gun in hand and shoots Diablo in the chest. He drops to the floor as the men with us train their weapons on her. She steps further into the room drawing the smallest of the children to her side. Looking at me, she asks, “Why don’t we make this a family affair, hmm?” 
 
    “Go,” I demand the two men with us. When they stay feet rooted in their place, I look to Adan for help. 
 
    “You heard your Princesa, wait outside the door,” he commands, and slowly the men stalk from the room. Never taking their eyes from La Ocho. 
 
    Once the room is clear of anyone she deems untrustworthy, she commands the woman all but forgotten behind the children, “Check him.” 
 
    With quick steps, the woman is at Diablos side. She watches as he’s taking shallow breathes, “His pulse is slowing, soon the blood will fill his lungs, and it will be done.” 
 
    “You purposely didn’t kill him?” Adan asks. His fists balled so tightly at his sides the knuckles are pure white. 
 
    “Of course, I was trained by his best men how to cause a slow death. One he truly deserves. Now, will I need to kill you to brother? Do you plan to try to take the cartel from me? I know she doesn’t want it,” she says gesturing to me with her manicured fingers. 
 
    “I only want my family back,” he growls, moving into our sister's bubble. “Something I can’t accomplish without the answers he could’ve given me.” 
 
    “I knew you were weak,” Diablo rasps from the floor. 
 
    Adan is beside him in two seconds flat. Leaning down he grabs Diablo by the collar of his shirt and yells, “Where are they?” 
 
    The bastard laughs, knocking on death's door and he has the gall to laugh in Adan’s face. “Maribel… has been under your nose… for more months than I can count. Your precious Alex… is dead,” Diablo struggles to say. A smile creeps onto his face as he takes a single breath and goes limp in Adan’s grasp. 
 
    “What does that even mean,” Adan roars, throwing our father's lifeless body to the floor. 
 
    “Maribel is one of the children we rescued from the cells,” Snoopy says from the door. All eyes fly to him. Christina and her hired hand draw their weapons, at point-blank range I know the man I love is about to die. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 25 
 
      
 
    Snoopy 
 
    “What about, I’m not a fucking terrorist do you not understand,” I rage at the man sitting across from me at the metal table they have me cuffed to. “So help me God, if Mythic dies because you kept me here, I’ll blow up this fucking building.” 
 
    “Not really something someone who isn’t a terrorist says, Snoop,” G says coming in the door behind me. 
 
    “I don’t give a damn,” I snap, “Now get me the fuck out of here,” I tell him shaking my cuffed hands. 
 
    “I’ll take possession of the prisoner,” he tells the man across from me with a smirk. Standing from his seat, the lackey uncuffs me. Rearing back, I go to punch the fucker in the face, but G grabs my fisted hand. “Don’t make this any harder,” He grumbles in my ear. 
 
    “Fine,” I grunt, turning to follow him out of the holding cell I’ve been in for damn near an hour. Outside I’m met by my brothers, Venom, Havoc and Gunner. The Dominion sit behind them. Each one with a shit eating grin. 
 
    “You owe me twenty,” Hyde says looking at Venom with his hand out. With a huff, Venom pulls his wallet from his cut and pulls out a twenty. “Told you he’d try to go in alone. Having G put him on the watch list wasn’t such a bad idea after all, now was it.” 
 
    “What. The. Fuck?” I yell before I can take a step in his direction G pulls my bike up from wherever the fuck they put it. “I’ll deal with you both later, you better pray she’s okay,” I growl as I stomp over to G and climb on my bike. I don’t have time to fuck them up right now. With my luck, I’d end up right back in that damn cell. But if she so much as has a hair outta place the government will think Hyde’s so far behind in taxes that they seize that damn bar. Venom, well, him I’ll have to be more inventive with, but they’ll pay. The rev of over twenty bikes roars to life as I make my way through the city to Diablo’s safe house. 
 
    We stop a few blocks out. Killing the engines on our bikes as we pull them to the side and park. G bribes some kids to watch them, so they don’t get taken while we handle business.  
 
