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    Blurb 
 
    From the moment I saw her I was done. She seared her soul to mine and there was no going back. I prided myself in knowing everything about everyone. But me, I ignored the truth that was staring me in the face and burned everything I had. I promised to protect my family and along the way I got lost of what matters. Lost myself in the guilt of our pasts and mistakes. I took it all on as my responsibility and drowned in it. It has cost me everything, including the woman who haunts me. I pushed her away out of pride and dominance. One glance at her, one taste, and my fate was sealed. Now it‘s my turn to submit and get her back. Sometimes we have to suffocate in order to breathe again. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    PART 1 
 
      
 
    Three years ago… 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    The cool afternoon breeze flows in, calmly running over my skin. Sitting at the bar, I wait for one of the brothers to stomp down the hall. But the sounds never come and what I don’t expect to walk in is a petite brunette. Burning fire and sass light up her deep brown eyes. She spikes my interest, churning my gut in a way I haven’t felt in a long time. Brightly, she looks around the room, seeking what she is craving. At this point, it’s not clear to me. Even though her intentions appear to be confident and relaxed, something is missing. Every move I catalog, her shoulders are drawn downward slightly as if the weight of the world hangs there. Smooth and steady is her go-to mask, when I would bet she wants to rip apart her reality. But that would show too much, reveal the passion that lies beneath the surface. This woman, although strong, doesn’t notice the baggage anymore. She hides behind her own self-imposed rules to protect herself. From what though? Probably a man, or men. 
 
    I drop my gaze to my bourbon before she catches me observing her. Introductions are made around the room until they reach me. She holds her hand out for me to shake. “Jazz. Nice to meet you.” 
 
    Slowly, and with the least amount of effort on my part, I slowly looked up. Instead of shaking her outreached hand, she dropped it with a huff. “Is that your real name?” Sarcasm drips from my words and mocks her bold, playful demeanor. I stand to my full height to tower over the tiny woman and take a swig of my bourbon before I react to her dilating pupils. Her eyes draw me in, and I cage her body with mine against the bar. The raw intensity and fire from her anger is beautiful. Her body coils and is ready to strike back, but she won’t, not in the way she really wants or needs. That would show the world what she holds close. Curiosity has my own interest captured. I need to poke at the woman until all her secrets are mine. The heat from our bodies mixes in with the tension of the standoff, electrifying the air. All the frustration of the world that I feel, I cast her way, a challenge I can’t help but be drawn into, to touch something I could ultimately destroy. Can she handle a man like me? Or will she run from a man who is closed off to the world, play it safe and find a partner who won’t challenge her? She likes to be in control, which will make it that much sweeter to make her unravel it all. 
 
    Jazz’s face scrunches and her hand presses against my chest, firmly halts my movement. “It’s Jazmin.” She practically growls the name at me. Behind her, Axl throws his arms up, knowing I’m hopeless. And I want it that way. He’s practically sawing off his neck at me in an attempt to get me to fall in line and be polite. 
 
    “How fucking cute,” I smirk at her. “Like the Disney princess, Jasmine.” I scrunch my nose back at her before my face falls, then take a step back. Her hand falls to her side before she makes a fist. Casually, I take another sip of my drink. Fucking women. I’m in a foul mood and I need a quick, hard fuck, something intense where I can work out the stress and settle my racing mind. This small woman would likely run off crying at the first crack of my hand across her ass and I can’t have that nonsense. I crave a strong woman who can keep up with me not only physically but also mentally. Can she play in the shadows of my mind and find her way out? 
 
    “Not a fucking princess, asshole, it’s Jaz-meen. Hispanic, dickhead.” She gives me her best sneer. “Let me guess,” she pauses and taps her chin. “That big, ugly bug on your neck would make you Spider. Original. Shitty ink. I could do better.” She spits her distaste for me and my tattoo while she turns on her heel and stomps off in the opposite direction. 
 
    Well, well, well, that was most definitely unexpected. I know who she is. Since Vegas and her crew of bitches popped up in our lives, I’ve done some investigating. I haven’t dug deep enough to know much about Jazz, just the family ties and what she does for a living. There was no reason to look further. I rub my chin and keep her in my view, barely in the corner of my eye while she speaks with the other guys, seeing if she drops me any more information. Or, by tomorrow, it’s not going to matter at all, and the less I know the better. Out of sight, out of mind. 
 
    “What the hell made you be a dick for?” Tank taunts me, “See something you like in the firecracker?” He nudges me and that irritates me further. 
 
    I pull myself away from his obnoxious antics. “I don’t need a reason to be a dick.” He’s always looking to get into other people’s shit. 
 
    His elbow lands in my ribs this time. “But you did see something you like. How sweet for you, Spider.” His stupid grin is wide and full and teasing. He wants more of a reaction, but I’ll deny him the satisfaction of it. 
 
    “Fuck. OFF.” Taking my drink, I scoot down the bar, away from that obnoxious motherfucker. Tank takes the hint, even though he’s still chuckling to himself. He does that shit just to bug me. Ignoring him, I turn my body and angle myself to watch the crowd. 
 
    The rest of the night I spend alone. Drink after drink, the bourbon flows and washes away some of the tension. In need of a piss, I slide off my stool and head to the bathroom. After my business is finished, I decide to get some sleep and take a quick step toward my room. A body is slammed into mine when I turn to leave the bathroom and all I see is the dark set of eyes from earlier. 
 
    A growl is released from my throat at the impact and I step forward, each thud of my feet forcing her to back up until her body hits the wall. Lowering my face to meet hers, I look for any weakness. Holding steady, I wait for a second. I want to cuss her out and tell her to watch where the fuck she is going, but the defiant look in her eyes pulls me back from doing so. 
 
      
 
    What happens next is a power move of pure lust. The challenge makes my cock twitch and my breaths become deep and hypnotic. Her scent wafts up to me, pulling me into her spell. There is no backing down or pulling back. Instead, I stalk my prey and take my time. My nose runs the length of hers until a small gasp escapes. My mouth consumes her air and excitement. I take her. My thumbs press against her jaw and my fingers curl around her face, forcing her to open for me. 
 
    When she submits to my demand, I groan, and my dick fully comes to life. Greedy bastard chose her, and I won't rest until he is buried in her heat. I need to make her mine. Just for the night. We both need it—I can feel it in the way she clings to me. Her body is soft and pliant but in control. As every thrust of our tongue searches for more, my hips grind against hers. Jazz’s fingers slide down past my belt loops and bury into the seam of my boxers, securing me to her. 
 
    Ripping my mouth away from hers, her breasts heave as she attempts to calm herself down. Jazzy’s small hands release their grip and one comes up to trace her lower lip where I sank my teeth into it. My head jerks to the side and demands, “Are you coming?” She nods and pushes off the wall. Leading the way, I take her to my room down the hall. Slamming the door shut behind us, I force the words through clenched teeth, “If you don’t want to come for me, ride my dick like I need, you need to get the fuck out now.” 
 
    Her breath stalls a moment and moves into me. Jazz never glances away as she rises to her tiptoes to reach my ear and rasps, “Give me what you need. I want it.” 
 
    My fingers dig into the meat of her ass and I hiss into her ear, “Take your clothes off.” This is a test. My hands loosen, then fall away as I move back. Waiting for her to do as instructed, I watch her every move. The rise and fall of her chest, the fire in her eyes, the steadiness of her hands—my mind calculates every shift to see if she complies. If she can’t, I will send her out. This is it. 
 
    Jazmin lifts her hands, pulling her shirt over her head, her dark hair cascading down. The moonlight shimmers off her olive skin and highlights her hair. Fascinated with her, I listen to the sound of the zipper on her pants. She kicks off her boots, then slowly rolls the pants down her legs and removes them, kicking them to the side. Quietly, she whispers into the darkness, “Do you want my underwear off too?” 
 
    The question is perfect. “No,” I answer gruffly. My eyes are greedy and soak in her black lace bra and panties. They look like art on her body, the lace beautifully framing her ass cheeks. My hand moves her long curly hair, draping it over one shoulder. “I’m not a soft man. If that scares you, you need to say so. I won't stop.” 
 
    My fingers feather down her spine and she shivers with goosebumps rising over her silky skin. Good. She wants it hard and dirty. The palms of my hands graze her sides, moving down her waist to the hem of her panties. Hooking my thumbs in, I tug them down and they pool at her feet. My hands follow the same path back up and around her stomach to her modest-sized tits, my thumbs lightly brushing over her pert nipples. 
 
    Jazmin’s head drops back against my shoulder. Finding the clasp between her tits, I pop open her bra. My thumbs and forefingers roll her hardened nipples. When she moans, I apply more pressure and her ass pushes against me. Her head falls away, exposing her neck. With patience, I suck and nip at her salty skin while one hand trails down to find her smooth waxed pussy. 
 
    Jazmin was made to ride dick—she submits to every touch and command of desire. I’m drunk on lust, bourbon, and her. Her curves are soft to the touch. My fingers dive into her soaked pussy and I pump in and out while I suck and nip at her neck and roll her nipples. I strum her pussy, playing with her like my puppet. She groans, not finding enough so I increase the pressure. Her breathing becomes ragged and I tug on a nipple. With quick, small circles over her clit, Jazz gasps. Her nails are digging into my arms as she shatters. 
 
    Waves of lust wash through me from her. I take it all and steal it for my own pleasure while my fingers glide in and out of her soaked cunt. Before she comes down completely from her high, I growl, “Kneel on my bed.” 
 
    Obediently, she gracefully kneels and presents her glistening pussy for me in the moonlight. After I remove my clothes, I stand before her at the foot of my bed. With my steel shaft in hand, I stroke it and hold it out to her. Her mouth falls open for me and I rest one knee on the bed. Rocking my hips in and out with a hand on her head, I control it all. My balls tighten and draw up. I hiss when I feel the slightest bite of her teeth on my dick. Biting the corning of my lip, I let out an exhale. 
 
    Pushing her a little further, I gag her with my cock. Pulling back, I find the depth Jazz can take me and easily glide in and out. I moan from the pleasure of it all. My balls tighten up and my spine tingles, so I pull out and step back. My hand wraps around my cock and I pump my shaft with log slow strokes. “Turn around, give me your ass.”  Gracefully, she turns and presents her plump ass to me. I stroke my cock furiously until I coat her ass with my jizz. 
 
    “Fuck, sucia, I need more of you.” That is what she is—my dirty girl, mi sucia. My palm gently presses the middle of her back to lay her down on her chest and I inch her knees apart further. Picking up her bra, I tie her hands behind her back. Kneeling behind her, I take in her intoxicating scent of arousal. My tongue licks from her clit up to her asshole, then back down to her pussy lips. I suck them into my mouth, cleaning her cum from just moments ago. 
 
    Her moans aren’t enough. I want her screaming my name. My fingers massage her cunt, coaxing another orgasm from her. My lungs exhale a hot breath as I blow over her clit, and she gasps as her muscles tighten around me, so close. Her ass rears back to me, seeking more. Each swipe of my tongue stiffens my cock and she continues to moan. Jazzy is so wet, my hand drips with her arousal. 
 
    Now I’m the impatient one. My dick jerks with need, craving her cunt. But I hunger for her release more. I take her at a fast pace that we both need. With each pass, she inhales and her body hums from her moans. I keep going until her body relaxes and Jazmin comes on my face. 
 
    Before the last contraction of her orgasm, I’m up and ripping open a condom from my nightstand with my teeth. The wrapper is lost along with my control, the only time I allow myself to be free. Her body is a place where I let go of the problems of the club. I thirst to see the vixen underneath me, and the only way to do that is to show her the man she chose to give her flesh to. With one hard thrust our bodies join as one. My cock is squeezed inside her hot cunt. My fingers dig into her hips and I thrust with all my power. Chasing my demons away and quieting the internal noise, I use her as a vessel for freedom. With a roar, I empty everything that I have inside me into her. 
 
    Stepping back, I toss the condom into the trash, then untie her hands from behind her back. “Leave.” Nothing can stop me from taking what I want. What can’t happen is for her to take anything from me. She needs to know there isn’t an “us”. What Jazmin doesn’t realize is that I laid my mark on her and claimed her to calm the beast inside me. I never eat pussy. When I call on her, she will come, and she will be mine. For tonight, that’s all she’ll get, only what I want to give—my dick, on my terms. 
 
    Jazz doesn’t pout and cry like I’m used to. She takes my shirt off the floor, wipes my smeared load from her caramel skin, then tugs her clothes back on. Her chin is up, her shoulders back, and she struts from my room like a very satisfied kitten. Not one look back. She’s fucking perfect. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    “Jazzy, girl, you’ve been out of it.” Angie snaps her fingers in front of my face. “You’ve been mixing that hair color for ten minutes. What gives?” Normally, I work in the salon, but friends and family have me coming to them or sometimes over to my house to do their hair. Angie is no exception. Other than my cousins, she’s been my best friend since high school, when she moved here from New York and we became instant allies. 
 
    I give her my most incredulous look. “I have not.” Not that I will admit it, I was mixing the color distractedly. Setting the supplies on the counter, I run my hands through my hair. “Okay, fine, sit down.” She pulls up a chair to the kitchen counter bar and rests her elbow on the counter with her chin in her hand. She bats her eyes at me, patiently waiting for me to spill what has my full attention. 
 
    I begin parting and pinning her hair into sections while I tell her the story. “You remember when I went to Reno a few days back, to give Blade a tattoo for his and Vegas’s wedding? Well, I kinda met someone. We had a great night. But the man is a real cold dickhead. Even though it seemed he treated me like just another club girl, it was different. The balance felt off. It was more and I just can’t get him out of my mind. I run it over and over, trying to piece together why I feel that way, and I can’t pinpoint what it was. It just was intense and satisfying. His every touch was calculated and controlling. Spider made me believe in desire .” I give her all the details of the events that night after I finished Blade’s tattoo. Never did I imagine falling into his desires so willingly, but I could not stop myself from what was happening. Captured and entranced is what I was. 
 
    But then… “After he finished, he told me to leave. One moment, it's this crazy spark of lust and need. Then, he shuts down. I could see it in his face, it was over, our time was chilled. I got dressed as fast as I could and got out of there. It was late, so I couldn’t drive all the way home. Vegas left for her honeymoon. The girls there had all kinds of things going on, so I couldn’t crash at their places. I stayed in a cheap motel for a few hours, and once the sun hit the horizon, I booked it back to California.” 
 
    Angie grins. “So, inquiring minds need to know two things. Is that where your hickey came from? Also, what does this sex god look like?” She hands me a foil and I place it, trying to avoid her gaze and apply dye to her hair. I folded the foil in half before tucking the sides in. 
 
    “Yes. That would be from Spider. My makeup doesn't cover it well enough.” Separating her hair, I lay another piece on the foil and begin to brush more blonde on the ends. “Angie, girl. Talking about it is like torture, but he has these dark brown eyes. So deep and captivating they are black. The best part was his trim body. He has those defined muscles, just enough.” A shiver rolls through my body. As if my body could forget that night. 
 
    “I can spot a cover-up a mile away. Shit, I may change my mind and go for a biker. He sounds hot as hell. What about Kilo? I know you guys are open, but you haven’t been with other men, especially someone in the MC. Are you going for Spider?” Angie has every right to be concerned. It could all go up in flames if I mess this up. 
 
    Sighing, I think of the best way to answer her question. “I haven't slept with Kilo in two to three months. I’ve been hoping he moved on. I think this was me telling myself it’s really over.” Kilo and our so-called relationship has been a complicated mess for a long time. Years ago, I caught him sleeping with a club bitch and I ended the relationship. Almost a year after that, after a drunken night at a club party, we slept together. I thought we could keep it casual. In the end, I let him be someone to scratch an itch when I needed it. I figured it couldn’t hurt since I knew what I was walking into and I didn’t want another relationship with him. By that time, I gave in to the fact that love doesn’t exist. 
 
    “The other night was different, Ange. The connection was electric with Spider, a totally different flavor and level. You think you’ve tried them all before and then, bam, dark chocolate comes along and surprises the hell out of you, shakes you up and your mind awakens after a deep sleep. I’m not saying Spider is my end game, but maybe he and I could explore greater possibilities than just our bodies.” 
 
    “Honey…” she starts and stops for a brief moment. “Does Kilo know any of this?” Angie has hated him for the longest time. She cheered when we split and hummed when she saw us together again. 
 
    “Um, no. Why would I tell him? We aren’t exclusive to each other.” 
 
    “Okay, sure. You don’t date. Because let's face it, you don’t want a relationship. He gets to have you when he wants you. He sees you as his main woman among all the side flavors.” Her hands swing wide through the air. “As you so nicely described it. I don’t see him just being a big boy and walking away. Even when you were split for a while, he constantly had eyes on you.” 
 
    For a few minutes, I think over her words. Was I so complacent with life and him that I didn’t notice those things? “Maybe it’s time to let it go. This really was what I needed to see that there are other guys and possibilities out there. I’m not wanting a steady relationship. I could do with some more hot sex though. Because, girl, I still have him on my mind.” 
 
    Angie chuckles, “I hope I get to meet this grumpy sex master one day.” We spend the rest of the night catching up on her life before she leaves. Even though I work really hard to remove Spider from my mind, I can’t. Pieces of me are caught in a web he spun around me. Deep down, I realize that going near him would be dabbling in the dark. I’ve been down that road with Kilo, gave him everything, only to be burnt in the end. I don’t believe in love, just great friendships. At least for me, it feels safer than trusting a man again. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Exhausted from working the morning shift at the salon, then a late afternoon at the tattoo shop, I’m ready to fall on my face. Both jobs have their advantages and keep me busy. One day, my dream is to have my own tattoo shop. I have a chair in both establishments and work both part-time because it keeps my appointments full with a steady income. Either one could slow down at any time. 
 
    Slamming the door of my black Corvette, I turn and walk face first into a chest of muscle. I know this body like the back of my hand. “Jesus, Kilo, why do you have to sneak up on me like this?” 
 
    “Where have you been?” His voice is low and irritated. 
 
    My mind races and Angie’s words about my hickey echoes loudly as a warning to hide it. I pull out my hair tie from the messy bun I had it in and massage my scalp. The dim streets working in my favor, I pull my hair around to one side. Sliding past him, I walk toward the steps leading to my apartment. “Working. When did we start keeping track of each other?” I throw over my shoulder. Placing the key in the entryway door, his hand grips mine with a tight squeeze, stopping me from turning it. 
 
    “Since when do you not answer me to meet up?” The heat from him standing so close behind me radiates into my back. And the second time in my life, my body tells me he’s not the one. 
 
    “Can we not do this in the street, where my neighbors can hear you?” I hiss at him. His latest woman must have split and he’s looking for a hard fuck. God knows, these guys like it rough, and most women can’t handle their intensity or lifestyle. 
 
    His hand releases mine and he follows me up to my apartment. Inside, I toss my bag and keys onto the kitchen table and open the refrigerator door. Strong, muscular, tattooed arms wrap around my middle. “I’m sorry, Jazz. I was worried about you. It’s been awhile since I’ve seen you.” 
 
    He’s curious to find out if I have been with someone. It’s not like me to not respond at all and now he’s knocking on my door for answers. As long as we hook up at his will, he doesn’t pay attention to me. Never have I been with anyone else, and the mark on my neck... I’d gone radio silent and couldn’t text him back. I’ve changed, and I needed time to figure out where my head and heart are at. 
 
    Kilo is bald and covered head-to-toe with tattoos, a biker girl’s thirst trap. The history between us has kept us connected. He was one of the first who let me put needle to skin. I’ve done all of his tattoos. Even though we have fought, and even through the bad times, Kilo has always been my friend. If I needed something, anything, he would give it to me. Other than devoting himself completely. Life and love is so complicated. Over the years, the familiarity grew into a comfortable routine. The men in this life are dangerous, possessive, and passionate by nature. They fight and love hard. It’s hard to see the cycle when you're caught up in it. Picking one is picking your poison. “Thank you for caring. I’m tired and had a long day. If you pick a fight with me, we’re going to have a blowout. I’d rather not.” 
 
    He chuckles and his chest bounces. Tapping his arm, I signal for him to let me go. He plants a quick kiss to the side of my head. “Alright, bella, beautiful girl.” 
 
    Pulling out two beers, I hand him one and the doorbell rings. My eyebrows hit my hairline. “You expecting company?” 
 
    “Takeout.” He grins like he does when he knows he got away with something, which is often with this man. Kilo gets the food and meets me on the couch, passing me my favorite Chinese dish. We eat together in silence until I’m stuffed and sleepy. Kilo sets his food down and begins to crawl over me. I get that we have a “no attachments” and a sex-on-demand relationship, but this is not working for me anymore. 
 
    His face hovers above mine and I see hunger in his brown eyes. Kilo doesn’t see the same in mine. My hand is pressed to his chest and stops him from coming closer. “I think we need to end this. Whatever it was is over.” 
 
    His jaw muscles clench and his head snaps back like I slapped him. Gone is the easygoing lover from minutes ago. The dangerous killer looms over me now. “If I walk out that door, I won’t come back to your puta ass.” He pulls my hair back painfully, the sting a stark reminder of the other man in this room. No one, not a man or woman, tells Kilo no. “You think that because you work, you’re too good for me now? Who’s been there to help you, pinche cabrona?” Kilo’s face is centimeters from mine. Did he just call me a pinche cabrona, a stupid bitch? I want to go to war and tell this asshole off, but his temperament has felt different since he arrived here. I tamp down my reaction. An awareness of fear demands I tread carefully. 
 
    Carefully, I rub his shoulder to settle the beast. “I know you have, Kilo. I need things that you can’t give me. I can’t ask you to change. That wouldn’t be fair to you. I’m tired. Can we talk about this later?” I hold back every tremor that shoots through my spine. Never had I been afraid of him—until today. Because I had been brushing him off, this was coming. I knew he had this side to him, I just didn’t know how ugly he could be toward me. The years have changed the young man I knew into this one. He’s cold and calculating… evil. 
 
    Kilo’s fingers dig into my jaw as he holds me in place. “Figure your shit out, because the next time I come back, you owe me.” His meaning is very clear—I owe him my body, to dedicate my life to being his puta, or whore. Unless I can figure out a way to get him to think it was his idea, he will never let me go. The whole year we were apart, he let me have it because Kilo plays the long game, and I should have seen it. He pushes himself up from the couch, storming out, and slamming the door shut behind him. The walls rattle from the force. 
 
    Since my last trip to Reno, it has become very apparent my life needs a drastic change. Spider awoken my mind and challenged me to see and feel things differently. I slept with him because my body was starving. My soul was yearning for a deep connection and he effortlessly tapped into it. How long have I been ignoring the basic instincts of my needs and who I really am? 
 
    Does Kilo know about Spider? More likely, my brush-off of him and his texts was a red flag. He’s losing control of me. Kilo has used and abused my affection for a long time. I’ll admit my part and say he was an easy choice. Kilo was comfortable and I could push him away when I needed to. Fuck, all of this and men say women are complicated. This is a huge red flag, if I ever witnessed one. It’s time to move on. Picking up my cell phone, I call the only person who can help me. “Snake, I need your help.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    Rolling out of bed, I answer the ringing phone. “Yeah?” My voice cracks and I clear my throat. 
 
    “It’s Blade. I need you to run over to help Fuego solve some issues he’s got.” I run one hand over my face to wake up. The club has me running around in circles, putting out fires left and right. 
 
    “When?” 
 
    “You’re up now.” Blade hangs up the phone, like the ass he is. 
 
    “Fuck,” I cuss out loud to no one but myself. Tossing my phone to the bed, I get up. Dreading the long day ahead of me, I take my time getting ready. 
 
    Within a few hours, I am on my bike and headed west over the mountains to Sacramento, California. The drive is what bikers salivate for. Not me, and not fucking today. I resent the sun and the fucking minivans full of kids on the freeway. Mom’s doing a double take that just irritates me further. One little bastard flips me off from his seat as I pass. It crosses my mind to pull my gun on the little shit just to make him piss his pants. Instead, I accelerate and race against time. 
 
    Pulling into the Sacramento Chapter of the Battle Born MC, I pop the kickstand and rest my bike on its side. I stand and my muscles stretch. Before going in, I light a smoke and take in the surroundings of the club. There is a young prospect in the garage, and I do a double take. Shit, my heart pounds with disbelief. He resembles my younger brother and I have to shake my head. I can’t go there, so I turn away, reminding myself it's not him. It would be impossible. 
 
    Taking a long, hard drag, I try to focus on anything else to get back on track with where I am. Looking over the parking lot, there are some members I know and some I don’t, not that I care to make small talk with these assholes anyway. Tossing my smoke down, I step on it and walk inside to find the Prez, Fuego. I remember well enough where his office is. Raising my fist, I exhale and pound on the door halfheartedly. 
 
    A muffled reply alerts me to open the door. Walking in, I find Snake speaking with his father. Taking a seat next to him, I look at them both. “What’s going on?” 
 
    Fuego spends the next hour giving me the details of the problems they are having. We discuss what I can do to help. Relief floods me that it isn’t a huge problem. Sooner rather than later, I can get the work done and I can get home. Snake gets up and excuses himself. “I need to go meet with Jazzy. I’ll see you later tonight.” 
 
    That name. I know he’s her cousin, but still, her name takes me back to the night I had her naked and vulnerable. Mine. Curious as to why he’s meeting with her, I invite myself along. “I’ll ride with you. Don’t have much to do until tonight.” I could start now, but he doesn’t need to know shit. 
 
    Snake gives me a puzzled look but keeps his smart-ass comments to himself. Not too far from the clubhouse, we roll up to a salon. I’m about to ask Snake what the hell we are doing when she walks out. 
 
    Jazzy changed her hair color from the last time I saw her. It’s still dark black but has a deep red color on the ends. She doesn’t flinch when she recognizes me. She takes a helmet from Snake’s saddle bag and swings a leg over the back of his bike. He backs out of the parking spot. With her. On his bike. Possessive rage infuriates me that she’s on his bike. Yeah, Snake is her family, but you don’t ride with just anyone. It grates on my nerves, but I can’t do shit about it. Unless I lay a claim to her. I can say I never pictured a woman on the back of my bike and I never had one ride with me, so this new desire to take her and make it clear she belongs to me has me reeling and I push the crazy feelings away. I’ve shared women in the club. Is it that she didn’t jump on my bike first? These are questions I don’t want to explore, because the truth is, she may not want the same. To prevent myself from spiraling down this dark road, I look at what's in front of me… literally. 
 
    Following behind, I have a perfect view of her body, every curve of her legs and ass on display. The picture is burned into my head—her and me on my bike. Each mile adds to my bad mood, locking me in tighter and tighter. I can’t remember the last time I actually had the time to think about her or the strange desire to take her for myself. Shaking off the thoughts, I focus on the road. We park in front of a worn brick building. 
 
    Jazzy stands with her arms wide. “My tattoo shop, or someday,” she announces proudly. Her focus stays on Snake. I’m the unwelcome guest who came along. Pulling back, I observe Jazz in her element. To her credit, she watches me out of the corner of her eye periodically. “I bought the store. I’m still earning enough to one day open the shop. Piece by piece, it’s coming together.” 
 
    “Jazz,” Snake interrupts her, “why am I here?” 
 
    I agree, why is he here? She clears her throat and takes a deep breath before speaking. “I don’t ask for help. But this time, I need it. I can’t do the construction work myself. Contractors cost way too much money.” 
 
    “You know I’ll help. Kilo can help too. I’ll ask him.” 
 
    Her hands dart up and panic causes her to momentarily forget I am there. “No,” she rapidly spits out, “you and me only.” 
 
    Snake holds his thoughts and nods at her, a conversation they will have later. Who the fuck is Kilo, and what does he have to do with her? There is only one way to get the truth and that is to find it myself. 
 
    Jazzy looks over her shoulder at me for a split second before turning back to her cousin. She can’t say why he’s really here. Across the street is a deli, so I announce, “I’m going across the street to get a sandwich. Let me know when you’re ready, Snake.” I could get them a sandwich, but fuck her and this asshole, Kilo. Did she fuck me when she had man at home? Why the hell doesn’t she go to him for help? More questions start to pile up and I realize my time here may take a little longer than planned. 
 
    Neither one pays any attention to my outburst, and I find a seat at the window after I order a sandwich and a Coke. My mind spins with scenarios of what the story could be. There’s truth to be revealed, but once I uncover it, do I want to open that door? Some things are best left alone, and even though my gut says to keep digging, my brain says to run. Bitches are all the same anyway—screw a man behind his back whenever they have a chance. What did I expect? 
 
    Jazzy and Snake take their time inside the building. I decide I have better shit to do with my time and get back on my bike and leave for the clubhouse. 
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    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    Shit. I cannot believe that Snake brought Spider with him. My cousin, for as smart as he is, can be dumb ass. When I saw Spider, I couldn’t believe he was standing before me. Lust struck me like a tornado. Him on his bike, with his shades on, was picture perfect. I imagined what it would be like to wrap myself around him. Somehow, I managed to get on with Snake, but that doesn’t mean the thoughts went away. 
 
    When we parked, I couldn’t even look his way. Spider is a distraction, and I desperately need to get my life back on track. I have enough problems and I do not need any more. And the timing could not be worse. I need to get Kilo off my back and this place up and running. For once, I need to come first, and this place. Having both Kilo and Spider in the same area code could be lethal. The whole time my body hummed with awareness. Thank god, he left us alone. I could then concentrate on what I really needed Snake here for. 
 
    Unlocking the front door, we walk in. “Cut the shit, Jazz. You know we would help you with this place. What’s with the secret meeting?” Snake crosses his arms and waits for me to answer. 
 
    I huff a sigh of annoyance. “I think it’s pretty damn clear why I won’t ask Kilo for help. I tried distancing myself, he came to check on me. When he did, I told him that I wanted to end things, for good this time. No more back and forth. He didn’t take it well.” 
 
    Snake scowls with the story. “You don’t feel safe around him?” 
 
    “Something changed, Snake, when he wasn’t getting what he wanted. He used his size to intimidate me. We’ve both changed, and I want more. I don’t know how to get him to back off. I should have stayed away when we split years ago. That was my fault.” The sad reality is, I could have had a fresh start. Angie was right—Kilo got exactly what he wanted, me, and how he wanted me. It was never a carefree affair. The young and inexperienced me didn't see it. “If the club helps with this place, he’ll see it as his too. It can only be me and you. Now, to get him away from me, I need your help.” 
 
    My cousin rubs his short, black goatee. “Let me think about this. You picked a real asshole to fuck with.” He rubs a hand over his head. “Text me a list of what needs done in here and make me a key to get in. I’ll work on it when I can. No promises on a timeline, okay?” 
 
    The last part has me grinning. His mom and sister, Vegas, are ambitious women. When they ask for something, it should have been done yesterday. His warning on his timeline was clear. “I got you. I promise not to ride your ass until it’s done.” 
 
    Snake raises a brow. “That sounded weird. Let’s get something to eat.” He holds the door open for me and we walk out. Instantly, I notice Spider’s bike is gone. I can’t say I don’t feel a twinge of disappointment, but I am better off. I’ve got things to do and building my tattoo shop is number one. My heart is going to have to wait. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    Inside the clubhouse, I sit at the bar with Fuego and a prospect slides a shot of tequila over to us. I’m here to help his IT guy, Coyote, set up the same system I have in Reno and update their servers. It’s a simple task, and I needed a break from the reality of who Jazz may really be. 
 
    Holding up the shot, Fuego and I give our cheers. More like he does. I just use the alcohol to numb the thoughts. I took it out of respect for him more than my desire to drink, because today I need a clear head more than ever. 
 
    Observing the crowd, a large man comes into view. Quickly, I found his patch to read ‘Kilo’. Ah, so this is the motherfucker who has been fucking my Jazz. For how long, I wonder. “I don’t remember much about this guy. Is he a newer member?” I ask Fuego. There was never a reason to dig into who he was, until today. 
 
    “Años, a lot of years. He does what needs to be done.” Fuego means whatever is bad, he sends in Kilo to handle the dark and twisted work. I don’t ask if he trusts him, that would be an insult. I don’t question his loyalty to his brothers, but how does he treat her? Fuego takes another shot and lights a cigar. 
 
    I keep to myself while the party carries on. The club girls steer clear of Fuego and I’m rooted next to him. Slowly sipping on my scotch, I run through what needs to be done tomorrow in my mind. The older Hispanic man has deep lines around his eyes with black hair and a goatee. Streaks of gray paint the years and wisdom he can’t hide, enhancing the miles this old man has seen. There’s some envy for the status he holds, the respect of his men, and the endearing eye of the women around him. Me? I do not envy the hard choices and sacrifices he’s made. He’s survived the worst and still, under his hardened gaze, he knows like I do, this all can be cast away. I admire the man he is and respect his steel spine. 
 
    “You think like a worried man, hermano. ¿Qué pasa? Humor this old viejo. Dámelo.” He tilts his ear ever so slightly, waiting for me, tapping his cigar onto the ashtray. 
 
    A smirk crawls up the corner of my lips. Taking a sip, I allow the words to burn on my tongue, the taste of them sour. I’m careful and closely guard my words, a habit to protect myself. Too much information can be lethal. You just never know. 
 
    “Some days are long. The constant worry of whether you can do things differently or better.” 
 
    “Your brothers, or someone else?” Fuego pries. 
 
    “Always my brothers. Watching the world weighs you down.” 
 
    He nods his chin once to his chest. The words spin around us like a plague, the truth we can never run from. “Every man’s road is filled with hard choices,” he starts, “especially for those who hold the seats at the table. We carry the burden for the men under us. There’s honor in the weight of that on our backs.” Fuego takes a drag and another shot of his tequila. “But I learned long ago, we all have to hold our own in this life. There is nothing we can do if it is meant to be. Los santos take what they want. The sooner you learn that lesson, the better. Eres un hombre. You’re a man, no saint.” He stands with a pointed stare. “Partake in the women who can lessen the thoughts. I’m going home to mi corazón, my heart, my wife.” 
 
    I wonder what it would be like, to be a man like Fuego. He sheds his worry like a snake does skin. There is no stopping tomorrow, but that doesn’t mean I won’t go down fighting. Whatever has the club troubled, it will come forward soon enough. The missing shipments and the devils will be killed. There lies the truth—men are ruthless predators. My job as the Sergeant-in-Arms is to keep everyone breathing. 
 
    Her perfume alerts me to her presence before she does. For a split second, I’m taken back to the time I had her. It wasn’t just the act but the actions. When she moved, my body reacted and did the same. How did our bodies match and see one another? She drew me in, recognizing my need for her submission. When she gave me a piece of her, I gave some of myself in return, caught up in a position that exposed ourselves to each other. Reality blasted me back to shut the door on what she opened. What shook me to my core was she left herself open and walked out as if I couldn’t shut her out. Without remorse, she owned me and what we shared. 
 
    A blast of dark hair scoots into the seat next to me. What the fuck? I don’t snap to attention, but rather, I lie in wait, curious as to what this little creature is hunting for. She will be a little bunny ready for slaughter. 
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    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    My plan was simple—I was going to the club to fuck a brother. A suicide mission, I know, but there is no other way I can come up with to kill the relationship I have with Kilo. It’s not a desperate move, it’s a hostile takeover, one where I let my she-balls drop and kick Kilo in his and to the curb. Kilo sent me a dozen texts throughout the day. The best way to get a brother off your ass is to get under another. I don’t know what I was thinking, waiting for Snake to come up with a plan. I don’t have time to wait for that shit. 
 
    My leg swings out of my car. I plant my tall, leather, high-heeled boot onto the concrete, followed by the other. I have a purpose—to fuck the hell out of Spider. The idea hit me like a ton of bricks. He doesn’t live here. He is perfect to get Kilo off my tail. Once I got off work, I got busy. I showered, shaved, you name it, I did it. 
 
    The leather mini skirt squeaks when I slide off the leather seat of my car. Slamming the car door shut behind me, I tuck in the black tank that reveals my black bra underneath. Squaring my shoulders, I strut forward. My hips swaying back and forth with each step. 
 
    A group of brothers are gathered around the outside along with either bitches or Ol’ Ladies. The free birds, as my girls and I like to call the single brothers, give me their appreciation with a few whistles on my way past them. I’m in this all the way, and cringe internally before turning my head. I give them a flirty wink. They shake their heads knowing I am up to no good, and they would be right. I have plans. Ones that I am going to execute. 
 
    My boots stomp on the hardwood floor of the packed club. Kilo is off on the other side with a club bitch at his hip. Perfect. Her hands run over his chest. He catches them before whispering in her ear. She is enraptured by his attention. This couldn’t be any more perfect of a setting. Confidence explodes in my chest, fueling me on. I walk around brothers who do their best to get me to stop. Patting chests and giving a few soft let downs, I finally get to my target, Spider. He sits alone at the bar, making this easy for me, so I slide onto the stool next to him. 
 
    Leaning in, I rasp into his ear over the noise, “There you are.” His cologne floods my lungs with him, rich and spicy. My cheek brushes his freshly shaved jaw. When I sit back, I want him to see the lust in my gaze that he easily provokes from my inner she devil. 
 
    Spider doesn’t turn, not looking the least bit affected by my presence or words. Except, he bites the corner of his lip and his eyes glare at our reflections in the mirror behind the bar. I push a little harder. “You know why I’m here. You want what I want. Save us some time, and let’s fuck.” 
 
    There is only one way to catch this man, and that’s by giving him a reason to not say no. I give him the raw honesty of my needs. A few seconds pass and he doesn’t respond. Fine. Something inside of me sinks at the rejection. But does that really surprise me? No. Many of them never do the same woman twice. Rejection stings, but I’m no quitter. There were a handful of other brothers ready to give me what I wanted anyway. Determined, my boots hit the floor and I turn, about ready to walk away. Ready to leave empty handed, but he doesn’t know that. 
 
    His hand darts out, capturing my wrist. The grip is too tight and the joint smarts under the pressure. He drops his glass to the bar with a thud, and is up towering over me. Spider’s chest is brushing mine, forcing me back a step as he corners me against the bar and my back bows slightly. Anger flashes across his tense face. “You will not fuck another man here tonight. You want a dick to fill that pussy, sucia?” Spider spits. He is not pleased at my play to manipulate him in my game. He read me straightaway, especially since I brushed him off earlier. The gruff response and the power in his hold sends chills up my spine. 
 
    “Yes,” I hiss back, drawing my body in closer to his, my fists gripping his cut. “I don’t want to fuck another man. So, don’t turn me down because it is going to happen tonight.” Lies, all lies. I spin them to capture the man I need to convince me, show me, we are not a lie together. 
 
    Spider’s fingers dig deeper into the skin. “You’re not such a sweet thing, are you?” Before I can answer, he is dragging me out of the bar. My devilish grin spreads across my face and I forget the whole reason I’m here. I lied to myself to get here. It wasn't to just kill what Kilo and I had. It is so much more. There was no stopping the temptation of being wrapped up in Spider when he was right here. In my city. I couldn’t let him go. The truth behind my actions is buried deep and I shove it away. It’s dangerous to want someone. The want turns into need and that need dies with them, leaving you abandoned. 
 
    My feet barely keep up with Spider’s quick, long strides. Each step that we take, my blood pressure gets higher. My pulse can be felt in my neck, the veins violently pumping with excitement. My body is already humming with acceptance and want. He opens a door to a spare room, and I’m tossed forward like I’ve burned him. I keep my balance, but just barely. I start ripping off my shirt and toss it away. My body overheats and it’s not enough. I need Spider unrestrained. I need to know that it wasn’t just me who felt what we had last time. 
 
    Stepping over to the bed, I turn to face the wall and pull my skirt up around my hips. Underneath is just my wet pussy waiting for Spider to come and take care of it. Spreading my legs, I hear his slight intake of breath. I bend forward, giving him everything, me for a night. Placing my hands on the bed, I roll my hips, giving him more of an angle to see. Spider’s hand lands on my ass, a hard smack followed by an echo in the barren room. My chest heaves and I know I’ve pushed him. That was the whole point. There is a time for obedience and respect, but this isn’t that time. This is raw fucking. 
 
    I moan and arch into his direction, begging for more. The other ass cheek receives the same treatment. My flesh burns from the flame of his hands against it. My breathing is labored, and lust coats every sound coming from me. Spider loses control and smacks my ass five more times in quick succession before his fist has an iron-tight hold on the back of my hair. He rips me back up toward him. 
 
    “Never, I mean never, call the shots. This will never fucking happen again like this. I’m taking your pussy for myself.” He shoves me back down onto the mattress. The rustle of his pants and the promise of his intent thickens the air around us, propelling us into destruction. 
 
    Spider groans and buries himself balls deep inside me. I don’t have to wait long before his hips let loose and he fucks me within an inch of my life. It feels so different, so good. Each thrust is purposeful. Every one for him. The dirty rawness sparks the devil from within, and I love it. 
 