    Venom draws me to his side, “We’ve all seen the layout of the house. We need to surround it as quickly as possible and take out who we can.” With a nod, I follow him as we all jog up the road. 
 
    The scene before us has my heart dropping to my stomach. Soldados line the driveway and path up to the door. There are only three left standing, and they guard the walkway to the open doorway. Creeping through the rows of cars we make our way to them. They’re arguing in Spanish about lord knows what, but they don’t even sense us as we ambush them. I throw protocol out the window as I make a dash down the wooden walk.  
 
    Then I hear it, the laughter. “Maribel… has been under your nose… for more months than I can count. Your precious Alex… is dead,” someone struggles to say. 
 
    “What does that even mean,” Enterrador roars, and everything falls into place. 
 
    “Maribel is one of the children we rescued from the cells,” I say stepping into the door frame. 
 
    Two women, I don’t know, stand directly in front of me. They waste no time raising their guns and take aim for my head. 
 
    Mythic yells, “No,” as she runs from one corner of the room tackling the smallest girl to the floor just as her gun goes off. The bullet hitting the ceiling as the children behind them scream out. Mythic struggles to get the gun away from the woman beneath her as the second grabs a child and puts a gun to his head. 
 
    “Enough,” she bellows pushing the gun into the boy’s temple, drawing all eyes to her. “Who are you?” She asks glaring at me. 
 
    “He’s her biker,” the one on the floor says sneering up at me with the same honey brown eyes as Mythic. “Now let me up,” she demands looking at Mythic who has her pinned to the floor. 
 
    “Do you promise not to hurt him,” Mythic pants out. 
 
    “Of course, sister dear,” La Ocho responds. 
 
    “You tried to kill her?” I growl with my hands balled at my sides. 
 
    La Ocho, stands from the floor, straightening her shirt and flattening her hair as she does, “I did,” she replies with a nod. 
 
    “Why?” I demand. 
 
    “Because I thought she wanted what was mine. As I see she’d rather live with you in whatever the hell that home can be called she may live. Now I’ll ask you again brother,” she says turning to look at Enterrador who stands gawking at me. “Do you want what is rightfully mine or not?” 
 
    “You have mi hija?” he whispers. With a nod of my head, I answer him the best I can. How didn’t we see it before? The similarities are there but we never even put it together. Turning to La Ocho, he tells her, “I want nothing from the cartel. I only wish to have the life it took from me back.” 
 
    “Excellent,” she says holding her hands in front of her. “Then you may live.” Turning to me she asks, “I assume you’re not alone?” 
 
    “No, I’m not.” 
 
    “Then you can walk us out. We’ll bring the children with us to make sure nothing happens.” 
 
    “Wait,” Mythic says stepping towards her sister who puts a hand up to silence her. 
 
    “They will not leave with us. Merely make sure we make it to our vehicle without issue. You’re welcome to come with sister dear.” 
 
    Picking the little girl up she carries her out of the house while her companion holds the boys each by the hand. They slow as they reach the wall of bikers that block their path. 
 
    “G,” she says with a nod of her head. 
 
    “Ocho,” he says through gritted teeth. 
 
    “Unless you wish to leave empty-handed, I suggest you let us through.” 
 
    With a nod, he moves to the side, and The Dominion members follow suit. He watches her walk past with nothing but hate in his eyes. More than one would have for a simple drug dealer. There’s something there, between them, but I don’t know what. 
 
    Mythic and I trail behind them, but La Ocho is true to her word as soon as she’s safely in the car the children are let go. Mythic runs to grab them as the car pulls off of the curb and disappears down the street. 
 
    “Should we have let her go that easily?” I ask. 
 
    “That’s a problem for another day. Right now, we need to get them back to Rose, and… I’d like to meet my niece,” she says looking up at me. 
 
    “Mama, you know mama?” The oldest little boy asks. 
 
    “We do,” Mythic coos brushing the hair from his face. “We’d like to take you back to her if you’ll come with us.” He nods so hard you’d think his head could pop off if he wasn’t careful. With a smile, she stands up and takes his hand in her own. “Let’s get you home.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 26 
 
      
 
    Mythic 
 
    My niece has been so close all this time, and we knew nothing. I’ve never met Lilly’s mama. She doesn’t spend too much time at the clubhouse, and it’s not like I was little miss social when I was there. Aside from Snoopy’s room and the kitchen, I don’t know where much else is. 
 
    As soon as we're back to the crowd of bikers waiting to take possession of Rose’s children it starts. “What do you mean my daughter is with you?” He demands. “I spent over a week in your clubhouse and didn’t see any children. Let alone, my own daughter.” 
 
    “Daughter?” Venom asks, looking between Snoopy and me. “What the hell is he talking about?” 
 
    “Maribel,” slips from my lips, quietly and all hell breaks loose. 
 
    “You’re the bastard who sent her to those fucking cells,” Venom roars, “She deserves better than a father like you.” He’s in Adan’s face with two giant steps. Without giving so much as a second for any of us to explain he’s punching my brother in the face. 
 
    “Wait,” Snoopy hollers, handing the little girl in his arms to me. The chaos has her small body shaking. They’ve just gone through hell at the hands of my father, and as soon as they’re free, we walk up to this fucking mess. Jogging over Snoopy pulls my brother and his apart. Havoc steps up to take the next shot, and I have no fucking clue what’s happening. 
 
    “Stop,” Snoopy hells, standing in front of Adan, “He didn’t put her in the cells. Diablo did.” 
 
    “My little sister said her father put her in the cells. So, if he’s her father,” he seethes pointing at Adan, “You’ve got your facts fucked, Snoop.” 
 
    “Diablo raised her as his own, but he is her grandfather. Enterrador is her father. I don’t know how the fuck that all went down or why, so don’t ask. We can talk about it later. But for now, can we please get the fuck outta Mexico? Unless any of you would like to spend the night in a Mexican jail? Because the head of one of their biggest cartels is dead inside of that house,” he says pointing to the building behind them, “And I doubt that will go over too fucking well.” 
 
    Everyone seemed to forget Diablo lay dead with his killer already long gone before Snoopy brought it up. At least getting the hell outta dodge is something they can all seem to agree on. I wish letting the kids ride with me had gone over quite as well. No one wanted the children anywhere near Adan least of all G or Havoc. But in the end, they’re the idiots who came to save the day on a bunch of bikes. Much to their dismay, Adan and I follow the line of bikes to the Dominion clubhouse. The children all clinging to each other and me in the back seat while he drives. 
 
    When we pull up to a bar, I’m not sure what to think. I don’t really believe this is the best place to bring children, but when I see Lil making her way through the bikers to the car, I don’t have much choice but to let them out of the car. They still cling to me, not knowing any of the people that surround them. Havoc and Lil may be family, but the children have never seen or met them before. 
 
    Squatting down before them, Lil coos, “Hey, you must be Junior,” she says brushing the hair from the eldest’s forehead. Looking to the little boy who holds onto Junior’s arm like it’s the only thing keeping him standing, she smiles, “You have my sister’s eyes. Just like she told me you would, Santos.” Standing she takes the hand of the little girl I’m holding, “Dahlia, for the flowers your daddy used to bring your mama.” 
 
    “How do you know this?” Junior asks softly, looking at his feet. He’s quiet for a moment before looking up at Lilly with a tilt of his head, he says, “You don’t look like our mama.” 
 
    Kneeling down in front of him again, Lil looks him directly in the eye, “Your mama and I have the same father but different mamas. So, we don’t look much the same. But she’ll be here for you soon. Would you like that? For your mama to come to get you?” 
 
    The smiles that come to the boy's faces melt my heart as they both nod quickly. “She’s on her way already, would you like something to eat while we wait?” Just at the mention of food Dahlia’s stomach growls, causing Lil and the boys to giggle. Dahlia hides her face in the crook of my neck as her cheeks turn pink. 
 