    This shouldn’t feel right, but the wrong feels just right. An evil smile creeps upon my face but momentarily falls when he doesn’t stop to grab a condom. Spider fucks me raw. He glides back through the slick lips of my pussy. Reaching between my legs, my fingers run over his slick dick sliding in and out. He hisses above me, “Fuck, sucia,” and slows a fraction to take more, feeling everything. My clit aches with pressure. I can’t stop myself from caressing the swollen nub in tight, quick circles. 
 
    Spider’s movements become faster and faster. I’m about to come, but he beats me to it, ripping my hand away just moments before I explode around him. An evil chuckle escapes him, and he pulls out after he empties himself inside me. Spider’s pants are back up by the time I stand and pull my skirt down. “Get the fuck out and go home. You don’t get to feel like a good girl when you’re acting like a bitch.” 
 
    Snatching my shirt off the floor, I turn and give him my middle finger before I open and slam shut the door behind me. I do the walk of shame down the hallway in my bra. Eyes pull in my direction at my disheveled arrival. There is only one person… scratch that. I wanted them all to see, and especially Kilo to see, my sexed appearance. He sits at the bar, pounding shots with a face of pure fury. He scowls his discontent for me, and I give him a nod on my way out. 
 
    Busting through the front door, I feel like a free bird and a thousand pounds lighter. It’s cocky to say I just won some grand prize, but I did. It adds to the spike of pent-up lust. I open my car door and sit, dragging in ragged breaths. Pulling my skirt up, I rub my aching pussy, looking for release. My lashes flutter before I rest my head on the steering wheel and stroke my clit with great ambition. It doesn’t take long to take the edge off before I come by my hand, and I toss my head back when it’s released. 
 
    I take in a few deep, calming breaths. My door flies open and I am whipped out of my car. Kilo’s fingers dig in with harsh intent. A scream is about to leave my throat when his hand clamps down over my mouth. He uses his weight against me and pins me to my car. 
 
    “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” The malice in Kilo’s voice stops me dead in my tracks from fighting back. “No one fucks my bitch. And you are that, aren’t you, Jazz?” 
 
    It’s then my vision is focused on the crazed eyes of the man I used to know, but I can’t speak, I can’t move. His grip loosens and I hear the sound of a zipper telling me what he wants from me. My hands try to push and claw my way out. His maniacal laugh fills the air around us. “That’s it, baby, fight me. You mad I had another girl with me?” He moans the more I try to fight. I try to kick, elbow him, anything, but I can't. He's so fucking close, there’s nothing I can do. 
 
    Kilo starts to claw at my legs. His nails feel like dull knives cutting my skin. 
 
    “What the hell is going on out here? Jazz, you okay?” Snake calls from the dark corner, walking our way. I’m forgotten and shoved to the side. Panting, I try to answer, but the shock holds me captive. 
 
    “It’s cool, ese. Jazz and I just had a disagreement. You know, same old shit.” Ever so slowly, Kilo tucks his dick back into his pants and gives me a look that tells me everything. Snitches end up in ditches. “Babe, we’ll finish this later.” He gives me a gentle kiss on the head, tucks me into the car, and shuts the door. Snake briefly looks at me and then nods. God, he knows. My limbs shake like leaves. Everything in me tells me to run. Turning the engine on, I switch gears and pull out of the parking lot. 
 
    What the hell just happened, and what have I done? 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    I was so fucking wrong. 
 
    I’ve gone wild and have been in the wind, avoiding Kilo and dodging calls for a few weeks now. Angie has been worried the nights I have stayed at her house. Kilo won’t come for me there. He’s left a handful of messages and texts, but there isn’t a message that I want to read or hear from him. He joked about that night, saying it was a moment of passion. That was not passion. I will never know who that man has become. 
 
    I was so stressed, I thought I was literally worried sick. I thought it was the trauma of that night, stress, and the dreams, but in the last few weeks, every day I’ve felt worse. Time was all I thought I needed, but I’m emotionally exhausted. So, to get away and shift my mind off everything, I came to visit my mom, hoping the change in scenery would help me to get my shit together. But I missed so many things along the way. Especially one thing particularly important—my period. 
 
    My hands shake as I hold the aftermath of what happened three weeks ago. What the hell have I done? Two little pink lines have drastically changed my life. Things will never be the same ever. My heart sinks and fear of the unknown sneaks up my spine. I missed my period and just noticed that I’m two weeks late. 
 
    “Jazmin, are you ready to go to dinner?” my mother sweetly questions from the other side of the bathroom door just as a single tear falls free. I wipe the errant drop away and scramble to stuff the test in the bottom of the trash. 
 
    “I’ll be right out,” I call back, and I reapply the mascara that smeared. I pep myself up to do what I must, to spend time with her. When I get home, I can then fall apart. Opening the door, I find her in the living room, waiting for me. 
 
    “Let’s go, beautiful girl.” She holds her arms out. My mother is a free spirit. She met my father a long time ago. It wasn’t a typical love—he was a biker, and she was what many would describe as a hippie. The shawl she has is wrapped around her arms, and it fans out as Mom extends her hand to me. She slings an arm around me when I step into her caring gesture as we leave the house. 
 
    She owns a little red Beetle but prefers to walk anywhere she needs to go. “When are you going to leave the city and move here?” Never has she ever made me feel bad about my choices, but after the death of my dad, she left the city. I couldn’t leave the family I had there to go with her. Mom needed to find herself again, and in this quaint town, she has healed as much as she can. 
 
    “I don’t think I would fit in here, Mom.” We are a stark contrast of each other. While it is a mellow and artsy community, I don’t think I could live here. It doesn’t feel like home to me, like it does her. Dad was never here. 
 
    “You remind me of him,” she muses. “I met your dad when he was on a trip away from the club. He was passing through and had lunch at the diner I was working at. He stopped every time he could, to spend time with me. He didn’t like it here either. You both love that raw insanity the city provides. He definitely inspired a side to me that is uniquely him. One day, you will find that man.” 
 
    Biting my lip, I fight back a smile and look away from her. Mom has never been a fan of Kilo. The free loving spirit in her has always said, ‘He’s a journey you must see through.’ She’s waiting for me to wise up. Sticking my hands in my pockets, I give her words a lot of thought. 
 
    Mom has told me the stories about her and my dad several times. They never get old. I want her to relive the times she was the happiest. Her arm suddenly falls away, and I know she is thinking about the night he passed. He was on his way home when he was hit by a drunk driver in the early morning hours. My father died at the scene, never made it home like he always promised. 
 
    Wrapping my arm around her, I say, “He lives in us, Momma. He gave us all the best parts of him.” I squeeze her as hard as my heart aches inside. I was little, ten years old, when I went to his funeral. “How did you do it alone, when I was little?” 
 
    My question stuns her, and she takes her time to remember the past. I’ve never asked before. With a big inhale, she starts to remember and explains, “It wasn’t easy. The club did a lot to help me keep you fed and the lights on at first. Eventually, I found another job. I stayed at home with you since you were born. Later on, we did okay, and I was able to take care of you on my own. They still helped with some things. They always gave me money on your birthday to take you on a vacation.” She smiles and together we fight the agony of the past. Bittersweet memories sweep us up in their path. 
 
    “I didn’t know they did that. Because of them we had some great memories together.” 
 
    “We sure did, baby.” 
 
    We walk through the small iron gate of her favorite restaurant. In front, there’s a small table for two that we sit down at together. Through dinner, she tells me what she’s been doing. Her paintings have been selling well at galleries in Los Angeles and San Francisco. My dad wanted her to become a famous painter. If he could see her now—the thought chokes me into silence. Forcing myself to push past it, I give her my brightest smile with the force of my pride behind it. She was happy at home with us and didn’t feel the need to make money for her work. 
 
    The emotions have caught me in their grip as they circle around me. What will my life and future be like now? She catches my pensive mood and her hand comes out to capture mine. “Jazmin, what is going on?” Her eyes scrunch and her wrinkles become more pronounced. Mom’s concern etches across her face. 
 
    My other hand comes on top of hers. Clenching my eyes shut, I blurt out what has been eating me alive. “I’m pregnant, Mom.” 
 
    Her other hand comes on top of mine. “I’m here for you. Tell me why you are so upset.” It is just like her to not find the bad in any situation. Mom finds love in everything, and her grin tells me she would love a grandbaby. 
 
    The waiter interrupts us and our hands are pulled back into our laps. He sets our salads down and winks at me. I roll my eyes and pick up a fork, ignoring him. My mom’s eyebrows hit her hairline and she patiently waits for me to tell her my sordid tale from start to finish. She is all about free love, so she doesn’t mind some of the details I share. 
 
    “I fucked him in the back room and then strutted out of the clubhouse like hot shit. Now, I’m a hot mess.” Dropping my fork, it clatters to my plate and I rub my face. If I rub hard enough, will I wake up from this nightmare? “The worst part is, I really pissed off Kilo. I thought he would leave me alone.” I’m not brave enough to tell her exactly what happened, and I hide the pain of betrayal from him. 
 
    She chokes on her food and picks up her napkin to hide her laughter. I push aside the ugly and focus on her face and the smile she wears, stealing as much of her brightness as I can. Forget what happened, I tell myself. It’s over. “You certainly don’t mess around when you want to blow up or get your point across.” Her shoulders shake at my expense. “You are your father’s daughter.” She shakes her head at me. “He always went into any situation balls to the wall.” 
 
    “Helpful, Mom,” I scold and sit back in my seat. 
 
    “Honey, it will all work out as it is meant to. Give yourself time to take in the news and accept the future,” she recommends. 
 
    “What about Spider? I told you how big of a dick he is. He isn’t going to want a baby.” 
 
    “You don’t know that. Let him decide how he wants to feel about it. Quit being so judgmental.” 
 
    She pops a tomato into her mouth and winks at me. 
 
    “Mom, he told me to get the fuck out.” 
 
    “You did bait him into a bad situation. I would have fucked you and then walked away too.” 
 
    “God, please never say that to me again. Ever.” 
 
    “It’s true what they say—you get what you give. And what did you give him? Don’t expect him to be sincere when you were horny off of revenge. So was he, in a sense. He hasn’t had a chance to see anything different from you. Or you from him.” 
 
    This time, I shake my head at her. What am I going to do with all of this? Maybe she is right and all of this isn’t as hard as I’m making it out to be. Except it isn’t just me anymore. The probable news fueled me even more to be the dependent woman I always saw in myself. I stored that information deep away until I got here, where my mom would be in arm’s reach. 
 
    My phone pings with a text, a tone I only have set for club members. 
 
      
 
    Saint: You have time to come up for a tat? 
 
    Me: WTF why? Of course, I got time, but why? 
 
    Saint: Tell you when you get your ass here. Preferably, it would have been five minutes ago. 
 
      
 
    “Asshole.” He is going to pay for being a cocky bastard. He’s a perfect target to work out my frustrations. 
 
    “Trouble with men?” Mom questions with a knowing look of amusement. 
 
    “You could say that. Sorry, Mom, I have to leave now.” I toss some bills on the table and she follows me out back through the small gate. “One of the guys needs a tattoo done. I think it's for Jenn. It must be special if he’s asking. Usually the guys go to Blade or Axl.” The last person on Earth I want to see right now is Spider. 
 
    “Just come back soon, baby. I know you love him. Go, take care of this. You’ll feel much better once it’s out in the open.” 
 
    She has no idea about the man she is commenting about. “Love him? I would love another orgasm, Mom, not have his evil spawn take up residence in my body.” 
 
    “Sure, honey, keep telling yourself that. Why are you really so worried? Hmmm? Could it be that it’s the man and not the baby? 
 
    “It’s only been two times we’ve been together.” 
 
    “With your dad, I knew the second his lips touched mine. When two souls meet, they feel their bond. Quit being so logical, because love is far from it. It’s not some problem to work out.” 
 
    Once we reach the house, she helps me load my car. Mom places extra snacks and water in the front seat. She wraps her arms around me, and I do the same, not wanting to let her go. Every time gets harder the older I get, and the thought of her being alone pricks at my heart. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    That night from weeks ago in Sacramento haunts the hell out of me. Jazzy was on a mission and I was her target. She got under my skin and no woman has ever been able to do that. Many have tried but all have failed. You can’t fake that kind of chemistry or confidence. She used me and I let her. I used her right back. I wanted to fuck her, but I didn’t know what her circumstances were with her man. 
 
    When she approached me at the bar, I kept my eyes on Kilo. He saw her, and when he didn’t come for her, I took Jazzy. That was enough of a green light to me. Whatever she was playing with him, at that moment I didn’t care. I fucked her, because I needed to. Kilo wanted to rip me to shreds. He may have an unspoken claim to her in this club, but it’s one that doesn’t extend to me. So fuck him and his warning glares. The next day, I wrapped up my assignment I was sent on in record time. 
 
    Then all hell blew up when Jenn revealed who raped her. I flew down the freeway home to get back to work. The club has been focused on helping her find revenge. It’s been a wild ride, one we didn’t know was coming, and I’ve been busy. I kept an eye on Jazz when I could. She’s been working herself to exhaustion, which is good, until I can wrap my head around what the hell is going on with my own problems. Distractions could kill us all, and that can’t happen. 
 
    “Brother,” Cowboy says as he stands at the door, “we’re heading over to the shop. Axl needs some help. You got a free second?” 
 
    Removing my black-framed glasses, I toss them on my desk. “Yeah, I’m right behind you.” Tank and Saint are ready on their bikes, waiting for us to head out. 
 
    We roar into the parking lot of the shop, Battle Born Tattoos. It’s not the amount of cars that catches my eye but one in particular—a black sports car that belongs to Jazz. What the hell is she doing here? My temper flares at what could be going on here. Why they keep bringing her around is a thorn in my side. Each time I see her teases my dick and that’s not something I like. I kick my stand down and rest my bike on it, then storm in to find the shop intact, my woman in the center. She’s mine because we started a storm that is yet to bring the rain. We’ve taunted and teased at the possibilities. I’ve given her parts of me I wasn’t ready to give, it’s not time yet. There is too much to smooth over, too many moving pieces to bring her into the mix. If she was hurt, I would lose myself in revenge. If she was using me to play her man in Sacramento, I would have to kill him if he tried to keep her. This way, I can see what she wants. What will she choose? 
 
    The brothers surround her, laughing and joking around. The girl sits among a pack of wolves and feels completely comfortable. Interesting. Stalking over, I observe her and the crew from the side. I find a seat in the back corner and watch her enjoy the company. Jazz turns her body away from me and continues her conversations. Why the hell is she so cold with me? She switches the temperature on me so often, I have no clue what the woman wants. Maybe it’s just me, thinking that I know what a woman would want, and it's usually dick. 
 
    The longer I wait for the crowd to get the hell out, the more my mood dives. “Bro,” Axl says as he nudges me, “are you going to claim this woman? Now would be the time.” Cowboy throws an arm around her shoulders. My gaze rakes up her body—tight black pants and a short top exposing her golden skin. He touches her and she allows it. Cowboy can’t look away from those dark caramel brown eyes. Heat stirs the possessive beast from within. I don’t answer Axl. I observe the woman who is turning me into a savage. I’ve never wanted to spill a motherfucker's blood more than Cowboy’s at this moment. 
 
    My body itches to shoot any fucker who lays a finger on her. My fists clench, but I hold back. Jazzy’s head drops back and the full belly laughter that escapes her threatens my instincts. Take her and show her who’s woman she is—mine. I’m not a man who brings laughter. A lifetime of being alone, I like it. I had a brother, and what happened to him was my fault. The mistakes I’ve made have sculpted the man contemplating murder in order to claim what’s mine and protect it. 
 
    Shaking my head, I shut it down. 
 
    There are no feelings. 
 
    She doesn’t belong to me. 
 
    Jenn and Saint meet the crew in the shop and all attention is turned to them, including Jazzy’s. So, it is revealed. She ran up here at his request to brand Jenn. After they are done with their bullshit chit chat and happy exchanges she takes them into the room. 
 
    “Do we have shit to do here? I have more than enough at the clubhouse to work on, not here.” 
 
    The brothers turn their attention to me. I doused the mood of the evening and I could care less. Especially Cowboy, that fucker can eat a fat one for all I care. I just want away from their happy family reunion. “Blade has more chairs and security equipment to be installed,” Axl fills in for me. Pushing off the wall, I follow him to the equipment in the back room. I get to work as quick as possible. 
 
    Their voices float down the hallway and I eavesdrop as much as I can, listening around the tasks at hand. I catch bits and pieces of their conversations. Jenn found out recently that Cuervo is her father, making her blood related to Jazz and Vegas. Jazzy’s father, who passed away years ago, was Fuego and Cuervo’s brother. They called him Diablo Negro. He was the Road Captain, until an accident took his life. From what I was told, the cut that hangs in the clubhouse with the black devil patch belonged to him. 
 
    “Catch you later,” Saint hollers on his way out. I give a non-committal head nod and stare ahead. The last thing I give a shit about is seeing their happy faces when my head is trained on not storming into that room and giving Jazzy all my pent-up rage. It’s not fair, but at the same time, I don’t give a fuck either. 
 
    The software syncs up with the new equipment and I’m shutting things down. I was hopeful to beat her out of here, but no such luck. A soft knock alerts me to Jazzy standing in the doorway of the office. “Hey, can I come in? I wanted to talk to you.” I don’t acknowledge her request. After shutting the door, she sits in the chair across from me at the desk. “I wanted to let you know… to tell you something important.” 
 
    I don’t like feeling cornered in a situation. This whole night was full of surprises, the biggest one being having to see her flirting with my brothers. If she needed me, Jazz should have called me. She wouldn’t be in that room picking her prized dick to get dirty with tonight. I hold up my hand to her. 
 
    Jazz’s mouth snaps shut and her eyes bulge. The room changes to an icy chill along with my stare. I dig deep to show her everything, all my frustrations and misfortunes. I want her to feel disappointment like I do. It’s never easy to walk away, but it is better this way. Before we hate each other. “You don’t need to alert me to the fact that you’re going to screw another man.” My words bite and it shows when her head snaps back. “We had a few good times. That’s all it was. It's not like there isn't club pussy at every stop, and I’ve had my fun. Go, spread your legs for anyone you want.” Her shoulders fall slightly before she pulls them back up. Finding her resolve, she glares back, her lips piercing with words she holds close. Tearing my eyes away from hers, I stand. I wanted to drive a dagger in her so deep, she would forget about me and I can be left alone. A few steps and she pops out of her chair and blocks my path leading out of the room. 
 
    “You think I need to fuck just any man? I don’t! You will regret those words you just spit in my face.” Her voice is low, and Jazz growls out each word. She steps aside and holds out an arm. “Be my guest, go fuck anything you can stick your dick in. Fuck you, Spider. Remember this day as your last chance with me.” 
 
    My body stills and I snap. Heat races up my spine, a cruelty so raw that my body shakes. She thinks I don’t want her. Everything in me is screaming to claim her, but I can’t. My hands are in her hair. Our bodies collide and land against the wall. I am so close that I can smell the faint sweet scent of lotion on her skin. I can feel the beat of her heart, pumping the anger through her body. “Don’t pretend I don’t want what we had. It was everything. I can’t take care of another person. I have enough to deal with.” It feels too late. My temper went too far. She doesn’t melt into me. Instead, Jazzy tenses and her hands grab hold of my wrists, her nails digging into my skin. 
 
    Electricity shoots between us. My nose runs across her collar bone, up her neck, and then to her ear. I take in her scent, inhaling her. None of this makes any sense. Why her? Passion mixed with her feral need feeds my desperate pull to her. My fingers dig into her jaw and I tug her head to face me. Solid ice radiates in her eyes, cooling my heart even further. I can’t survive another loss again. 
 
    Jazzy’s eyes flare and she spits her words at me. “Just because you can fuck me well, doesn’t mean that is good enough for me. I want everything, not just a good fuck.” Her arms flex and she shoves me back with every muscle in her body. The shock throws me off and she slides out my grip. 
 
    I don’t turn to know that she left. The door slamming and rattling the walls, followed by the front door and then the squealing tires of her car lets me know that. I stand alone in the office. For the first time, I wonder if I got it all wrong. 
 
    “What the fuck just happened?” I run my hands through my hair. Whatever it was, it’s for the best. I have to be on top of my game to get through the next few weeks. I need to focus. 
 
    On my bike, I settle my emotions to what I need, and I decide to continue putting nails in the coffin to bury any hopes of what Jazzy and I started between us. 
 
    With purpose, I find the one bitch who settles the beast enough to get me over these emotions, forcing them back into my deepest recesses. At the bar in the clubhouse, I approach Feather. “Go to my room and strip yourself bare. It’s going to be rough.” The words are gravel in my throat, but I force them out. 
 
    She saunters away and I wait for a moment to calm the nerves that have poisoned me with anger. There is too much to understand why Jazz brought the past back tonight. “Whiskey,” I bark out. 
 
    The prospect hands me a glass and I down the first then nod for another. The burn is a welcoming retreat for a few moments. After a few more, my hands have stopped shaking and I turn to leave, with my back to the world and the woman who lit up my life. 
 
    In my room, I find Feather naked and waiting for me. She plays with her clit and has a dildo up her ass. She knows that I never have and never will touch her pussy with my dick. I approach the bed and toss my cut and shirt off. My hand fists my cock, stoking it to get it ready. “Ass up.” 
 
    Clenching my eyes shut, I think about the brunette I want to hold. The woman with dark eyes and tattooed skin I want to explore. I want Jazz. But I pushed her away because she can’t control me. From my nightstand, I pick up a condom and roll it slowly over my dick. Each second flashes by with thoughts of her. I find the oil and spread it over Feather’s puckered little asshole. 
 
    Pushing my weight forward, I dive into my hell. It’s too late to apologize. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    Weeks have flown by with work at the new shop. I wanted a distraction from my problems, but my gut says I’m running out of time. “Hey, prima,” Snake calls from the front reception desk. He uses a nail gun to repair the older fixtures. My hand runs over the wood he has sanded down to a smooth finish. My ability to smell things that are different or intense has changed so much, it’s been incredible. 
 
    “You love the smell of wood,” Snake snickers to himself and sends a few more nails into the trim. 
 
    “Don’t be an asshole,” I warn halfheartedly. He’s the equivalent of a brother and still acts like he’s fifteen sometimes. What I appreciate the most is he hasn’t brought up what happened with Kilo. We both know how bad that was. He's been by my side as much as possible. The only thing he mentioned was the Prez has Kilo doing business on the road. 
 
    “How was my tia?” he asks, genuine concern in his words. 
 
    “My mom is doing good. She gave me some paintings for the shop. Can you help me carry them in?” 
 
    Snake follows me out to the car and in the trunk are the pictures she painted. My eyes prick at the sight of the paintings. They are tattoos my father had on his body. Snake lays a hand on my shoulder and squeezes. “He would love these and what you’re doing. He did awesome tattoos. It’s cool as hell what you’ve accomplished with the shop.” 
 
    I pick up the painting of a large black heart with two black birds flying around it. He had the black heart done after he met my mother. He said it was for all the wrongs he did that made him have a black heart, but with her and his club, it was a warning. No one could touch his family. No remorse. A reminder for what mattered in life. “Mom said his name was wrong because she always saw him in many different colors.” I hand Snake the black and white painting I was holding and pull out its opposite, the way my mother saw him, with a heart surrounded by multiple colors swirled inside with the same two black birds. 
 
    “He loved you girls, Jazz. The right woman can see who the real man is underneath. He only shared that with you and her because you belonged to him.” 
 
    “I suppose so.” Slowly, I exhale the lingering ache his passing has left. Years later, I still miss him. Still talk to him when I need to share or want his help. Sometimes, I swear it’s as if I can feel him in the air. 
 
    Together, we hang the large black heart painting in the reception area with the others she sent. The colored heart is hung in my office. Throughout the day, we share details of what has been going on. “Jenn needed her brand done from Saint. It was good to get away from the work here. These last few months have been hard opening.” I don’t tell him what happened with Spider, probably more for myself than him. I push those feelings so far away, I wish they would never see the light again. “I spent the next few days taking on some appointments they had scheduled at their shop. It was quiet. But Blade asked me something that surprised me.” 
 
    Snake perks up from the desk he’s been oiling. “He wanted me to consider moving up there. Or at least part time, to help them run Battle Born Tattoos.” I stalled, because I would have considered it before the fight I had with Spider. And with the baby… 
 
    “But,” Snake prompts. 
 
    Sitting the broom against the wall, I collapse into a chair. “Spider is an asshole. I don’t want to be near him. I would have done it because Blade did offer it to be worth my time. It would have helped me finance this place. I could work both, or if I’m busy enough, I could quit the salon.” 
 
    “Jazzy,” Snake blurts out, “what the hell is going on? When did you let a man decide your business choices for you? I heard about you hooking up. Did he do something to you?” 
 
    Shit, I’ve never been the type who’s good at lying. He gives me an impatient look, wanting me to get on with it. If I lied to him, it would break our bond, and I can’t afford to do that. “He didn’t do anything wrong, per se. I made mistakes when it came to him too. Bottom line, I found out I’m pregnant, and when I went up there, I was going to tell him. But he acted like a major asshole and said really shitty things. I let my emotions get the better of me and pushed him away. It wouldn’t be good for me. So no, business-wise, I could handle it. But the drama wouldn’t be good for the baby. I’m staying here.” 
 
    “Hear you.” Snake’s face tenses just a bit, his only giveaway when he’s on the verge of planning his next move. 
 
    “Stay out of it,” I warn. “I can handle the mess I’ve made. I can raise a baby on my own. I don’t even know if I can tell him right now without a gun in my hand and shooting him afterward because we seem to want to kill each other. Lesson learned.” 
 
    “If he wasn’t a member, I would say fuck him. But since it’s Spider, that asshole needs to know. I am going to tell you this—tell him sooner rather than later,” Snake cautions. They feel keeping information is a lie, and I get that, but I need some time to calm down, and it should be done face-to-face. 
 
    Rubbing my hands over my forehead, I concede. “I should have done it before I left, but I was so pissed off. This long-distance thing makes it harder.” 
 
    “Get. It. Done. Nothing good comes from holding it in.” 
 
    I nod and pop up from my seat to finish cleaning up. Before we walk out, I hold my fist out and Snake bumps mine with his. “This place is badass. I can’t wait to open next week.” 
 
    “I got first dibs in your chair, right? And unlimited free tattoos for life,” he adds. 
 
    “What the hell are you talking about? Of course, you can be the first, and when have you ever paid for a tattoo?” 
 
    He shrugs, giving me a coy smile while we lock up on our way out. On my drive home, my phone pings several times with messages from Kilo. Non-stop. I knew the storm was still brewing, and I was right. When I get to the front door of my apartment complex, Kilo is waiting for me. 
 
    With a long, hard swallow, I steel myself for what I could face. The man I thought I knew, I don’t know at all anymore. I’ve never feared any of the Battle Born men, but he’s changed and so have I. Tears sting the corners of my eyes and I bat them away, the betrayal running thick in my veins like poison. 
 
    His face is hard and unforgiving, The look of a man with no remorse, not of a friend or a lover. There is only one way through and it’s to be stronger and smarter than him. I’ve left things open, hoping he would pick up on the hints and run off. Especially after what I did, I had hoped it would be enough for him to move on. Snake brought in some new girls for him to play with, but that hasn’t worked. One thing about these men, they are possessive, and our relationship has been too involved for too long. I should have left him for good years ago when he first cheated on me. I was hurt, and because I was so young, I avoided the problem. 
 
    We’d been great friends and I couldn’t lose that. Or so I thought. It wouldn’t matter what I needed, he would be there, and we both abused that power. After I got over what happened, we started an open relationship. I didn’t pay attention to some very real truths. It was real for Kilo. In his eyes, I was his woman, and even though he screwed around, I was his end game. My heart hammers in my chest. How will he respond to me being pregnant with someone else’s baby? 
 
    I hold my breath when I get out of the car and bend over to grab my bag from the back seat. His hands are warm, and his grip is tight on my hips. “Where the hell have you been?” 
 
    Standing up, my back brushes against his hard chest. Chills cover my skin. I’m in a bad situation, and it’s no one’s fault but my own. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    At my desk, I scan through the web trying to find connections to help solve our problems. In the weeks that passed since the last time Jazz and I were together, I questioned my actions. Around her, I lose perspective. I went on the attack, assuming she would crumble under the pressure. To what? Prove that I was right, that she’s in it for a good time with whoever? It caught me off guard that she was there. There was just too much going on to fight for her. Until I knew I could keep her safe, I was holding on. But at every turn, it just keeps getting worse and the more I believe I was right to wait. We are not only one kiss but a touch away from killing ourselves and everyone around us. 
 
    The weight of responsibility has held me underwater, Suffocating me in doubt. Shaking off the nagging in my head on constant repeat, I concentrate on work, determined to end this battle. The threats have gone quiet, but the animal is still out there waiting to attack us. Kat has been feeding me information she has for us to take down our enemies. It just so happens that her enemies are the same as ours and the cartel. 
 
    My eyes start to squint from the glare of the screen. Exhaustion has been slowly creeping up on me. Stretching, my spine pops and my muscles lengthen. Taking off my glasses, I rub my hands over my face, the possible motives still swimming around in my head. Can I stand to lose another brother? I’ve pushed myself to keep that from happening. If I can get the information, I can save someone from a fate I never wish to relive. 
 
    The shake in my hands first tells me that I’m losing myself to the past. The dreams have been haunting me more frequently. Sleeping was near impossible. If I could change the past, I would. My deepest regret is not helping my brother when I should have. Where would he have been if I would have done more for him? 
 
    I can’t slow down. I cannot lose control of myself. Jumping up from my seat, I lock down the emotions that want to erupt and stomp over to the bar to wind down. My knuckles rap on the bar top. The woman behind the counter pours scotch into a glass from my personal bottle that I keep behind the bar. 
 
    Sitting in my seat, I sip the bitter liquid, keeping my glass high and my elbow on the bar. Scanning the area, I watch the scene. Weed is passed around the pool tables along with shots and beers. The girls are topless, only in G-strings. The smell of sweat, sex, smoke, and alcohol cloud the air. Shit, how long have I been working? Looking down at my watch, I find it's well past two in the morning. 
 
    Some members are passed out on the couches, while others fuck in the main room, putting on a show for those wanting to watch or participate. The club girl makes a show of pushing her hips back against the brother ramming her from behind. She moans, throwing her head back when she reaches down to rub her pussy. My cock twitches at the sight when her cum runs down the inside of her thigh. It’s fucking hot and my temperature skyrockets in seconds. 
 
    Dropping my glass to the bar, I wait for them to finish, but the sound of scotch pouring captures my attention. The woman behind the bar gives me a ‘come fuck me’ gleam. I consider how tired I actually am. Visions of Jazz naked and squeezing my cock with her cunt almost have me turning her down. My lips part slightly to whisper dirty thoughts of what I want. A hand comes down and a man slides onto the stool next to me, breaking me free of my actions. 
 
    “Beer, sweet cheeks.” Cowboy delivers the effortless charm to her. “You keep working this many hours, you’ll burn out.” 
 
    “Don’t have a choice,” I snap. She moves to take the bottle back, but my hand stops her and I rest the bottle next to me. “We need answers.” Taking a slow slip, I listen to Cowboy drone on about work and I tune him out. The empty pit inside grows darker. Time is running out, and there isn’t much I can do to answer the anxiety crawling from within. His bullshit talk about bikes just irritates me further. 
 
    I pull out a small stack of cash from my pocket and my phone. Tossing the bartender a few bills, I notice a missed voicemail. Ignoring Cowboy, I open the message and listen to it to play. Jazzy’s voice fills my ears but rage consumes any rationalization I had. 
 
    “You don’t want to be alone, Jazz. You aren’t the type of woman who can be alone. You need the security of a man to be there.” 
 
    “You have never been ‘there’, Kilo. You’ve been halfway out the entire time we were together. I can and will be alone.” 
 
    The room erupts in cheers and it's hard to hear with the noise. 
 
    “I would for you. When are you going to stop making me pay for it? I gave you a year to move on. Then you insisted that we see other people. Now I’m the one who’s wrong?” 
 
    “Fuck!” I roar, not wanting to hear another word. Cowboy doesn't flinch when I throw my glass across the room, past his head, hitting the opposite wall. The small shards splinter and erupt, scattering across the room. The entire room goes silent except for the music being played into the backdrop of my life. I never knew how much I missed her until I realized I never really had her, which makes me the biggest hypocrite of all. I was never faithful. Why did I expect her to be? 
 
    Snatching my bottle, I fill another glass and drink until there is nothing I can remember. Fuck bitches. 
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    Earlier that day… 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    With Kilo at my back, I try my best to relax. He can smell fear, and to pull this off, he can’t find any weaknesses. “Kilo, there hasn’t been any point in talking. What has happened between us has put a stop to whatever it was we had. It’s best if we go our separate ways.” The keys in my hand clink together with the tight grip I have on them. 
 
    “Bella, let me come upstairs to apologize. We’ve known each other too long to just say it's over on the sidewalk.” Kilo watches my face intently. He knows how to play me, as he always reminds me of what he believes we are. I used to believe his words, but it’s not just me anymore. “I took it too far. Let me inside, so we can put this behind us the right way.” 
 
    Doubt crawls over me. Could I have been wrong in what I felt? He plays the part so well, and for so long, what hides beneath was a mystery. I take a step back toward the door. Anxiety chokes my voice, hands slamming against the car holding me captive. I want to scream at the pain he’s caused. My chest rises with exertion and I fight past the fear. Stay on course… be stronger… I can get out of this. 
 
    My phone rings in my back pocket and I use it as a distraction to work with. Snake's name flashes across the screen and I answer his call. “You home already? I heard that you may have company,” Snake questions. 
 
    “Yeah, Kilo is here. Were you still stopping by for a haircut in a few minutes?” 
 
    “Yep, I’m on my way. Pass the phone to Kilo.” 
 
    I unlock my door and he follows closely behind as I try to open it. Kilo’s face heats in frustration. He says a few words to Snake before the call disconnects. Keep it cool, keep it together, I repeat in my head over and over. Shuffling through my door, I set my stuff down on the coffee table and dodge the move he makes to get close to me. He raised his hand as if he wanted to pull me into his lap. There’s no way. I swiftly swing to the left side of the room and sit across from him in the small recliner. 
 
    Kilo rests his arm over the back of the couch, and he holds my gaze. It’s too much and the shiver that runs through my body is cold hard fear. The satisfied gleam in his eyes shows his excitement. Kilo is an animal I never opened my eyes to. The years had desensitized me to what I was playing with—a killer. “What do you want from me?” 
 
    “What do you mean, what do I want, Kilo?” 
 
    “What do I have to do to get us back on track?” he asked. 
 
    “That’s what it is for you, what’s my price or offer to negotiate what it will take for me to forget the hurt that you’ve caused? What have I signed myself up for? There isn’t a price on your soul. I need to be alone.” 
 
    “You don’t want to be alone, Jazz. You aren’t the type of woman who can be alone.” His lip lifts like he knows he’s got me. “You need the security of man to be there.” 
 
    “You have never been ‘there’, Kilo. You’ve been halfway out the entire time we were together. I can and will be alone.” 
 
    “We were kids, Bella. I made a mistake. If it’s that you want me to be only with you, I can try. I would for you. When are you going to stop making me pay for it?” His voice raises. “I gave you a year to move on. Then you insisted that we see other people. Now I’m the one who’s wrong? You set this up how you wanted and now you act as if it wasn’t you. Stop the games, Jazz, and admit your part.” His arm comes up and drops my phone on the top of the couch. 
 
    I want to pull my hair out. Every word from his mouth is twisted and manipulated into a story that benefits him. “I never wanted any of that. I never wanted you to force me outside of the MC, to play with me like your puppet until you’re satisfied. I’m not doing it anymore, Kilo.” 
 
    “Oh, but your boyfriend can slap your ass and toss you around and you like it. You are just as twisted as me, Jaz. Don't play me like I did anything wrong. It’s cool, babe. You’re upset.” 
 
    Kilo, the master of crazy, looks too cool and too calculated. I need him gone and I itch to get this over with. “We are done. No more hookups, late night calls. Friends with a history. That’s it—” 
 
    He sneers, “If that is what you really want. I thought our history spoke louder about who we were together.” The amusement drops from his voice, and back is the dangerous man. “I’ll be around, Jazz. There are just some people who can never leave our lives no matter how hard we try to push them away. You’re it for me.” 
 
    Kilo leans forward with his forearms on his knees and pierces me with a warning. “Adiós, bella, for now. I have work at the club. What’s happened, get over it. I will be back” 
 
    My body deflates and I sink into the cushions once the door shuts. My hands rub my face and my muscles tremble all over. All the pent-up fear and emotions leave my body. I’ve not only had to say goodbye to the boy I thought I knew, but the girl I was. I had to face the man I trusted with my body and my life. The freedom of it all is scary. 
 
    Also, I don’t believe this is over, just as he threatened. He will never let me go. Kilo sees me as his, no matter how volatile we get. He only sees this as my fault, a twisted tale of denial. I’m too exhausted and confused to see what he was manipulating. What? I have nothing for him to take, besides the baby, and he can't have her. I groan to myself in the quiet, darkened, lonely apartment. This baby is slowly draining the life out of me. I’m tired. But I think it was more the fact that I haven’t really pushed myself to move on with my life. I was complacent. 
 
    One thing is for sure—I won’t be anywhere unprotected again. I get up and load my handgun. Kilo will not scare me into being his plaything. If anything, this surprise helped me realize there is a future waiting for me and to fight harder. After the shock of the news wore off, she became mine to protect, and that means I must protect myself too. Drifting through life is over. Small hope blooms and I am more determined than ever to do this right. I think I’m falling in love with the little creature that has taken residence in my life. No matter the cost, she is the most important person in my life. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    It’s all fucked. The rage threatens to eat me whole. The black hole wants me to give in, to take control of my thoughts and actions. The twisted, dark side of me wants that too. After hearing Jazz and Kilo talk about what they “are”, it all feels like nothing. She sounded upset, but why? It wasn’t the strong voice she has used with me. Was it because she loves him and wants him back? Kilo pushed her when she said it was over. He can fight for her when I can’t. Keeping it all together is shredding the restraint I had. She is ruining me. 
 
    Nothing has changed except the denial that I hold close, like the bottle of booze in my fist. Both are my best friends. They help me to unsee the shadow of death that follows me around, a past that won’t let me forget the one person I promised to protect yet didn’t do enough to save. I work hard by day and drink hard by night. It’s all piling on top of me. Meanwhile, happy couples are sprouting all around me. I could give two shits to the quiet in the room, or the brothers who stare at me. I shake my arms out and sink back to my seat. 
 
    Sip by sip, I block out the whispers of the devil and demons. They tell me I’ll have my revenge on everyone. Anger is for amateurs. At the very least, I’m not seeing red. The group in the bar is feeling my vibes and gives me a wide berth. There is no way I can sleep, so I plan on finishing this bottle, hoping it’s enough to knock me out for a few hours. 
 
    The only person I even feel that I remotely want to be next to is Pawn. He’s in as much of a foul mood as I am, so when he sits next to me, I welcome the same feeling of hatred radiating from him. Our silence is a pact between us. I’m drowning slowly under the pressure of each task. If I fail, then all my family could die. I look around the room and the stress pools around me, pulling me under its strong current. I fear that I’ll make a mistake. There is no room for those thoughts or doubts. I force them away and anger grows in their place. I can be angry—no one will see that as a weakness. 
 
    The mean bastard Pawn has turned into reflects how I feel about the rest of the world, a scandal away from being trapped by some bitch. I run my hands through my hair when the memory stirs, the comforting touch and smirk on Jazzy’s beautiful face capturing me. I can’t go there. She can’t be another complication. As much as I want her to be, I’m juggling too much as it is. No one knows about us and I need to keep it that way. With the way things are going, I may be alone for the rest of my life. If this is the burden that I must carry, then I need to come to terms with it. Would that be so bad? 
 
    As Pawn sits next to me, it hits me like a sack of bricks how similar he and I are, wanting women that we can’t have. Feather is knocked up with his kid and Tami ran into Solo’s arms. Can’t say I blame her. The worst part is, we’re in the middle of a trial, fighting to keep Pawn out of prison. The club has searched for proof that he was set up on false charges, but it’s not looking good. Pawn reminds me of my brother, and I can’t give up on him. That was clear when I picked him at the strip club and beat him senseless with frustration. I wasn’t going to leave him to his own devices. Until he decides to fight for himself, I was going to fight for him, like I should have my brother. I failed once, and that’s not an option anymore. 
 
    Since we moved up here to Reno, it has been a battle, a fight after every small victory, and it’s still not enough. Forcing me to question, is Kilo better for Jazzy than I am, and I’m too stupid to see it? Like Pawn is too stupid to see that he never stood a chance with Tami. Love is a fool’s game that neither one of us knows how to play. But here we both sat at the same bar and asked for those cards to be dealt. Fuck me. My hand squeezes the short glass before I toss back the rest. The burn is a welcome reaction to numb the guilt. Can I keep everyone safe and have a real chance with Jazz? Do I even want it? If things were different I would at least have the time to find out. 
 
    I egged Pawn on to go get Tami at one point. I guess that was when I had my first taste from the victory of having Jazzy. I was falling under her spell and I took Pawn down with me. Would he have gone for it had I not told him to? Did I drag him down to the depths of Hell with me? Each man is his own, but I can’t tell my head any different. There isn’t enough room to pile more on my shoulders than there already has been. But I do it anyway. 
 
    Each thought takes me down a spiral of no return. There is no light and that’s where I want to be. Alone. Any more and I could lose the balancing act I’m juggling. All the balls are in the air. One mistake and our world could be wiped out. The club, gone. I know more about Kat and her background and affiliation with the Cartel. The brothers walk around not realizing the real threat that lurks in the dark. It’s not their job to know, though. Only Kat, Blade, and I wake up every morning knowing the risks. We all could die. 
 
    Pouring another drink, I tell myself it’s the last. Just one more so I can sleep. Guests stroll through the front doors. My breath catches at the sight of thick, dark hair. A sister club came to check in with Blade, and with them they brought a handful of fresh bitches. When the brunette turns, it isn’t the face I was wishing for. I thought it was Jazzy, but this girl is not her. My gut drops and I’m angry with myself for my foolish desires. 
 
    “Need a hit?” Pawn asks and hands me a lit joint. He knows I’m struggling just like I can see the same in him. Forgetting about the newcomers, I accept it and take a long drag. After a few more hits between us, the effects are more than I want. Instead of relaxing, I daydream of Jazzy, seeing her face in the stranger who came in just seconds ago. Pawn starts with a deep chuckle that turns into full blown laughter. “I laced it,” the motherfucker confesses to me. 
 
    My mind feels too delayed for me to capture the words. “Acid? You’re a fucking dick.” 
 
    Pawn takes the last drag, not giving a single fuck. I get it. The drug takes your mind to places that are not your reality. Maybe that’s exactly where he wants to be, picturing the face of the person who is not here. I don’t ever smoke the shit, but today I trusted my brother. Even in this state, I’m not mad at him. He’s drowning just like me. We are twin souls. 
 
    Sitting back, I wait for the effects to wear off. The longer I sit, the more her face is in front of me. Jazz, mi sucia. I blink but then it’s the face of the woman who came in moments ago. My head drifts off to the voicemail left accidentally for me. Did she even know that she sent it? My skin caught fire and I saw red when I heard the words of her making up with her man. She used me to play him right to where she wanted. I hate her for it. That’s not true. I didn’t see it and got sidetracked by it. 
 
    An evil idea comes to mind. I want to stop this train wreck. In fact, my gut is screaming at me to go to my room alone. Slowly, I stalk the brunette at the other end of the bar. She’s alone and I watch to make sure that no one has claimed her. It’s only my good luck when I find she’s watching me too. “Are you looking for a man for the night?” High or not, I cut to the chase. 
 
    “With you?” She raises a brow. “Not even a question.” 
 
    Nodding to my left, I stand and she saunters closer to me. Our body heat mingles and it’s the gasoline thrown on the fire, the beginning of the end. I will end it all in a blaze. Jazzy will get out of my mind and life for good. I fling an arm over her shoulders, direct us to my room, and shut the door behind us. 
 
    “Get naked,” I order and drop my arm from around her. Her face morphs into a giddy smile and she makes a show of stripping her clothes off. I turn off my mind to what’s in front of me but concentrate on the why—revenge. That makes my dick hard as steel. I will drive home to Jazz that I knew I was the man she used to play her little game. No one fucks me over and gets away with it. No one. Jazzy might have started this game, but I’m finishing it. 
 
    Shrugging off my cut, then my shirt, I mentally prepare myself for what I’m about to do. The lust is a match that will ignite the end. I do it, even though deep inside I’m being ripped apart. I want things to be different with Jazz, but seeing no other option, I’m resigned that this is for the best. 
 
    The pain slices through my heart and I bark out to her, “Bend over on the bed, ass up.” She does as she’s told and situates herself for me. I let revenge and anger enhance the power that unleashed the animal I need to be, the predator that survives. Taking my phone in my left hand, my right hand runs through her drenched folds. “You’re a dirty little slut. You came here to get fucked, didn’t you?” I ask, but she can’t answer because I pinch her clit with my fingers, shocking her into silence. “I want to hear every sound. Every pleasure, I get to hear it.” 
 
    “Yesss,” she hisses back. 
 
    “Good girl.” I take my time stoking the fire. With each stroke of my fingers, she gets closer to finishing. The first little twinge of her muscles, I slow down and tap my screen, picking up the pace of my fingers in her cunt. This is it. The end is here. 
 
    The slut’s moans increase louder. “That’s it, baby, let me hear you,” I grit through my teeth. My cock might be rising to the occasion but vomit clenches in my gut. Even this bitch’s smell is off. No amount of alcohol and drugs can mask it. 
 
    Quickly, I roll a condom over my dick, hit ‘call’ on my phone, and then pound into the bitch from behind like the grand finale is about to go off. I guess it is. An evil laugh erupts when I hear a faint, “Hello, Spider.” Jazzy’s voice ignited my ambition to thrust deeper. 
 
    “Fuck me, don’t stop! I’m so close, baby!” The woman hollers out her ecstasy. 
 
    Each thrust, I picture Jazzy’s tortured face on the other line. The combination of her hot cunt around my dick, the moans, and the feeling of revenge sends us both over the edge. I come and roar in victory in sync with the little slut. 
 
    “Mmmm,” I moan loud and long. “Fuck, yes.” I slow my rhythm, savoring my dirty deeds and hang up the call. Pulling out, I pop her on the ass. “Time to go. Get out.” She gives me a confused look, but what did she expect? Kicking off my boots and pants, I walk into my bathroom, slamming the door shut, locking it, and starting the shower. 
 
    Truth is, I want to scream, to destroy everything around me so it will match my emotions. I just mutilated my heart and soul, obliterating anything that was there. No one will ever see what I just did and how much it killed me to do it. I’m a man who calculates every measure in order to never lose control. But at this moment, there is an unforgettable bomb of chaos that went off inside me and a part of me will never be the same. 
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    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    I barely drag myself into bed after working twelve hours and finishing all my laundry. Unfortunately, a hot shower isn’t enough to relax me so I can finally make the call I’ve been avoiding. Spider’s name flashes on the screen and I’m equally surprised and happy to see it after everything. This has to be a good sign, like he’s reading my mind. I thought in that instant that we could arrange a good time to meet. That is until I heard what he was calling for. 
 
    My finger slides across the screen and my happiness could be heard in my greeting. “Hello, Spider. I’m so glad—” The background noise halts me and my mouth hangs open, stunned. It takes me a moment to realize that he had dialed me by mistake. My hand flies to cover my mouth when the sounds of him fucking another woman assault my ears and my reality. My heart betrayed, and for what? Did I even know him? My eyes dart around the room, and as soon as my chest releases the breath I was holding, I start to hyperventilate. Each inhale feels like a sharp dagger digging into my chest. Dropping my hand to my lap, I’m a captive in this web he’s weaving. 
 
    Pieces of me believed that we were going to be together. Deep down, in that part of my soul Spider already claimed, I still had hope. He would care for me like my dad did my mom, and we would be happy. Listening to my heart for the first time, I took a chance and jumped off the cliff, hoping that my mom was right. I’m more scared of his rejection than to have the baby. Mom said she could see the love I had for him. Surely, she could see it in me because my mom lived it and knew what it looked like. Doesn’t every little girl want what their moms had? I know I did. Foolish dreams I worked myself up to. I imagined what we had was a good start to something. For the first time, I would have given up everything I started building for him, for us. First, I was going to tell him about the baby. 
 
    I can hear the sickening sound of their skin colliding as I envision their bodies covered in sweat and their eyes filled with pure lust. She moans and vocally begs him to keep going while calling him ‘baby’. Why I don’t hang up, I couldn’t even answer. Deceitfully, Spider ensnared me in his web on purpose, that much is obvious, that calculating fucker. My heart collapses and then shatters as each moment passes. As he grunts his release, the phone goes dead. Spider hung up knowing I heard everything. He isn’t different from any other man I know. Men only want what they can get and always leave you in the end. I’m convinced I’ll always be cursed in love. Selflessly, I love with my whole heart, and look where that’s gotten me. Not everyone is meant to be loved, and I’m the obvious example. The Fates must have a sick sense of humor and must have decided love is not in the cards for me. Betrayed and used first by Kilo, and then the vicious cycle continued with Spider, my baby’s father. 
 
    Tears threaten to fall. My hand grips the phone with as much strength as I can summon to channel my anger, wishing I could crush it like he just did my heart. Crushed, like I’m nothing. For the first time in my life, I don’t know who I can reach out to, to share my humiliation with. I scolded myself. Except for my mom, none of the girls know that Spider and I even hooked up a few times. With the deceit Spider exposed, I’m becoming more cynical. Everything is becoming clearer—just because he’s a brother doesn’t mean he has the same values as my family. Obviously, loyalty, trust, and honesty were never bred into him, never mind love. With those values, it's black and white, never any shades of gray. Either you have them or you don’t. Do I want a guy like him around my baby? With what he did today, I can’t imagine allowing him anywhere near me let alone with my child. Whatever brought this on or the reasoning, lesson learned. Actions will always have consequences and you reap what you sow. Little does Spider know, his actions sealed our fate and my decision is now clear. 
 
    Spider is history. 
 
    Fuck him. I stand on my feet, not willing to be a victim and let him run over me. Does it hurt? Hell, yes, it does. It’s not in me to be his bitch and cry for him. I didn’t do that with Kilo, I sure as hell ain’t doing it for Spider. He wanted me gone, it’s done. I’ll never go back for seconds or chase a man. 
 
    I’m tempted to drive up there and get my revenge, take my bat out of my trunk and beat the shit out of his bike. He wanted to play with me? I could show him a thing or two what this could look like. I know for a fact the girls would help cover me, but I don’t want them mixed up in a war between the two of us. This one is on me, a lesson learned. Men are not in my cards for the future. It’s me and my little peanut against the world. I can do it, like my mom did. 
 
    It doesn’t mean that it doesn’t sting, because it sure as hell does. I wipe away a few tears before straightening my spine and clearing my head. If I’m called to Reno, things will be different. I’ll protect myself but more so my baby. Swiping the keys to my car off the dresser, I need to get out of this room I’m feeling suffocated in. Instead, I use all the anguish coursing through my body to throw my keys across the room. I can’t leave, and that makes me so furious. If I leave, I could lose my self-control and end up at his doorstep. I want to bring him to his knees like he has done to me. More than that, I want to be better, and this could ruin me. I can’t waste time over more broken moments. I won’t question my choices tomorrow. I refuse to play this game. This asshole can go fuck whoever he wants while I care for his child, spineless coward that he is. Tonight, I’m finding my bed and wiping this day away along with the memories of Spider. 
 
    I’m burying this away as if it were six feet under or never existed. He will never see that he has the power to hurt me. Spider will never know that he broke me, and neither will anyone else. My walls were up for a reason to begin with and Spider made them come crashing down. I was foolish to trust him. I won’t ever give him that again. This pain belongs to me and me alone, and I will endure. Now, I have to reconstruct these walls even stronger than before so this pain will be invisible to others. My strength and the love I have for my little peanut will get me through. No one nor nothing else matters. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    It was the second day since I opened the shop, the morning after Spider’s porn-filled break-up phone call. It’s been nonstop activity. This was the weekend I wanted to ask Spider to come down. The excitement I had felt to start over died. I’ve chained myself to work to cope. Every available time slot I booked with hair or tattoo appointments. I did what I do best and avoided my feelings. I forced myself to not cry during the day, unless I could sneak away from everyone and do it alone. 
 
    What Spider did was bitter and cold. It left me angry and confused. He knew he called me to deliver a message, and no doubt I got it loud and clear. He will be left alone. It was especially hard when Mom would text me and ask questions. I just asked her to give me time. She knows I won’t crack, not until I feel safe enough where I won’t crumble. It’s times like these the ache in my chest is the deepest. I want to run to my dad and ask him to kill both Spider and Kilo for me. If he were here, I know he would grant me my wish in a heartbeat. My eyes begin to well up and I blink rapidly, turning away from my client. Dipping my needle in for more ink, I suck it all back. 
 
    No matter how hard I try, these thoughts keep crashing through my mind. The hardest part was I started to believe I could finally find the life I’d dreamed about. It was too soon to say love, but it could have been. Never did I think I would have a baby so early in my plans, but I’m happy with the outcome. Spider and I will need to figure out how to be around each other, then decide how we will take care of the surprise that has lit up the new desire I never knew I had—to be a mother. This baby keeps me moving when all I have thought about is caving and giving in. That was the easiest answer to all of this. Take care of her. 
 
    I lose myself to planning how to ease it all to a bearable pain. The art of tattooing is my therapy and I get lost in the beautiful design and colors. These next few months will be hard. If I can get the shop set up and running with one more artist, then I can slow down. Maybe even live a little more than running from project-to-project. A few months after the baby is born, when Spider takes her for visits, I can book appointments to catch up. Spraying green soap on the client and wiping away the last traces of ink reveals a colorful jewel and lace tattoo design. My eyes devour the art needled into her skin. The beautiful piece creates a sense of pride and accomplishment for me. I made it. An unrestrained smile breaks itself free. 
 
    As I spread ointment over her skin, I go over the aftercare instructions and tape a bandage over it. My new customer gives me a hug before making a follow-up appointment for the rest of the sleeve. That’s when the exhaustion hits. When my last customer was done, I gave in. Time to head out and make the call before I forget again. 
 
    Abuela picks up on the first ring. “Niña, when I said I wanted to talk, I meant here, not on the phone. ¿Estas loca? Ven a la casa.” She hangs up on her end after she calls me crazy and demands I go to her house, which is on the property of the MC. Shit. At least she’ll have food for me. 
 
    It doesn’t take me too long to get there at this time in the evening. The traffic was manageable. Taking a deep breath, I steel myself before I walk in. The wind chimes pick up almost like sounding my arrival with the wind. A small stray kitten sits by Abuela’s door, faithfully waiting for her to feed her. My whole life, my abuela has never had a pet out of desire, but circumstance. They come to her in need, like we all do. It’s Abuela’s calling to nurture us and take care of the earth. 
 
    Her garden of fresh vegetables, fruits, and herbs is impeccable. Never does she sell food, rather she feeds us and always takes whatever is left to those who need it. The small black kitten with white socks meows and I bend to pick her up, cradling her to my chest while she purrs. 
 
    I don’t knock but walk inside. “Abuela!” I holler and follow the noise of a busy woman in the kitchen. The smell of tamales and arroz con leche makes my mouth water. 
 
    “Hola, mijita, come sit down.” When she turns with my plate, her old wrinkly skin lifts. “You found her, que bueno.” 
 
    “The cat?” 
 
    “Sí, she has been crying nonstop since this morning. It’s how I knew.” 
 
    “Knew what?” 
 
    “That she needed you and you needed her. Take her with you.” I choke on my words when she raises her hand. 
 
    “Mija, we all have duties in this world. She was meant to be yours.” She leaves it at that. Abuela has taught us to serve others and an animal’s job is to comfort those who need it most. The flicker of a candle catches my attention. Just the one still burns in front of the photo of my father, her son. In the small parlor, she has pictures of all those who left this earth too soon. The room is often lit softly with white candles. It wouldn’t shock me if she could talk to those we miss dearly. 
 
    She places the plate in front of me with my favorite, chicken and cheese tamales smothered in this creamy- white green chili sauce. “I had a dream, Jazmin.” The first bite I forked up falls and splats down in my lap. The kitten devours every bite while I swallow. “Mija, is it true? You are expecting a baby, sí?” I nod my head and the tears freely fall. She grips my hand and the strong determination in her eyes is unwavering. “Whatever happens, your father and your grandfather stand by you. They protect you always. You search for a man to love you when, mija, you already have it. Do you still talk with them? I think they are disappointed you forget. Don’t insult the strength of those men. Talk with them, mija. You can’t feel that kind of power surrounding you if you keep blocking it. Stop it,” she scolds and releases my hand. 
 
    My head falls forward in disappointment. So much time I’ve spent avoiding my problems or feelings. But this baby has opened the rawest, purest parts of me. The real purpose of love, family. The crack that is there fractures a little more. “Tú entiendes, you understand the power of love from a parent to a child now, don’t you? You’ve opened up the parts of you that you guard. Love is not the cause of heartache, Jazmin—it is the cure. So, tell me, who is he?” 
 
    Over the years, I’ve gotten used to her knowing things that don’t quite add up to how she knows the things she does. There is no use hiding from her, so I tell her most of it, and that Spider is the father. Her eye twinkles in delight. Lightly, she nods in approval, almost like she already knew. That does something to me, because maybe, just maybe, for once, I’m going in the right direction. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    Every day is a new and exciting adventure. The cravings are a new twist to being pregnant. I wouldn’t call how tired I am a bonus, or the morning sickness. I can’t wait to feel the baby kick one day. Clearing my head, the raucous sounds of the brothers crowded into the shop break me free from my thoughts. Since my dad used to give the newly patched-in brothers the MC brand, I was more than happy to take over for him. 
 
    My pride is etched into Gringo’s flesh. I wipe away the last remnants of ink from the wolf tattoo on his chest. Gringo is in his late twenties. He’s a hot white guy, hence the name. Gringo in English roughly translates to ‘white boy’. I continue to wipe away the ink from the letters above the wolf. My eyes devour every line to check that they’re perfect. 
 
    Nausea starts to kick in and I swallow back the acid coating my throat. It’s been hard to work and keep up with the physical challenges. I quickly apply ointment and a bandage. 
 
    “Are you coming out to the clubhouse to celebrate?” Gringo’s hopefulness is hard to let down. 
 
    “No, but thank you. You will make some other girl very lucky tonight.” I try to push through the discomfort I’m feeling. My stomach cramps and I scold myself for not taking better care of myself. 
 
    “What if it’s you I want to get lucky with?” His bright white square teeth and brilliant coaxing smile are beautiful. If only I was in a place to appreciate it. 
 
    Out of time and patience, I need to be blunt. “Honey, I have more problems than you need, and I’m not in a place to be with anyone. I haven’t been in a long time. Time for you to use that witty banter on a girl who can appreciate it. I’m not feeling well. I’ll catch you around.” 
 
    I’m up and out of my chair before the words are out of my mouth. I don’t wait for a response or even care what it could be. In the back room, I vomit into the toilet. It’s been hard, but the nausea has been worse. 
 
    The door swings open and booted feet stomp in, then the lock slides into place. My hands shake and I’m left unprotected. Wiping my mouth with my sleeve, I stand and come face-to-face with my worst nightmare—Kilo. 
 
    “¿Que esta pasando?” 
 
    “Nothing is happening, Kilo. Just haven’t been feeling well. I’ll be okay. We better go make sure everyone has headed out of the shop.” 
 
    “For what?” He blocks my path, and when the predator sees my weakness, he smells the fear. “Tell me, bella, are you pregnant?” 
 
    “N-no, why would you even ask that?” 
 
    “You're sick and working on people? Nah, I don’t think so. You wouldn’t fear me unless you're hiding something from me. You wouldn’t lie to me, would you?” Kilo, with a crazed look in his eyes, advances closer until my back hits the wall. He has me cornered. 
 
    Tears hit my cheeks, and I can’t stop them, because he’s right. “Shhhh, it will be okay.” 
 
    I shake my head back and forth, covering my stomach with my hands, and I plead, “Please, Kilo—” 
 
    He pushes a finger against my lips. My eyes round and dart between his. I push back and try to yell for help. It’s no use. No one can hear us back here over the music playing in the main room. Did they all leave? My heart races with adrenaline and the will to survive. 
 
    This time it’s much worse—he knows. He shushes me again and then I feel the pain. Kilo punches me in the stomach with all his strength three times while pinning me to the wall. The agony kills me and at the same time paralyzes me. I can’t breathe, choking on my own tears and snot. Every gasp for air isn’t enough. 
 
    He lets me go and I crumble to the floor. I’m drowning in my own sobs of grief as I wrench on the tile floor. 
 
    “I only ever wanted to love you, Jazz. It will all be okay. You’ll see. I’ll give you babies when you want them.” He sits on the toilet and tilts my face to look up at him. “Te amo, mi bella. I’m sorry I had to hurt you, but this had to be done. Don’t make me do this again. No more, okay?” 
 
    He bends to kiss my cheek and holds me firmly in his grip. I start to heave again and he tosses me away. “I’ll check on you tomorrow.” The devil leaves me on the floor, battered and abused. 
 
    Something is very wrong. My body trembles with increased pressure. Water fills my eyes as I clench them shut. No. With shaky hands, I crawl to the office and find my phone. I send Snake a text, ‘I need you’. 
 
    Snake was hanging with the brothers in the shop and is immediately in my office, where he finds me pulling myself off the floor toward my desk. “Get everyone out. I need to go to the hospital,” I hastily demand. 
 
    He doesn’t say a word and leaves to announce the party is moving to the clubhouse. Bikes rumble and I can faintly hear Kilo asking what’s going on. “Is everything okay? Does she need my help? I can take her home.” God, no, please, Snake, I plead silently from the office. 
 
    “She needs to get some rest. Came down with the flu, I think. I’ll give her a ride home. Meet you at the clubhouse in a bit.” Snake practically has to shove him out the door and it makes me wonder what he will do if I did tell Snake what he just did to me. Would he kill me, Snake, or both of us? Sweat drips down my temple and I gag. The pain increases and I hunch over, holding my stomach. A hot flash of pain makes me want to pass out. I know what is happening—it’s over. My baby is not surviving this. 
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    Snake 
 
      
 
    Fury makes my hands shake violently. Something happened between Jazz and Kilo back here. I was shocked when he walked in. He wasn’t supposed to be here for another two days. He must have come in through the back door, because he wasn’t here. 
 
    Scenarios run through my head of what he must have done to her. I had a timeline to get rid of him, one that wouldn’t trace back to me. Desperation is a virus and the consequence of catching it is death. 
 
    “Jazz,” I croak, from the inside of the car. “What did he do?” She doesn’t answer. She’s stuck in some other world. “Jazz? Where do I take you?” I call her name three times and she doesn’t answer. I hit the steering wheel with fear, frustration, and anger that I didn’t protect her. Jazz flinches and looks at me dead in the eyes. 
 
    “He killed her. Just take me home.” Just those three words do something inside of me like I have never felt. But the lingering devastation of failure drives me to make it right. “There isn’t anything anyone can do now.” 
 
    “Fuck that. I’m taking you to the doctor. Jazzy, you need to take care of your body.” I choke on the words. More than that, I need her to be okay, because I failed. She was hurt and I didn’t protect her. I was right there. 
 
    “I said I don’t need to,” she snarls back. 
 
    I get it. She’s in the worst place a woman can ever be and, fuck, it tears my guts up. For the first time in my life, I do not know what to do. I call her mom to get to Sacramento as fast as she can. She can be here in an hour. Then I call my dad to get the club doctor to her place. His deathly still tone sent a chill down my spine. He ordered me not to leave her side, that he was handling it. At her apartment, I hold her in my arms and take her upstairs to her bed. As softly as I can, I whisper, “I’ll be just outside the door. Your mom is coming.” 
 
    In her living room, I pull out my burner phone and make a call. “Find Kilo, now. Make a scene and a fight. Get him arrested on assault charges. Call me when you find him.” 
 
    It’s someone who will make this happen, for a price I’ll pay, and more blood will be spilled to cover my tracks and hers. I plan while waiting for Jazzy’s mom. Jazz is lost inside her shell, but I stay close and check in on her. Her anguish is all I can take as a man and not kill the son of a bitch who hurt her. I have work to do. A man to hunt and condemn. I take her car to the strip club Kilo frequents. I know what he’ll be doing—a girl he’s been seen with for weeks now. 
 
    For an hour tops, I sit in the shadows until the man I called shows up. He yells at Kilo to pay him his money. They argue back and forth until a fight breaks out between them. I gotta hand it to the guy, he holds up for longer than I thought. The cops are called, and Kilo is cuffed and thrown into the back of a cruiser while my guy gets away, thanks to an inside deal where people were paid to look the other way. 
 
    They won't hold Kilo forever, but revenge is coming, and he will pay as much as I can deliver. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    Right when I knew what I wanted, God took my angel back to Heaven. By the time I’m awake, my mom is waiting for me. The ice-cold numbness inside doesn’t register how she knew I needed her here. 
 
    “I called her, Jazz,” Snake whispers. “Someone needs to take better care of you than I can.” Sadness wraps around him. Why? I can’t think past my pain and leave it alone. I can’t. I have nothing left inside of me to fight at the moment. I just want to sleep. 
 
    “Jazzy, it will be okay again.” My mom holds onto me, rubbing my back. “Talk to me.” 
 
    I don’t. I allow the grief to take me back under. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    A week away from an early prenatal check, I started taking vitamins and walking regularly when I figured out I was pregnant. Eating vegetables was huge for me. I wanted her to be healthy. But today, I’m startled awake with stabbing abdominal pain. Three months pregnant was as far as I got. Every pad I change, I sob at the site of what is left. The blood of my baby was evidence that evil walks this earth. 
 
    After my shower, it was crippling. I could barely stand on my own. Yelling out for my mom right away, she came running in to help me back to bed. 
 
    My angel never made it to my arms. 
 
    For hours, I cried into the comfort of her embrace. I was relieved that I never told Spider about our child. As horrible as that sounds, I just couldn’t add on more to what I was dealing with. For hours, I contemplated the why. 
 
    Why didn’t I fight harder? 
 
    Why didn’t I leave Kilo? 
 
    Why didn’t I see what an animal he really is? 
 
    Why would god take my baby? 
 
    Just FUCKING why! 
 
    “I believe it’s time to visit Abuela, Jazz.” Mom runs her fingers through my hair. My cat, Loca, has stayed by my side on the bed with me, watching the sun move since dawn. “She called for you, honey.” 
 
    I can’t tell her no, but I can’t move. I feel dead. I do nothing at all. 
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    A loud bang wakes me from my deep slumber. I hear Fuego and Snake argue about who has to come in here. The faint smell of sage alerts me to the presence of my grandmother. With great effort, I roll over from my side to see her saging my house, casting away the negative energies. My mom mutters something about Kilo. 
 
    Cringing, I weakly call, “I’m going to the bathroom. It’s safe to enter the crazy ladies’ room. Or not. Whatever.” Clicking the door shut, I clench my eyes, not wanting to find the used bloody pads of the aftermath. My body trembles as I feel my way to the toilet. 
 
    Dropping my sweats, I go about my business quickly. I stub my toe when I stand, and I break. The tears break me in half as they rip through my soul and leak out. I fall to the floor and sob into my hands like a broken mess. It feels as if my ribs are breaking with each inhale. My throat is raw and my eyes burn. 
 
    “Why,” I rasp. 
 
    “Mijita.” My uncle Fuego stands at the door. He sweeps me up from the floor and carries me to the living room. He holds me like a father would a child, shushing me to calm down. “Jazzy, mijita preciosa, it will all be okay.” 
 
    I cry, “I can’t… see what is in the bathroom. The blood…” I choke, “I miss her, tío. I miss my dad.” He holds me tighter and doesn’t let me go. 
 
    “I’m here, baby girl. Always. I’m not your dad, but I will protect you always. I miss him too. Mi hermano will watch your bebé. I swear it, mija.” I can hear his teeth clench as his jaw grinds. “What did you name her, mija?” 
 
    It’s hard to catch my breath or say the words. It feels like an anaconda is tight around my throat. “Angel,” I croak. “Ella es mi ángel, she is my angel.” The burn is an inferno. 
 
    “Sí. Ella es mi ángel también. Ella es un ángel para siempre.” 
 
    My mom sobs and kneels at our feet. “She is all of our Angel, forever.” 
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    The exhaustion swept me under again. When I awaken, Abuela is in the kitchen cooking. The fresh smell of food is inviting. I found a painting next to the candles on the fireplace. Next to it, Abuela placed the photos from my room of my abuelo and my dad. 
 
    The painting draws me near. It is a gray heart that morphs into color with a single black bird. My mom, she painted my heart, hurt and bruised to healed and living with her as my black bird. My hand sweeps over the brush strokes, and I close my eyes to pray. 
 
    “Take care of my Angel, Dad and Abuelo. Love her until I can see her again.” Warm hands touch my shoulders. Abuela’s healing touch encourages me to continue. “I miss her with everything that I am and could have been. I’m so fucking angry at you for leaving us here alone. I’m so mad life has been so hard.” 
 
    I yell and scream all my regrets and pull the ripcord to jump into the deepest parts of myself, the frightened parts I’ve hidden from myself and protected. The little girl who’s scared. She claws her way out. This has to be the bottom because there is nowhere else to go from here. I’m not sure if love heals, more like it crucifies your soul. 
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    For days, my mom and Abuela took care of me. For days, I felt as if life had pulled the trigger on me, blowing away my life and faith with it. They let me zone out and mourn the loss I feel that has ripped my heart out and burned any hope I had to the ground. “Mija, I packed your bag. Take some time in la casa de tu mamá. Go see the sun. Maybe it will help, but you need to leave for a little bit.” Abuela and my mom helped me to the car. 
 
    It’s all a blur, but I fold and do as they say, a silent passenger at their will. Memories flash by like the mile markers, and all of them sting. At my mom’s, I find the couch and curl up, grateful they had me leave because here, nothing taints it. My fingers tap on my side. Emotions pull at me from all angles. I refuse to talk about what happened and find what I can say. Ripping through the pain, I bleed out the words a young girl couldn’t have expressed. “I lost him.” 
 
    Mom’s head whips up from her book, shocked by my words. My heart bleeds and with it the truth wants to be free. “He died, Mom, before I ever had a chance to really know him. Dad. I would come home from school and think that I couldn’t wait for him to come home, only to remember that he was never coming home to me.” 
 
    Her chin wobbles, and she sets her book down. “What else, love?” 
 
    My breathing stutters. “He’ll never see any of my kids and they won't have their grandfather. I’ll never feel his arms around me. I want so badly to talk to him again. I fucking miss my dad.” 
 
    She wasn’t ready for those words, and neither was I. Wrapping me in her arms, she held her breath. “I… I thought… I was past what happened before, or as best as a young girl that lost her father could be.” What I didn’t realize was that the past can always come back through open wounds and strike when you aren’t ready. Losing my Angel has only brought the loss of my father bleeding out from where I’ve had it buried. That is what happened to me. 
 
    “I miss my husband. He was a great man and I’m sad he’ll never see the woman you are. Sometimes, we have to fix what happened before to move forward.” She exhales, choking on the regret that fate dealt us. “How do you know it was a girl?” 
 
    “I just… it feels strange, but I just know. Her body was a part of me. I could tell because her little soul spoke to me in ways I will never understand.” Of all the things in the universe that goes unanswered, this one is not. What hurts most is the why. Why couldn’t she be with me here? 
 
    Eventually, Mom and I got up off that couch. Emotionally drained, we didn’t leave the house for two days. We painted together. Hers were light and beautiful paintings, mine were dark and mystically haunting. 
 
    “Let them go, Jazzy. Don’t see them in the darkness of your heart. See them together in the brightness of your dreams. Name your baby and give her to your father to care for.” She smiles and her lips tremble through the heartache. “Your dad always wanted another girl. A grandbaby even better. He will protect her, and we’ll see them again. All of us together.” 
 
    “I’m not ready.” My voice is flat. The doctor warned me my hormones could make this process harder on me, the miscarriage wreaking havoc on my body. What they didn’t tell me was the crippling pain and darkness would shadow over me. 
 
    She holds me close and gently whispers, “You need to tell him the truth.” Her request is clear. Face Spider and tell him he lost a daughter. No way in hell will I do that. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    Silence. 
 
    I thought that I wanted to be left alone with less complications. We’ve been at a standstill as we prepare for the war with the Cartel. I needed the quiet so I could concentrate. What I didn’t see coming was the silence. It was more distracting than I anticipated. It turned me into a stalker. I’ve been keeping tabs on my work, but I never let Jazz go. What surprised me the most was that it seems she and Kilo are over. I can’t dig too much without creating questions from the brothers, but was I wrong? 
 
    I expected a huge scene or a call I could ignore where she would tell me how much I pissed her off. What she did was what I should have done—ignored that she ever existed and not sent her that call. She would have never known that she got to me. Somewhere between the drinking, drugs, and stress, I lost my way and my ever-loving mind. I haven’t drank and lost control like that in months. That was my wake-up call. The aftermath was a sign of how derailed I was. 
 
    I buckled in and got my shit together. No more drugs and drinking like I was before. The stress, I haven't been able to take. My head constantly hurts, and my nerves are on edge. It’s been months since I’ve been in the same room with Jazz. My thoughts are a scrambled mess of her and my responsibilities. The juggling act between the two is tearing me apart, but I hold it all in. No one can know, especially her. 
 
    Rubbing my face, I try to relax and push the doubt away. The gut feeling that I’m wrong about Jazz gnaws at me. I can’t doubt myself, so I push on. Sipping the black coffee, I watched an old feed that I found of Kat with her husband Matias, the king of the Cartel and our problems. His face is dark and foreboding. Looking on this side of the feed, you would believe that they make a perfect couple, seeing the small caress at her back. In his own way, he does adore her. What you don't see easily is the slight straightening of her spine and the forced smile she gives to him before looking away from his business associates. 
 
    Hours pass and I scan the faces of the men on tape, searching for one that could lead to any clues of who they are working with in the States. After meeting Kat in the club here, I even searched the females that are on the tapes. Nothing comes up. If she is setting us up, we would be sitting ducks waiting to catch lead in our backs. 
 
    My stomach growls and my stiff body demands that I stretch and find some food. In the kitchen I hear the chatter from the women absently talking about a person, until a name mentioned forces my hands to stop the movement of making a sandwich. 
 
    “I don’t know what is going on. Since Jazz opened her shop, she’s pushed everyone away, Snake included,” Vegas tells the group of Kat, Jenn, and Dana. She pushes her Chinese takeout around before finishing, “Snake said Gringo made a pass for her, and she told him to get lost, that she hasn’t been dating for months, and doesn’t have time for a man.” 
 
    “What about Kilo?” Dana inquires. “They’ve been off and on for years.” 
 
    “He’s moved on finally. Jazzy told him right after her last visit that they were done. Abuela said she is well, but she worries if Kilo is really done.” 
 
    “What do you mean? Abuela is worried about what?” Kat is cautious in her questioning. 
 
    Taking my sandwich, I sit away from the girls and pretend to stare at my plate, not interested in any conversation about their gossip, but my ears are on high alert. Every word is not enough. Slowly, I chew each bite and remind myself to keep my mouth shut and not demand answers. 
 
    Vegas clears her throat. “Kilo can be an angry bastard. He’s always loved Jazz in his own way. She could settle him down, and with the distance she allowed him in their relationship, it worked. Until recently, when Jazz cut him off. He’s angry at the club and has been arrested for assault charges for fighting in a bar.” 
 
    “But,” Dana adds in, “he’s never hurt her. It’s complicated, those two. He probably doesn’t know how to deal with it.” 
 
    “Hmm,” Kat hums, clearly disagreeing with Dana. She would know firsthand what that kind of temper from a man could be like. My insides boil with red hot rage. I don’t know if I’m angrier at myself for going off on her or at that motherfucker Kilo. Something is off, none of what has happened adds up. 
 
    My head is pulled in two directions as I try to make sense of the timelines and the phone calls. When we were together and what was between us, I thought she was like the other women who go after brothers. I thought she was playing games with me to get back at her man. If they weren’t together, then why did I get that call from her? 
 
    “She’ll be here later tonight though,” Jenn states. “Let’s check in with her before we jump into anything. She’s been busy with her new shop and is worn out. I’ll ask if she needs help with anything in Sac.” 
 
    The conversation takes a turn and I rise from my seat. Kat discretely turns and watches my movement out of the corner of her eye. She watched me the entire time. Doesn’t mean I’m pouring my feelings out or any information. I shut it down and ignore the draw I have to Jazzy. She’ll get us all killed if I can’t do my job. 
 
    In my office, I push it all away. My job and the security of my brothers and their families are my priority. I document every move I can find of the Cartel and share the information with my Prez. Blade sits in my office and contemplates the information I just dropped in his lap. His eyes mirror my own with the same deep, dark circles of missed sleep, except he has twins at home to help take care of and this club. The man is relentless for us to end this. He powers through and I respect that. 
 
    “Spider,” he barks, “you need to step away from everything once in a while. You can’t do this twenty-four-seven. We have your back too. Kat is helping, and we work as a team.” 
 
    “I’m okay, don’t worry about it.” I bite his head off. Maybe he is right, but I can’t bring myself to admit it. 
 
    “Are you okay?” He leans forward, not at all fazed or surprised. “You can’t fool me. Maybe the others, but not me. Go to the Black Rose and the shop to check the security guys are following protocol. Get the fuck out of this office and take a ride.” He’s up and out before I can mutter a word back. Blade ordered me out of the office with no arguments. 
 
    Begrudgingly, I straddle my bike and place my shades on before I crank my ride. The fresh air fills my lungs, and the sun feels hot against my skin. I take a side road that increases the time it takes for me to get to the bar and shop. Blade was right—without the screen in front of me, I was able to concentrate more and think without the added interruptions. 
 
    At the Black Rose, the security team does their checks for ID’s at the door. Overall, they do everything as they are supposed to, and the shop next door is running perfectly. I keep to myself mostly, sipping on a draft beer. A woman slides into the seat next to me, Kat. 
 
    “You’re wrong about her, you know.” Slowly, she turns and watches closely for my reaction to her statement. “She is loyal. The work we do, we are always looking for an angle or betrayal. We find the lies and kill them before they can hurt us or the people we care for.” 
 
    I grunt at her words, because she’s right, we always are looking for the bad and expecting the worst. Kat reaches for a bottle of beer behind the counter and slides back into her stool. Quietly, she sips her beer and watches the crowd. Over her shoulder, a black sports car parks in a space in front of the tattoo shop. My heart wildly pounds in my chest. 
 
    Jazzy swings one tan leg from her car, then the other. The wind’s strong gusts pick up her hair, flapping it around in the wind like a flag. The deep purple tones distract me from the world that feels like it’s spinning out of control around me. She makes the world seem still but at the same time wild and chaotic. Why can’t she let me go? 
 
    “Just a thought, maybe ask her why.” 
 
    “Why what?” 
 
    Kat’s eyes gleam. “Whatever the answer you are searching for resides in her head, not on a computer.” 
 
    “You’re full of shit, Kat. Have you talked with Tank? Told him about all your secrets?” 
 
    She leans in closer and growls, “You don’t deserve those answers, and when I can, I will share. With Tank. The difference between you and I is night and day. I want to tell him, I just can’t. Not yet. You can talk to her, yet you choose not to. You choose to weave a web of destruction for all the wrong reasons. The same things I would bet you accuse her of.” 
 
    Her accusations are venom that fills my veins with poison. Am I as bad as she says I am? Too stubborn to admit defeat, I wait for her to leave before I get up from my spot. My head is filled with possibilities I don’t want to confirm. Was I wrong? 
 
    I aim to get to my bike and get out of here as fast as possible, and hopefully without being seen. The door to the shop swishes open and shut. Her voice travels and filters into my head. Laughter and happiness. Through the large windows, I can see Cowboy crowding her while she sets up. His easy demeanor is typically devoured by women, but Jazzy only gives him polite smiles and attention. 
 
    Turning my feet, I take one step, but what I didn't expect was that I couldn’t give her easy. I can’t ignore the pain in my chest that morphs into jealousy and anger. I can’t ignore the pull she has on me. With a change of course, I’m through the front doors. I stand with arms crossed over my chest and my feet spread wide. “Get out,” I seethe at Cowboy. I hear the supplies in her hands clank against the metal table. 
 
    He leans in closer to her. “Got things to take care of, babe.” Cowboy nods his hat at me and is out the door I just came through. 
 
    Jazzy raises a brow. “You can leave, too.” She ignores the storm brewing in the room. In fact, her dismissal further pisses me the fuck off. 
 
    I want it all. I want to know why she doesn’t give a fuck about the call I sent her and why she is pushing me away now. All of my frustration, whether it is her fault or not, spurs me on. Charging forward, I force her up against the wall at her back. My hand lands above her head, slamming against the wall. 
 
    Snarling, I ask, “Already finding the next man to play games with?” My nose runs over the shell of her ear. The scent of her fills some desperate hole I was trying to hide. 
 
    “I don’t need anyone, Spider, not even you.” Her response is short and clipped. 
 