    Carrying her, I follow Lil as she walks into Hyde’s bar. Adan trails after me. For once he isn’t in control of the men around him. His most trusted men all fell at the hands of our father or were left unconscious at the safe house. More than likely they’ll be the fall guys for Diablo’s murder. His life as he knew it is over. And mine… mine lays at the feet of the man who watches me from across the room. 
 
    After the children are settled in a corner booth with Havoc and Angel at their sides, Lil pulls Adan and me to another booth. 
 
    “My mama is coming with Rose, Maribel will be with her,” she says looking over at Adan. “As far as we know, she knows nothing about you. The only father she knew was Diablo, and when mama mentioned his name, she was terrified he was coming back for her. She’s never told anyone anything about him before today. All we knew was who she thought was her father had put her in the cells for being bad.” 
 
    I can see the tick in Adan’s jaw as he nods. I can only imagine what’s running through his head right now. What did Diablo do to her? Why would Diablo put her in the cells? Would he really have let her be sold to the highest bidder? I saw how he doted on her all those years ago. No matter how sick and twisted the fucker was he cared for her. What the hell happened? 
 
    I didn’t even realize he had walked up, so I jump a little when he says, “Mythic,” at my side. 
 
    Looking up at him, I’m at a loss for words. I ran from him again. Until just a few hours ago I thought I would never see him again. Having to once again disappear, but with Diablo gone… What does that mean for us? 
 
    “Snoopy,” I say quietly on a shaky breath. 
 
    “Can I steal you for a bit?” He asks looking over at Lil and Adan. 
 
    My brother lost in thought nods without looking away from the table Rose’s children now occupy. While Lil says, “Of course,” with a smile. “I need to go find Gunner anyway,” she finishes standing from the table. 
 
    Looking over at Adan I place a hand on his arm, drawing his attention to me, “Will you be okay here?” I ask quietly looking around the room. The Dominion brothers all keeping a close eye on the man they think is unredeemable. I already know most of them would like nothing more than to see my brother behind bars. Can I really leave him here, alone? 
 
    “Go, Lena,” he says, as his eyes scan the room. “I’m not leaving this seat until I see her.” 
 
    With a sad smile and a nod, I stand from my seat. Snoopy puts his hand out for me to take. Looking down I hesitate for a moment before placing mine in his. He leads me through the bikers milling about and heads straight for his bike. Without a word he climbs on, turning around when he doesn’t feel me slide on behind him. 
 
    “I want to show you something, but not here. Please get on Mythic,” grabbing the spare helmet out of his saddlebag, he holds it out to me. Without a word, I slip it on my head before sliding behind him. Pulling out of the parking lot I wrap my arms around his middle placing my head on his back. I have no idea where this ride will lead us. Can we make this work after all the lies I’ve told? After everything my family has done to those he calls his own? 
 
    Inhaling his scent, I close my eyes and hold on. Letting someone else control where life takes me if even for just a moment, is new. Scary even. But if it shows him how much he means to me, it’s a price I’ve got to pay. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 27 
 
      
 
    Snoopy 
 
    I feel her arms tighten around my waist just as we make it out onto the road. I need to show her what we did. That no matter how alone she’s felt all these years, she has people that would risk their lives for her. Just because she is who she is. Her past doesn’t define her, and I plan on making damn sure she knows it. 
 
    The ride to the hotel is short. We couldn’t all stay at the Dominion’s clubhouse. Aside from their safe house at the back of the property, all they had was a few couches. So, we got rooms at a hotel down the street. Pulling into the parking lot I can feel when she lifts her head from my back to see where I’ve taken her. 
 
    “I have something you need to see,” I tell her over my shoulder as I cut off the engine. Threading her fingers with mine, I lead her to my room. Walking in, the place is a hot fucking mess. Clothes are strewn across the floor, bed unmade, but the desk in the corner is clean with a single laptop open on it. 
 
    Standing beside the desk, I tell her, “Take a seat,” looking over at me she shakes her head, but does as I ask. With a few keys and the footage is live streaming. Before her, there are four headstones. It took some time, but between the ten of us who had cracked through the Diablo’s system, we followed the leads and found where the Armijo’s and her Iliana had been buried. 
 