    A small chuckle escapes my chest. “That’s not what I remember you saying to me.” I back up just enough to see the fire in her eyes. What shocks me is the pain I can also see. 
 
    “What you remember is the physical need between two people. I can stand on my own, that I never gave to you.” 
 
    “You want a bad guy like all those other girls,” I snarl, leaning in close. “One you can tame to be a good boy and train to sit on command. But what you really want is the illusion of it. You really want me to take care of you, pull your hair, slap your ass, fill your pussy and your heart with me.” My fingers itch to take her, feel her, and taste her again. I want to entice her back into my bed and start over, as if what happened before never existed. 
 
    She exhales a long breath, her head turning just a touch to face me. Jazzy scowls at me in a challenge that excites and tests me, pumping life into the corpse I’ve been. She grabs my cut and stands up on her toes to whisper, “I won't lose myself to have you. I don’t need your cock to fill my pussy, or your half-assed attempt to mend things between us. We are done.” Her hands snap away, letting me go. 
 
    As I carefully back away from Jazz, I can see Tami and Solo in my peripheral. The anger I feel is blinding. I don’t remember if Tami or Solo said anything to me as I left or when they even got there. All I do know is Jazzy and I are over. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 14 
 
    About one year later… 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    Violently, I jolt from bed. Sweat coating my skin and deep labored breaths push and pull my lungs to survive. In the pitch black of my room, in the grips of my nightmare, I stare at my shaking hands. But I cannot see if there is blood coating them. My nightmare felt so real, it's as if Solo’s blood has dried on my skin and seeped into my own, a haunting bond between brothers. The Cartel killed him when they came after Kat’s son. There isn’t enough booze to heal the pain of loss. Nothing can replace the guilt of all that we feel at the loss of our brother. Even months after his memorial, I’m still restless. 
 
    In my dream, I was putting him on ice until we could bury him, and it was like a slap in the face. Someone had to do the hardest thing to be asked to do—shut the door on a dear friend and family member. It is never easy and it hurts like a knife to my heart. Today feels impossible to heal from. I didn’t see the threat coming. I didn’t protect them. All of it is on my shoulders, just like my brother. 
 
    I’m whipped back to the past, the day my brother, Jason, died. I knew he planned to rob a store with his piece of shit friends. When he called, I let it go to voicemail. I stared at the screen, but I didn’t stop him. We already started to hate each other. I gave up on him instead of fighting for him. Now, he’s dead. His blood is on my hands. Jason was shot in the back by a store clerk in downtown Las Vegas. It was on the news for weeks. 
 
    Our parents had been long gone. It was only me. Jason only had me in his life, but I was too busy prospecting for Battle Born to be bothered to protect him. It’s the feeling of betrayal I just cannot shake. Even though it was years ago, I vowed to protect the family I had at the clubhouse. I failed again. 
 
    Still, in my dream I did my best to protect the brothers and care for Solo’s body. I cleaned, bandaged, and redressed him. Every step of the way, I take the guilt as my own and only my own. It’s my job. Laying him in the deep cooler, wrapped in a sheet, I shut the lid. 
 
    Shaken to my core, I leave my room, walking on trembling limbs to the shower. The water is scalding hot when I step into it. I need it all off me. Some things we can never shed, no matter how we try. Shutting it down is all I have to survive. My mind is a lost place of hope and deep regrets. The cycle never ends, and I don’t deserve it to. I’m stuck in the in-between of consciousness and sleep until finally I’m pulled back under. 
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    “Dude! Poor man tacos are ready.” A loud bang blasts across my office door, causing me to jump in my seat. Jolting around, I find Tank and his dumb ass smiling, watching me. I was almost caught passing out sitting here. The fatigue is draining me, leaving me a shell after the nightmares from last night. 
 
    “What the fuck is that?” I growl back at Tank for stopping my heart. 
 
    “Kielbasa sausage grilled with Casero cheese and hot sauce. It’s heaven, man.” 
 
    “Why did you make those?” I can never figure this guy out. 
 
    “Because it’s the only thing I know how to make.” 
 
    “Why don’t you order tacos?” 
 
    “Because these are authentic, cheap, and absolutely delicious.” He makes a scene with the humming noise of satisfaction. 
 
    “You mean authentic shit,” I criticize, because more than normal, I hate the world and it hates me. 
 
    “Brother,” Tank calls before he shuts the door and sits next to me. “We’re worried about you.” He doesn’t mention Jason. No one does. Blade, Tank, and Axl are the only ones who know about any details of my past and my brother. They were there when I buried him. 
 
    “I’m angry, Tank! What do you want me to do? Walk around here like you, pretending that this shit is okay? It’s not ever going to be okay.” 
 
    “Jason died because he made choices, Spider. We all told him to quit and he wouldn’t.” 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    “You had to let him go at some point. He killed himself.” 
 
    Fury like I never felt before blasts through me like a bullet from a gun. Tank sees my assault coming and braces for the impact. Standing, he puts up his hands to block my punches. I aim for his body, working his ribs and kidneys. His large body falls back against my desk and the crash against the wall echoes. I only get a few more punches before Blade charges inside and wraps me up in a choke hold with his arms. Tank drops his arms and spits blood to the floor. “As I was saying, tacos are ready whenever you are.” He winks at me and waltzes out. 
 
    “Tank,” Blade hollers after him and tosses me aside. “What was that?” 
 
    “Team building, Prez. What happens in session stays in session.” Their voices echo back to me from down the hallway. 
 
    My hands ache and start to swell from the punches I landed. I feel a fraction better, but it’s not enough. Grabbing my keys to my bike, I haul out of the clubhouse. The freeway creates a clear and clean escape for just a short time. Every decision I have made plays on a loop, and what Tank has said, I believe him, I just haven’t been able to accept it. 
 
    The wind howls and calls me in a direction I can't return, the call so strong my body is pulled by an unmistakable force. Solo has been gone close to a year, and I haven’t been able to face Tami. It’s not just my guilt that I need to vanquish, it's checking on her. She has Pawn’s son, and I should have been there for them more. My focus was on getting Cash’s dad out of lockup and back to him. I’m so close to getting what I need, I can practically taste it. Pawn should be released within a week. A small glimmer of pride sparks inside that Pawn can have the future he deserves. 
 
    Reaching my destination, the bike idles in front of Tami and Solo’s house. My hands refuse to leave the grip of the handlebars. My destiny awaits and it’s terrifying. Can I look into her face and survive? Tami must be braver than I am. She cracks the door open and saunters out toward me. “Is everything okay, Spider?” Her words could barely be heard over the engine. Shutting it down, I point toward her. 
 
    “I needed to check on you. Are you and Cash doing okay?” So many words want to leave my mouth. I’m sorry I didn't protect you, or him. I wish things were different. Can I help you? But none of those pass through my lips. Tami tilts her head toward the bench on the porch and forces me to follow. She sits on one side and me the other. She takes her time, as do I, not really knowing what to say to each other, but eventually her cracked voice breaks the awkward silence. “Nothing can be said or done differently. What’s done is done. We all carry the guilt of what we could have done that day. All of us, Spider. But you’re being selfish with your pain. One thing I have learned is that we’re a family unit. You take it as yours, but it’s not, it’s ours, and it is insulting to the rest of us. So stop. Let your family in.” 
 
    My head snaps back from the bite in her words. Of course, Tami is angry. “I never imagined those words coming from you.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, I don't have time or patience for pleasantries, it seems. Cash is down for a nap, it’s my time. Why else are you here, Spider? It’s not me you seek comfort from. You don't need my forgiveness, because there is nothing to forgive. Maybe there’s someone you need that from for yourself?” 
 
    When the fuck did she turn into Yoda? Little Tami who waltzed into our lives as a victim surely did grow and surpassed any beliefs I had about her. Looking down at her, I had originally thought she was a weak girl, but I was dead wrong. Nodding my head, I give her as much respect as I can. “If it were only that simple. You are right though, I know it’s not my burden, but maybe my redemption I’m looking for.” 
 
    Tami snorts very un-lady like. “We all wonder what we could have done differently, Spider. Maybe shit is the way it is supposed to be, and you are the one making it harder for yourself. At least that is what I’ve learned.” 
 
    “Perception is everything.” And for the first time, she made something change. It’s a small shift, but Tami chipped away at the stubborn ideas I held onto so tight that I believed they were right, making it seem not so true in my reality. I’ve been hellbent on watching and protecting everyone, what if all my actions that day resulted in the best outcome? This little slip of a woman pulled the string that turned the lightbulb on in my head. Clearing my throat, I said, “If you do need something, let me know.” 
 
    “Will do.” She gets up and turns before walking in. “Sit as long as you need. Let me know if you need anything too.” Tami lifts her smile as much as she can before leaving me to myself and my thoughts. 
 
    The funny thing is, when we fall, we hit hard. Our actions become the maps to our destination, and oftentimes to the bitter taste of regret. There is only one person I wish more than anything I could talk to, that I could hold. I can’t undo my past, and some choices were out of my control, like the deaths of my brother and Solo. My choice to do what I did to Jazzy, I could have prevented, I could have done better. Of all my shortcomings, this was the one that stings the most. 
 
    Pulling out my phone, I bring up Jazzy’s contact and send her a text. I would like to talk with you, or better yet, can I see you? 
 
    If I can see her, can I right my wrongs? There is unfinished business there and I will never rest again until I try to undo the wrong I have done. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 15 
 
    About six months later… 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    You know when life is good, it’s really good, but when life is bad, it’s really bad. 
 
    I lied to Spider that night in Reno. I needed him to share my life with me, but at the same time, I hated him. Hated that if I said those words, he would look at me as weak. Hated that he didn't have to suffer the same as me. Hated that I couldn’t trust him. Even knowing everything he didn’t, carrying that burden alone. I could have told him, but rubbing the pain of the loss of our baby in his face wasn’t right. If he hadn’t cared at all, it would have killed me. I wasn’t going to take that risk. I already have enough pain. Would he be angry with me? 
 
    Either way, I was in a losing situation. The relationship we started to grow was smothered out quickly. Why? I don't know what happened. After everything I suffered, I deleted then blocked his number from my contacts and had fallen into a deep depression. It was too tempting to call and say all the dark, hateful things that were constantly running through my mind. Regardless of everything, he didn’t need to be my emotional punching bag. 
 
    The truth was that I lost our baby, and the need for his arms didn’t make sense. We just met each other, but the baby, I suppose, bound us in ways I never felt. She claimed my heart to him forever. It also brought up old feelings of my father I needed to heal from. I couldn’t take care of a relationship when I was feeling crippled with agony inside. I couldn’t care about what he did, it didn’t matter, there was no room inside for that too. 
 
    When the unthinkable happened, Solo, Tami’s man and a brother of the MC died defending the club and protecting the kids who were playing in the yard. I went to see the girls and checked on them, but I couldn’t go to his funeral. I just couldn’t bear the emotions that were trapped inside and risk crumbling in front of Spider. We all needed time to heal, the clubs were shook to their core and the members were holding on. The war against the Cartel drained the life out of us. The only good thing from this all, is that after everything was stripped down, no more secrets and enemies lurking, we could rebuild. 
 
    Except my own secret. Spider didn’t know it, and I didn’t want our baby to be a disruption or a play for his attention. By his actions, he would have believed I was trying to do just that. Or maybe I did the right thing, because had I told him and Solo died, would he blame me for it? 
 
    I kept quiet and I stayed with my mom for a couple of weeks. I could hide there, and no one would see the pain I was going through. My doctor informed me that I was healthy, just nature taking its course. Is he kidding me? My baby was beat out of me! But he doesn’t know that. It was a positive sign that I could conceive again. I wanted to deck the jerk for saying that to me. He has no idea. It’s not even a comfort that Kilo is doing time for a while for a long list of charges. I didn’t care and I don’t want to know. The day he walks free, I will kill him. Even if it kills me. 
 
    My hand stills with the paintbrush in the air, the memories taking me back even when I fight against them to forget the past. The night this all happened. I swallow past the guilt. Snake has tried to tell me numerous times that I did the best I could. If I would have fought even more, Kilo would have probably killed me. I wish he would have, because guilt is worse than death. I don’t care what anyone has to say about that. I didn’t do enough. In a way, I had a hand in killing my own child. 
 
    My hand falls to my side, waking me from the daydream that was really a nightmare. The death of my Angel and the sorrow that has been consuming me somehow triggered my past pain of losing my dad, the grief I experienced as a child coming forward with force. I wasn’t prepared for that. My mom held me, and it did the same to her. I could see it, but I could also feel it. We held on together through it all. I dreamed of my own death because I wanted to go to him. I needed to hold him again. I need her. 
 
    Dropping my paintbrush into a cup of water, I war against myself again. Her words are haunting me. My mom doesn’t know exactly how I lost the baby, and I will never tell her. But she has pleaded with me to this day to tell Spider the truth. Has enough time passed to where I can tell him the truth and not fall apart? I can’t cry in front of him. For him to witness that, it would destroy me. The intimacy it takes to trust him would be too much. But she’s right—he deserves to know the truth. As strong as I am, I’m not sure if I have enough strength to explain and relive everything. My fear is, will he even care? 
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    Did I listen to her though? No. I allowed the weeks to blend into months, then about a year passes before I have to go back to Reno. Setting the brush in the water, I allow the painting to dry while I get ready to leave. I smile at the beautiful colors on the canvas because it helped me to feel closer to my mom. It also has helped to bring me peace in the storm. I don’t want to go, but for the girls, I find a way to pack for the drive over the hill to Nevada. 
 
    First stop is to pick up Abuela on my way. Fuego asked if I could drive her to the barbecue since I was going. How could I ever say no? She’s my grandmother, she lost her son when my father died. Losing him and her husband hasn’t stopped her from living. Instead, she embraces everyone around her even harder, and we all love her for it. 
 
    Outside the small house located on the property of the clubhouse, she waits at the door with a small bag in hand. My car has been in the shop and lately I’ve been borrowing her car. When I pull up, she beams. Inwardly, I cringe. There is nothing wrong with this car. I just miss my hot sporty ride. Groaning to myself, I pop the trunk and get out to greet what’s coming—my interrogation. After a hug and a kiss on her cheek, I wait for it. 
 
    “Mijita, are you ready to see your cousins?” Abuela asks. 
 
    “I can’t believe how long it's been since I’ve seen them.” As soon as the words left my lips, I knew it was a mistake. 
 
    “And how long has it been?” She goes on for another good five minutes scolding me for not embracing the people who love me. “You know what it’s like to wish they were there. Don’t take them for granted, and on top of that, they can help you, lend you strength while you heal.” And we are on the freeway before she quits with the guilt trip. Even though I wish I didn’t deserve her wrath, she is completely right. 
 
    “Te amo mucho.” I smile sweetly at her, hoping to lessen the fury she has unleashed on me. “Abuela, they’ve had so much going on. I had you, Mom, Snake. We got through it okay.” 
 
    “Well? What about Spider?” she prods, tapping her finger on her arm. “Did you speak to him?” 
 
    “I was going to.” 
 
    “¿Qué? What does that mean? Going to,” she snaps. 
 
    “We started getting to know each other and then, bam, he told me in a not so subtle way that he was over me.” She nods and encourages me to continue. Abuela makes a few mm-hm noises along the way before I tell her all I can or want to at this time. “I couldn’t tell him how I lost the baby, because… I feel it was my fault.” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t the man you care for protect you from that vile pinche pendejo? You need to talk with Spider and clean this up. He is not going to blame you.” The vehemence in her voice shocks me. “Mija, I was there with you. Parts of you, that cabrón hurt, badly. You need to take care of yourself and stay close to your familia. Part of that healing is confronting Spider with the truth. He needs this as much as you. Trust me.” 
 
    Abuela wouldn’t say something spiteful about a club member unless he deserved it. She's also not one to ever elaborate on why either. I wonder how she would feel about Spider’s phone call. I chuckle and she gleams in my direction, both of us so stubborn. Her lips are sealed, and I don’t attempt to pry open what she knows. Her warning is heard though. For some reason, she likes Spider, and I need to clean up my mess. I’ve been trying to do just that, but she is right, there’s no more time. I can’t hide, and if our past has shown me anything, Spider won’t settle without answers. 
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    By the time we reach the Reno Clubhouse, the barbecue is in full swing. My absence over the chaos has not gone unnoticed and they don’t even attempt to go easy on me. The kids run around the yard, under our feet, and hang onto their mothers. Vegas kisses all over her ill-mannered twins. She allows those little twerps to get away with murder. Kat’s son, though, he's sweet and even tempered. I imagine that Kat was a lot like him as a child, calculating and intuitive. He gets into his fair share of trouble, like now, I watch him slowly grab a brownie off the table and discreetly walk away eating it. 
 
    Dana and Axl’s daughter is such a little sweetie. Her little sundress has pretty flowers covering it and she holds her hand out politely, asking her dad for a soda. You can see the intimacy growing between Tami and Pawn. Since he’s been out of prison, he’s done the work to not only get Tami back but earn the respect to be little Cash’s father. The scene makes me ache all over. It will be a pain that I don’t know if I can recover from. These kids have a family and more than anything I ever knew, I want that too—a baby and a family. 
 
    “Hello,” Dana calls from her seat. “Are you okay? What’s happened?” 
 
    Rubbing my forehead, I try to find the words and search for an easy answer to give them. Abuela sees my struggle and butts in after she swallows her beer. “Spider did her dirty.” At first, the girls and I can’t turn away, staring blinking at her, but she’s not done. “She dumped Kilo, and let me tell you, that boy is no bueno and hasn’t been good enough for her. Question is, what did Spider do to you?” Oh. My. God. I give her my best piercing look. She is the devil! 
 
    Five pairs of eyes stare at me with expressions to be answered. “Thanks, Abuela, for airing out my business like that,” I scold and scowl at her some more. Is it not enough they all know what a piece of shit my ex was but now Spider? Great.
“Family doesn’t have secrets. You’ve lost sight of that,” she defends and waits. 
 
    She’s trying to force me into telling the truth about Spider so he will hear about it and demand answers. Abuela is stirring the pot big time. I shake my head and think to myself, to punish her, I'm not visiting for at least two weeks. See how she likes that. Grabbing a beer and a shot of tequila, I tell the girls the sordid tale of the epic love that failed between us, minus the baby. They don’t move or whisper a word right away and it causes me to flinch. Shit, it is as bad as I thought, and I didn’t see the writing on the wall. 
 
    Jenn is the first to open and close and then open her mouth again before she comments, “I think he loved you.” 
 
    The rest nod in agreement and this time my mouth hangs open before I can respond. “What in the hell or how in the hell did you come up with that?” 
 
    Vegas beams, “He’s a dick, no doubt. But I agree with Jenn. No one gets under his skin. He never reacts that way. Spider is smart and calculating and that was stupid and mean, yes, but the man was hurting. Why?” 
 
    All I can do is shrug my shoulders. “What happened in your life right before that? Back up a day or two, any significant thing happened?” Kat inquires. 
 
    I shrug again. “With him, no. We didn’t see each other too often.” 
 
    “Not just with him. Think only about events, what happened generally,” she prompts. 
 
    It takes some effort to go back in time, but one thing does pop up. “I broke up with Kilo right before that and opened my tattoo shop.” Inwardly, I cringe. He couldn’t have known about the baby, it was too soon. No one but me, Abuela, and Snake did. Then what is it? 
 
    The guys filter in after their meeting and we drop the subject, thank god for small favors. My head swarms, trying to pinpoint where we went wrong. All that does is make me crawl into myself and my doubt. It is impossible for me to see that he did that to me because he was hurting. For what possible reason? I never hurt him. Unless someone else hurt him and he was taking it out on me. If that’s the case, then he’s an even bigger dick than I thought before. 
 
    I grow uneasy when I see Spider on the other side of the yard. Casually, he grabs a beer and a plate of food. The pressure on me today to expose all these feelings makes my adrenaline spike in my bloodstream. The kids rushing around and the whirlwind of emotions is too consuming. Too much that the sight of him is overwhelming and hurts. It crushes my bruised heart. 
 
    Leaning over, I kiss Abuela on the cheek and explain, “I need some air. Get a ride with Vegas if I don’t catch back up with you.” Thankfully, she takes me for my word and I leave the party. Booming voices of men follow me all the way to the car. I can’t get away fast enough. I take the car for a long drive to think. What are these feelings and what do they mean? 
 
    I have plenty of time to think about the what-ifs and if our relationship would have ever worked. It seemed that at every turn, our timing was just wrong. I took the time apart I needed for me. I’ve been selfish and healed alone. Or did the best I could. I know from talking with the girls that Reno has had their fair share of ups and downs. A few times I wanted to call Spider, but I never could bring myself to. There is no future if I hang on to the past. At least that’s how I felt. Was there a future with us? Because the last thing I wanted was another relationship like I had with Kilo. 
 
    One thing I did learn through this mess of loss and scars is they will always be there. I will just be better at handling them in the future. There are no guarantees. In fact, the only thing that is guaranteed is pain. So is happiness though, if I chose to be better myself. 
 
    All too soon, I park the car and hesitantly move toward the door of the clubhouse. I steel myself for what I will most likely see behind these doors. My life has been a wreck in the love department my entire life, so the worst is what I expect. I just hope he will hear me out and I can find out why he did what he did. 
 
    The space is in full swing of what would be a great party and the Ol’ Ladies are gone. Spider doesn’t see me in the dark corner across the room. I thought I was strong enough to finally talk to him and air out the pain between us. Like a fool who is bad at love, I hoped that the man who I felt the same way about would be what I found. What did I expect, for him to fight for me? Wait for me? I did, I really hoped he would in the very least. That’s why I couldn’t talk to him at the barbecue. I knew he wasn’t waiting around or even looking for me in the crowd. Not a day went by without silence between us. I was in too much pain to hear his side before. Would I really call him up and talk about what an asshole he was? But he deserves to know the truth about the baby, regardless of feelings. 
 
    Since everything has seemed to mellow out with the clubs and the death of Solo, I felt it was time to move past this hurdle. Stop with hiding and be open and honest with each other. There was something there between us. I haven’t cried, and I held on like a force to get past the worst parts. Here I am to finish what is left. I knew it would hurt, I just didn’t expect the blast of emotions cursing through my bloodstream and beating my heart with each beat 
 
    My hopes die when I watch some clubwhore grind her naked body all over him. Spider bites the corner of his bottom lip, the only loss of control that he gives away. I’m all too familiar with that look and I’m the only person in the room who recognizes this. Spider doesn’t have many tells, but he wants her. The amount of time we have spent together behind closed doors, we’ve experienced every dark desire of flesh. I’ve seen it. Thought I owned it. 
 
    I believed we had found a match with each other. Sadly, we didn’t. Spider brushes her hair to the side. Then he leans in to give her instructions. I know the drill. He’s teaching her how to please him. Nothing has prepared me for this moment. I should know how this works by now, but I never learn my lesson. Men leave. They are only faithful to the sins of the flesh. My legs weaken underneath me and I fall back against the wall. 
 
    My heart rate picks up to a racing speed and my lungs take in as much air as they can. My exhale is pure pain and haggard as I start to hyperventilate at what I’m seeing. Spider’s hands run delicately over her skin from her hip, up her side. It all comes back to me—the phone call he made before and the sounds of him with another woman. Was it her? His fingers landing on her tits, the club girl giggles. His face remains impassive while the sound makes me want to vomit. He’s a taker of pleasures but not a giver. Her hands on his chest hold her up before she pushes back. 
 
    Spider stands, and my world explodes with what comes next. He begins to lead her out of the room to go to his room. Clenching my eyes tight, I tell myself it will be okay. I control myself against the odds of the little control that I feel inside. I stay rooted to the spot. My life experiences have brought me to this point. I am in too deep, and the jealousy claws at me from the inside out, the crushing disappointment wanting to be freed. I thought I had found a man who I could fall in love with. Now, I see that is not true. He is not for me and I was wrong all along. 
 
    “Jazz,” Cowboy calls for me. Slowly, my eyes open and collide with Spider’s. I’ve been caught. There is no going back. His scowl is difficult to read. Spider’s emotions are always carefully hidden. I don’t know if he’s angry to see me or could care less. He snaps himself forward and I’m forgotten. “Hey, sweetheart, are you okay?” Cowboy leans in and lowers his voice to be heard over the surrounding chaos. His gentle touch feathers over my arms. The trance between Spider and I is broken when I rip my focus away from Spider’s back. 
 
    He has wanted to start something with me for the last few years. You can safely assume, I pushed him to the side for a chance with Spider. What a fool I am. I go for the guys who hurt me. Maybe, I could make a go of it with Cowboy. But it would be a disaster. What a mess I’ve become. My needs have created a lonely woman with no direction. Why do I need a man to make me feel free? To take me to places that free me of the chains of responsibility? 
 
    Taking all this in, I just can’t. I tilt my face to the side. The shame that has accompanied me, I will regret if anyone sees it. Steeling my nerves, I push it aside. “I’m okay, just got some bad news is all. I think it’s time for me to head out.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    Am I seeing shit? It’s like a ghost walked in. Jazzy. It took me over a year to forget her and what happened between us. I fought like hell to let her go. There she stands, right before me, with a look of broken confusion on her face and fire in her eyes. Why? She told me she didn’t need or want me. Never did she take the time to answer my text. I don’t give in to anyone and beg, so I walked away from her. Again. 
 
    This time, I had another woman in my grips. Once we hit the hallway, I left her standing there stunned. I have no answers, but something feels wrong. My gut tells me to go back. The amount of people piled into the clubhouse makes it hard from my position to keep track of her. Searching for Jazz, I find her smiling up at Cowboy. I want to know why she was here and why was she looking at me like that. But as soon as I push through the crowd, she’s nowhere to be found. 
 
    Quickly, I scan the room and Jazzy’s not at the bar. Turning around, I can’t find her in the main room either. Anxiously, I look outside at the group in the yard in case I missed her. My hands are in tight fists at my side. Did she leave with Cowboy? 
 
    “Looking for someone?” Tank asks with Kat at his side. 
 
    Whipping my head around, I blurt, “Jazz. Have you seen her?” 
 
    “Why?” Kat glowers, “She’s been through enough, so I want to know why.” 
 
    “None of your business, Kat. It’s between me and her.” Not even my snarl or my menacing glare makes her flinch away. In fact, she raises a challenging brow. 
 
    Tank pulls his lips in to hide the humor he finds in our exchange, pulling Kat into him, shutting her up. “She left not too long ago. I don’t know where to.” 
 
    The astonishing glance I give them says it all. I wasn’t prepared to see her. Did she go home to California already? When will I see her again? Darting out of the yard and to my office, I look up her GPS on her phone, which is conveniently off. Determined, I check her car GPS and it’s in California. How, if she was here? The questions pile one on top of the other, not making any sense. I get the feeling there is no way that I will find her on the internet. I’m going to have to do this old school and start busting down doors. 
 
    Something has to give, and the truth needs to come out. No more hiding. Racing to my bike, I go on a hunch that she is visiting the women before she leaves, if she is still here. Saint and Tank were still at the clubhouse, which leaves Blade’s, Pawn’s, and Axl’s houses she could possibly be at. Hitting the throttle, I decide to check the closest ones first, Pawn’s house, and worst-case scenario, I will head over to Sacramento if I have to. Houses zip by and my bike sounds like a monster, a warning to others on the road to get the fuck out of my way. 
 
    A block over, I barely catch the taillights of an old black car that looks vaguely familiar from this distance, but I push ahead in pursuit of Jazzy at Pawn’s house. The bike comes to a screeching halt, leaving tire marks in the street. Tossing my helmet in the grass, I stomp toward Pawn and Tami, who are already on the porch. “Is she here?” I demand. 
 
    “No,” Tami says flatly. 
 
    I never thought I would see the day when Tami would cover for someone so effortlessly. I expected her to hide behind Pawn with the enraged and frustrated anger pouring from me. “She was here?” 
 
    “A bit ago, yeah.” Her tone telling, she’s irritated at me, for what though? 
 
    “And?” I press a little harder. If she is pissed off, I could care less. I have bigger problems now. 
 
    “You know, Spider, when you leave town, you say goodbye to the people important to you.” Tami bites and glares back at me. “Jazzy’s not here. She drove away in a car. I don’t know where.” 
 
    At least she confirmed her car isn’t here, so who’s then. “She isn’t driving her car. The GPS says it’s still in California.” Does she have to drag out the conversation more than necessary? 
 
    “Maybe try calling her then. When you’re alone,” Tami smarts, then shuts the door behind her. Oh, so Jazzy came here to stir the pot and the girls know what I did, leaving me to deal with the aftermath. Great. 
 
    “Fucking women,” I bark and direct my frustration to Pawn. “If you see her… ” I stab his chest with a finger. “Call me.” God, I can’t deal with these emotional and petty fights of witty bullshit. Whipping around, I storm off and snatch up my helmet from the grass. 
 
    “Why did Tami say ‘alone’?” Pawn hollers to me. 
 
    “Don’t fucking worry about it.” Growling, I tug the helmet on and take off. That leaves me to my next stop—Blade’s house. Which is a bad idea. I don’t need Vegas in my shit and I sure as hell don’t need him thinking that I am distracted. The Ol’ Ladies are more than likely helping to hide her from me, I can feel it, which confirms they know what I did. 
 
    After several miles, I roll up to Blade’s home. Blade sits on his porch, smoking, with a grin on his face that I want to punch. “Took you long enough to come here.” 
 
    Tossing my helmet to the side and charging forward, I ask, “Is she here?” 
 
    Blade points with his fingers holding his smoke at the same dark Cadillac I saw at the clubhouse and in Pawn’s neighborhood, and it makes sense. She drove Abuela here. I’ve been chasing her all day and saw this car multiple times. I’m fucking pissed off. My blood boils with what this woman did to me. 
 
    “How do you think Jazz felt?” Blade questions because he knows why I’m mad. “I don’t get between the girls and their business, just like they don't get into ours. Boundaries, brother. They protect each other. In your case, a lesson. What the fuck did you do?” 
 
    Blowing out a lungful of air, I spit out each word. “After I got a voicemail of Jazz making up with her man, I paid her back. I fucked a girl and called her while I was doing it.” 
 
    “You get your point across?” he asks and blows out a long drag. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “That she isn’t worth your respect or time?” 
 
    “There was a lot more than that, that happened,” I try to defend. 
 
    “Let me hear the message. I know you still have it.” 
 
    Playing the message on speaker, I let him hear the words coming from them. When it finishes, he puts out the butt and looks me square in the eye. “If I ran every time some little bitch came sniffing around Vegas, we would have never made it. That wasn’t her making up with him. That was two people talking, and we don't know what it all means. If you would have done your homework, you probably would have found out that she dumped him, respectfully for you. You've been played, brother.” 
 
    Standing there on his porch, I’m stunned. Was that sent to me on purpose? 
 
    The front door flies open where Jazzy stands. “You need to leave. If you would have had the balls to call me, I could have explained that.” She points to my phone and is seething at the sight of me. Holy shit. I ignored my gut this whole time. She saw me at the clubhouse with another woman again. “You didn’t hear the part where I dumped him. Leave. I’m not running anymore from you. I got your message loud and clear. There is nothing left between us.” 
 
    She turns on her heel and I dart past Blade to get my hands on her. Roughly, I grip her arm, stopping her from leaving. “I didn’t know.” I grit through clenched teeth, “Let me explain.” 
 
    “Fuck you, Spider. It would have been nice to be allowed the chance to explain.” Her body is rigid and unmoving, not willing to give me an inch. 
 
    “I thought you sent me that message. What the hell would you expect me to think?” I try to soften my voice, but it’s damn near impossible with the heat cursing through me. 
 
    She rips her arm free and Blade takes the opportunity to walk into the house, shutting the door behind him. “Why the hell would I hurt you? I may have gone after you, but I am no slut, Spider.” 
 
    “I thought you were playing me to get what you wanted from him.” 
 
    “I was breaking up with him for good. Not that I had been fucking him for months before that.” She spits, “There was so much that I needed to tell you, but every chance I had, there was something happening. That day, I wanted to talk to you about us. He needed to know we were over first, but you beat me to the punch before I got to you. I’m fucking done. It’s over, Spider.” 
 
    Jazzy turns her back to me to go back inside the house. Rage and guilt take over, but most of all, need, the crazy passion to feel her body to mine. Flipping her body around, I pin her back to the door she wanted to escape through. “It’s far from fucking over.” My lips claim hers in a violent kiss. We war against each other for dominance and control. We bite and nip at any flesh we can. 
 
    Our breaths mingle, and like before, we become one. My chest explodes with heat and desire that I thought had died. My hands hold her head still and I rest my forehead against hers. “I’m coming for you, Jazz, and you’re right, no more running, but we are fucking far from being over.” 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    I hold onto his cut with all my strength. Even though our lips, teeth, and tongues are at war. Even though my heart shatters at his touch, it wants it anyway. His short beard feels coarse to the smooth shaved skin I’ve felt before. Spider is my home and my undoing. As always, I want what I shouldn’t have. Pulling my face away from his, I separate our connection that calls to every pore in my body. this. I cannot look away from his face, taking in the changes. He let his hair grow longer on top. Still, even disheveled from his tight cut before, he is handsome. The dark lines under his eyes are new. What has happened to him? 
 
    I resist the urge to wrap my legs around him and beg him to take me and finish. I don’t, because it would lead us back into the same never-ending cycle of torment. I want better for us, for me. I want it all. “I want to love you. I want to pull you so far into my life that it would be impossible for us to separate. I want it all, Spider, and I won’t settle for less.” 
 
    His fists slightly unclench from their grip at my waist. There is a tenderness I can see in his eyes when I turn back to him. His eyes dart back and forth, reading my eyes, taking in my words, my truth. “What do you mean?” Spider’s words whisper across my cheek. 
 
    “I want a man to worship and protect me. Someone who gives me themselves as much or more than I give. That is what I need. A man who fights for me, for a family. None of this is what I should be stating, asking for, or demanding.” Lifting my hand, it feathers across his forehead, pushing his hair back. “I know that I cared for you. It’s not enough to fight over the past. Let me go and find the woman who you want to have those complications with. One who you will fight and kill for.” 
 
    It’s literally the hardest words I have had to utter out loud. But my choice is clear—I choose me, and I love myself more than anything. It’s time that I’m selfish with that. “No more fighting. Be safe and goodbye, Spider.” Taking his head in my hands, I lay a gentle kiss to his lips. Pulling back, my fingers ghost over his throat and the spider tattoo there. We need peace, and if that is apart, then so be it. 
 
    His chest heaves and he shakes his head. He pulls me to him, holding on to the bitter end. I let him for a few moments, not willing to let it all go for a few stolen moments more. My arms wrapped around him. The heartbreaking truth is, this is the most intimate we have ever been, our hearts truly open and bare to each other. No more running. 
 
    “Be safe, Spider.” Taking one backward step, then another, I walk away. If we keep going and hurting each other, when will we ever find ourselves or peace? This time, I don’t expect anything in return. I shut the door and I fight my heart and instinct to run back to him. It would be wrong. Spider is not ready for what I need and want in a man and a family. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    Her words hurt as if she blew up my world with an atomic bomb. She’s letting me go? I stand there and recycle them over and over. She wants a family. Jazzy wants a man who protects her above all. Frozen to the spot, I can’t move. I want to chase after her, but she’s right, what am I chasing her for? What do I want? Because if I don't want an Ol’ Lady, I need to let her go, forever. 
 
    Backing away, I straddle my bike and turn on the engine before placing on my helmet. I have no answers tonight. Her challenge to make me think differently about my life and choices is all-consuming for one night. 
 
    Revving the engine, I speed off and put miles between us. The road, I hope, is enough to soothe the beast inside. Her soft touches awoke an animal I didn’t think existed in me. I never thought it was possible to love. The question is, do I love her enough to want to change my life? 
 
    Love. 
 
    The word is foreign, and on my tongue, it tastes unfamiliar. I have never loved a woman in my life. Sex was geared to giving and receiving. Never did I allow the control of emotions into my life. I didn’t want it and I kept that locked out. Emotions enable me to think and do my job. A family makes me and others a target. I’ve spent the last few years cleaning all this shit up, all of it because of women. 
 
    Rolling into the clubhouse parking lot, I head into my office. With a bottle of bourbon in hand and an empty glass, I pour myself a drink and then another. Washing away the words. Drowning the questions I don't want to answer. One thought is clear—I wouldn’t be thinking of this if it were any other woman. That screams for attention, attention I don’t want to deal with. 
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    Tank smirks as I walk into the garage looking for him. “Well, what pray tell is the reason you have graced us in our fine establishment?” He rubs his hands together, wiping grease onto a rag before tossing it aside and placing his hands on his hips. 
 
    “Don’t make a big deal about it or I’m out of here.” 
 
    “So it’s not a business call. Interesting. A woman then. The B’s of life, brother—bitches, bud, booze, and bank. They all mix together. Sit.” Placing his fingers to his mouth and giving a high-pitched whistle, Pawn and Axl look up from their bikes with questioning glares. “Team building, ladies, front and center.” Tank pulls together stools and a few chairs while Axl and Pawn groan. Is this a thing here? Pawn follows the drill and passes out beers. “Part of the team building, bro, just go with it.” 
 
    I should run, but for some unspoken reason, I go along with his antics and sit on a stool. “I’ll go first.” Tank brags, “My B’s are in perfect order. My next B is a baby, although convincing Kat may take some effort. A task I’m up for.” He raises his eyebrows suggestively, then points his beer can to Axl. 
 
    He clears his throat, commanding the attention from the garage, as if there is anyone of importance. I look around and behind, just to be certain. Yep, no one is here. “Dana and Maddy are doing great. I even got her a motorized baby scooter. Working her up for a bigger bike as she grows. We’re on target.” 
 
    Are they kidding me with this bullshit? Another B. At least I’m getting a hang of this. Pawn looks at me apologetically and he gives his update. “Tami,” he pauses, “I’m going to ask her to be my Ol’ Lady and wife. She’s having my baby.” 
 
    Tank and Axl congratulate him and deliver back smacks. Just to think, I thought not long ago his life was one gigantic pile of shit. I even felt a little bad for prodding him to run after her, but he’s happy and fought for the life he wanted and got in the end. 
 
    “You’re happy settling down with her? It doesn’t worry you that you’ll lose them if you make a mistake?” 
 
    The brothers turn their attention to me and answer one by one. “I’m the only man on this earth that I want to look over them. It’s not a distraction. If anything, I work harder for them,” Tank comments. 
 
    “Without them, I wouldn’t be the man I am today. I would have stayed in the dark hole I was in after my dad died. My girls are everything. Not having them is the same as dying. As long as I am on this earth, we will be together,” Axl adds. 
 
    “I believed at one point it was better to be alone. But it was hell without her—before, during, and after prison. Until I believed in myself and what I deserved, I didn’t see the truth. Tami and Cash are a part of me, as I am them. I fought like hell for them. She’s the strength I look for when it storms,” Pawn finishes, and their testaments to their lives and experiences makes me think that maybe I could. 
 
    Tank shifts in his seat and holds my gaze. “Brother, we know you’ve been holding in your problems. We’re here for you. We’re a family. That’s what the garage is for, team building. We talk through our man shit, until we figure it out.” 
 
    Nodding, I think over their words. “I’m going to go think.” 
 
    “Take your time, Spider.” Axl holds his can up to salute, “Battle Born.” 
 
    “Only until you Battle,” I add. 
 
    Tank holds up his next and says, “Are you born.” 
 
    “Battle Born,” Pawn finishes. 
 
    After taking the last drink, I toss my empty can in the trash, then head back into my office. I think over their words and also what Blade said to me. During that time, I ignored any information on Jazzy and pushed aside my feelings. Shit got all fucked up and I need to know everything. Maybe it will help me piece things together and understand why things happened the way they did. 
 
    I scour through any records I can online and information I can dig up on her. There isn’t much personal information that I can find. The dates of her opening the tattoo shop. Scrolling through her media pages, she ignores most chats but posted a thank you to her clients at the beauty shop. She retired from doing hair. 
 
    One of her friends, Angela, asks if she’s feeling better. That strikes me as odd. After a few keystrokes, I log into her hospital records and my gut is punched with the news I read. She had a miscarriage. 
 
    I fly back in my chair and my hands are off the keyboard. They shake violently. Anger and betrayal threatens me to kill the bastard that knocked her up. How could she do this to me? By the dates of the report, it was close to when we were together. Seeing it confirms what I didn’t want to see—her end game was to get Kilo back in her arms and bed. She was clever and used me to get what she wanted. Played the sidelines until it worked out. White rage takes over all rational thought and I’m out of the building like a flash and down the freeway. If she hasn’t left yet, I will be shaking the truth out of her with my bare hands. She fucking lied to me and I want to hear the truth spill from her lips. Then I can move on and forget the woman I was protecting from afar. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    “Abuela,” I whine, “we need to hit the road before rush hour, or it’ll take us twice as long to get there.” No amount of complaining will get her to move faster. She doesn’t believe in rushing life, and being that she doesn’t visit here often, it’s a useless attempt on my part. I should grab a beer and just stay the night and head out early tomorrow morning. 
 