    For a nice amount of cash, we had the bodies moved to an actual cemetery. The one her mama is buried in to be exact. Just a few plots over is what we now know is Maribel’s empty grave. I imagine, Alex’s will be searched to confirm whether she’s buried there or not as well, but that’s not my focus right now. Zooming in she runs her fingers over the letters on the screen. Iliana Marie Armijo. 
 
    Tears stream down her face as she looks up at me, she whispers “How, how did you do this?” 
 
    “After I left you that day at the clubhouse, I reached out to find anyone who could help me get into Diablo’s home,” I tell her before kneeling down at her side. “Nine people. Nine, Mythic, put their lives at risk to help you. Just because it was for you. You have more people in this world who you’ve helped or touched than you can imagine. His home became less of a priority when I came down here after your brother called G.” 
 
    “What?” she asks interrupting me. I figured he didn’t tell her. 
 
    “He reached out for help. To protect you when you met with Diablo,” I explain. Reaching over I wipe the tears from her cheek with the pad of my thumb. Holding her face in my palm when I’m done. “I saw the whole thing, and I just couldn’t let you spend another day not knowing where she was. So, we switched gears, found her and had her and the others, all moved to be with your mama.” 
 
    Closing her eyes, she leans into my palm, “I’m so sorry Ashton. For everything I did, I’m so…” 
 
    Putting a finger to her lips, I silence her, “None of that matters now. You have a fresh start with Diablo gone. The question is. Do you want to spend it with your brother or…” With a deep breath, I ask the question that could fuck up my world or make it complete. “Or with me?” 
 
    She takes a sharp breath, “Adan will always be a part of me. Something I should’ve realized years ago. But he has to face the life he’s led. And decide where he wants to go from here. I’ll help him in any way I can, but I deserve a life as well. One I can’t imagine not having you be a part of.” 
 
    My lips are on hers the minute I know she’s mine. Pulling her from the desk chair, I pick her up and carry her to the bed beside us. Slowly I lay her body on the mattress. Looking down at the woman who stole my heart before I even knew it was possible. I know life will never be the same with her at my side. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “What?” I growl into the phone that won’t stop vibrating on the table beside me. Mythic curls her naked form into my side grumbling in her sleep as she does. 
 
    “Wake the fuck up,” Havoc snaps. “Rose and ma will be here in thirty minutes, and there’s no way in fucking hell that bastard is meeting Maribel alone. Bring Mythic,” he demands as he hangs up on me. 
 
    Running my fingers down her side, right where I know she’s ticklish she starts to stir. Looking down I watch as her lashes flutter open, “No more,” she mumbles. “You already fucked me into next week.” 
 
    With a chuckle, I tell her, “Good to know babe, but we gotta head back to Hyde’s. Maribel will be there soon.” 
 
    Her head pops up, and her eyes grow wide, “She’s here?” 
 
    With a nod, “Yeah, and unless you want your brother to lose his head, I suggest we make it there before she does.” 
 
    Without warning, she’s climbing over me, and I get a knee to the gut, “Sorry, sorry, sorry,” she rushes out as she grabs her pants from the floor. Hopping into them as she grabs her shirt from the lampshade. Looking around in a panic as she realizes she has no clue what happened to her bra. “Fuck it,” she breathes out throwing the top over her head. 
 
    I’ve barely made it to a sitting position when she looks over at me, and with a huff tells me, “Hurry the fuck up.” 
 
    With a chuckle, I grab my clothes from the floor where I left them. She drags me from the room and down to my bike as fast as her legs will take us. The ride to Hyde’s is pure torture for me with her tits pressed up against me. Just knowing she has no bra on makes me hard. But now is not the time for this shit. I need to keep my brothers and the Dominions from killing her’s before he has a chance to meet Maribel. 
 
    Walking into the bar, all I hear is shouting. 
 
    “He doesn’t deserve to meet her.” 
 
    “Fuck him, what does it matter if she’s his blood.” 
 
    “How can we trust him not to fuck with her head?” 
 