    “Quiet, mijita. I’m cooking for mis bebés.” She's been cooking enough food for an army of men, not two tiny people. But who am I to point that out? 
 
    “That smells delicioso.” I pick up Easton, one of Vegas’s twins, and walk him into the kitchen to take in the cinnamon and vanilla smell. “Say, arroz con leche, rice with milk.” 
 
    Little man tries to repeat the words after me. My heart swells at his misuse of the pronunciation. I plant a great big kiss on his chubby cheek until he squirms to get away from me. I understand Vegas a little more, and my abuela. Vegas spoils these kids rotten, and rightfully so after she lost her baby. I would do the same given the chance. Abuela always takes her time because these moments are the greatest gifts. I need to slow down and savor life more. 
 
    Gathering the boys, I set them at the table and Abuela spoons the rice pudding into their bowls. Vegas comes charging through the front door after one whiff of the food. “Oh my god, arroz con leche.” She dumps her bags on the floor and gives Abuela a big hug and kiss. “Te amo mucho, can you move in?” 
 
    Abuela bats her away, but the smile on her face is pure joy. “Come, mijita, feed my other little bebé.” She hands her a bowl and then one for me. The three of us join the boys at the table and we collectively groan. 
 
    “I can never make this exactly like her,” I complain. 
 
    “Me either.” 
 
    We scarf down our food and catch up on our day. What surprises me is the sound of a bike. Vegas looks at her phone. “That can’t be Blade.” She peers out the window and mumbles, “I’m guessing this one's for you.” 
 
    “What?” I get up from my seat and look out to find Spider fuming towards us. “Fuck, what now?” 
 
    “Mija!” Abuela scolds. 
 
    “Sorry!” I exclaim back. Spider bangs his fist harder than necessary and Vegas strolls to open the front door. 
 
    “Hello, can I interest you in a bowl of rice pudding?” 
 
    I bite my lip, stifling a laugh at her antagonistic comment. With the scowl he gave her, he could care less about a bowl of food. 
 
    “Jazz. I need to talk with her.” 
 
    “Please, come in and say hello to our grandmother.” She smiles and holds the door open for him to enter and the annoyance is written in his features, but he doesn’t dare to piss off Abuela. 
 
    “Hello, nice to see you again.” 
 
    “Buenas tardes. Hazla llorar y te cortaré,” Abuela comments before taking another bite. Spider looks at both of us before Vegas takes pity on him, joyfully. 
 
    “Make her cry and Abuela will cut you. Okay, pumpkin?” She bats her eyes at him. 
 
    “Noted,” he remarks with a snarl and heads in my direction. 
 
    Resigned, I headed out the kitchen and down the hallway to the room I stayed in last night. Shutting the door behind us, I brace myself for his temper and what he could have possibly been upset about now. 
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    Spider 
 
      
 
    Not a goddamn thing could calm down the fiery flames of temptation to kill the man who knocked her up. I get now why she brushed me off. At least she didn’t try to pin the kid on me. “Who the hell knocked you up?” I shout at her and she holds firm, her once passive face now turns guarded and cold. 
 
    “Why do you want to know?” she spits back at me. 
 
    “Did he at least take you to the hospital when you lost your baby?” 
 
    “No. He didn’t know about the baby.” 
 
    “Why in the fuck didn’t he know?” 
 
    “Because… that motherfucker called me while he was fucking another bitch on the other end. He was indisposed at that moment,” she growls and her face grows red holding back the rest. 
 
    Ice water could have doused my body and it wouldn’t compare to the chill wrapping itself around me. “Is that all you wanted to know? Yes, Spider, I was knocked up with your kid. You called and I lost the baby a couple of days later. So, no, I didn't bother you with those details.” She turns her back to me and stares out the window of the small room, glancing into the backyard. Her eyes blink rapidly with her chest taking in shallow breaths. “You don’t need to worry about it, it’s over.” 
 
    “None of this makes any sense, Jazz, none of it. Why didn’t you tell me that you were pregnant with my baby?” My teeth grind each word out. I didn’t want kids and I never thought I would have a woman in tow. I never saw my life with love and a wife. My life is hard and relentless, and I wouldn’t put that burden on anyone. As cruel as it can be alone, it’s harder when you add emotions into a world that wants to drag you helpless to your knees. 
 
    “It’s not like you were extra careful. You came on me and you screwed me without putting a condom on. How the hell would I know for sure? I was going to tell you, after I figured it out. I made sure Kilo knew we were done. I was planning a trip up here. With the shop opening, it wasn’t easy to find the time. I thought I had time, I wasn’t far along. The night you called, I just barely got home that night, ready to call you and tell you I was coming that weekend. It all just happened so fast. She was there, and then gone…” Jazzy holds her arms tight and her voice is whimsical, thinking about the future she thought she had in her grasp. 
 
    “After time, I let her go. She wasn’t meant for us. I’ve accepted that now. One day, maybe it will happen for me.” Slowly, she turns. “I don't expect anything from you. You don’t have to even say anything. Now, you know.” Her face is strong with determination to hold herself up. 
 
    More than anything, I want to touch her, feel her skin, and worship her for her sacrifice. But my emotions shut down. I can’t move past the wall that she built with her words. I wasn’t prepared for this. I wasn’t the father in my head. We were going to fight this out and then move past this, but this… I don't know what to do with this. 
 
    The walls close in as the memories of the past start to cave in on me. Burying my brother and then Solo, it was all my fault. They died because I couldn’t protect them. Jazzy miscarried my kid because I’m that motherfucker that did that to her. 
 
    My voice cracks, “How do you know it was a girl?” 
 
    She shrugs her shoulders, “I only know what I feel. She was a part of me. It just… felt right.” 
 
    Shame forces me to look away. I can’t do this. I can’t be here. It's hard to inhale. My hands shake and the anxiety crawls at my throat, choking me. Before I understand what’s happening, my hand rips the door open, slamming it against the wall. The faces in the living room are a blur. 
 
    Once the fresh air hits my nostrils, I can exhale and take in a full breath again. My leg swings over my bike and the last thing I remember was one of Vegas’s twins waving goodbye to me from the window. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    On the freeway, I speed as fast as possible. The past is chasing me down like a rabid beast looking to claim my soul for the evil things I’ve done. They want their blood as payment for the sins I have committed against my brothers. The guilt claws at me, wanting to drag me down to the depths of their hell to bury me once and for all. 
 
    I welcome it. 
 
    Cars honk at me as I cut them off. I could give a fuck. They don’t matter to me at all. Memories flash before me of Jason’s then Solo's faces. All of their blood is on my hands, including the baby. My baby. 
 
    I tried. 
 
    Solo died because I didn’t catch them sneaking up on the feed. 
 
    He lost his life because I was looking up what Jazzy was doing and not my job. 
 
    To this day and even at his funeral, I held it all. All the guilt and agony I deserved. I carry this mistake on my back and no one else's. A truck swerves right and barely misses me. My tires screech as I fight for control. I think for a split second, I should let it all go. The pain would stop, and I could sleep again. 
 
    Jazzy’s face comes to mind, then the boy at the window waving goodbye. My fists clenched tighter and my arms flex, holding on. Car horns blare and I manage to slow down and pull over to the side of the road. My muscles give way and I fall over the gas tank. Catching my breath, I clench my eyes shut and try to control the rapid beat of my heart. 
 
    I start to gag. Vomit pushes itself up in my throat. Quickly, I jump off my bike and hold onto my knees as I puke on the side of the road. Once my stomach is empty, I take out my phone to have a prospect come get my bike before I kill someone on the road. But there’s a text from Blade. Pawn, Tami and Cash were pulled over, then Pawn was beaten within an inch of his life before Cash was kidnapped. The Prez wants my ass back STAT. 
 
    I type back a reply that I’m on my way. All this shit, again, my fault. My life be damned, I jump on my bike and race to the clubhouse just in time to leave with the MC to go hunt down the men who took one of our own. 
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    Miles away from home, we catch up to the men responsible, our Prez up front leading the pack of wolves ready to kill. A truck leads us into the desert far away from humanity into Death Valley. Chaos erupts as a truck slams into the lead truck in the caravan of their captures. Dust floats through the air and we charge forward, ready to engage in war. 
 
    By the time we catch up to Blade and Tank, the men responsible are dead, except one. Each one of us jumped from our bikes, joining in the retribution. Tank takes a crying Cash to the SUV and is gone just as quickly as he arrived. At least the boy survived. Beating the man with their fists, raising my boot, I used all my strength to stomp on the face that threatened to take something from us. The face of our enemy. 
 
    The man’s face is bloody and unrecognizable. He doesn’t even appear to be breathing, but he is. We tie him up and toss him like trash into the rock crawler truck Saint drove. A few men stay behind with our bikes, but I jump in and head out deeper into the desert. He’s dragged from the truck and through the sand before we shred the man's clothes away with our blades. Water is doused on his face before he wakes and realizes that he’s staked to the hot sand. It’s hot enough to fry his flesh. The heat emits from the surface in waves. He winces from the burns from both the sun and the sand he lays on top of. 
 
    We knew someone was watching us, the club, we just didn’t know who until today. He confesses that he was looking for revenge. Tami stole a diamond from him and then we inadvertently rescued her from being sold in the sex trade. He wanted his money and revenge for what happened years ago. 
 
    We had no idea that Tami went and talked with her old friend who was kidnapped with her back then. She sold Tami out for payback. Tami never endured the horrific things she did, so she blamed her. All of this for money. I never saw this coming. Greedy fucks. 
 
    The Prez tortures the information out of him with a scorpion before carving the word ‘THIEF’ into his bloody and bruised chest. Cuervo heads our way, the heels of his cowboy boots sinking into the sand. But what he holds sends a shiver up my spine. A rattlesnake hisses as he carries it, holding onto his head with one hand as the body coils around his arm, rattling, warning Cuervo there is death behind his bite. 
 
    The man blubbers with an intense fear of what’s to come. Snot and tears mix in with the blood running from his nose and eyes. “No, just shoot me!” 
 
    Cuervo kneels next to the man, reciting the Prayer of the Holy Death, “La Santa Muerte, grant us your protection.” The snake hisses and Cuervo brings the fangs to the man’s flesh at his leg and the venom seeps into his body. The screams of terror would bring a lesser man to his knees, but not the men of Battle Born. 
 
    Cuervo pulls the snake away and holds it steady to a rock on the desert floor. Taking his machete out he brings the weapon down. Cutting the head from the body, tossing the head next to the thief. Cuervo then cuts off the rattle and pockets it. Silently, he walks off into the desert alone. 
 
    The Prez takes a picture of the struggling man before walking over to me and Cowboy. “Stay with him. If he lives long enough, let the coyotes finish the job. Then burn and bury him.” His words sound like venom. It's hard to tell if it's just me or the situation, but I know that I let my Prez down. How could I not? I didn’t stop them in time. He wanted a location and I wasn’t fast enough. My job is to keep everyone safe and that, along with my brother, will be my regrets. I’ll never forget and I’ll work harder to never fail again. 
 
    Pulling out a few shovels from the truck, I get to work digging a grave that will be his resting place for eternity. Sweat pours down my back. I feel lightheaded but stay on task, drinking water from the gallon jugs left in the truck. After the pit is dug, I gather the dead sagebrush and wait, wishing the fucker would die already. I will do exactly as Blade said, nothing less. 
 
    Night falls, and as the Prez predicted, the coyotes came out and gnawed at the man's flesh. We sit yards away and listen to the howls and dog fights over the corpse. When we hear the last of the gargled noise from the quiet man, we aim our guns and shoot toward the coyotes, scaring them off. 
 
    Cowboy and I roll the man in and pour gasoline on him before dropping a match and lighting up the night sky. The whole circumstance was ironic, being left out here with Cowboy. Blade did that on purpose. If we go back without making amends, he will continue to punish us. He must sense the same thing. “You know, if I would have known you cared for her, I would have backed off. None of us really know what you want, brother.” 
 
    “It was hard because I didn’t know myself. It’s just that, it’s her.” 
 
    “I’ll hold back. If you waste it, then know that she is free,” he reasons. 
 
    Nodding is my confirmation. Words don’t need to be said. Cowboy is right—I either claim her or set her free to be loved. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    My heart feels like glass. I never wanted to tell Spider about the baby we lost because I knew it would hurt him. I didn’t want to feel responsible for it and now I do. Is it really all mine though? Some things can’t be avoided. We can’t be shielded from what is meant to happen. I convince myself that letting him run out that door was the right thing to do. More than anything, I wish we could share our pain together. You can’t hold onto someone who wants to be alone. 
 
    Until now, I didn’t understand Spider, why he kept me at arm’s length. He is me. It’s easier to stay in a place that’s safe. Close enough to not feel so alone and far enough that it’s not so lonely. My past is proof of that. I don’t want that for myself anymore. Because I care deeply for him, I make a note to call and check on him later. It can be his choice to lean on me or not. For him, I will open a healing wound to help him past his. 
 
    My fingers trail across my chest and an idea comes to mind and I smile. I text Blade, I need a tattoo. Meet me later? 
 
    Setting my phone down, I hear a commotion in the living room and then Vegas urgently calls for me. Jogging back into her living room, I find her ashen face. “Pawn, Tami, and Cash were followed. Pawn was beaten and they took Cash.” Gone is the urgency, replaced with a loss of hope. The words are barren of emotion. Her fear has been taken over by the news. 
 
    My body goes limp and I fall into the couch with my head in my hands. Not this. There has been enough tragedy. The room falls into silence before Abuela breaks it. “Mijita.” Both Vegas and I look up at the same time, and Abuela smiles warmly. “We don’t know the outcome, sí? Light a candle and let's pray.” 
 
    Vegas pulls out a box of matches from the wood stove mantel and lights the three white candles there. The three of us hold hands while Abuela prays for the family to be reunited. “Creo en Dios, Padre Todopoderoso…” She states that we believe in God and asks for him to protect them. It’s hard for me to believe in her words that she has so much trust in her faith, when I have had so little myself. However, I can’t help but to pray with her and hold onto hope myself. 
 
    She releases our hands to touch her forehead, chest, then shoulder to shoulder before picking up the golden cross laying at her chest. Abuela places a kiss to it, whispering to the dead family that has passed on to protect our family. Her husband, Jenn’s mother, Kat’s mother, Mad Max, and Solo. What killed me was when she looked at me and said, “Y tu papa, he watches over you, mijita, and tu bebé is safe with him.” 
 
    Tears well in my eyes and I can’t look away from the love and understanding in her sweet brown eyes. The lifeline to my angel who has gone to Heaven. Swallowing past a boulder in my throat, I blink and a tear falls. Abuela’s soft, wrinkled hand wipes it away. “I don’t know why he takes them, but he does. What is important is what we choose to do with the outcome. Find love, even though the love you had was taken. Keep it growing.” 
 
    Vegas grabs my hand and squeezes tight. Holding onto my heart at her reaction, I squeeze back and do the same to Abuela. Vegas grabs her other hand and the three of us find strength together. “What do we do now?” I ask her. 
 
    Abuela’s light shines brighter in her gaze. “Vamanos. We go to the clubhouse. No use to sit around here. We have a family to fight for.” 
 
    To do what, I’m not sure, but I get her meaning—strength in numbers. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Vegas left to take care of Tami at the hospital. Blade was happy that we took the twins to the clubhouse where they’re safe until he returns. The Ol’ Ladies gathered around Abuela as she instructed us all what needed done. Plenty of food was made and just in time for when Pawn and Tami came back. The two of them held onto each other like their lives depended on it. They do. 
 
    The minutes ticked by but they felt like weeks. Everyone was holding their breaths for any updates. Kat was locked up in the office that Spider was usually in. She refused any food but asked for coffee. We did our best to keep the clubhouse alive with hope. The crowning moment was when Tank came home with Cash. The relief was like a tidal wave. Not a person didn’t drop hundreds of pounds of weight at the sight. 
 
    Watching the reunion of the three of them was the most amazing, thrilling experience I’ve ever encountered. My parents had love, but to watch Pawn and Tami hold on to their family, their love, was a miracle. One that I dream for and want for myself. 
 
    The stressed faces and exhausted bodies pile in and the relief they see at the food is comforting. I envy my grandmother. Her losses have been great, but here she stands as a staple for her family, a calling that she takes great pride in. There is only one of her and suddenly I fear the loss of her, what that would be like. I hate it. She must sense me and winks at me. Suddenly, I want to be her—smart, strong, and full of love. All the pretenses I had before to be strong and independent, gone. I need my family more than any other ambitions in life. 
 
    Now that Cash is home safe, my time is up. I need to get home to my business and Fuego is worried about his mom being gone. He wants her in his care, or more importantly, he hates sharing her because she takes care of them. I can’t blame him one bit. 
 
    “You ready to go home?” I ask Abuela and give her a hug. 
 
    “Sí. Vamanos.” 
 
    Looking around, I can’t find Spider or Cowboy anywhere. Where is my lost man? Spider, are you okay? I wonder, and feel deep down to my bones that a small piece of me will always be claimed by that man. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    Cowboy and I ride home at dawn with an understanding between us. For now, Jazzy is mine. I realize this is true with all men, the instinct to take something so beautiful and claim it as their own. I will have a piece of her no matter what. What is hard to know is how will I make her happy? Jazzy let me go because she believed I didn’t want her. I needed her so bad, but our timing was off. As much as I hated it, we both needed the time to work our lives out. The way I went about it was wrong, but I can’t look back. Now, she is ready for more in her life and I can’t blame her for wanting what her cousins and friends have in theirs. Someone to come home to. To have her back, a family. 
 
    The road provides the lulling speed, not only for the ride but to think. My mind processes what has happened. The tie between us that can never be broken—our daughter. If I had never met her, it would never have happened. All this drama stirred between us like a tornado would have never come about. We created a beautiful disaster. When it’s good, it’s great, and when we go to war, it’s bad. 
 
    Jazzy said that she was tired of the fighting and wanted a good life. What she is wrong about is she’s fighting for herself, for a family that doesn’t even exist yet. Jazzy isn’t tired, she’s smart and knows what's worth fighting for, and isn’t scared to do it. She threw me away because some part of her knew she needed to trust herself before she could ever attempt to care for anyone again. Jazzy threw herself on the flames to protect me from spiraling out of control. All the while, she was hurting and held herself together. 
 
    There’s only one way to get us to where we are going and that is in the same city together. The long-distance relationship isn’t working. We never could get us off the ground because we were too focused on surviving in the world we live in apart. Am I prepared to leave my life or for her to leave Sacramento? Asking her to do that wouldn’t happen. Jazzy opened her business and she is closer to her mother in California. 
 
    All these thoughts swirl around, the biggest one being, what do I want. Seeing how close Pawn had come to losing his son but didn’t, the man would fight to his death for us and them. All this time, haven’t I been doing that already? I hate the idea of another man coming to her and having a baby with her. Something rooted deep in me once we had each other and once my baby was inside her. 
 
    Jazzy belongs to me and me alone. 
 
    I hit the throttle and propel my bike at breakneck speed through the fiery heat of the empty dessert. Every mile that I get closer, it cements in my life what will happen. The web I will have to spin to capture the heart of the woman that I broke and shoved aside. I’ll make it impossible for her to tell me no. I want her. The family that she pictures and the peace she sees in the arms of the man she trusts. I believe in her dreams because she has caught me in her own web. Jazzy has claimed me and she doesn’t even know what is coming yet. 
 
    Skidding into the compound, I rush inside, hoping to find her there. Would she wait for me? Even though it’s a stretch, I still hope. The quiet tells me otherwise. I check the extra rooms and deflate when I find Pawn at the bar alone. 
 
    “Did Jazzy leave back to Sacramento, do you know?” He sips his coffee, ignoring my question, then pushes a stool out with his foot. The brother looks like hell. Bruises cover his ribs and face. The swelling is so bad that his eyes are barely open. His arm is in a cast in a sling at his chest. He did it for his son and Tami. The war he has fought to get here is indescribable. I can't believe there was a time I ever felt sorry for him. He never deserved that. I was wrong, he deserves my respect and more. 
 
    “Tell me what happened out there. Every. Fuckin’. Detail.” His voice is raspy with hate and revenge. Pouring myself a whiskey, I tell him the entire story, to the man’s agonizing last moments of being eaten alive, burned, then buried. He nods his head. “Thank you, brother.” 
 
    Bowing my head, I hate his thanks. “I didn’t earn it from you. I’m sorry I let you down and Cash was taken. I’m sorry…” The confession that is about to leave my lips is the hardest. “It’s my fault that Solo died. I should have been more aware, and it slipped past me. His death is on me.” 
 
    I wait for his words of hatred, for his fist to rain down on me for the hell I have caused. It never comes and I look up. Pawn doesn’t flinch or move before he whispers, “It’s not your fault. They had that attack planned to perfection. They wanted Kat’s son and Solo chose to protect him. It doesn’t matter to me what you were doing that day. Our lives are our own. Don’t be so selfish to own every circumstance here. You do your part, but you’re not God. Do better and forgive yourself. No one here blames you.” 
 
    His words crush my insides. The torture I placed on myself for his death was holding me captive. I don’t know how to let it go yet, but I want to. I want to be free of the burden. Maybe I’ll never fully heal or forget. I just hope it gets easier. “You look worse than me,” he smirks. “Go get some sleep.” 
 
    “Thanks, Pawn. You’re a man that I respect. One that I proudly stand with.” I chug back the rest of the booze and set the glass down. 
 
    “Now I know you’re sleep deprived. Go to bed before you say something you might regret.” 
 
    Lightly slapping his back, I leave and drag my tired legs down the hallway and collapse into my bed. 
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    “I’m requesting a transfer to the Sacramento Chapter,” I said, standing before Blade in his office. I watch his astonished face raise. 
 
    “What the FUCK for?” He doesn’t sound happy at all by request. 
 
    “I need some space from here for a while” is all I’m prepared to give. 
 
    Blade sits back in his chair and looks me over as if I can give the answers by my presence. “What’s going on here, Spider, that you want to leave your brothers for? I know something has been going on with you. We’ve all seen it, but you hide, so we can’t help you with it.” 
 
    “I’ve been a shit show for a while. I haven’t been able to get past Solo’s death. I need some space to clear my head. It’s like I can’t see past it as my fault. If I fuck it all up again, who will die this time? I can’t sleep at night and work monitoring the feeds that I haven’t missed. I need to step away.” 
 
    His eyes squint and take in my confession for a few moments. “First, it wasn’t your fault. If it’s anyone’s, it’s mine. You don’t get to take that on your own. Second, you’re bullshitting me for the real reason. What is it? You would never walk away from your brothers.” 
 
    “It’s part of it. The biggest is Jazz. It’s never going to work between us when we are constantly so far apart. I fucked up and I need to earn her trust back. I can’t do that from here.” I stop before I decide to trust him with the rest. “Jazz lost our baby she was carrying right after I fucked up with her. If I don’t go, she’ll never come back.” 
 
    “I’m never going to like this. I’ll give Fuego a call and let him know to make room for you at his table.” 
 
    I could be completely wrong, but for the first time in a long time, it feels right. Walking out of his office, I head to my room to pack a bag and start planning. 
 
    It’s time I claimed my woman. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    PART 2 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 22 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    My phone beeped with a missed call from Abuela. I inwardly groaned and called her back. She informed me there is a new member of the club, and there will be a party tonight to welcome him. That’s why she wanted me to call, so she could confirm my attendance. Abuela also requested my help cooking, which is complete bullshit. I play along because it’s her and I promised not to be so distant. I grew up there with my dad and tíos. No way could I stay away forever. I may as well bring in my reinforcement, so I text Angie. 
 
      
 
    Me: Club party, pick you up at 4. 
 
    Angie: Fooook yea! See you laters, babe. 
 
      
 
    Sighing, I wonder who this new club member could be. Probably someone affiliated with one of the sister chapters, and I would bet even from the Las Vegas chapter. I haven’t met too many of them from their clubhouse. It should be interesting. Angie is always up for a party at the clubhouse. I used to be, but with the past still lurking around me, I’m not that enthusiastic to be reminded of those memories. When it is a family party I love being there. It’s when the partying kicks up I leave. It reminds me of the uglier ones    Kilo created a dark shadow over. I’m not in a place where I want to hook-up or start up anything with a member of the club. With Abuela insisting I be there makes me suspicious with her scheming a new guy for me. I’ll be polite and show then haul ass out of there. 
 
    My focus is moving forward and not living in past. To do that, I’ve been making changes, and have been watching the real estate market. Maybe I could buy a house for myself. A change of scenery would be good. It’s going to take me months of saving though since I’ve drowned all my savings into my business. I’ve also been thinking I should start meeting new people. Angie would go out to bars to meet new guys we haven’t been around. I’m just not ready for that part, getting to know them and being open to trusting them. Hell no. So a new house it is. After marking a few of my favorites, I close my laptop and set up for my next tattoo appointment. 
 
    It’s not only a new tattoo but from one of my favorite people. Outside my office, the door dings and Vegas and Blade stand in the entryway. We are close in age and she has always felt like the sister I never had. Blade’s gaze scans the shop and nods at the setup. I take a little pride in that because Blade works hard and is meticulous in nature. Vegas spots me coming toward them and waves before she elbows Blade. 
 
    “You’re a little early today. I wasn’t expecting you for another half an hour,” I comment on my way. Not that I’m complaining. Were they already in town? 
 
    Blade and Vegas follow me to my room while looking around. “It’s a very sweet shop. Too bad you never wanted to take me up on my offer to work for me in Reno,” Blade taunts. He’s asked me about a thousand times to work for him. 
 
    “I wanted to open this place for Dad. Mom told me he was saving to open his own. I guess you could say it's our place.” I move around the room, grabbing the supplies Blade will need for my tattoo. Handing him the stencil I want, I ask, “What brings you to town anyway?” I thought I would have to meet him in Reno for an appointment. 
 
    “We had to meet with Fuego. It worked out to come here since I couldn’t do your tattoo before you had to leave.” 
 
    “Plus,” Vegas adds, “I couldn’t be happier to come visit. The kids are with my mom and dad for the weekend.” 
 
    Blade looks over the drawing, a simple heart outline over the initial A. He doesn’t ask why, just, “Where are we sticking it?” 
 
    Sliding the gray and white flannel from my arms, I sit in the chair and point to my left wrist. He straddles the small seat beside me and rolls on a pair of gloves. He spreads a cool ointment on my skin, then presses the drawing to transfer it. “You want to look at it?” he questions, scooting back. 
 
    “No.” Shaking my head, I keep my focus straight ahead. Today was hard to wake up and think about her. I’m holding in the hurricane of emotions that want to be set free. I want to see it when it’s done. “I trust you and I don’t want to look at it just yet.” Moisture fills my vision. Rapidly, I blink away the tears. When the machine springs to life and the sound echoes, I start to relax. The sting of the needle is a therapy I desperately needed. The pain in my heart will always be there, permanently with me and never forgotten. But like the tattoo, I will heal. 
 
    It doesn’t take him long. The tattoo is all black with minimal shading, just how I want it, something close to my dad’s black heart on his chest and the initial A for my angel. My little girl is in heaven with him. Blade wipes it clean with green soap. The sting from it is a finishing touch to a moment so bittersweet, I will never forget it. “Thank you,” I whisper. Getting ink is so personal, and I couldn’t ask just anyone to do it. Some bonds we share with people are too raw to expose ourselves to. 
 
    “You’re welcome.” Blade pats my shoulder and rolls back. “It’s the least I could do after everything you’ve done for us along the way.” What I appreciated more than anything was that he was quiet. He doesn't ask me anything and lets the ink do its magic. It is mine, one I needed for myself. 
 
    Vegas raises her head from the book she was reading off her phone. “Are you ready for a drink?” 
 
    “Now more than ever.” Having her here was perfect. It’s like old times when we got into trouble, but my life feels completely changed. The person I am today is different. Having her here is refreshing. Some people never leave or walk out of your life. You grow together as one and are better for it. Seeing her and Blade together is a gift and one I hope to have for myself someday. 
 
    “Meet you at the clubhouse soon,” she confirms before leaving. 
 
    “Right behind you, prima.” Sliding my flannel back on, I stand before the mirror in my room, look over the small tattoo, and smile. She claimed my heart and is always with me. Always. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 23 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    If you would have told me a year ago that I would be standing here, in the Sacramento Battle Born clubhouse as a new chapter member, I would have told you to fuck off. Here I stand nonetheless, taking in the members, their Ol’ Ladies, and the club bitches off to the side. None of them are keeping their side glances to a minimum, in fact, most of them are openly staring. 
 
    I keep the scowl on my face at their blatant disrespect. It’s my first day, so I work hard at not being too big of an asshole. I have one goal in mind here and she is not here, yet. 
 
    “Hola, mijo.” Abuela slides a beer in front of me with a wide smile. “She will be here any minute now. Espere, hold on.” She pats my hand and turns toward the room. Abuela notices the same thing I did moments ago. Placing both hands on her hips, she scolds, “Por mi santa madre, what are you staring at? ¡Qué la chingada! Mind your own business!” The room collectively whips their heads around, starting to mind their own damn business. Shit, I think Abuela likes me and must really want me to stay. She walks off into the kitchen mumbling about not wanting another one to leave her. I assume she’s talking about Jazz moving to Nevada. I doubt that will ever happen—I moved here for a reason. 
 
    A hand lands on my back and a chuckle erupts from the man who slides into the seat next to me. “Well, mi madre favors you. She usually doesn’t cuss out an entire room with ‘qué la chingada’.” Fuego, the Prez of this chapter, sits next to me. Then his VP, Ghost, sits next to him. “We got your request to join our chapter.” He stalls, grabbing his own beer. “It still needs to go to vote. Ese tipo,” he points a beer towards the man known as Kilo, the motherfucker I want to kill for touching Jazz, “that guy will not make this transition easy for you. ¿Sabes? You understand? The rest should be bueno.” He can try to make it hard for me, but it won’t work, and if he dares make a move on her, I’ll slice his fucking throat. 
 
    Taking a drink of his beer, he leaves the rest to Ghost. “I’m not sure how long you plan on living here, pero, bienvenido a la vida aquí. Welcome.” 
 
    “I’m here for as long as I’m needed.” I assure them I’m committed. Truth is, all I need is Jazz on board with us, and I’ll never leave. As much as I like this MC, it doesn’t matter which chapter I’m at ‘cause it wouldn’t be home without her in it. 
 
    “Tequila then, yes?” Fuego phrases it as a question, but the prospect clearly hears it as a request. He pours a tray full of shots before passing the rest of the bottle over the bar to us. The tray is passed around. Once everyone has a shot raised, he begins his toast. “To our brother. ¡Salud!” 
 
    Tossing back the alcohol out of respect, I allow the burn to wake up my senses, but it’s nothing compared to the burn of the dark eyes that collide with mine. My mouth stings with the remnants of the alcohol and the stark reminder of the past. Jazzy’s brunette hair hangs down her side in long thick curls. Gone is the color and is now the same deep tones. A change from before. My tongue sneaks out to lick the remaining tequila from my lips and for the curvy woman in front of me. I would give her the same attention, given the chance to taste her again. That’s right, sweet cheeks, Daddy’s home. 
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    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    Holy mother of fucking shit! 
 
    Spider stands in the main room of the clubhouse and my chest feels tight with dreaded anxiety. I waltzed in thinking I could appease Abuela and then get home, in and out. But the gods have thrown a major curveball my way. Am I happy, excited, pissed, or worried about what this means? In the split three seconds it takes for me to figure out who the new member is, it is the same three seconds that alter my life. 
 
    “That’s him, isn’t it?” Angie gloats happily next to me. “Yep, that cocky but sexy as hell smirk he’s giving you says it all.” She waves toward him. Spider doesn’t acknowledge her but intently keeps his dark, beautifully destructive intentions on me. 
 
    “I don’t know what this means,” I stutter to Angie. “What do I do?” 
 
    “Introduce your friend. It’s rude.” She nudges me forward and my feet drag along as if they were hundred-pound bricks. I don’t even have to make introductions because she’s all too happy to jump headfirst into my dilemma like a true friend only can. “Angie,” she peps with an extended hand. Spider shakes her hand briefly. “As charming as you are, we have work to do in the kitchen.” She begins to drag me away, but Spider’s grip on my other arm stops me in my tracks. 
 
    “I’m taking you home. Don’t get any ideas,” Spider demands clearly. I’ve missed his voice. The low grit to it when he speaks just for me to hear. His meaning is crystal clear—not to disappear like I have in the past. My heart flutters in my chest with hope, but I tamp that down quickly. Yes, we do need to talk. I also need to keep focused on what’s best for me and my future. 
 
    “I’ll wait.” I chance a glance up and find his face, which went from tight to relaxed in a matter of moments. I was serious when I said I was done with the tug-of-war between us. Doesn’t mean I’ll jump into his bed either. Moderation. I got this shit. 
 
    His fingers drag down my arm, not really wanting to let me go, but he does. In the corner, Kilo shoots daggers at our connection. Tingles of awareness and pain shoots up my spine. When did he get out? I can’t stand to be in the same room with him. Disgust and hatred rolls through my stomach. I will kill him if he gets within ten feet of me. Angie follows my gaze and pushes me in front of her. “Don’t worry. I’m not leaving your side. We’ll figure this out. Take a big breath, and don’t let him shake you.” 
 
    My whole body screams with adrenaline, wanting to flee. Angie and I meet Abuela in the kitchen to find that she doesn’t need help at all. “I knew he was getting out, pero mija, we have to show him you won't run. You stay in here with me, yes?” She wraps me up in her arms and whispers, “The worst is over. You trust me?” 
 
    “Always, Abuela,” I croak back. 
 
    “Bueno. Then you show him the woman you are. Más fuerte. Be very strong and he won’t win. Be a warrior, mija, and he will not touch you.” I can’t help but feel she is giving me a message without saying the words. The inclination comes over me that Spider is my protector. This confuses me, but like all things with Abuela, the cryptic messages will make sense in the end. I will trust her. Her touch is enough to expel the feeling of terror that wreaked havoc over my body moments ago. 
 
    Clearing my throat, I pull away and look around her perfectly cooked and cleaned kitchen. “How surprising, you have it all done.” I mock my surprise and place a hand on my hip, giving her a pointed stare. 
 
    “Mijita, I just need your help taking these out. It’s a big night. I didn’t know how busy I would be. It turned out good, no?” She holds her mischievous grin, proud of her meddling. 
 
    “I’m not even going to scold you for what we both know is the truth here, Abuela. I’m not so hopeful that Spider cares for me like you think. I have had bad luck. I need some time.” 
 
    “¿Para qué? To get old and lonely like me? No. You need un hombre fuerte, a strong honorable man. You never picked those, that’s why I—” She abruptly stops herself. 
 
    “Why you’re being nosy and butting in? What did you do, Abuela?” I add in. 
 
    Angie laughs, picking up a taquito and jamming it into her mouth, watching us. Abuela makes an exaggerated huff, “I’m always nosy and I haven’t done anything… yet. It’s never bothered you before. Now, cálmese. Go take these trays out to the tables.” She shoos us out of her kitchen with the food. 
 
    The second the food touches the tables, the line has already started to grab plates and pile on their food. One thing I have always respected is that women get a plate for their men out of love. It’s a shared task and the brothers will grab a plate for their Ol’ Ladies, like Fuego does now for his wife, Cindy. She is too busy with Vegas and the twins to do much else, so he pitches in and takes care of his family. 
 
    Watching them, I didn’t see it at first, the man who was watching me. My lungs squeeze painfully, and the air is caught in my throat. Spider sits at the bar as he normally does—alone. It hurts because at one time I thought maybe we could have these things. Possibilities that he stole with what he did. Awkwardly, I give him a small smile and wave, lifting my hand up to my side before it falls, though he doesn’t return. His posture is too pensive for such small gestures, but I don’t know how to start to move forward amicably. Rambling thoughts filter through my head. Why would he leave Reno and come here? Most of all, why is he watching me as if he hasn’t seen me before? His eyes roam over my face as if he can read the truth that lies inside my head, truth that not even I have allowed myself to confront. How does he do that? 
 
    It is a side of him he hasn’t shared with me, openly showing me interest, and it’s unnerving. The act is more intimate than the times we’ve been alone. The girl I once was is gone. There was a time when the younger version of me believed that love conquers all. Now, the woman in me believes in loving people who love you back as fiercely as you do. That is why I turn my back on him and the room to find a quiet place, alone. Love and trust go hand-in-hand, and Spider has not earned either of those two things from me. I promised myself to be selfish with what matters most, and I plan on doing just that. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 24 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    I see the softness of her gaze while watching the Prez and his family. In that moment, her walls were down, and it feels like I’m looking directly into her soul. Jazzy was full of passion and wings before, unattainable and free. I thought it was because she didn’t want a relationship, and that served me well. Now, I can see how our baby has changed her. Her gaze is more thoughtful while she watches the room. She stops to think of not only her actions but of those around her, assessing what their small movements mean and how they relate to her. Jazzy now understands the woman she has been hiding away from the world and from herself. She knows exactly what she wants—a family. 
 
    I’ll fully admit, I’m a selfish bastard to take up her time not knowing what could happen between us. She may be looking for someone better than me. I’m greedy and I want to steal her away for myself, and fuck, if I don’t know how wrong that sounds. But I can’t stop the pull to find out what we could be together. I could mess this up even more than I did before. But like an asshole, I want her anyway. A better man would stay away, but I know I’m not. 
 
    My moment arrives when Jazz gets up from her table and starts to gather her drunk friend. Snake swoops in and takes the keys from Angie, playfully tapping her nose with his fingers. Angie, the hopeless flirt, flings an arm around his body, grabs a handful of his ass behind everyone’s backs, and agrees to her “ride”. He shakes his head at her. “You ready, Jazz?” 
 
    Before she can answer him, I’m up and eating the distance between us. “She promised me a few moments of her time. I’ll give her a ride home.” 
 
    Fuego’s old eyes crinkle and Ghost mutters, “Fuck me, now I get it.” It’s low enough that only his wife and I can hear it. Resting my hand on her lower back, I lead Jazzy through the crowd. Possessively, I take her with me because she’s mine. I’ve watched all the men around the room and Gringo had his eyes locked on her. He could be a problem. How much of a problem will be up to him. Gringo needs to know now why I’m here. I don’t have a problem staking my claim on Jazzy. 
 
    The gathering is crowded and it becomes difficult trailing behind her. Gringo reaches for her, clearly not seeing me closing in. Before he can get his hands on her, I tug her back by her belt loop and tuck her into my side. My arm snakes around her body, making it very clear she is with me. Jazzy’s feet stutter as she turns into my body, her hand resting on my chest. For a moment, our eyes lock and a small smile stretches across her gorgeous, plump lips. 
 
    Gringo’s brows raise and he drops his arm. With his chin up, he steps back. He quickly recognizes the history and chemistry between us. Acknowledging our familiar, comfortable touch, he backs off. I take in Jazz’s heat, instantly warming a part of me that welds my broken parts together. Missing the feel of her flesh and scent, recognition creates an ache from within. She is my home. We are nudged forward by the weight of the crowd. Our moment is pushed aside in order to keep moving along through the rest of the crowd. 
 
    It’s then that she finds Gringo watching us and puts together what I did. Jazzy scowls briefly at me over her shoulder and continues until her foot touches the wood on the patio. She gives me a good shove with all her strength but doesn’t move me an inch. “Spider, what the fuck is wrong with you?” she tries to demand, wanting to hold to me at arm’s length. 
 
    I could give a damn about the scene she’s making. Good, they can all know that we’re lovers and Jazzy is mine. Pushing her up against the wall, I take her jaw into my hand and pin her with my hips. My other hand is next to her head, holding me just a whisper away. “You won’t push me away until I’ve had my way with you. At least give me that much.” I take her lips, stealing any words she wants to spew at me and stealing the kiss I wanted at first sight earlier. 
 
    Heat ignites up my spine. The same chemistry we always share igniting and coming back to life. Her body and soul are a slave for mine. She needs me just as much as I need her. There is nothing here in this life for us without this; without each other. We are a match. 
 
    Jazzy fights against my body as her palms shove at my shoulders. Her teeth sink into my flesh, biting until she draws blood. The coppery tang of blood explodes in our mouths. Jazzy calms down when I loosen my hold and touch her with reverence. Her tongue sneaking out to lick over the wound. I moan and her hands pull me closer this time. She craves devotion and intimacy and it all clicks, how she needs to be loved. How much she has changed, how we both have. The destruction and chaos is gone. In its place is the calm and endearing lover seeking a match. 
 
    It can’t happen here and not now, and I pull us apart. “Take me home, Jazz.” Voicing my intention to be clear. Take me with her, my home.  My hand takes hers, and I gently tug her along after me whether she was ready for this or not. It’s happening. She shattered my resolve to be alone and all that was left in me was her. Jazzy, one way or another, will come to understand it’s easier to give me what we both need then for me to take it. We did that before and I nearly killed us both. 
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    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    On the back of Spider’s bike, it’s as close to Heaven on Earth an old school biker girl like me could get. My dreams were made on the back of one of these. From the time I was little and would ride with my dad and uncles, it seemed possible. I dreamed of a man who would claim me as his. It’s very tempting to open myself up to Spider. The craving to do right by myself is greater. I try to convince myself I can keep him at a distance until he goes back to Reno. That way, I can move on when he’s gone. Him coming here is playing dirty and we both know it. Each mile that passes, with each inhale of his aftershave, makes it even harder to not want to claim him for myself. 
 
    In my mind, I think of the reasons I should hate him. All of them, including him fucking other women and that helps to sour the hormones lighting up my libido for him. Every turn, I remember being alone, him not giving a shit to talk to me, and just casting me away. I remember it all because now he wants us, and I am going to remind him why it didn’t work. 
 
    He pulls over and I push off as quickly as possible. His touch is a searing reminder of who else has touched his body. He may not have been mine, but it still stung, nonetheless. Jamming my keys into the lock, I let us in, throw my bag to the table, and whip around. 
 
    “What do you want from me?” I demand, and hell yes, I’m picking a fight on purpose. Getting myself caught in Spider’s web again will only break me a second time. I’m not giving myself away anymore. I’m not a thirsty bitch for just any man’s attention or time. 
 
    “That’s how you want this to go?” A small smirk plays at his lips as he advances on me. 
 
    “Yes! You’ve been ordering me around like I’m yours, Spider, and I’m not. Not after everything. I thought we made that clear in Reno. Then you transfer clubs? Not a heads up, nothing.” 
 
    He shakes his head, “No. You tried to say something along those lines in Reno. We never had it all out, and tonight that’s happening. We can’t figure out what this is between us unless we are in the same goddamn state!” Spider relaxes his shoulders after shouting and thinks before the next words leave his throat. “You’re pissed off because you wanted me to run after you. Make a show of it for everyone to see. You’re mad because you wish you didn’t want me.” 
 
    “Fuck you, Spider. I’m sure there is club pussy you can go fuck. If your kink is a three-way I’m sure you can make that happen without giving me a call. I like my man focused on my pleasure, and I don’t share. What happened? Can’t get it up for some bitches unless you hear the gasp leave my mouth?” I spit at him, hoping it hits him hard in his nuts. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    My cock turns to steel, ready to show her how wrong she is. “You sure about that? That I want just any bitch in my bed?” I question, deathly calm. Jazzy clues in and backs up slowly. I stalk her as she steps away from the predator, the same one she just taunted to come out and play. “I thought you wanted a hard man. You, my beautiful girl, are a liar. You may want that, but you want more of a sweet savage between your legs and in your heart.” 
 
    She shakes her head but doesn’t deny it. Not out loud anyway. “You see, Jazzy, you want to put up a fight for what I did to protect your pride. The problem is, you forgave me already, didn’t you?” 
 
    Her chest heaves and she stands stunned. Not wanting to give in, but stuck with the truth separating us. Holding the back of her head, I confess my truth first. “I regretted it the moment after I did it.” She wants to argue, but I don’t allow it, shaking my head this time. Her gaze is held captive in mine. The pain, desire, and need is all there, the exact same in mine is reflected. “I was wrong. The games we played back and forth weren't worth it. I know about lost time. I was so lost in my head and made mistakes, a lot of mistakes I can never take back.” I put it all out there, the calm, cold, hard truth. I need her to feel it, to believe it. 
 
    Jazzy’s chest inflates and shakes out a breath. “What do you mean?” I can see the walls start to crumble, but she’s not quite convinced yet. 
 
    “My life is dedicated to protecting those around me. I was lost in doubt with all the problems we had at the club. I didn’t protect you, and I’ll regret that most of all.” 
 
    Jazzy shakes her head again, and turns away from me, hiding her pain. She doesn’t trust me, and I can’t blame her. Slowly, I touch her shoulder, sliding my arm around her and then the other. She is firmly in my embrace. “I walked away when I should have ran to you.” Lightly, I kiss her head and inhale her. My arms tighten more around her. “I’m not walking away from you again. I’m staying here for you.” 
 
    Jazzy’s fingers dig into my skin. Her broken pieces are still lingering between us. Ones that I will fight to repair that I destroyed. She looks up and her lips tremble. So many thoughts are at war within her. I can see the uncertainty there. 
 
    Pressing my lips gently to hers, I stamp my devotion with my own heart on the line. “I’m all yours, and you're all mine. We’ll work it out, I promise. But not in one night. We have time.” 
 
    Her hands loosen from my cut and travel up to my neck. Jazzy’s fingers roam through my hair. It’s probably too soon, but I can’t stop the hunger in my body that wants to consume her. She stands on her tiptoes to seal our promise with a tender kiss. There will be no goodbyes. She may not be able to say the words, but she is giving me her body. One I will die before I misuse again. 
 
    My fingers dig into her ass and I press us together. Her hips are held against mine as my dick stiffens. She’s the kind of tough that comes from the inside, she loves hard. Jazzy pushes my cut back and I toss it into the direction of her couch. 
 
    Between kisses and moans. Our clothes are scattered around the house while she leads us to her bed.  There’s a moment when her back hits the mattress naked before me, and her face shows how truly vulnerable she is to me. The truth is a beautiful disaster. 
 
    Instead of using words, I use my hands and mouth. I worship her body with kisses over her face, neck and chest. I leave not an inch uncovered. My hands glide over her flesh, needing and massaging her tired muscles. Devoting my strength to her, every touch a promise. “I’ll never fail you again,” I rasp, my lips trailing down to her belly button and further. “Give me all of you, Jazz.” Caressing her pussy, I growl, “I’ve never been a man to love, but I’m going to try, Jazz. For you, for us.”  Only she can stop this, when she gives me her body, her submission to us and the truth, she fully became mine. 
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    Each connection with his caresses to my body, rips away a shred of the wall around me. The hidden pain I have lingering just for him. The comfort is bittersweet, and it takes me to a place only he can find. The place where I haven’t allowed myself to cry for him and the things we did to hurt each other. Spider’s tongue is teasing my clit and he begins to move faster with more intensity. The craving to explore our bodies is anew. Two different people but at the same time, the same. And maybe, finally, it is the right time. 
 
    His words, all of them sting, but the last ones ‘I’ve never been a man to love, but I’m going to try Jazz, for you, for us’. It shreds my insides and I cry my heart out when he strokes my swollen clit so full of need and hurt, wanting to be freed from my body. The freedom that can only be released by Spider. A tidal wave of pent up emotions wash over me with this orgasm. My body purging the darkness around the depths of my heart. The sudden burst of my muscles makes my entire body clench before it expels the truth. 
 
    With the last wave I start to crumble my body, exhausted from it all. Spider crawls over me and my legs cradle him like the most natural response, as it always does. His thumbs wipe away the lingering tears and kisses my eyes, cheeks, and lips. “I’m so fucking sorry I did that to you, to us.” His apologies creep down my body, inside my soul, and requests for forgiveness. “I didn’t know,” he rasps, the words raw and driven like a dagger. 
 
    My hand grips his hair at the top of his head as my shoulders shake and more tears leave my body. “It wasn’t your fault.” And it wasn’t. 
 
    “I swear, I won't ever do it again.” He crawls back up my body and I touch his face. 
 
    “There’s more… but can we talk about it later?” I want to tell him the rest, just not today. “We have time to share it all. It wasn’t your fault. What happened to her, it wasn’t your fault.” 
 
    Spider’s eyes narrow, not ready to give up, but allows me this concession. He’s giving me time, and that I am thankful for as he dips his chin once. The tips of my fingers run over his jaw; his hair is pricking at my fingers. Leaning in, his lips seek mine. Pulling them in for a strong intense kiss, our tongues taking over and exploring. His cock nudges into my folds and I pull him into my body. I need him to heal. I need to feel complete and his body offers me salvation, we needed this, together. 
 
    Spider groans as I trap him in my heat. A web that we can never leave but should never be caught in. A beautiful disaster of betrayal, lust, and the past. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 25 
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    I’ve been awake for a while now in the early morning. Jazzy is going to flip her shit any moment with me curled up in our bed. Yes, our bed. I’m coming home to her every fucking night. She’s waiting for me to put distance between us, and that’s not going to happen. We need to find another place though. I don’t like parking my bike on the street. I need room for my computers and shit. This small apartment feels like a closet, especially as I glance around. 
 
    Jazzy is a slob. She has clothes tossed at the laundry hamper halfway hanging out. Another one that I assume is clean but not put away. Clothes are tossed across the room and on chairs. Wrappers and few take out boxes also litter the space. We are hiring a maid or she’s having another come to Jesus moment with me. 
 
    Kissing her shoulder, she starts to turn toward me, her leg wrapping over mine. Her bare waxed pussy grazing my morning wood. One thrust and I could be inside her. I wait for it though, the freak out first. She needs to be awake for this part. 
 
    Jazzy’s eyes flutter open and then flare when she realizes that I’m still here. Kissing the corner of her mouth, “Mornin’, baby.” 
 
    “You stayed.” She gasps. 
 
    “I did. I didn’t want to leave you hanging this morning.” 
 
    “Leave me hanging?” 
 
    “Yes. Your pussy needs me to take care of it.” To prove my point, I run the crown of my cock through her folds, then to her clit. “You want dick and I’m going to give you mine every day.” 
 
    “Every day,” she responds on a breathless moan. Good, she is too distracted to get wound up. 
 
    One thrust forward and it’s my turn. “Me and you, every day and night. Fucking and getting to know each other. I’m not leaving.” Rolling on my back I bring her with me to ride my dick. “Fucking, every morning.” My fingers roll her nipples between them and she tosses her messy ratty black hair back and I smile at how beautiful she looks. My eyes take in all the tattoos over her body. Every single one. 
 
    Our hips roll in sync, seeking pure desire from the other. Chasing our blazing passion in the other. Jazzy’s fingers glide down to her stomach and she rolls her little nub. My balls draw up and I hammer her from underneath until our cum mixes, coaxing the other along. It’s not enough and I hold her hips in place and gently rock her over me. Jazzy falls forward, her hands landing on my chest. Her dark hair is fanning out around us. 
 
    Our chests heave together. I need her more than I need the air to breathe. As simple as that. Her lips leave a light kiss over my heart. Unintentional, but she shows me without words her hesitation to give me more. With ease, she rolls out of bed and leaves for the bathroom. Jazzy needs time to believe the truth. She can put a door between us, but that will in no way stop me from proving to her what we will be. I’ll give her the space she needs at the moment to weed through the changes and her mind. 
 
    I get why Tank and Axl are such cocky fuckers. After I subdued my woman with my cock, I left to work feeling like I’m the king of the world. It’s all about the dick. It totally makes more sense than it ever has, and a twinge of regret hits me that I can’t rub it into their faces today. For her though, it is all worth it. Jazzy doesn’t believe me yet, but I’ll chip away at her until she does. 
 
    Swinging my leg over my bike, I take my ass to the clubhouse. We have church this morning and a vote. Placing me as an official member of the Sacramento chapter. The parking lot is barren, except Snake waits off to the side of the porch. He tilts his head back and I make my way over to him. 
 
    “Kilo got out early. Fuck, I had hoped we would have more time.” 
 
    “More time for what? What’s going on?” 
 
    Snake face falls ashen. “Look, you gotta ask Jazz for the details. But he was away on a long vacation while I worked some shit out for her. You being here complicates the shit I had going on. I don’t have time now, but watch your back.”  This cryptic message irritates the hell out of me. The last three years was all cloak and dagger shit, and apparently I just jumped right into the next round of it. Snake looks around, “He got out the day before last from being locked up. You remember how Pawn landed where he was?” His eyes round and stare until the meaning streams into clarity. 
 
    “Why?” It’s the simplest, yet most complicated word. Why would he find a way to throw one of his brothers in jail, and need me to hear the reason from Jazzy? Jazzy. Now it makes sense, he did something so unforgivable that Snake would betray his brotherhood for his cousin. 
 
    “Talk to Jazz. You and I need to talk later.” Snake slaps my shoulder and plasters a greeting across his otherwise worried face and brings me in for a half hug. Other bikes roll into the parking lot and it feels an awful lot like the beginning of when we moved to Reno. My instincts hit the roof and my muscles clench. Anger takes over my morning high and reminds me to protect the people I care for. Only this time, it could get Snake and myself killed if anyone finds out his secret of betrayal. One I am going to help solve. I don’t know what this asshole Kilo did, but I will finish it. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 26 
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    I ran and shut the bathroom door on our moment. In the light of the morning, I wasn’t brave enough to see the look on his face after what we shared last night. It tore everything away that I believed to be true. Shredding my heart open again. After the last few years, all I have been doing is strengthening the bond with myself. Adding another person to trust with the barest parts of you feels like falling with no safety net. Jumping off a cliff and hoping they will catch you before you hit the bottom. 
 
    There was nothing left of my armor, it’s been demolished. Spider ripped it all from me in one night. One night, he had my heart back in his hands, and that’s what scares me. What if I get attached to him and then our world blows up again? Will I be strong enough to stand alone, and walk away if I need to? The fear I harbor is a reminder of what I have to lose. I trust myself enough to walk away because I feel that fear is healthy. A scar of what I want more than love, and that is me. I love myself and my happiness. Right at this moment, I make a pact with myself to see it through with eyes wide open and ready to walk if I need. I also promise to give him a real chance, or it all would be a damn waste of time and I don't want that either. 
 
    Pulling into the shop's parking lot, I head inside and tremble looking around. An eerie feeling of being watched races up my spine like a bolt of electricity. I try to fight against the urge to run back to my car and drive away. I will not be scared into not living. I tell myself it’s the timing with Kilo showing up last night after being locked away for how long? I didn’t have time to ask Snake what was going on. Now Spider is here, and Kilo. It feels like a lethal cocktail is being stirred. I absently think, one of us is going to end up taking that shot. 
 
    From my purse, I grip the handle of my compact handgun. The cool steel calming my nerves. My other hand holds the keys as I unlock and open the shop doors. Until the other artist shows up, I leave all the other doors locked now. Gone are the days of feeling safe and secure. You just never know. 
 
    Three tattoos later and my stomach growls. I need food, and I need it now. To my delight, Angie walks in carrying a bag of take out and a grin. “You can totally bribe me for details if you give me what is in that bag.” I point, and she holds the bag out. Taking the food from her, she follows me to my office and holds me hostage while I take large bites into my mouth. 
 
    “You must be hungry because if I were a guy, I would be totally turned on watching you shove that big roll into your little mouth like that.” She raises a brow. 
 
    “Don’t judge me, I burned a lot of calories.” Choking, I hold back the laughter that wants to escape. 
 
    “Hmm, and would these be burned with a handsome dark and dangerous man named Spider?” 
 
    Swallowing the last bite, I nod. “Yeah, but Ang, what if it all goes to shit? Just like it has before, I don’t want the same messes to clean up. It seems like everything starts to work out and then I’m ripped back to right where I started before. That shit is exhausting.” 
 
    Angie’s face falls just a bit. She had a front-row seat to everything. She sat in darkness with me while I cried and lost hope. Angie was there and knows how much I have to lose. “Life is never easy. Not for any of us. We all lose some, and some we win. But if we stop fighting, it is the only time we lose. Put your heart out there Jazz. You never have. Since your dad died, you have only given a portion of yourself in relationships. Because love feels fragile like a bomb. The ones that really matter have the power to detonate that bomb. But it is also so strong. Love gives you wings to fly and feel the world in a way nothing else can.” 
 
    “I felt that I never loved the same after dad died. I could never unlock that part of myself. Then when my baby came, it changed. It all grew back and I craved it so desperately. Then, it felt like it was stolen from me; just ripped away.” 
 
    Angie frowns and listens with her whole heart and feels every ounce of my hesitation. It shines in her eyes like mine do. “Jazzy, don’t quit. You needed time to find the little girl that lost herself when her dad died. Time to heal after the pain of losing your little one. Grow into the woman you are now. Believing in things like love that can change your world. I don’t think Spider would change his life around and come here, to not claim his woman. God, what I wouldn’t give for that.” She teases, but Angie loves hard. Most men run away when they figure out how strong she is. I keep hoping that she finds what she fights so hard for. “Give him time,” she pleads. “Don’t run until you know what he really wants.” 
 
    “Who are you and what have you done with my friend?” Never has she fought for me and Kilo, or any other guy before him. 
 
    “He looks at you with such intensity, it’s different. It’s a look of devotion. You may not love him today, but he is here to find out if you will.” 
 
    “I’ve always had a connection to him, I thought it could be love. But you know these guys like I do, most don’t love the women they sleep with. They get bored and leave.” 
 
    “Honey, I don’t think he just moved here for a quickie. Seriously, give him a shot at winning your heart for real. Take down the no cocks allowed sign from your heart and open it just a teeny tiny bit. Just a little to let him in enough at a time. Make him earn your devotion back.” 
 
    “God, okay, I get it,” I snark back, but I’m grateful that I have a best friend that loves me enough to not let me shut her out. If she weren’t such a tenacious bitch, I would never listen. I am fully aware of how stubborn I can be. You do the best you can. Finding your way through bumpy roads is never an easy one to travel. 
 
    I did need time alone to find the girl I lost and the woman I have become. After all of it, I didn’t recognize myself or trust my instincts. As much as I need to learn to open up, I need to learn to trust myself too. Who is the woman that stands and breathes after the fire has burned her? Leaving the ashes of her heart in the aftermath of pain. Can I sweep them up and throw them away into the trash, just toss away the past and start over? 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 27 
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    Fuego sits at the head of the table with my former Prez, Blade. He came in to give his support for my transfer to this chapter. He understands why I’m here, and we both know I’m never going to leave. Jazzy is here, and my deepest regret was not seeing what was in front of my face this whole time; her. Blade being here is a show of real respect and brotherhood. We know the sacrifices we make in this life and this is the reason I did what I did. My brothers are my family. 
 
    Fuego throws down his gavel and starts the meeting. “You all have met Spider and Blade. I waited until today to make an announcement. Spider is requesting a transfer from Reno to here. Let’s go around the room for a vote. All in?” 
 
    The room echoes an “Aye.” One by one, and they resound, except one. I don’t need to look to know what is coming. “Nay.” Kilo’s deep, growling voice interrupts the momentum. “We usually have time before a vote is cast on who can be up for transfer. This is bullshit. Why is he here?” 
 
    Fuego stands tall and tilts his head back. “You question me? Why I would allow this today? Pinche pendejo, this is my club. He’s not new to us or the Battle Born MC.” His face is pure anger and disappointment. “Finish the vote,” he states to the room, but his glare never leaves Kilo. No one else votes against me. “Bueno, Spider, welcome to the Sacramento Chapter.” 
 
    Blade pulls his knife from its sheath and tears my Reno rocker patch from my vest. With it in his hand, he grips mine in a shake and pulls me in for a hug. “Brothers till we die, Spider. Even if you don’t ride in my chapter, always my brother by choice.” 
 
    My chest burns with an ache I have never experienced. I would say the exact same, but he already knows. Blade has been my friend before we were prospects and then members. Tank, Axl, and I were at his back all the way to the top because we all knew that was where he belonged. Blade walks past and sizes Kilo up as the gavel hits the table. My friend sees the man as a threat, and knowing Blade, he’ll have a plan by the end of the day. 
 
    Not knowing who Kilo is close to, I hold back any reactions. Watch the brothers come at me with handshakes and wait for any tells. If there are any more possible threats, they'll join forces with him. I’ll be ready. Nothing I haven’t seen before or can’t handle. Snake stands at my side, a stance that lets his brothers know where he stands. Between Snake, Blade, Fuego, and Ghost, I know I have backup, but I make a point to always take care of my own. Your enemies look for your weaknesses and they won’t find it here. Coyote is their tech guy here and he and I have worked together. He slaps me on the shoulder. “Looking forward to the help. You know what you want to do around the club yet?” 
 
    “Nah, man, whatever help you guys need, I’m game for. A break from the screens wouldn’t hurt me a bit.” 
 
    “Good. I have a lot of questions.” Coyote is a few years younger than me and is giving me respect by inviting me in to his responsibilities. “I’ll be in touch.” He strides out to the bar and the rest follow, including myself. I accepted the normal bullshit that follows after a meeting. We each run off to do our respected jobs as assigned. 
 
    What I didn’t expect was to see the bar area packed with my brothers from Reno. Even Cowboys’ ugly mug, Tank, Axl, Pawn, and Saint crowd a table. Beers in hand, they hold them up to me. Tank clears his throat, and the room quiets down. “I know, I know, you all were waiting for me to toast. So, here it goes. Spider is a nasty, grumpy bastard. Congratulations on gaining his pain in the ass temperament.” He smiles wide and flashes his white teeth. “But- he also is the hardest working, most loyal brother you can gain. We couldn’t let you leave without a proper send off. You tried to sneak out of Nevada without a goodbye. Not going to happen. You know I always get the last word and it will never be goodbye. Brothers till the end. To Spider.” 
 
    The room erupts into cheers and snickers. As much as I want to hit Tank for always being the obnoxious ass he is, he never gets old. Taking a beer from Blade, I clink my bottle against theirs. “Thank you.” 
 
    “That’s it?” Axl chuckles. “At least give us hugs and profess your undying devotion back.” 
 
    “Not fuckin’ likely, but it was a hell of a solid thing to come all this way.” 
 
    Saint nods, “Spider, after all the shit you went through to get us to where we are, we owe you the world. It’s time you chase down your own. I just hope Jazzy is prepared for what’s coming.” Saint is Jenn’s old man and one of the newest members. He and Jenn almost didn’t make it to the end of their crazy story. 
 
    “I think she still needs work. One way or another, I’ll get us there.” 
 
    Pawn claps my shoulder. “We’ll back you, whatever you need.” And I know their words ring true. My brothers were born from the battles, we all have survived fighting until the end. 
 
    “Spider, I have a job for you,” Fuego states with a shit-eating grin. “I need pickups done, ride with Snake. Take whoever else wants to tag along and later we’ll have more food ready. Abuela will sew on your new patch tonight. Snake,” he hollers across the room. “Take este and Gringo with you. Show him the territory, si?” 
 
    “Sí, Prez. Vamanos cabrones.” Snake laughs. “Let’s go, assholes, in case you and the white boy didn’t get that.” 
 
    “He’s white?” Tank asks what we were all thinking. Gringo has a mix of heritage, you can tell, but you just can’t pinpoint exactly what. 
 
    “These cabrones have called me Gringo since I ran around here as a kid. Just stuck. Let’s hit the road, yeah?” 
 
    Tank is a road dog and is always up for a ride.  Axl offers to tag along too while the others hang back. The five of us get to work collecting debt to take back to my new home in the Sacramento Battle Born MC. 
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    The phone rings in my hand while I wait for her to pick up. I’ve tried reaching Jazzy three times today and left her a text message to call me. If I didn’t have so many eyes on me at the clubhouse, I would run over to her shop and teach her what it means to be my woman. My temper sizzles but I also realize this is all new for her. 
 
    If there wasn’t another party tonight to officially welcome me as a member, I wouldn’t even bother to show up. In no way would I disrespect Fuego for leaving too early. Essentially, I’m stuck here at the clubhouse for a few more hours. Before I lose my mind, I focus on what’s in front of me. I spent the day with Gringo, a man I know I heard the Ol’ Ladies stating he had a hard-on for my woman. He made no obvious move to show how he feels about me being here. 
 
    Kilo, on the other hand, is reckless. His intent to bury me has been easy to spot. If looks could kill, he would have stabbed me to death already. Bitches stand at his side, pawing for his attention. Good, he can keep the club pussy. I stick close to Snake most of the time. Not willing to give my back to anyone else. Women also sway by Snake, reaching for any attention he may offer. He has my same mindset for now and brushes them off, being his charming self. Kilo is creating a stir of attention with his anger. The room can feel the distinct attraction of brutality in the air. They party but the awareness is there, ready to roll if a fight breaks out. 
 
    A hand crawls around my side. My nerves are on fire and I snatch the offending touch with a fierce grip, tugging the woman to stand in front of me. From the corner of my eye, Kilo watches closely, waiting to see if I take the bait so easily. “Don’t fucking touch me, ever,” I snarl in her face. She’s just a puppet, a plaything for a predator, an unwelcome distraction in my presence. 
 
    “I was just told to welcome you to the club,” she spits back, ripping her hand back. 
 
    “Message received. Now, spread the word, hands off. I’m not here to fuck, get me?” 
 
    “Asshole,” she murmurs, walking away in her underwear. As if I need help to tap that slut. 
 
    “Everyone already knows,” Axl hollers after her. “Except you.” He chuckles when she glares back. He waves her off, giving me a nudge. “Keep it cool, brother.” 
 
    “I ain’t here to be a fucking playboy. Best they all know that shit upfront. Fuck’em all.” 
 
    “Some have,” Snake quips, holding up his beer and tapping it to my glass. The crowd picks up their chatter and Snake talks around the lip of his bottle. “Fucking asshole.” He glares at Kilo’s back and the hair raises on the back of my neck. The first time in my life, I feel the darkness behind the secrets that I don’t want to uncover. Turning, I find Abuela smirking from the corner. There is definitely more at play here than I understand. She may be the sweet old woman that cooks, cleans, and takes care of her family. But that smirk say’s that Snake has inherited more from her than I realized. A chameleon that adopts to everyone and everything, making you see what they want you to see. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 28 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    “Spider, why in the hell does my key not work in my door? And why is there a new lock installed with a key code?” I snarl into the phone. It’s hard to hear because he’s at the clubhouse. Voices filter through the line of what sounds like a party, fantastic. My nerves are shot after a long day at work. My emotions are stung the hell out and I do not need to be locked out of my apartment. I do not need to be curious as to what the hell he is up to. No fucking way will I ask. If he wanted me, he would be here. 
 
    “If you would have answered my texts and called me back, I would have told you.” 
 
    “I’m asking you now.” 
 
    “See how it works? You call and I answer my fucking phone. It worked pretty well to communicate.” 
 
    A low growl escapes my throat. “Spider, I’m tired, my back aches, and I’m starving. Please do not mess with me right now.” 
 
    “I’m not.” He’s silent for a second and grinds out, “The key code is 19-20-18 and then hit the top button.” Spider hangs up before I can chew his ass out more and I throw the door open. I toss my bag to the couch along with my useless keys. Slamming the door shut, I tear off my clothes on the way to my bathroom. I turn on the music and blast my playlist while I turn the tub on. I leave all the lights off and light several candles before dropping in a bath bomb. 
 
    Slowly, I lower into the hot water to relax my muscles. Grabbing a washcloth, I soak it in the bath and wash my face. The hot water steaming from it is comforting. I follow this process one more time before I wring out the excess water. And fold it over my eyes. Leaning back, I rest my head and muscles. Every breath, I concentrate on breathing out the day and in the aroma around me. Escaping from the worries and unknown. 
 
    Calmly, I drift to a different space and clear out all the doubt. My center comes into focus and I feel like since yesterday I can finally exhale. “What the fuck!” I screech when a hand touches my shoulder.  I use my wet rag like a weapon and snap it at the intruder in my bathroom. 
 
    A crack of my towel whip echoes in the small space followed by a, “Are you kidding me?  You gonna whip me to death with that? Woman, we need to teach you to be ready with a Glock, knife, taser, or just about anything else.” 
 
    Spider holds a scowl and a raised brow and I crumble. I wasn’t prepared and he just shattered my world.  How will I ever feel safe in my world again, and what if Kilo comes back to hurt me now that he’s out? My lip trembles and my body starts to shake. A lone tear drips down my cheek. Spider squats and runs a thumb over my cheek. “What happened right now, where did you go?” He coaxes, begging me to reveal the deepest part of me; my worst fear and shame. 
 
    I shake my head and another tear falls. Having him in front of me, destroys any wall I had to hide behind. Being here with him forces the truth to be free along with the agony that accompanies it. He doesn’t say another word as he pulls the plug to the bath, then lifts me from the tub in his strong arms. Spider sits on the toilet and lays a towel over my body. 
 
    “It’s okay, Jazzy. I’m here. I’ll take care of you.” 
 
    Holding onto his shirt, I stare into his eyes and my heart wants to believe him. More than anything I want it. If I share what happened, will he hate me? I’m scared and confused with all these raging emotions circling all at one time. My blood pressure starts to slowly decline, and I rest my forehead against his. “If I tell you, you may leave for good.” 
 
    Spider stands and I wait for him to unwrap himself from me, but he doesn’t. He carries me to the bed and sits down resting against the headboard. “That’s a loaded statement, Jazz. I came here to make things work between us and try. So, unless it’s you telling me you don’t want this, it will depend on what my reaction is.” 
 
    “I don’t want you to leave,” I whisper. “You know that I lost our baby. I just didn’t tell you how.” I couldn’t be more naked than I am right now. Before he runs out, I need to touch him one last time. The towel drops to the floor and I straddle his lap. I start at the beginning. “My dad died when I was really young. Fuego and Ghost did what they could to be the father that left me. Every game, school meeting, one of them would be there. They supported my mother and me with everything they had. My mom would get looks, and she would brag that she had the best brothers in the world.” Spider’s lips lift slightly and he rubs my thighs. He gives me the courage to keep going. 
 
    “I had the best support in the world, but still, I was lonely. I didn’t realize until now how lost in the world I was, dealing with that kind of pain as a child, and I never dealt with it completely.  Abuela always told me I would know what to do when the time came. She could see the little girl trapped inside my grown-up body. She hated that I dated Kilo at a young age. Fuego tried to steer me from him, but I never listened. It was like I wanted it because being with him was like being lost, and that was what I understood. For years, I drifted, worked hard at building who I was as a professional. I ran after those ambitions to be better because that was easier to focus on. I was good at that.” 
 
    Spider’s fingers trail up my back, rubbing my skin, while he held my gaze and listened to every word. “Along the way, I stopped growing inside. I stifled the pain until I met someone who made my heart beat again. You pumped life back into me. It was like waking up after a long sleep. I could see the colors again. But I wasn’t ready to understand what that desire meant, how to keep something so beautiful and healthy.” 
 
    My fingers brush his hair back, and softly, I peck his lips with mine, then his cheek. “I needed to lose you to love me again. Once you gave me that spark, I had to do something with it. I hated you for giving me true passion and then taking it away. But I needed it. I went on a downward spiral, one that had to happen. I needed to save myself. But I didn’t do enough. When I called you, I was going to ask you to come to me, so I could tell you about her. I didn’t know what would happen, but it felt big. But it went very wrong after that.” 
 
    Spider’s eyes drop and when he looks back up, opening his mouth to say something, I stop him, my finger gently pressing against his lush lips. “Kilo and I had an open relationship, and he would sleep with other women frequently. I wanted you and I tried to break it off with him. I was going to talk to you and ask what you wanted. That’s why he sent you that voicemail. He found out after we were over that I was knocked up with your kid. I wanted to protect her from my decisions. To be better for her. I… I didn’t think that I would fail so horribly though. That phone call you heard was me trying to get Kilo away from her, from me, from us. But with the mess we made and the rose-colored glasses I had on, I was too late to do it.” 
 
    My lip trembled and the memories flooded back. My skin feels the chill from the inside out. I gasp before I continue with a shaky voice. “Kilo attacked me in my shop. He punched me several times in my stomach. Spider, he never held back his strength. Each blow was delivered with everything he had. I prayed I would die because the pain was something I have never experienced in my life. The result was even more tragic. I would have endured anything to save our baby. But I lost her because I was too late to see myself better and leave him earlier. After I lost her, it brought back my dad’s death and the little girl from the past had to heal with the woman I am now. I’m sorry, Spider. I’m so sorry.” 
 
    He pulls me to his chest, wrapping me protectively into his warmth. Selfishly, I soak it in.  Clenching my eyes shut I hold on. I wait for him to yell and scream at me. I wouldn’t blame him. His fingers dig into my hair and his other hand wraps around my back. Spider’s head rests atop of mine and he squeezes me tighter to him. “Fuck, Jazz,” he croaks. “Shit.” His hands clench and his breathing picks up. 
 
    “I know, it hurts, the reality of what happened is brutal and devastating.” That is what is real, life is messy, hard and often ugly. 
 
    “Never again. I’m never leaving you again.” Spider gives me devotion which is hard for me to believe I deserve. I trust his loyalty, because he has sacrificed himself to keep his brothers safe. What I want more than anything is to feel love and believe in it again. Will Spider be that man that brings me heaven or hell? Only time will tell and if I am brave enough to open up to it. You’re not born until you battle. 
 
    He lifts me up and pulls the covers down. I slide in and he joins me after removing all but his boxers. I want to ask and beg for him to tell me what he is thinking. If I do, and it’s more than I can take it could hurt us both. It’s on the tip of my tongue and the question is bitter, do you forgive me? How can he? It took me such a long time to face the facts of my choices, of everything. The agony of what I did crushed my confidence in myself. You can’t hide the scars you gave yourself. That forgiveness is a hard road we don’t let up on. I understand better than anyone that he needs to process it all in his own way. He could leave and I wouldn’t blame him or beg because he lost her too. 
 
    I want to lay here until the pain wears off. Take a shot of whiskey and allow the burn to cover the worry and guilt in the pit of my stomach. Spider may not be here tomorrow. After having him take me in his arms, I never want to go back like it was without him. He had a right to know everything. Our Angel was as much his as she was mine. There is a truth in growing stronger together and this time, I did what I had to. It hurt me to tell him because the truth in this case is brutal. I hated myself for it for a long time. If I’m honest with myself, I need his forgiveness just as much as my own, if not more. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 29 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    It was me who left our bed first this time at the crack of dawn. I didn’t want my mood to reflect my emotions for what she went through on her. I’m so angry at myself I didn’t come sooner and she went through this all alone. More than that, Kilo laid his hands on her in a way that wages a war between men. He called me out to finish a challenge; I will gladly accept and fucking win. That asshole will die. I wanted to leave last night and take a long ride. Leaving her would have been the worst thing to do to her after she opened up. I promised her all of me so instead I left early in the morning. 
 
    I allow the revenge to riddle deep inside me and the harsh reality of her abuse to course through my veins like poison. Jazz has convinced herself if she would have done things differently, she could have saved her? Fuck no. No man on this Earth should hurt a woman for any damn reason. I’m going to kill that motherfucking piece of shit. Our bodies were meant for one another, and through that we created our baby.. Claimed by flesh. But Kilo took that, he killed my baby. Gone. 
 
    Hours passed before I was calm enough to be around anyone. The road understands the restless souls on a path for healing. I’m not quite there, especially when the old haunting of those I couldn’t save whisper their doubts. It’s easy to recognize the fall when you have spiraled before, the difference is, I now know how to stop it. 
 
    I want a future more than I want the past. Fuck being a slave to shit that has happened before. Now, I’ve learned I have no control over everyone. But I can work damn hard to make it better. To do that, I need to visit Snake and get more answers from him. 
 
    My knuckles wrap against the wood of Snake’s front door. I close my eyes just in case some club girl answers naked. I really don’t want to deal with that shit. The door swings open and I crack an eye just barely when there is no greeting. Snake’s amused face is blurry. “Thank god,” I blurt and walk past him. 
 
    “That scary walking into the Snake’s den?” 
 
    “I’ve heard many interesting tales from Vegas.” His sister has painted a clear picture of his activities. 
 
    “She’ll never forgive me for half of them.” He rubs his chin and snickers, “I’ve calmed down a lot.” 
 
    It could be true, but I’m not here to talk about his choices. Cutting to the chase, I clear my throat, “I need more answers. I talked to Jazz last night.” I can’t get the words out of my chest. Her experiences wrapped them around my heart so tight it is literal pain. I need time to adjust to what I didn’t know. Her agony felt like barbed wire in my soul. 
 
    His face visibly tightens and nods at me once. Following him to his kitchen, he pours us a black coffee and we sit at the kitchen bar. It’s still early and the sun is shining over the congested city. Snake has a nice crash pad. A Condo with a small garage in a nice neighborhood. I still am adjusting to the change of pace. While Reno is a city, it is small in comparison and not nearly congested. It reminds me of how it was in Las Vegas, and I don’t miss it. He bites his lip and glances up from the cup in his hands. “It was my fault. Please tell me you aren’t mad at her for what happened. She came to me for help and I let her down. I was there in the building and I didn’t hear him sneak in through the back. I picked her up off the floor afterward. She cried, man. What happened to her made me burn like I have never in my life. I never wanted to kill someone as much as I did him.” 
 
    He takes a slow sip and looks outside. “I was just a day away from getting my hands around his neck. I was a day too late. I had it set up to take him out myself, but my plans were shattered in an instant. I couldn’t go off halfcocked.” If he would have been caught, the club would want his head. 
 
    Snake’s confession forces my hands to shake with anger. I know it’s not his fault but a part of me wants to blame him, but I know he tried. “If you would have, you would betray your club, killing Kilo with an unsanctioned hit. It would have to be approved by Stryker.” He planned to kill him knowing he was putting himself at stake. 
 
    “Aye, even then we would have to hold church. She would have to stand against him, and we both know how dangerous that would be, let alone her word against his. And let’s face it, the members would say they’ve had a bad go and look the other way with their history. Spider, there was no proof it was your kid man, you didn’t claim her. It would have helped.” 
 
    His words are the cold hard truth. “What did you do then?” If I had pulled her to me, I could have saved her and the baby. 
 
    “I called in a favor from way back. I set him up to be arrested. If he was left on the streets, I would have killed him and I needed time to make it right.” 
 
    “Why couldn’t you go to Fuego?” 
 
    He laughs a humorous chuckle. “You’re just getting to know my old man. He doesn’t want to know. He’s two men, one loves his club and the other loves his family. You can’t put them both first. Trust me when I say he would want me to handle this and him not know. He expects me to be a man and handle my business. Keeping him out of it was the best option. I had a rat set Kilo up and I took care of that too. I buried the evidence.” 
 
    His meaning is clear—he killed his informant. Dead witnesses don’t talk. Life has its harsh grip on me, tearing into flesh and pulling at me in ways I have never felt. “What are you planning now?” 
 
    “You mean ‘we’. What are we planning now?” He cocks a brow at me and this time I nod for him to continue. “First off, you don’t tell anyone. No one. I don’t want to be eating dirt before it’s my time. This we take to the grave.” 
 
    There is an advantage to secrets but unfortunately, they always tend to come to light. It’s better to have your men at your back protecting you. “I’m inviting Kat, Tank’s woman on this. I am killing this motherfucker with my hands and I need someone watching our back and erasing anything before it could be traced. Non-negotiable, or I do it without you. You can walk out now, no hard feelings.” 
 
    “Will Tank know?” 
 
    “More than likely. Secrets are like playing roulette with the devil. Let’s just say, she knows the dark world and when it comes to business, she can deliver revenge while playing the long game. She won’t tell a living soul, and if Tank needs to know, he needs to.” I set my phone on the counter open to Kat’s number. It sends a message for her to call me back from a secure line. 
 
    My phone chimes in response and I pick up. “Spider, you fuck nut, this better be good. If we aren’t killing a motherfucker I’m going back to bed.” She yawns over the line. 
 
    “Morning beautiful,” Snake teases. 
 
    “What is this?” she hisses. 
 
    “Kat,” my voice is stern, but she can hear the urgency in it. I retell her the story of what has happened. “I need your help.” As much as I hate asking, I have to do it this way. 
 
    “Let me get a coffee and some searches going. I’ll work as fast as I can, but this will take some time. Take care of her.” The line goes dead. 
 
    “What does she know?” Snake questions, easily recognizing that Kat is not just an Ol’ Lady. Most of the members don’t know what Kat is capable of. A hidden secret. Only the Prez’s of the clubs know of her involvement, but also to an extent. 
 
    “She’s lived a life that’s not mine to share. Kat has many skills that don't leave this room.  But, she had a job before she was with us, finding men’s weaknesses and taking them out. Kat will hunt him in a way only a vengeful woman can. Don’t go poking around Snake,” I warn. 
 
    “Don’t plan on it, brother. Tank just took crazy to a whole new level even for me. Some bitches are basic. I knew she was a badass bitch. I don’t need to know any more than that.” 
 
    I snort. “I can’t figure out if he’s the smartest man in the world sleeping with a killer or the stupidest. Point is, Kilo is going down. All eyes are going to be looking at me. We need smoke and mirrors to pull this off.” I could die by the hand of Fuego and Stryker if I fuck this up. Involving Blade at this point wouldn’t do him any favors. This makes everything else in my life that I walked through a fucking picnic in school. As long as my woman is safe from this asshole, that’s all I care about. My life be damned, I'll happily shake hands with the devil. 
 