    “Enough,” Hyde roars across the bar. “Rose’s children will be here with Lil any second. You will not scare them, after all they’ve been through.” Not a minute after the bar quiets down Lil and Angel come in carrying the sleepy children. It’s no wonder they’re exhausted after going through whatever that bastard did to them. They deserve to have a happy reunion with their mother. 
 
    Mythic pulls Enterrador to the corner booth they sat in earlier. Trying to calm him I assume as she whispers in his ear. I can’t imagine what he’s going through. The life he’s led and the choices he’s made all go back to the night he thought Maribel and his wife died. Who knows maybe he would’ve been a completely different guy if it hadn’t all gone down the way it did. 
 
    The ten minutes it takes for Rose and Vic to get to the bar feels like hours. The Dominion members sit with some of the task force watching Enterrador like a hawk. While me and my brothers are caught in the middle. He’s someone they’ve hunted for years, and right now he’s within their reach and there’s not a damn thing they can do about it. 
 
    All of the crimes he’s committed that they can prove were done on Mexican soil. They can’t tie him to anything in the states except for stalking Lil, but against Gunners insistence, she refuses to press charges. That girl has a heart of fucking gold. Gunner would’ve already had him six feet under if she’d only give him the go ahead.  
 
    With a light knock at the door, Vic walks in with Rose and Maribel in tow. It takes Rose a moment to scan the room and find her children before she’s running across the bar to pull them into her arms. Lil and Angel crying as she does. Finally, Havoc can rest easy knowing he kept the promise he made all those months ago to find them. 
 
    Maribel stands behind Vic, peeking around her as she clings to her side. 
 
    “Where is he?” Vic demands with a scowl planted firmly on her face. The woman scares half of my brothers treating each of them as if she raised them on her own. We’re her family, her sons, and Maribel has become the daughter to pull her from her regret. 
 
    She blames herself for most of the things Wrecker did. Thinking she could’ve done something to stop him. Maribel gave her a way to make up for some of it. If even in a small way and she’ll protect her with her life. 
 
    When everyone’s gaze flies to the booth where he sits. She doesn’t wait for him to answer. Instead, she marches straight to the booth where he and Mythic sit, Maribel trailing behind. 
 
    “I have so much to say to you, after all you did to my Lilly, but that is for another time. Now, where the hell where you when this one needed you?” She snaps at him, tilting her head in Maribel’s direction. 
 
    The look on his face as he sits stunned in silence seeing his daughter for the first time since she was born can only be described as pure sorrow. Mythic watches on with tears in her eyes, and when he still says nothing, she answers for him. “He believed she and her mother died the day she was born.” 
 
    “And that gave him the right to turn into the man who stalked my little girl?” 
 
    “No,” he chokes out. “It did not. I have a lot of things to make up for. I only hope one day she won’t look at me in fear.” He says as he stands from the booth with his head hung in shame. “Watch after her Lena. When I can prove to you both, I’m not the man that I’ve become I’ll be back to prove it to you both.” With a kiss on Maribel’s forehead, he walks out of the bar. 
 
    Even Vic is stunned by his exit. Everyone here thought there’d be a fight to the possible death if he tried to take her with him tonight. The look of terror on Maribel's face must have done something to change his mind. 
 
    With tears streaming down her face, Mythic takes a deep breath and stands from her seat. Walking over she looks down at Maribel, putting her hand out before her she says, “My names Mythic, I’m your aunt.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Prologue 
 
      
 
    Mythic 
 
    I sit, perched in Snoopy's lap watching Maribel throw a ball back and forth with Jekyl. I love seeing her smile and laugh with him, but it kills me that Adan can’t be here to see it. She doesn’t know him. Doesn’t see the man he can be. All she’s heard are the stories of how he haunted someone she thinks of as a sister. 
 
    She has a new family here. One with people who love and care about her. People who help her with her homework and practice for softball tryouts. He may be her father by blood, but for years she thought he was dead. The only father she ever really knew was Diablo, and he sent her to the cells. For what reason? I’m not sure we'll ever know now that he’s dead. 
 