    Snake checks the time and reminds me. “We have a ride down to south Cali. Kilo is coming along. We need him worked up and reckless. And there is no better way to watch him than to keep him next to us. Can you keep your cool?” 
 
    “Aye, brother. I can play the game. Let’s hit the road.” 
 
    I follow Snake over to Kilo’s rundown apartment building. Before we walk up to the door I glance around the building. Snake knocks several times before he kicks the door. “Open up you lazy dick. You know we have shit to do this morning.” 
 
    A few minutes pass before one of the club girls opens the door. Snake walks in not glancing at her, much to her disappointment. She opened the door butt ass naked. Something I was prepared for, and waited for her to go in. I don’t want this bitch at my back. I leave the door open and sit on the couch. Kilo hollers at her to bring him his soda. Soda? She pulls a thick brick from the kitchen and takes the cocaine to his room. I can hear giggling and moans while the sounds of snorting filters down the hall. 
 
    “Now, Kilo, it’s time to fucking move,” Snake threatens, losing his patience. 
 
    She playfully yelps and the piece of shit saunters down the hallway, his boots thudding against the floor. Kilo pulls a shirt over his head and that’s when the asshole sees me sitting on his couch. Dominance crackles through the air. Killers stand off to the other. Who wants to be the first to draw, show their cards? I tilt my head to the side, satisfied to watch his nostrils flair. There is no doubt that we want to rip the other to shreds, and if Snake wasn’t standing witness there’s a  chance it would have happened. 
 
    “Look at this.” Kilo stops and assesses his options. “I didn’t think you had any balls, but I may just be wrong. How is Jazz, could you smell me on her? I’ve broke her in. You like fucking what isn’t yours?” 
 
    He cannot rattle the cage I have him in already, I won’t let him. “C’mon Kilo,” I taunt back. “I’m just here waiting to get to work. Nice place by the way, classy bitch too. Oh, no, that was the one you carelessly let go off. After you asshole, it’s time to do a man’s day of work.” 
 
    His fists raises as he is about to charge, and Snake shoves him through the front door. I take note of the girl, the drugs, where he stashed his gun under the table. Every detail, I sear into memory. Each minute is dedicated to studying this asshole. His tells and what makes him mad. Hell is coming, and he will pay for what he’s done to my woman and the life stolen. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 30 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    “Jazzy?” Spider stands at the doorway of the shop. “Why are you still here?” 
 
    Huffing, I fall back to my seat at my desk. “Spider, I run a business, and that means that I have to balance ledgers and bank stuff. I can’t do that while I’m doing tattoos, it's actually what keeps the lights on.” 
 
    “Really?” he clips back sarcastically. “Are you doing this by hand?” He steps closer to me and peaks over my work. 
 
    Heat claws its way up my neck, “I am not an accountant okay, I’m learning this as I go and doing the best I can with what I know. I’m trying.” I toss my pencil onto the desk and bend to pick up my keys and purse. Too mad to give a shit what he has to say and begin to storm out. My shirt is tugged back and I’m weightless, flying back toward Spider's chest. His hands capture my face, and his lips take mine in a sensual hello. 
 
    Spider’s tongue snakes out and he seeks mane. My hands pull him closer, taken in the moment and the bliss of finding peace in his arms. He pulls back just a little, “Jazzy, I know that you bared yourself to me last night, and now you want to run. It’s what you do. But I’m going to stand by you until you don’t want me to. I’m not picking a fight with you.” He tilts my head back and kisses my nose and my forehead. 
 
    A tiny part breaks inside of me at his words. This side of Spider is new territory. One I still need to learn. He seems to know how to handle me better than I do him. Changing directions, he pulls me along to my car. “Where is your bike?” 
 
    “I grabbed an Uber so I could drive you home after work.” He pulls me along and it hurts my soul. If he was in Reno, he would have called anyone there to bring him where he needed to go. As much as I want him here, it shows how much he has given up for me. Spider opens the door and helps me in like a gentleman. I try to smile to show him what it means to me but my lip trembles and I turn my head away. 
 
    He sits across from me and leans in to kiss me on the forehead. “I have something to show you.” 
 
    “I would ask, but frankly I have no words for you right now.” Being frank is the only way to go. What I expect is possibly dinner, or taking me to a party, something easy. My expectations are low, not having the experience of dating. Is that normal? Shaking the idea’s from my head, I get lost in the direction we are headed. Spider tries for easy conversation and asks me about my day. He takes amusement in the fact that I can barely answer. I am so tongue tied. Lamely, I responded, good, did some tattoos. I’m scanning the areas to figure out what is going on. 
 
    Anxiety hits me like a mac truck coming at full speed when we pull into a security gate surrounded with a brick fence. My face is stuck observing the beautiful neighborhood home oasis. Kids are riding their bikes while dad’s cut the grass and a group of moms are at the mailboxes talking. This is a scene straight from a T.V., it's too surreal. I can’t steer myself away from the beautifully landscaped homes and driveways. My heart hammers against my ribs. “Spider, what are we doing here?” 
 
    He parks on the curb next to a two-story home with a SOLD sign in the front yard. A lady stands out front and waves ambitiously at us. “Who is that?” I croak and finally turn to face him. 
 
    “I bought this place for us. Jazzy, the place you live in isn’t secure enough. I don’t want anyone to get to you easily. This house will have a full security system I can monitor from anywhere, and you can too. I want you to be safe and this is how I am going to do it.” 
 
    I’m too choked up to get any reply out. What do I say or do? The change from meeting Spider the first time until now, is extremely conflicting with who I knew him to be. It has blown me apart where I don’t have the usual fight in me like I had before. Spider has disarmed me within two days. This and with how life has torn me apart and finding my way, putting the pieces back together feels like I have been reborn. What I understood as the truth is now false.  My foundation has been shook. But here stands Spider at my door holding his hand out. His strength radiates from him as he waits for me to come to him. It’s so much more than a gesture. It is everything. 
 
    I vowed to take life on, and it seems that this man is testing me to rise to it. Grasping the inner strength, I demand it to be present and I stand.  Spider’s arm glides around my hip and holds me close to him. Spider murmurs into my ear, “I don’t always have the words, and I don’t always do the right things. But I want you more than anything else in my life.” He presses his lips tenderly on my temple and leads me forward. I’m taken back by what he’s done. But I pull a mask over my emotions and hold on to them tightly.  My shoulders back, I walk with purposeful strides to  meet the real estate agent at the front door. “Congratulations, Mr. and Mrs. Scott. Enjoy your new home.” What the hell has he told her? 
 
    “Thank you, Bridget.” The gorgeous redhead hands him the keys while her cheeks blush. Jealousy clings in the air between us and I growl lowly at her. Shocked, I snap back and laugh when his fingers dig into my sides and he bites my neck playfully. “Come on Mrs. Scott, open your new house.” 
 
    “Knock it off.” Batting him away, I encourage him to open the door for me. He swings the door wide and waits for me to walk in. Inside it has these warm wood floors and tall windows. The open floor to kitchen and dining room are breathtaking with the sunset flooding in. The space feels warm and comfortable. 
 
    “The house is fully furnished. All it was missing is you, Jazzy. Just you.” He tosses the keys on the table and leads me to the backyard. Spider flips on the lights for the patio and it illuminates with a soft glow. On the picnic table rests boxes of takeout. 
 
    “This feels too good to be true.” I can’t believe where I stand. My life as an adult has been crowded in doubt and bad luck. It’s on the tip of my tongue to argue, if he was to leave, I can’t afford this place. It is too much for me. Beyond what I am capable of taking on. 
 
    “It’s not too good to be true. Give me a chance to show you Jazz. I don’t deserve another chance after what has happened. But I am asking anyway. I can’t leave you alone until I know that I did everything I could to make it work this time. Even if you decided this relationship wasn’t for you, I wouldn’t abandon you. That’s a promise.”  Spider pulls out a chair and pushes me into the table. “A smarter man would have done this before.” He winks at me and pops off the top to a beer before handing it to me. 
 
    “You are downright domestic and romantic, Mr. Scott. But please, I’m no princess. Sit down with me and let me feed you, after all you have done today.” 
 
    Spider slides his chair next to mine. I unbox the food. The smell of Italian cuisine wafts up around me and my stomach growls in response. He has plates setting on the table, but I push those to the side. He picks ups the fork and twirls spaghetti around it, lifting it to my mouth. I groan in response, “Too good.” 
 
    Spider is startled this time when I hold his face in my palms, “I’m not any good at relationships. But this is perfect.” Placings a tentative kiss on his juicy lips, I steal a moment to capture this memory. A perfect first date, and a real chance at forever. If it doesn’t last, this memory will. 
 
    Together, we share our meal and drink a few beers, inhaling our food after a long day of work. My head rests on his shoulder. “Jazz, I know I didn’t say a lot last night. There was just too much to say and I didn’t want to take away from what was shared. I needed to get my head wrapped around it. I’m sorry for my part and what I did. I heard every word. I won’t let you down again, I won’t give you a reason to doubt me.” 
 
    “I won’t lie and say I didn’t wonder why you didn’t say more last night. I expected you to be long gone and back in Reno by the end of the day.” It did hurt, and it was hard not to hear more about what he was thinking. I also knew that I dropped a bomb in his lap. 
 
    Spider tugs me up and over to sit in his lap. His lips trail across my collar bone and up my neck to my ear.  “It wasn’t easy to hear. I needed some time to calm down. Jazzy, I don’t blame you for what happened. You shouldn’t either, we all want to go back and do it differently. I don’t have that power, even though every fiber of my being wants to. I’m sorry for what you went through alone. I get it now, why you did what you did.” 
 
    “Why did you push me away? I have to know Spider. How could you be with another woman? I hated you. Hated that you got a free pass at the pain while I suffered. I wanted to tear your world apart, but I couldn’t do that. Even with how much I hated you, I didn't do it.” 
 
    “No you didn’t. But you did push me away in your own way. What I did was worse. I got even. What I thought was even. Jazz, my life has been complicated. My brother started dealing and doing drugs after my parents died. There was no helping him. I was prospecting for the MC when he was high and robbed a store, and I couldn’t stop him. Before that, I tried. I would pull him out of comas and get him to rehab. As soon as he got out, he was sticking a needle back into his arm. My life became his, until I couldn’t anymore, and I decided to choose me. I didn’t answer his call and he died that night because I was running an errand for the club. After, I kept on thinking over and over if I just would have picked up the phone or took him one more time, maybe that one would have worked. The passed just snuck up and wiped me out after Solo died. All over again, I felt like I could have saved him. After some time, I realized I’ve been spending my life trying to make up for the past. It’s made me obsessive and closed off. Some wounds change us for life. I wasn’t in the right place either, is what I am saying when I did what I did, and neither where you. To me it looked like you were playing me to get back at your man. I think if we would have held on, we would have dragged each other in the hell we were living and never came out alive. Some roads we have to travel alone.” 
 
    I think about his story and how much he has harbored alone. It does make sense with the message that was sent to him for Spider to believe I was using him. He paid me back because he was pissed. I was reckless with the way I pursued Spider just to piss off Kilo. I needed to get him off my back. Is what I did any different? That's a shuddering thought. We were impulsive and chaotic in our pursuit to get what we wanted and in return ruined it all. What does that mean for us in the future if we relapse into hard times that are bound to happen? “What about when we hit rock bottom though, Spider, are we going to kill the other on our way to destruction?” 
 
    “You want a guarantee I can’t give you. I can say I dealt with my past. I let go of what I can’t change. I let my brother and Solo go in peace knowing I did what I could. I’m not perfect Jazzy, but I’m working to be better. That’s all I got, a desire to make it work and the endurance to be there for you when you need me, I know I can do that.” 
 
    Holding Spider to my chest I wish to the stars above to make this one right. Tempt fate to right the wrongs and trust into the unknown. It’s not going to be easy to trust myself, let alone Spider again. A day at a time is all I can give, and then we will see. If I’ve learned anything, it’s to trust in actions. The real kind, the small gestures that we don’t notice. Spider has come in and made it blindingly obvious that he wants us. I can’t help but let my hidden love seep from my heart and attach to him even more as the minutes pass by. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 31 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    Last night Jazzy started to doze off in my lap. We talked far into the night about what happened between us. I didn’t want to rehash the past, but it was important to her to lay it out there. I broke her trust in me, broke her heart, and it will take time to gain that trust back. I laid her in bed and took her clothes off and my own before I curled her into my side. 
 
    I woke up at the crack of dawn to get her office set up next to mine in the house. With my black coffee in hand, in just my boxers, I sit down in front of her new computer. Powering it on, I rest my black framed glasses over my eyes and pull up a program I designed for Vegas’s business. As the spreadsheet pops up, I hack into Jazz’s work computer at her office and pull up her expenses and income reports. Within an hour I have her month balanced and set up. 
 
    I hear her come to me before I can see her. “What are you doing?” Jazzy asks me hesitantly from behind. 
 
    “Come look.” Opening my arm, she slides into my body. “I took a program I made for Vegas and inputted some of your data into the fields so you can—” 
 
    She jumps back, scowls at me, and snarls, “Did you hack into my shit?” 
 
    “Yes.” I stand and cross my arms over my chest. “You were struggling to get your work done. This will make it easy. So, you can be home.” 
 
    “I didn’t ask you to touch that.” She points at the screen. 
 
    “Your computer at your shop is shit. It wasn’t even a challenge to break in. Anyone could funnel money to their bank account; it wasn’t secure as this is.” 
 
    “You can’t waltz in here and after two days and trap me into all of this. Have you ever heard of taking your damn time and smelling the roses! I want to smell fucking flowers for once. I’m going to work.” Jazzy storms out of the house as if her temper set her ass on fire. The tires of her car are squealing out of the driveway and down our neighborhood. 
 
    “Really nice. Real fucking classy, Jazz.” Then an evil idea pops up. I get online and order a lot of fucking red roses to be delivered to her shop so she can smell those fuckers all day long. Slamming the laptop down, I get ready and head out to another wonderful day. Then I remember my bike is parked at the club and make a call to Snake to give me a ride. 
 
    “What’s eating you?” he asks around a mouthful of humor rolling down his window while he parks his black truck in the driveway. 
 
    “I don’t want to talk about it.” Jesus, our neighbors really don’t need to hear every detail about our lives. Slamming the door, I impatiently wait for him to leave. 
 
    “Hmm, looks like you could use the help.” He says absently and starts to drive.  “But you probably know what you’re doing because you’ve known Jazz a long time. You’re right though, none of my business.” 
 
    “Fine, asshole.” I explained to him what happened between when I left yesterday to now. “Then I sent her dozens of red roses so she can smell her regret all day long.” 
 
    Snake barks out a laugh. “That actually is pretty funny. Did you send a card?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    He snickers, “It may not get the response you are wanting then. What if when she sees them, then gets all ooey and gooey.” Snake’s voice shrills, “Spider loves me and sent me these beautiful flowers because he knows I’m right and he is wrong. And when I get home, I will be waiting for an apology.” 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    “Yeah, fuck is right. I would say follow it up with a text, but I would wait this one out. Okay so first off, you two have some shit to let settle between you two. Quit making so many changes while the dust is settling, man. Don’t interfere with her business unless you ask and then she says yes. Even if you know she is dead wrong, let her do it. If it doesn’t hurt anything leave it alone.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well it’s hard to say this because she is like a sister, but you know, stuff.” 
 
    “Are you talking about pussy and blow jobs?” 
 
    “Yep, that stuff, you need to talk to someone else about it. Not me, not ever. Call my bratty sister, she can help you out. Most of the guys around here you shouldn’t talk about Jazzy with.” 
 
    I hear that loud and clear for a lot of reasons. 
 
    “So, think about what you want to say, then send her a text. Be smart about it. Like I said, call Vegas. I used up all my good advice with what you got. It’s bad decisions from here on out.” 
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    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    “This motherfucker.” I stare at what looks like hundreds of roses on the reception desk, lined across the wall. The delivery guy keeps coming in with more through the doorway. 
 
    Anthony works in a room next to mine and whistles loudly, “Wow, someone hit it last night. Good for you girl, you needed a good dicking.” 
 
    “Shut up. He’s being an ass.” I swipe my phone off the front counter and dial Vegas. “Come pick up and take Spider home ASAP. He can’t stay here anymore; I will kill him.” 
 
    “What did he do?” I explain what happened in the last two days since they left. She is rolling with laughter on the other end. 
 
    “Damn, I can’t even be mad at that. Me and Blade fought like that a lot at first, we still do, just not as much. Girl, you are in love. If he didn’t piss you off so much you wouldn’t care. Therefore, why does it bother you? Give me the cold hard truth.” 
 
    Shit, why did I call her? Vegas and I have a similar past and are a lot alike. Of course, she would see it how it is. “He walks in here like the king of the world when I was handling shit on my own for years, years. Bossing me around like the dick he is. What if I get used to it and then he takes off, or it doesn’t work out? He wants me to leave my place that I can afford. I can’t pay for his place. It’s his, not mine. That’s putting a lot of trust in someone if you ask me, and he’s pushy as hell. Gets on my last nerve with this shit. Seriously, I know he sent those flowers in spite of me. That’s not romantic at all.” 
 
    “But it is hilarious, and you kind of deserved it. Look, how do you think he felt? He chose to leave his brothers that he loves like family. Spider has put in his blood, sweat, and tears into helping Blade get this clubhouse stable again. Then he walks away to go be with you. Transfers clubs, buys a house. By the way that is not easily done, he’s been planning this. Putting his effort into you. Even putting a more secure lock on your apartment to keep you safe for even a night. This is ridiculous. You get a man that you have always wanted. Guess what, these men are controlling for a reason. Possessive and overbearing because they are driven to stack the odds not to fail. You got what you asked for, buckle in for the ride and enjoy.” 
 
    Rubbing my temples, I growl into the phone, “I thought you would be more supportive. Run down here and kick his ass. I really wanted to hold onto my anger for a little longer, pick a fight, and ignore reality for a while.” 
 
    “Kids make you go from crazy fun, to more conscious, to cut to the chase. I’m definitely planning a trip to bring the girls and check out this place! I’m so excited for you.” 
 
    “Funny, I feel like you haven’t heard a word I said.” 
 
    “Oh sweetie, I have. Relationships are a real compromise. Spider isn’t a man of words, but actions. He’s telling you he loves you and he doesn’t even know it yet. You two need time to learn to talk and set boundaries. Be patient with his ass because what he did was so sweet. He messed with your banking to keep you near him and help you have more free time. Don’t be mad at him, teach him to talk to you. Take a picture of those roses, I want to see. Now, this doesn’t mean that we can’t have a little fun right?” 
 
    “I’m listening…” 
 
    “I thought so. Don’t text him back. That will drive him wild. Then, leave work early so he has to go find you. Set an ambush at your apartment and tell him, for now you are keeping it. You probably signed a lease anyway right? Sublease it if you can and tuck your money away.” 
 
    “Ahh, there she is. That’s what I called for, that right there. Genius. Okay, I can drive him wild for all the pain and suffering he has put me through.” 
 
    “Definitely bitch. Call me later, the twins are up from their nap.” 
 
    “Give my babies kisses. I’ll talk to you soon.” We hang up and I don’t have much time to stew on why Spider is an ass while I get back to work. He likes giving demonstrations and now I have time to plan my own. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 32 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    Snake and I roll up to his and Jazzy’s grandmother’s house. Confusion laces the situation. Fuego sent us on a run to pick up bricks, or so I thought. Each club runs their own and Fuego, old school as he is, runs cocaine. 
 
    Snake falls into step with me and then abruptly stops. “When Prez gives us an order followed by, que le vaya bien, I hope things go well, he really means he wants to meet here; it’s our family meeting place.” 
 
    “Who else knows about this?” 
 
    “Cuervo, Ghost, Vegas, Blade, and now you.” 
 
    Looking around I don’t see his bike, but follow Snake’s lead into Abuela’s home. It isn’t far but close to the clubhouse. Inside, Cuervo sits next to Ghost and Fuego. Up until now, I didn’t see the resemblance between the brothers Cuervo and Fuego. Abuela flips tortillas for her sons. “Hola, si tengo hambre? You hungry mijo?” 
 
    She doesn’t wait for an answer but quickly makes two more plates with huevos rancheros, beans and rice. The room to my right catches my attention and there is a picture of Jazz with her father. Abuela must sense my curiosity and she brings the frame to me. “Mi, Gabriel, known as Diablo Negro,” she sighs. “He was a strong man and loving father. He, like mi esposo, my husband, died earlier on in life than most. Here, hold this one.” 
 
    Jazzy is young, maybe ten in the photo. She looks just like her father with her olive skin, dark hair, but has the features of her mother. If I were to guess, this photo was taken right before he died. Abuela comes back with another framed picture of her husband. “This es mi amor, Diego. ¿Bien guapo, no?” Her eyes crinkle more around her deep wrinkles. Nodding my head, I agree and pass her back the photos. 
 
    “My Diego was a lot like you. Quiet and stubborn, yet very strong and smart. Same as my boys. I can feel your loyalty. It’s why you sit here; you are now one of mine.” Coming from a kid that lost his parents. Claiming me as part of hers is respect. One that makes me feel proud. 
 
    “She already has your phone number, address, birthday, blood type, DNA, everything.” Snake chuckles, “there will be no escaping her wrath either. Congratulations.” 
 
    “Snake,” Fuego reprimands and his fist hits the table. “You sit at her table, no? Do not tease her when she has fed you and helped raise your ungrateful ass.” 
 
    “Abuela, tu sabes yo te quiero mucho, si?” The grin on his face says that he has been in this position many times and probably won’t ever quit. 
 
    “Sí,” Abela laughs. “Always a charmer, I know you love me and I you, travieso, troublemaker. This one, is just like his tio, Diablo Negro.” She picks up our now empty plates, placing them into the sink then smoothly walks outside, shutting the door behind her. 
 
    The chair screeches across the floor and Ghost addresses us, “Kilo is a problem. He roughed up some girls at the strip club and last night he beat one of the girls at the clubhouse.” His eyes flare and his hands clench. “We have her recovering but won’t talk about what happened.” 
 
    “He’s gotten worse over the years. I have my suspicions over what went down a year ago.” Fuego intently holds my stare, “If you want Jazmine, you want to claim her as yours, make it right. Snake is going to oversee so you don’t overstep. You want in this familia, you avenge la hija de mi hermano.” If I understood correctly, the daughter of his brother. 
 
    Cuervo’s gruesome chuckle is low and menacing. “You fail, I clean it all.” He may be rogue, ride for his purposes, but he is devoted to the Battle Born MC as a whole, and more so to his family. If I am caught, Cuervo will kill me and Kilo. They know enough that Kilo should be put down sooner rather than later. But not enough to make it happen as club business. The other part is, everyone will know what should only be family business. When I joined this MC, I had no idea how far these men would go to protect the women they love. All my doubt has been erased. I’m proud to stand with these men. 
 
    “Well, family breakfast sounds over,” Snake breaks the tension. “We have some work to do.” He claps his father and uncles on the shoulders on his way out. 
 
    Cuervo shakes my hand steady and strong and leaves me with, “I’ll be around for a while.” 
 
    “So, will I, Cuervo. I’m claiming Jazzy. She has some healing to do, but she belongs to me and not even you, can stop me.” 
 
    “Bueno, cabrón.” He smirks and let’s go. 
 
    “She will be married, if she is in your home, she will wear your ring.” Ghost warns, “Don’t forget the ass whipping Axl got. I’m not too old to kick more ass.” 
 
    I will never forget how many times Ghost punched him in the face for stepping out of line or coming close. “Done, when she’ll wear it, Jazzy will have all of me. She already has my devotion and protection.” 
 
    “Get to work, Spider.” Fuego relents and sees me off. I start to turn but my instincts tell me not to turn my back on a room full of killers. Lifting my head over my shoulder, the three men smirk and hold a slight approval on their faces. 
 
    “You sure you can handle that kind of intensity? I swear, I’ll never settle down because the thought of dealing with that gives me hives.” 
 
    “Not hives man, a purpose. They give us a purpose.” 
 
    “Women, or those pain in the asses?” 
 
    “Both, brother. Women give us the reason and those men keep us on track.” 
 
    Snake and I ride, collecting the cash, while Kilo and Hawk drive the truck with deliveries to be made. It’s been a long day that has given me plenty of time to decide how I want to handle the situation I created with Jazz. I can’t say that I regret it, at some point I will screw up. It's the only way her and I are going to learn each other and understand how to get along. 
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    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    I snicker while I look around at the chaos I created in this kitchen. He wanted a kept woman, well he’s got one now. Dirty pans, plates, utensils litter the space. Spider is a clean freak, and I could tell by how meticulously he organized his stuff and cleaned up our dinner from the night before. I had to cancel my last appointment to get this done and run to the grocery store. After hours of cooking, he has a home cooked Hispanic meal. Beans, rice, shredded beef, salad and Pozole soup. I hope he’s hungry because this is a lot of food. Tres leches cake sits in the fridge cooling off to that yummy milk base poured over it to set. 
 
    The whip cream topping is coated on the rubber spatula. Timing is my friend. Men’s voices enter the house and Spider comes around the corner to find me licking the whip cream away with my tongue. Snake runs into his back and Hawk looks around his shoulder. “You boys hungry?” 
 
    Snake growls when his eyes trail over my exposed legs up to and around my curves only covered by an apron and straps peek out from my underwear. Snake covers his eyes, “Jazz, please go put clothes on. I want whatever has this kitchen looking like heaven. You are ruining it.” 
 
    “Hawk?” Spider snarls, “Go,” he points to the living room. He starts to move after he gives me a wink. 
 
    Snake cracks his fingers over his eyes and ambles out as Spider charges to me. “What are you up to, sucia?” Framing my face, he licks the outside of my lower lip before sucking it into his mouth. My moans escape as his nails scratch across my bare ass cheeks. 
 
    Tugging out of his kiss I answer, “You didn’t text me instructions on who would be here and when I should be home. I thought you needed me here, to make sure my man had dinner done by the time he got home. Or you should let me know when you bring home company, honey. I didn’t think…” I yelp as his hands grip my thighs picking me up and wrapping my legs around his waist. 
 
    Pinning me to the wall in the kitchen he rasps, “Oh, I know you think plenty, Jazz.” His nose circles mine before laying his tender lips on my cheeks. 
 
    “Maybe if you would have asked, I would have let you know what I was doing today. You’re an asshole for sending me those flowers.” 
 
    “Yeah? I thought you wanted to smell how bad you fucked up all day. You know, you could blow up my phone with pictures of what you were doing, and I would have never brought company home because I would have known what my sucia was up to.” I grind my core against his cock, and he curses. His dick wants out and I want that whip cream all over my body. “I don’t want to fight, I want to fuck.” 
 
    “Mmm,” I groan. “Take me to bed, Spider.” I forget if I made my point, but at this rate, I also couldn’t care less. 
 
    Slowly, he lowers me onto my heels and smacked my ass to get moving. Yelping, I take off to our room. Grabbing the bowl of frosting on my way as he hollers to Hawk and Snake, “Grab a plate to go and get the fuck out.” Spider stalks behind me with a lustful gaze of hopes and dreams to come true. Nothing better in this world than makeup sex. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 33 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    “Angie, I’m telling you that Spider is crazy, not cute.” For the last hour, we’ve been arguing since breakfast. It seems all my friends are pro Spider. Except this morning the man claimed he had business and left to the clubhouse, leaving me alone with my mess. I couldn’t go about cleaning this disaster alone so I called in reinforcements. Plus, Angie won’t even notice what I’m doing to manipulate her for help. So, here we are cleaning and talking. Truth is, I needed the company before I freaked out alone in this new house. 
 
    “Girl, if he has a brother, throw him my way.” 
 
    I snort at her antics, but telling her about his deceased brother doesn’t feel right and I keep it to myself. “Why not go for one at the clubhouse? They are all pretty close.” 
 
    “Ugh, they are all, I don’t know, not it. It feels like the world has lost flavor. I’m bored with the guys I’ve been seeing.” Angie is a west coast rarity with her New York accent. At first glance of her dark hair, eyes and olive skin, you think average beauty. Angie’s attitude subdues most in their place a stone exterior, but as soon as she opens her mouth, the guys, they fall in line pretty quick. Her east coast accent voice draws them in. 
 
    While I wash the last pan, she hits my shoulder with hers. “What has you all squirrely, girl?” 
 
    “Ange, look at this place. It’s like I woke up and grew up in one night. I’ve never lived with a man, never had so much square footage to myself and a yard, I didn’t contribute to it, and so it doesn’t feel like mine.” 
 
    “Then, let’s go to your place. Grab things that will make your mark here. Put up pictures and move in your clothes. Give it a real shot. Piece by piece, it will start to make sense.” 
 
    “It’s worth a try, but there is just this nagging feeling that Spider doesn’t belong here. I don’t like it. His home is with Blade, Axl, and Tank. It seems as if I am pulling him away from where he is meant to be.” 
 
    “What about you? What if all he wants is you?” 
 
    I mull over the possibility. “It could be,” I muse. 
 
    “Then, keep your place for now. When you are ready, jump in with both feet. Grow together. Why are you worried this isn’t just as much yours?” 
 
    “It is hard to wake up and your world is turned upside down. Most couples take the logical steps, and you take time to process shit. We have literally done nothing normal. Not a damn thing. We didn’t talk about this house or pick it out together. He just moved me in. Can I just say I’ve been mind fucked?” 
 
    “You aren’t most couples. And the ones that are probably have boring missionary sex for life.” She points out. “Shit, you are living a biker and chrome fairytale. Life never makes any sense. Forget all the rules and run that shit over. Get your purse, call your man, and let him know that you will be at your old apartment moving some stuff. We’ll take both of our cars. Just in case.” 
 
    Motherfucker, she is going to haul all my stuff over here. “This is like being force fed.” 
 
    “Don’t be a prissy girl. I want a man, but I don’t want his help and house. You’re living a goddamn dream and I’m definitely force feeding you because I’m jealous as hell. Move bitch.” 
 
    Vegas and Angie both have told me to quit my bitchin’ and move on. I think sometimes we get so stuck in our heads we forget when it’s time to get off the ride until there’s a slap to get us back to reality. It’s not that I’m not happy and surprised that he did this, maybe I want the same things for him too, to be happy. I want us to work more than anything. I love living here, but he doesn’t have family that would keep him here. The answer is obvious. We need to talk, and take time to figure us out. Not the Spider and Jazzy that we were before, but the people who we are now. That has a lot to do with why my head is so mixed up. 
 
    I press the call button on the screen and laugh out loud. Spider changed his name to “My Love God.” 
 
    “Hey, you okay?” he questions, picking up. The clubhouse is noisy and the sounds start to drown out before a door closes. 
 
    “Yes, my love god, how could I not be? I was just calling to let you know that I’m moving some stuff into our house today. I’ll be back and forth.” There is a spark of excitement that overtakes my worry. 
 
    “If you need help let me know, I’ll get Snake’s truck on my way home. Send me a text, okay?” 
 
    “Thank you, Spider.” Just the word is sexy in his voice, home… 
 
    “Bye, sweet cheeks.” The phone disconnects and the radio takes over the silence in the car. With every mile I let go of the stress and feel the contentment start to settle. I have someone now who will back me, and I him. Things will be okay no matter the outcome. 
 
    Angie and I trail up the door, key in the code, and walk inside of my apartment. I toss my purse to the couch as usual. Behind the door on the floor is a picture that someone shoved underneath it in the last couple of days. My blood pressure thunders into my ears. Slowly, I pick up the old picture of Kilo and I as teenagers. I’m looking up at him with stars in my very naive eyes. It was all before it all went to hell. 
 
    He was prospecting for the club and just got his vest that night. My Tio Fuego pulled me aside the next day. He begged me to find another guy to date, and so did Ghost. He may not be my uncle by blood, but he is family in all ways that count.. One by one, they all tried and failed; I still wanted him anyway. Believing in all his lies along the way. Gave him parts of my life that can’t be undone. 
 
    Now, it makes me sick. To some degree I give myself credit and the experiences I’ve gained. I can’t look back on the past and not have some regrets, but I grew stronger. The hard times have made me appreciate the good ones more, and myself. Looking at this photo is a stark reminder of how far I have come and reinforces where I am going. Home to Spider. 
 
    He may as well have left a dead animal on my doorstep. Angie watches me light a candle and I burn the photo with the past. Tossing the ashes into the kitchen sink. “You think he was here?” 
 
    “He’s out. I’ve been avoiding being anywhere he has been or will be. It’s been only a few days, but I knew this wouldn’t be good.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Nothing, he’s past that point. I’ll tell Spider and Snake. I can’t run and hide, he’ll feed off it. The only good thing is I changed my phone number from a year ago, so at least there is that.” 
 
    She nods in agreement. “Let’s get your shit and get out of here as soon as possible. We can come back when one of them is with us. Maybe you with Spider and Snake need to make more appearances at the clubhouse. Don’t let him see that this has got to you, you know?” 
 
    We start to throw clothes, makeup, toiletries, and what I can shove into suitcases.  I’m determined not to let Kilo ruin my life or day. I can’t afford to fall behind. Chin up, I lock up and then drag the four suitcases out to the car. 
 
    Angie hands me a suitcase and excitedly suggests, “Hey, instead of bringing your old pictures, we should get new ones.” 
 
    “Yeah! That is a great idea. Follow me back to the house first.” We drop off my stuff and Angie jumps into my car and we cruise the neighborhood, finding new shops and restaurants to eat. We finally decided on one of the stores to start our little shopping adventure. My girl really did come up with a great idea. Looking around content, I realize my shopping cart is packed full of new decorations. A smile stretches across my cheeks. “Hey Angie, let's grab food before we leave.” I holler out and turn around in the aisle and run into a solid chest of muscle. “Shit.” Jumping back, I put my hands up and start to back up slowly. The aisle is at the back of the store and the only way out is past Kilo. Where the fuck did he come from? 
 
    His eyes look hollow and cast an emptiness I’ve never seen. Chills blanket my skin with fear. “I thought when I came home, we would be past this, bella.” He tries to smile, but he looks more menacing. “Why have you been so hard to track down?” 
 
    “It’s not hard to get lost, Kilo, when someone doesn’t want to be found.” This can’t happen and in fact will not happen here. He has to get me alone outside. Thinking of that helps to calm the fear of him finding me. 
 
    “So, you’re hiding from me then?” 
 
    “Are you kidding me right now?” Angie yells. “You don’t get to talk to her Kilo. Guess who is on the phone motherfucker?” She holds out her cell. 
 
    “Don’t tell me you called the cops, Angie.” 
 
    “Ha, no dick. Snake. Don’t think you are getting anywhere near her again.” Angie holds a rage in her face I have never seen before. Seeing my best friend so fierce and loyal, snaps me out of the shock I was stuck in. He will never be close enough to hurt me ever again. 
 
    “What’s he going to do Angie? All this is, is a little domestic conversation between lovers,” he taunts. 
 
    Fire lights up my spine, “No, not fucking lovers, asshole. Don’t think what you did is nothing.” I bite my tongue before I spout off how I want to see a bullet in his head in public. Gritting my teeth, I seethe, “Just a thought or word of advice, run while you can.” I sidestep around Kilo, never taking my eyes from him. An evil grin creeps up his face the closer I get. 
 
    His hand sneaks out and stops me in my tracks as it lands on the shelving next to my head. “I’ll never let you go. You’re mine, bella, and always will be mine. I have plans.” 
 
    “Not with her.” Spider growls and rounds the corner. Pure grit thunders toward us. Slowly, Kilo’s arm drops. I can see Spiders muscles flex at his shoulders. His hands are fisted by his side. Steel determination in his eyes. One look and I see what Spider wants.  For me to go to him. I don’t waste time and quickly find myself behind the strength of his back. One of his palms finds my thigh. Emotion racks through me in waves. The pride I feel for my man to come for me is every-mother-effing-thing to me. I hold my chin high and scowl at the asshole, Kilo, in front of us. This moment, it solidifies where I went wrong; a man fights for his woman. I never should have been in a place to protect myself against Kilo. What he did to me is on him, and now he can answer to Spider. 
 
    Outside of the store aisle, there is a pool of people that gathered watching the show. Lightly, I tug on Spider’s cut to pull him to me. My hand roams down his forearm until I lace his fingers with mine. “Take me home, love.” Spider takes a few tentative steps back before he turns his back on him. When we get to the parking lot, I toss the keys to Angie for my car. She knows where to go. Spider swings a leg over his bike, and I follow, tying my body tight to his. No words pass between us because we know, we belong to each other. I have no doubt he will protect me, and his vow is made when his hand holds my calf in his grip. We will find a way to bury the past and fight for what we deserve; our future together. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 34 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    I’m thankful that I had the tracker placed on Kilo’s bike. All those long road trips gave me plenty of time to place bugs. I had full access to him. Jazzy gave me a questioning look earlier when we got home, how was I able to find her so quickly? Angie would have never been able to get help to them soon enough. Snake tried calling me, but I’ve been tracking Kilo for days, following him when we weren’t on assignment. I was right behind him, waiting for the motherfucker to strike. 
 
    Doubt seeps into my pores. I don’t know if I can stand in the same room with this asshole at the clubhouse after this. His face is a mask of lies. Deep rooted darkness lies behind the scenes of what he allows his brothers to see. Although I know that Fuego is on to him, it’s not enough. Someone will end up dead at how careless this man is. He doesn’t deserve to wear the Battle Born patch and stand here as a brother to the men that lay their lives in his hands. 
 
    Jazz sleeps in our bed as I sit in our office scouring leads to the man that should no longer be here. The answer lays before me after nights of digging, looking for the smallest opening lead. Every rock has been covered well by Coyote, the Sergeant-in-Arms and IT guy here. He’s washed away all of the past tracks that Kilo wouldn’t want the cops to find. This could be good because Coyote is doing his job for the club. Nothing points to him being in his pocket or otherwise, yet. I’ve reviewed the timeline of his development with the MC. Growing hungry for more power, but it hasn’t been enough for him to go unhinged. 
 
    Looking in the past could help solve the present. A man doesn’t just change in one day, it’s a long process. Step by step, if we don’t watch the direction we choose in life, we can walk on a path of no return. Tapping my finger on the desk, I run the information I do have on Kilo in my mind. The most important piece is that he’s been gone a year in lock up. Not prison but jail. Who was Kilo leveraged with while he was away? You have to make alliances to survive. This cockroach seems to live in the dark, so who’s helped keep him alive? Fuego said I’m as good as on my own. I get it for two reasons, he wants to test me and stay clean. 
 
    My fingers fly over the keyboard and I access the hard drives in the justice system. Not an easy trick without getting busted. My forehead sweats because the longer I stay the better chance I have at tipping off my presence, but I can’t find what I’m looking for. I make several fake emails and send them off to the employees and phish them to open a link into their main servers. 
 
    I’m hoping since it is a late shift someone will be caught off guard. It doesn’t take too long and, thankfully, I download an employee list and Kilo’s files along with an inmate list. Quickly, I start to back out of the system and wipe out everything I touched. 
 
    Reading his file, he made several alliances while locked away and looks like he was marked as a boss, so to speak. He was moved several times onto different floors to create peace. The cops couldn’t pin anything on him concrete for what he was running. We have a few hard-fast rules, and one is we never sell too close to where we can have a permanent stay. Meaning anywhere near law enforcement. If you are a lawyer working for any governing agency, that’s a hell no. So how was Kilo getting drugs into the jail? 
 
    Looking through his guest list shows one of the club whores sent him packages regularly and visited him. She was the one he roughed up the other day and now refuses to talk. Makes me start to believe that the stripper also landed in his mess and he beat her into submission. I send a note to Kat asking her to track the two girls he beat, and one to Snake expressing the girl needs to be banned from the club at some point. What Kilo’s done can blow back on the brothers if she retaliates. 
 
    I make a note to ask Snake how the hell this guy ever became a prospect. With those questions set aside, I start to dig through his past. There is no yearbook picture, no family pictures, or a family for that matter. It’s as if this guy is a ghost. Did the cops not do a background check? What I am betting on is, the cops never ran it hard enough, so he looks squeaky clean other than the charges from after he prospected. With hundreds of arrests around the city every day, he was just another fish in the ocean. 
 
    We didn’t even have the technology to look into our own until the last five years when the internet became a playground of information. Criminals helping criminals to beat the system. All you needed was a sponsor into the club and you had a shot. I was friends with Blade and that was that. Stryker, the mother chapter Prez, sponsored me himself. 
 
    His records at the PD have his alias listed. This isn’t the man his ID says. It would be scary to any other man, but not me. I’m the perfect asshole for this job. I’ve spent years digging through the webs of lies to uncover truths. It is only a matter of time until I find his real name and what the hell he is up to. Lighting a cigarette, I let what I do know marinate. Rolling back in my chair, I slide open a window and blow smoke outside. I chuckle, wondering if Jazz were to walk in here, would she rip my ass open for smoking in her house? 
 