    Adan is doing all he can to prove to her he isn’t the monster she thinks he is. He turned himself into G and the task force. He works for them now as he serves out his sentence. Helping them find the missing pieces of the puzzle that was Diablo. 
 
    The cartel? One would hope it would’ve crashed and burned with no heir to run it, but that was her plan all along I think. La Ocho has swept through the compounds killing those she felt couldn’t be loyal to her because she’s a woman. Hell, she burned the Juarez compound down to the ground. With most of the men still inside if the reports from my brother are accurate. 
 
    I spent years of my life waiting for this day to come. A day when I wouldn’t have to run and now… Now, I really don’t know what to do with myself. I spend my days helping Ashton with whatever the club needs. And at night I lay in the arms of a man who almost gave it all up to be with me. 
 
    I’ve never been happier, but it’s like I'm waiting for the other shoe to drop. Something to come and snatch this happiness from me. Lil says it’ll take time for me to stop looking over my shoulder. I hope she’s right and that day comes, but right now, I'll live in the moment. 
 
    Sitting here surrounded by those who love me. Those who accept me for me, even with my fucked up family. Watching Evaristo’s children run and play while their mother smiles on from the side. Knowing in my heart, this is where I belong. 
 
    Angel walks up and hands me a letter as she makes her rounds passing out the mail. 
 
    “What is it,” Ashton says pressing a kiss to my temple. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I say with a shrug. “I doubt Adan would mail me anything.” 
 
    Reaching over I pull the knife from his hip, flipping it open. I slice the envelope from top to bottom. Something falls from the folds, but I’m too caught up in the words before me to notice. 
 
      
 
    I hope this letter finds you well sister dear. After all, I did let you walk away with your life for a reason. I know Enterrador is giving away the secrets of my organization. This is something I just can’t have. So let's call this a peace offering. He can be like a dog with a bone that brother of ours. I heard you were looking for Mi Reinita, or your boy toy was for a time, anyway. You can find her at A Calming Place here in Dallas. I’m sure you can find the address with all of your skills. 
 
    Until next we meet 
 
    La Ocho 
 
      
 
    “Who’s Mi Reinita?” I ask turning in Snoopy’s lap. He’s been reading the letter over my shoulder but hasn’t said a word. 
 
    “We thought she might’ve been Diablo’s new wife, but no one had any information on her.” 
 
    Maribel runs over a ball in hand, and her smile fades. “What is it Mija?” I ask as she bends to grab something from between my feet. “Mama,” she whispers.  
 
    “What did you say?” I ask pulling the paper from her hands. 
 
    Drawing a hand to my mouth, I can’t believe what I’m seeing. He said she was dead. Even with his dying breath, the bastard lied. 
 
    “Alex.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    A note from the Author 
 
    Lord has this year been a crazy rollercoaster for me and the Sons. If you haven’t already seen the Sons got a facelift! Searching through hundreds of pictures started out as all fun and games but in the long run, took it out of me. 
 
    Just a piece of advice if you ever decide to publish a book, find the perfect cover before you finish lol. Trying to find people to fit the characters in your head is one hell of a task. In the end, I found some amazing new cover pictures, and I hope y’all like them as much as I do. Raquel and Donna, I would’ve never picked some of them without your help, so from the bottom of my heart thank you..  
 
    Covers, editors, and designers took the top priority, and it took me longer to get Mythic done than I expected. So I apologize for that, but I hope it was worth the wait. 
 
    Mythic was a hard one to write at times. Her character has been through more than most people could handle. Having to get in that headspace is tricky. What’s up next for the Sons? Well usually this is where you’d get the sneak peek, but you’ll just have to wait and see! Yeah, I’m mean like that sometimes. Is Alex alive? Is La Ocho just trying to get Adan out of her business? Only time will tell. 
 
    Thank you to all the bloggers and readers who have stuck with me. Know your support means more to me than I can ever express. 
 
      
 
    Until next time, 
 
      
 
    XOXO 
 
    Ambere 
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