    Tucking my gun in the back of my pants, I pick up my black coffee and step out into the back yard. With the last drag, I drop the butt into an almost empty beer can. The sliding door opens, and warm arms slide around my waist. “I thought my house was on fucking fire when I woke up.” 
 
    A small chuckle escapes. Something told me she wouldn’t like it. “Yeah, and you came out here to tell me so, huh?” 
 
    Jazzy slides around my body with a loose blanket hanging off her shoulders. My body tenses when I see she’s wearing a loose tank with hard nipples poking through. My eyes scan down her exposed legs up to her deep purple panties. “What are you doing not sleeping for days on end Spider? I worry about you.” 
 
    Slipping my hands under her blanket, I caress her exposed ass cheeks and pull her into me. Jazzy looks up to me and kills my insides. She is perfect. Regardless of what has happened, she makes me believe and want more. I followed her like a fool. And I would do it again in a heartbeat to keep her and this feeling. I want them all and I realize it’s her that always had me caught in her web, from day one, she led me along for the ride. I was just too stubborn to believe it. “No need to worry, I work when I need to work.” Kissing her lips once then twice my lips trace her jaw, “Jazz, I need you.” I rasp. 
 
    Her hands tug at my sweats but I hold her closer preventing her from taking them off. “I need you by my side. I didn’t understand before what was going on between us. Along the way, I figured it out, a life without you felt lonely. I love you Jazz, and more than anything I want you to be my Ol’ Lady. I want my brand on your skin. It’s too soon to ask, I know, but fuck it, I am anyway.” 
 
    This time she isn’t deterred and takes my gun, setting it aside, before she tugs my pants to my hips. She grins, finding my cock free of any underwear. She takes me in her grasp and gives me tight, long stokes. Groaning, I rest my forehead on hers while a shutter racks through me. “Spider, I’ve loved you in some way since you first touched my body, no one could capture my attention and soul like you have.” 
 
    My hands cradle her face and lead her back while I take her mouth. My tongue plunges inside, and my teeth nip at her lips. It’s dirty, rough and sloppy. Also, not enough. I push her panties down over her hips. She follows my lead as I push her back to lay down on a lounge chair. Sitting at the end with my legs on either side I bring hers up to rest over my knees. Lifting her shirt, I find her big tits calling to me. My mouth and hands cover them. One I kneed while I roll and tug on her other nipple. She moans and raises her feet to rest over my knees, opening her body to me more. The highly intoxicating arousal scent captures me in her trance. I watch as her manicured fingers trail down her body. She dips two of them in her perfect pussy. My hands still before I get back to work kissing, sucking, and licking them. Jazzy moans, bringing her soaked fingers up to her hood piercing and rolls her clit in a rhythmic motion. 
 
    “Fuck me, sucia. I want to taste those fingers,” the growl sounds like a carnal need rattling through my throat. 
 
    Her eyes snap open and she brings me her fingers while her other hand snakes out easily, finding my dick. A groan escapes me at her taste while she jacks me off. Jazzy begins to play with the precum at the tip of my cock. She toys with the head, giving it all her attention. My tongue rolls her fingers in my mouth until the salty taste is gone. I kiss the palm of her hand before I let go. 
 
    Jazzy leans forward and coaxes me to her. “Fuck your pussy Spider, claim what is yours.” She pumps me like she wants me to blow my load over her hot cunt and I’m tempted. Finding her neck, my teeth scrape across her flesh before I pull her skin into my mouth. My fingers dance through her folds before they easily slide into her. Her hips are grinding against my hand. 
 
    I’m close and my balls start to draw up, but that’s not how I want this to end. Pushing myself back. I take her pussy with my lips and devour her sweetness with my tongue. I lick her pussy like a starved man, and with her, I am. I explore every part of her. Taking her as mine and only mine. My tongue twirls around her piercing and a small squeak leaves her lips. Jazzy’s back arches and her hands hold her tits. I give her more with each stroke making it a purchase to bring her where I need her. Her body breaks and she comes for me, moaning my name, “Spider... fuck” 
 
    After a few shocks of her orgasm’s pulses, I stand and pull my pants the rest of the way off. Jazzy surprised me when she stood and pushed me to sit in her spot. She straddles my lap up on her knees. Jazzy drags her fingers through her slick juices and then holds my dick while she slides me inside. “Suck these tits.” 
 
    I do, I play with them while she rolls her hips and gets herself off on my dick. Every glide over my cock makes me groan, increasing the pressure in my balls. She plays with her pussy until she explodes soaking and stroking my cock with her orgasm. I grab her hips and hold her still while I pound her cunt from underneath with every muscle in my legs. I pump my cock deep inside, making her scream. Wetness coats my skin from her coming hard, and I erupt. Burying my cock deep, I thrust and root my dick, while I shoot my load inside her pussy. The world can try to tear us apart like it has, but I will always fight and find my way back to her. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 35 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    After our fuck at early sunrise this morning, I showered with my woman and gave her a promising goodbye kiss. One that told her what I was coming home for. It was also me telling her I had some shit to settle in the club, a promise to protect her. As much as it pained me to leave, I have work to do. I left earlier than normal, telling Jazzy the club had called me in. Kilo and I have a score to settle. He is going to test me until this situation is resolved. I don’t see this ending any other way but with him cold and in the dirt. 
 
    Each mile on my bike, I remember the damage he’s done with his hands. The hits he’s laid on Jazzy and most of all the baby he killed. My baby he murdered. Evil ideas start to sprout and it hits me like thunder how to catch him, and today is the first step. 
 
    My bike thunders with my adrenaline spearing me on. With my bike parked I step into the clubhouse. The air is thick with accusations. He’s been running his mouth about Jazz. I’m sure he’s been telling them Jazz is his and I’ve been going after her. Fuck them all if that’s what they think. 
 
    The brothers are divided and it’s time I hold the floor and my place. I let Snake know I was going in and he needed to be there. It’s twenty minutes before church starts for the day. Kilo is waiting for me to sit down at the bar like I usually do. Not today, asshole. I’m going to strike first. He has me outweighed by a good fifty pounds, but that’s not going to stop me. 
 
    I spot him before he does me. There’s only one way through this, and today it’s with my fists. His head snaps toward me, eyes blazing with his fury and cocaine. It doesn’t deter me in the slightest, so I step into the room. I don’t back down, but I bait him holding out my hands. He charges at me with a roar. 
 
    I waited until he was close enough. There’s no way he’s taking me down first; we are going to the floor together. The ground is my kingdom, one he will soon find out. My arms wrap around his large body and I twist, propelling us back. Kilo lands on his back with his head cracking against the wood floor. 
 
    My arms and hands scrape under his body.  Rolling to the side, I pop up to my knees and I take advantage while he tries to focus. Rearing my fist back, I crack a painful blow across his jaw and cheek, using all the strength I got. His nose breaks and bleeds, blood splatters from my fourth blow. I’m raining hell down on him and all the pain he has caused. My mind breaks with what he stole, and rage becomes my grace. 
 
    Kilo grabs my cut and manages a few blows to land in my gut and cheek. I roar back and my fingers tingle with the desire to choke out this animal. “Spider,” Snake hisses. “Come back, not today.” I can’t kill him, not now, and they shake violently, as I am pulled off Kilo 
 
    I spit a mouthful of blood at Kilo’s feet. “Jazzy isn’t yours and hasn’t been for a long time. Best you move on.” 
 
    Kilo ambles up on his feet, blood dripping from the cut on his eye, nose, and mouth. “She has always been mine and I will kill you to get to her. Count your days, Spider.” 
 
    I let his threat hang in the air and allow the truth to ring true in the silence. They all heard it. Now to set in motion the next step. Snake yells, “Clear out, Kilo wash up. Spider, take a walk and cool off.” 
 
    “Who the fuck are you to boss me around?” Kilo snarls. 
 
    “You want a second round of getting your ass kicked? Come get it, bitch.” Snake laughs. 
 
    Cuervo saunters out toward Kilo, weaving through the brothers. His cowboy boots echo along the wooden floors, along with the knives that hang from his belt. “¿Que pasa? You touch mi sabrino, te cortaré las manos. Pendejo. Do as he says, go while you can still jack off with them.” 
 
    The room erupts into a bunch of laughing fools. The threat made by Cuervo is no joke, he will cut off his hands. We all want him to suffer, and any excuse to deliver we will take. Kilo backs up and leaves the room. It’s far from over, but now, he did me a favor with his threat. They all heard it, and there is no taking those words back. Gringo passes me a beer. “You know I tried to get that woman. She was unattainable and now I know why. Congratulations, brother. Best you get a patch on her, sabes?” 
 
    “I hear you,” I snarl back. 
 
    He holds his hands up, “Not me, but others will come for her. An unclaimed club princess is rare, ese. It’s to protect her as much as you.” 
 
    “As much as I hate to admit it, Gringo is right. A claim will help, you gotta talk to her, she needs your brand. It’s time we go talk with Abuela.” Snake tugs me along. 
 
    A short walk and we are standing in front of her house. Abuela sits on the front porch swing and waits for us to approach. “Hola, is it done?” 
 
    Snake smirks at her, “¿Que abuelita? Is what done?” 
 
    “Mi Jazmine, is she a claimed woman finally?” Her hands rest in her lap. 
 
    “Yes, in a sense,” I answer. “I wanted to give her time and do it when the moment is right.” 
 
    “Mijo, there is no right time. Today is the right time. When I was young, mi Diego, he just took me and made me his. Together we never wasted a day. Aprecia tu amor, todos los días. Take what the world may rip away from you before you get the chance to. Make it happen. Espere.” She holds up a finger and walks inside to return quickly with an old leather cut. “Mi amor me dio esto, my Diego gave this to me. It is now yours, give it to Jazmine when you ask her.” She holds out the well-kept treasure and places it in my hands. 
 
    “Sit,” she orders. Both Snake and I move to the chairs. “Not you, mijo.” She pointedly looks at Snake. “Unless you want to talk about your future?” Snake’s face pales and he all but runs out of there without a backward glance. “Cobarde por armor,” she yells at him and huffs out her painful annoyance. 
 
    “I’m not a coward!” he yells. “I’m not made for love.” 
 
    She shakes her head, rattling off more words in Spanish. Once he is out of sight, she focuses back on me. “You know now all that happened, yes?” Nodding, she continues. “Jazmine isn’t ready to understand this, but you are, and you need to help her to understand.” Abuela takes my hand in hers. She takes in a deep breath while closing her eyes, and she holds on tight. “This will be hard to understand at first. She was never meant to have tu bebé when she did. She wasn’t ready. Jazmine had so much to lose in herself and you. She would have buried herself in the shadow that was you, with that bebé. Nature was never going to let her have it. You see, our lives are on a set path, and when we are in danger they try to reroute us on the path that we are meant to be on. Only lost souls don’t listen. You two have a rare love, mijo. Look deep. So deep, I bet you can feel her as though you knew her at the first moment you two saw the other. Two souls recognize their match. The universe will keep putting you two together, every time. Your babe is waiting to come when she is meant to. Nature used her to awaken Jazmine’s sleeping corazón. ¿Tú entiendes?” Her old, wrinkled face looks over mine and sees the bruising from the fight. 
 
    “Kilo may have been the force, as we understand it now, but she would never have carried her to term. Someday, she will hold what is rightfully hers in her arms. Now while fighting off that pinche pendejo is important. Don’t lose your focus. Fight for her safety, not revenge. Even though there are times I disagree with God, and trust me, this is one of them. You will find your peace in the end.” 
 
    I rise to leave, and she follows, kissing her cheek, “Thank you, Abuela.” She nods and smiles as I leave but quickly calls, “Mijo, tu hermano, your brother watches over you. He wants you to know he is at peace and loves you. Same thing for you too. He chose his path at his own will, and there was anything you could do to stop what was meant to be. The burden is not meant for you to carry. He is not your purpose. Jazmine is your purpose, mijo.” 
 
    Nodding, I fight to swallow the razors in my throat. Those words shred me. “I always wondered. More than anything, I wanted to know if he was okay, and if he forgave me.”  It has been a long time since his death and I always harbored guilt that I could have saved him. 
 
    “There is nothing to forgive, Spider. He knows the things he did while he was alive wasn’t right. I believe when we pass, we feel the pain we caused others. He can’t be at true peace until you are. Let them go, the ones who pass. They need to rest.” 
 
    Abuela’s advice stings my insides and confirms that he was going to die and there was nothing I could do to stop it. Same for Solo. In one afternoon, she changed the way I saw the past. She used my love for her granddaughter to help me see the stubbornness I held onto. A knowing grin creeps up the corner of my mouth. She is savage in life and rules over her family with care. If it is meant to be it will happen, and all I can do is be a thief with my happiness. Steal as much as I can until my time is done. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 36 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    Spider surprises me, it’s all the little things that he has done to soften my heart. Yes, it felt overwhelming at first. But now, I can’t go back to my apartment because he’s not there. He effortlessly shattered any willpower I had to keep him away. The questions that crept up, why was he here and what for? Was I just a convenience? Would he leave me at some point? All of them swirled around in my mind. More than anything, I needed to be cautious. When you recognize a change within yourself, you want to be damn sure you make it right moving forward. Any reservations I had of how much he cared for me were blown away when Spider told me he loved me. He doesn’t say anything he doesn’t believe in. Giving him my love back strengthened our bond. We can find our way, wherever that may be, and it will be together. 
 
    All of those things give me the courage to make a phone call that has been pestering me to make since last night. “Blade, it's me, Jazz.” 
 
    “How’s things going?” 
 
    “I wanted to bring Spider home for the weekend. Also, I have a favor to ask. Would you do my brand?” I’m a bit nervous because it’s not usual for the Ol’ Lady, or a hopeful Ol’ Lady to ask for the brand, but I know that he wants a perfect moment. There is nowhere else I can picture but in Reno, with his family. “Don’t worry, he mentioned wanting to ask the other day. Knowing him, he’s working all the angles and projecting the best outcome. It’s just sometimes, he needs to let it all go and live.” 
 
    “You know Jazz. I have to be upfront with you. I didn’t picture you two working out so well with the shit between you. Hell, you two are just crazy as fuck. But send me what you’re thinking, and I’ll find the time for you. I can’t say how happy I am to see him find what he deserves and you too.” 
 
    “I already know what I want. I’ll send you the sketch. Thank you.” 
 
    “Just take care of my brother and we’ll be even.” We say our goodbyes and I start to pack us a weekend bag to go home. I turn up the stereo and blast a playlist. A new one I made today, songs that reminded me of Spider. 
 
    By the time I tuck in the last article of clothes I find Spider staring at me from the doorway. He is leaning against the frame with his arms wrapped over his chest. “You leaving somewhere?” 
 
    Sauntering over to him, I wrap my arms around his neck. “We’re leaving for the weekend.” 
 
    “And where is this place we are going?” 
 
    “It’s a surprise and you’ll see.” 
 
    He tilts my head up to him more. “I couldn’t care where it is, as long as you and I are there.” He gives me a quick peck on my lips. 
 
    “Good. Grab whatever you need that I didn’t pack and meet me in the car in fifteen minutes.” 
 
    “We aren’t taking my bike?” 
 
    “Spider, does it look like that,” I point to the suitcase on the bed, “Can fit on your bike?” 
 
    He nods before slapping my ass on his way to the bathroom. He brings another hard case box. I assume has his computers stuffed inside. “Spider, we are not working this weekend.” I reprimand, “Have you not been giving me shit about being home? Was it not you that blocked out on my computer calendar from taking appointments after three?”  But the smile that tugs at his lips says he’s not intimidated in the least. Rather he’s very happy with himself.  “I can’t pay you rent if I don’t work those hours. You realize this don't you?” 
 
    “Jazmine, I don’t want you to work at all. And fuck no, I don’t want any money from you, ever. I give two shits what you do with your money. I don’t plan on working, but I’m always prepared. End of story, sweet cheeks.” He plucks the keys to the car from my pocket and bolts out the door. “Hurry up and lock up.” 
 
    Quickly picking up our bags, I follow him out of the house. “Wow, I cannot wait to tie myself to that forever,” I murmur to myself keying in the code to the front door. 
 
    “Right back at you, Jazzy.” He slams the trunk shut and then holds the driver’s door open for me. Before I slide in, I notice the bruising on his lip. My hand darts up to hold his chin, “Spider, what the hell happened today?” 
 
    “What needed to happen.” He hugs me to his strong frame. Spider’s muscles feel firm and just the right size. He takes care of his body, more slender than bulk. I want to argue and protest for details but I’m not. I just take a minute to hold him a little tighter. My stomach growls. “I need food, how about tacos?” I ask hopefully. 
 
    We grab our food and while I eat I start to think about his face and who would have done that. That much is obvious. If it pertains to me, I would think he would at least tell me that much, right? It has to be about Kilo, especially if he just magically showed up to save the day. Which I’m grateful for, but he should tell me what is going on when it concerns me. “Spill it then, you have a tracker on Kilo. And you threw punches over it.” 
 
    Spider sighs heavily. “Jazz, it’s guy shit. Yes, I beat his ass at the clubhouse for a lot of reasons I’m not going to tell you about.” 
 
    “What else am I not being told? Hmm. Let me think.” Tapping a nail on my lips, I go over how he barged into my life, took over my business, and watches me like a hawk... “You are an asshole, Spider.” I’m so fuckin’ pissed off at him. “You could have at least told me you had a tracker on me too.” I had a feeling when the other day he got there a little too fast. I just didn’t realize he bugged everything I own. My car, shoes, phone, purses I guess anything he could think of. He only needs me to text, so he knows I’m not at my last known location. No wonder he never calls me and just shows up everywhere I’m at. 
 
    “Why does it piss you off so bad? That I want you safe? Wow, still not apologizing,” he deadpans and glares at me. 
 
    “Did you have me move in so you could babysit me too?” Am I being irrational? Hell yes! “You preach about talking to you and letting you know where I’m going. What for? You can just follow the red dot all damn day. You’re a hypocrite. Just for that, I’m bugging the shit out of you too.” 
 
    “You already are bugging the shit of me,” he growls. “It’s not to monitor you. What if you say you’re going somewhere, then you are kidnapped, and I need to get to you quickly? Huh? Oh and I don’t know, for instance, the other day. OR, your car breaks down and you had a long day and your phone dies. It’s so I can help you woman, not babysit your spoiled ass.” 
 
    My jaw opens and closes. I do this a few more times before I just leave it closed. Damn, okay he may have a point. But as stubborn as I am, I just shrug it off. He turns his head just barely and I can read what he’s thinking when he raises a brow. Really? Spider shakes his head and I speed down the freeway. 
 
    After miles of silence, he breaks the ice. “What is Angie doing this weekend?” 
 
    “I don’t know. She recently had a split with her man that she was seeing. I’m not sure what went down between them.” 
 
    “Hmm, maybe he should have said he was sorry.” 
 
    If looks could kill but then it just hits me, and I laugh out loud. “Maybe your ass should say you’re sorry.” 
 
    “Never.” Spider intertwined our fingers and rested our hands on his lap. Never did I think I would find myself sitting in my car with this man. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 37 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    There is nothing like coming home again. 
 
    I had an idea we were heading here by the direction we came. Every mile I relaxed more until she pulled into the parking lot. The genuine catlike smile on her face begged for attention. “Jazz, thank you.” My fingers hook around her neck, bringing her close. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” she rasps, giving me a tender peck. With this girl, I feel so much more than what can be said. 
 
    Walking through the doors of the clubhouse is like a long-lost blanket. We built this place up to be ours. And with Jazzy on my side it feels perfect. With a hand on her lower back I lead her through the common room. The balls on the pool table break and the crackling noise echoes through the room. It’s my brothers that surprise me most. The room falls silent until Saint and Pawn look at each other. “Did you know he was coming?” Pawn questions. 
 
    “You two dumb fucks see him, don’t ya?” Cowboy drops his pool stick on the table and gives me a hard hit on the shoulder. “Nice seeing you, brother.” He tilts his hat at Jazz. “You too, girly. Happy for you both.” Over the years, I let my temper come between Cowboy and I and it wasn’t his fault. I left Jazzy and mine’s relationship somewhat a secret. Any man would read that as an opportunity. His respect for me, today, solidifies our past. It’s all behind us and we can move forward. 
 
    Saint passes us both a beer, “How long are you here for?” Jenn and Tami come barreling into the room from the back and freeze before they both tackle Jazz. 
 
    Ignoring their chatter, I drop my luggage. “Can’t say for sure, but the weekend. Here for a visit. Is Blade still here? Or did he head home?” 
 
    Jenn breaks away to jump into our conversation, “Blade is bringing Vegas. They should be here anytime now. Since their baby girl has been born they haven’t been out much. Plus, something tells me, he knew you two would be here. Am I wrong?” Saint wraps his arms around his Ol’ Ladies waist and bites her neck causing her to laugh. 
 
    “Not wrong, I let him know we were coming,” Jazzy explains with mischief in her eyes. What are we really doing here? I don’t voice my suspicion but there is something there. If it were a casual visit, she would have only called her girls. She grabs my cheeks and plants a hard kiss on me. It takes a lot of resistance, but I hold back any reaction. She just shut me up with her lips. 
 
    One arm wraps around her hip and I kiss her temple. She thinks she has me where she wants me, two can play at that game. Letting her go, I pick up my bag and out of the corner of my eye I see Tami standing there with Pawn. Her hands clasped in front of her chest and tears in her eyes. “You okay? Something is in your eye. Have Pawn look at it.” 
 
    Pawn smirks and chuckles resting his forehead on her head. His shoulders are shaking with laughter. “Nothing is wrong with her, man. She’s just been worried about you. Overwhelmed with girly shit. You’re probably her latest character in one of her books.” 
 
    Tami’s smile grows on her cheeks, and she turns to Pawn. “You know, it’s like we are right here, all the time.” She points between the two of them. 
 
    “That’s because I’m in there.” He lustfully peers down at her body. “All the time.” 
 
    “Savage,” she giggles. 
 
    Even how obnoxious they are, I have missed them all. “I’m going to set our bags in a room, which one is open?” 
 
    Saint clears his throat, “Your room is open. Spider, you may have left, but that is your place. We understand you needed to do what you did. That room will always be yours. We all voted on it.” 
 
    I’m not good with expressing my thoughts. Never have been. These last few years have changed the man I was. It’s easier for me to talk with Jazz, but the guys. I’m not there yet. A man can only change so much. With her, I had to suffocate to learn what it was like to breathe again. “Appreciate it. Jazzy, sit with the girls, I’ll unload our stuff.”  I need a minute to get this rock out from my throat. She watches me though. There isn’t much we can hide from each other anymore; we can almost hear what the other is thinking. Actions carry the truth, and I don’t want her to feel I wouldn’t choose her over them. I would do it again in a heartbeat. 
 
    After my second load into the clubhouse Blade is standing at my door. “Happy to see you back brother. How’s it going over there?” 
 
    I give him the rundown of what I’m up against. “Until Kilo is resolved, I’ll always have a target on myself and Jazzy.” 
 
    “We will always have your back. You say the word and I’m there. I don’t give a fuck how it looks. You let me know how you want to play this out.” 
 
    “Will do. I need a favor though.” Intrigued, Blade leans his head to the side. “I need a brand done on Jazzy before we leave, and I want you to do it. I may need Vegas and Dana to get her drunk first though. You know, Jazzy may throw a punch at me if I try to get her in a chair too soon.” 
 
    Blade runs a hand through his hair. Well, it seems Blade knows something about Jazz I don’t. That small little clue confirms my hunch was correct. “Won’t be a problem, I’ll text you a time tomorrow.” 
 
    “Don’t you want to know what brand I want for her?” 
 
    Blade smirks and tries to hide it, but we’ve been friends for a long time. “Let’s let this one play out. Roll the dice Spider, see what happens.”  He taps the doorframe and heads to the party erupting down the hall. Jazzy is planning to brand herself to me. Heat fills up my chest with pride that she would show her devotion to me. Knowing her artistic side I’m confident that whatever she thought of, she has given to Blade already. It will also be packed with meaning for her, and that is exactly what I want her to have. Anything and everything she wants. 
 
    Well, I think I’ll up the stakes a little higher. “Yeah, I think I can roll the dice. Hey, I have to go over a few things with Tank. Can you send him back here?” 
 
    “Whatever you are planning, count me out. I’ll go check on Tank for you. It’s probably a job for a prospect but let your Prez do this for you. You turned into some kinda first born royalty around this bitch,” he grumbles on his way out. 
 
    “Thanks, brother,” I holler after the prick. 
 
    While I wait for Tank, I plan my next attack with meticulous details of how to conquer her. It’s almost comical the way we were compared to what we are now. We fought for dominance and pushed each other away, but now we’ve learned to dominate together in other ways. Tucking our bags away, I lumber out to the hallway in search of Tank. Old habits die hard, and I stop to observe the club from the shadows. 
 
    The girls pass shots around at the table. Vegas tells them of how much she loves her baby girl, Adelina. The day she was born they surprised Abuela and named their baby after her. We’ve taken to calling her Lina. “I’m so wound up. It’s been months since I’ve been laid out and devoured. Kids are the ultimate cock block. I’m done, we are not having anymore. DONE.” 
 
    I clench my eyes shut, working at pushing my thoughts back. What surprises me most is I still feel an ache in my chest, but it’s not as bad. What I also picture is starting over. Maybe one day Jazzy will want to try and have kids? “I need an OG.” What in the hell did I just miss? 
 
    The girls all snicker but Dana cocks her head, “An OG? Original Gangster?” 
 
    “Like an Ohhh, geeee. As in a monster orgasm that hits your geeeeee spot. You get me? Ohhh geee!” 
 
    “Fuck girl, how long has it been?” Jazzy asks. 
 
    “Since Lina was born which was six weeks ago. Before her birth he was taking it easy on me, so eight, or maybe a few more. And we all know that the end of a pregnancy sucks. They don’t hammer on you like you want thinking they are going to break you.” 
 
    “I’m never having kids.” Jenn says in mock horror. “So, in reality, it has been months?” 
 
    “Yep. And I need an OG to bring me to my knees. Light my flesh on fire and bring me back to life. I need an explosion.” 
 
    My head snaps back horrified. These dirty ass bitches. No pressure at all. I’m done eavesdropping on this one and proceed like I just didn’t hear how these women expect us to snap our dicks off to pleasure them. 
 
    Kat lingers in the corner of the bar off to the side. When I round the corner, she waves me over where she is waiting for me, usually, that is my seat. “What’s going on, K?” 
 
    “I took the younger pictures of Kilo you sent to me and filtered through some contacts in Mexico. You’re right, he’s not a citizen and not who we thought he was either. I pulled up what I could after I got a name. I believe he had family in Los Reyes Malditos’ club that we wiped out.” After we found out that Jenn was raped, the MC went on a rampage for revenge. One thing we did was kill off the MC that was helping the Cartel in Mexico. The late Prez was Kat’s father that sold her to the Cartel for a marriage made in hell. 
 
    “I have to hand it to them, even in death they had their basis covered. He is around our age Kat. He’s been under the radar that long?” 
 
    “It’s not as hard as you think. A family takes him in and moves here with fake aliases. Years pass and the kid is bred into believing he has a higher purpose to serve his family. Now that the men above him are all gone, he needs a new purpose. To… maybe reform the MC?” 
 
    “No, I think he wants to kill us all off, one by one. Tell me, who do you think knew where everyone was at when we were down south hunting the Cartel? Who told them of the members here when Solo died?” 
 
    “Shit. There’s only one way to find out.” 
 
    “Torture the beast.” He’s not only hunting Jazz, Kilo is hunting everyone. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 38 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    Sleeping in his room at the clubhouse was an adventure. All of us girls in Sacramento were never allowed to stay over in the clubhouse, Fuego is old school like that. I asked Spider to take me on a ride after breakfast. We borrowed an extra bike from the garage. He grumbled about taking someone else’s bike, but after a few long strokes across his dick, he wouldn’t say no. 
 
    The wind whips strands of my hair around my face. I guess I needed to have a feel of the area before I made up my mind about our future. It needed to be cemented in my mind that what I do next is the right move for both of us, but especially Spider. 
 
    The warmth of his body seeps into mine. Every mile is a story and I wish I knew the Spider that lived here before me better. The man that rode thousands of miles to get me to right here and right now. Possessively, I hold on even tighter. He looks over his shoulder at me briefly to see if I’m okay. Leaning forward, I plant a kiss on his stone jaw. His facial hair is rough under my lips and I drag them up toward his ear and give him one more reassuring kiss that I’m all his, forever. 
 
    He’s welded to me. There is no beginning or end—just us. 
 
    I love the neighborhoods and the smaller city. It feels like a new adventure here, one with no bad memories. A chance to create a new world. The artist in me can paint a new picture of what it could look like. We weave through traffic and wind up and down the hills until we arrive at a rest stop and small diner just out of town. Up here, the trees are thick and it’s shocking the desert rests just in the opposite direction. 
 
    Overlooking the valley, his hand stops me from walking inside. “I wanted to ask you something and I wanted to ask you here. It’s why we came up here.” He reaches into his bag and pulls out a small brown bag and leads me to a picnic table. 
 
    “Jazzy, I want more than anything for you to wear my brand.” He hands me the bag. “Would you wear this and be my Ol’ Lady? 
 
    Diving into the bag, I pull out my Abuela’s old cut that she used to dawn in her younger years with my grandfather. Tears prick at my eyes as they roam over the original patches of the MC. 
 
    “I went to talk with her the other day, and she gave that to me for you. Your tios threatened me if I didn’t love you and take care of you.” His hand pushes back a few stray strands away. “And I can’t wait to see what brand you picked, because knowing you, you know exactly what it should be.” 
 
    “How did you know?” I gasp. 
 
    “It’s easy to put the connections together. You only ever come here for tats. Since no one was getting one and Blade was cryptic as fuck, I figured it was you. I’m happy you did this, more than happy.” 
 
    I get up with fake indignation and fists on my hips. “I’m going to spend the rest of my life trying to keep up with you, aren’t I?” 
 
    He answered my question when he holds me and takes my mouth with his. My hands roam over his jean covered ass and squeeze hard. “Forever, and soon my wife.” He goads on a whisper. 
 
    “We need to meet Blade in a few hours at the shop.” I murmur back, touching my forehead to his. I want more than anything to marry Spider, but I’m scared it’s too soon. He could regret all of this and it would kill me. But someday, I want to marry him. 
 
    If life could be as easy as these simple stolen moments, I would be good, more than good. The point is, I need to make my own brand of happiness and chase it hard and as ruthless as I have done with my work. Only difference is, Spider is my serenity, focus, and love. Every day I find myself being caught up more and more in his web. The man that I thought had no heart actually felt and saw too much. Spider is a caretaker. He has taken what was broken and mended past pain. While neither one of us can forget, together we found peace in the other. Spider is my end game, protector, and love of my lifetime. I was waiting on my future, and he has delivered. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    I’m a little nervous to see what Spider will think of my idea.  Blade sticks the stencil to my skin with a smoke hanging from his lips. Lightly, he pulls the edges back from my chest. Over my heart is a black heart like my dad’s. Except mine has a web behind it, and a black spider hanging off the heart. 
 
    “You’re lucky that Blade is doing this. Any other motherfucker I wouldn’t let so close to having their hands on your tits. That is hot as hell woman.” Spider’s finger roams the outside of it. Blade rolls back and lets us have a moment to ourselves. “I’m going to be busy for a bit.” 
 
    I scrunch up my eyes. “Doing what?” 
 
    “I have my own surprises to work on.” He raises his eyebrows in challenge, “What? You didn’t see that coming did you?” 
 
    “With the weekend I planned for you, how could I foresee any surprises from you, Spider??” I deadpan. 
 
    “Ah, still the student and not the master.” 
 
    “Master of crypticity, not sarcasm,” I defend with a smile. 
 
    “Well, you ready to stick it?” Blade said as he walked in after having smoke and waited for the stencil to dry. 
 
    “Let’s get this done before I change my mind.” I growl at Spider’s retreating form. Once the door closes behind him, I ask, “Would you still have work for me in Reno?” 
 
    “Is this why you are really here?” 
 
    “It is, and this tat. I am the master at both being cryptic and sarcastic.” I playfully tease, but I want Blade to know the truth. “As much as I love my shop, I believe this is Spider’s home. My place was a tribute to my dad. I know that I can run both. To me having the opportunity to give this to Spider is important to me. I’m not willing to take it away when it’s so easy to give it to him. We can have both, who says we can’t.” 
 
    “I’m happy Spider has a worthy and crazy opponent. The answer is always yes, Jazz. For the record, you are his home, but sacrifice is love.” Blade picks up his machine, done with deep thoughts, and hits the power. The sting becomes my zen and I fall under the spell of the sting of the needle. Since it is a smaller piece, it doesn’t take too long. 
 
    Just when I think I am going to have to hunt down my man, he appears at the doorway with a grin spread across his face. He wraps me in his arms and rasps into my ear, “I can’t wait for it to heal. My teeth want to bite into what is mine. C’mon there is a party next door.” 
 
    Inside the Black Rose, Vegas, Dana, Jenn, Kat, and Tami all hover around the bar. Fresh martinis are being poured and Kat holds an unlit joint in her fingers. “It’s tradition in the Ol’ Ladies club to drink and smoke. All I have to say is, it’s about fuckin’ time, Spider.” 
 
    Dana pulls me over to the group and plops me into a seat at the bar. I look over my shoulder at Spider and as usual he stands off to the side. Saint keeps him company, but he looks different. Calm and relaxed, but still sporting the scowl of an asshole But at least now he’s a happy asshole. I blow him a kiss and he winks back at me. 
 
    “Girl, you tamed that poisonous creature.” Jenn chuckles. “Did he just wink at you?” 
 
    “I think it is sooo cute,” Tami oohs and ahhs. 
 
    “You really are writing a book with Spider as your inspo aren’t you?” 
 
    “Definitely, I’m going to give you a copy to read before it publishes. These guys could give me enough material for a lifetime.” 
 
    Vegas raises her lemon drop martini, and we pick up ours. “To our men who love us.” 
 
    This time, it’s Tank that goes “Awwwww.” The men laugh and he holds up his beer, the brothers following, and he toasts, “To our women who ride us.” Half the room laughs and the others agree with an “aye.” 
 
    Kat murmurs low, “I’ll be back, he obviously needs food.” She quickly lights the joint and takes a long drag before handing it off to me. I take a hit and around and round we go until Kat comes back. Pawn sneaks in there and takes a couple of drags. For some reason this is really funny, especially when he hauls Tami off to the back. 
 
    I try to keep my ears to myself, but it can be heard loud as day. “Let’s fuck like porn stars, baby.” 
 
    She squeals and answers, “Can I be your Dom?” 
 
    He swats her ass, “Next time, today you are my bar winch. Ready to serve her long-lost military man…” The rest is cut off when the door slams behind them. 
 
    Vegas slides a glass of beer across the bar for Saint. He picks up the glass and takes a swig and sits it down, distracted by Tank as they talk over a motorcycle. Jenn picks up his glass behind his back and chugs more than half and sits it back down before he turns back to it. Her eyes bug out from the freeze and takes in a deep breath into her lungs. Saint picks up his beer, raises it to his lips, stops, lowers the glass and scowls at Jenn. She takes off running. 
 
    “I fucking hate it when you drink my beer, Jenn!” she hackles and waves from across the room, hiding behind Tank that blocks her from the wrath of Saint. 
 
    The drinks taste like magic and the music only gets louder. Couples grind and laugh on the dance floor. Ideas are shared and when Tank casually mentions, “You know, I’m an ordained minister By the power vested in me, I could marry you two tonight.” 
 
    “Cannot!” I swat at his muscled chest. 
 
    “It’s true,” he sighs, “I could, but you probably want to wait for a white dress and flowers, blah blah. I think a real biker bitch would haul her man in front of me and pledge their love together right here in this bar.” 
 
    “You think so?” 
 
    “Know so.” He nods with an affirmative. I don’t know. Blade stands off to the side, this feels important, but I can’t figure out what he finds so funny. 
 
    “I’ll do it. Spider, we need to get married!” I yell a little too loud. 
 
    “Do we?” he answers from right behind me. 
 
    “Yes, will you tie your dick to me for life and mean it?” His face contorts painfully. What? I want his dick or him for myself for always. Why would that be bad? 
 
    “Hmm, my dick will be yours to use, until death do us part.” That’s what I wanted to hear. 
 
    “I promise to be yours until death do us part,” I whisper sweetly. I can’t believe we are engaged! 
 
    “I now pronounce you man and wife, Spider kiss your bride, and please sign here. Blade and Vegas, I need you to witness this holy union of matrimony.”  Wait what? Spider holds my head and lavishes me with an intimately sweet kiss. 
 
    “Congratulations!” The room cheers. It’s probably okay, I’ll think about this tomorrow. I feel so good. And so honey, I mean HORNY. Yeah, me so horny, I love Spider, long time. Chuckling at my own mistake I cover my mouth. Spider watches me closely. I bet I can get Spider over to the tattoo shop… 
 
    “We are all officially going to hell.” Blade snaps me back to reality and reaches for the pen and points at Spider. “It was his idea, student meet your master.” 
 
    Yesssss, my master. I wonder if Tank has a whip I could borrow. They seem like they would be into that kink. I give Spider my best smoldering look and reach for his chest. My hands glide over the plains of muscle and down lower. He grips my advances and kisses my neck, playfully distracting me. 
 
    Vegas grabs his pen. “That sounds sexy, Blade, will you be my master too?” 
 
    I give her a high five. Yes, we need some dirty Dom time. The guys look at each other utterly confused, but my bitch she gets me. I swing my arm around her side in comradery, because we can have conversations and not talk. We do this while she signs some paper, hands me the pen, then flings herself over her master, Blade. 
 
    “Spider, I don’t even know your name.” The room dies silent. While I try to focus. I catch a last name to left of mine and remember what the real estate agent said too. Scott. Then— when I crack a laugh to a full belly rumble, everyone else does too. “Oh my god. I just married you, I don’t know your first name. I’m Mrs. Scott.” He snags the pen from my hand and signs it. 
 
    “It’s time for bed, Mrs. Scott.” Spider whisks me away to our waiting car, wait, my car? Anyway, the prospect holds the door open while he lowers me to my seat. 
 
    “Did you plan this?” 
 
    “Yes, Jazmine Scott. I wanted you and there was nothing I wouldn’t do to take you as mine. Claim you as my forever.” 
 
    “So romantic…” My head spins a little. 
 
    Faintly, I hear Spider chuckle. “Well, see how you feel about this tomorrow.” 
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    Spider 
 
      
 
    Jazzy has her hands all over my body. She reaches for me even though she is strapped in by her seatbelt. Her fingers unsnap and unzip my pants. Slowly she strokes my cock. Her mouth is licking up my neck. At this rate I will probably come and wreck the car before we can even get back to the clubhouse. 
 
    There is a church parking lot up ahead and I pull in around the back. My hand hits the controls to glide the seat back and down. Jazzy unhooks her seat and dives in eagerly for me. I lift the steering wheel up while my wife sucks my cock like she needs to survive. I take great pride into thinking that I played her game, and played it so well I’m getting a blow job. 
 
    My fingers lift her hair out of her face, and I watch my dick disappear like a magic trick. This is not how I want our first time as man and wife to go down. Literally with her going down on me in a church parking lot. “Jazmine,” she’s shocked and stills at the use of her full name. “Pull that sexy as fuck ass up here and ride your man’s cock, sucia.” I make quick work sliding my jeans down my body. 
 
    She pulls her swollen bottom lip into her mouth and bites down while she shimmies out of her tight leather pants. Her left pant leg gets twisted around her boot that she couldn’t kick off. It’s the most complicated event for her inebriated mind but snaps out of it. 
 
    “Fuck it.” Jazzy kneels on the seat before sliding her untangled leg over my lap. Her wet pussy slides down my shaft. Her body is shaking with pleasure and Jazzy moans when she coats me while grinding on my shaft. I hold her face with both of my hands to still her. “I think Pawn laced that weed with ecstasy. I’m so turned on.” 
 
    For once, I want to high five Pawn for lacing weed. “Tomorrow and every day after that, I want you to remember one thing.” Her deep brown eyes lined in black watch mine. “I love you Jazmine. I will do my best as your man to take care of you.” Her bottom lip trembles and I suck it into my mouth, drawing her into a deep kiss. I give her ass a smack. She picks up her hips and glides down my dick. My thumb finds her little pierced nub and I give her body all the attention she needs. 
 
    Our pants and moans take up the space and the heat in the car skyrockets. She rocks her hips faster and harder against me. “More, Spider, give me more,” she begs, raking her nails down my chest, even over my shirt I feel her need. Lifting her hips up I hammer her cunt from below. “Rub that pretty little clit, sucia.” 
 
    Jazzy throws her head back and does as I ask. Her body explodes with trembling muscles as her pussy constricts, milking my cock. She yells out, “Oh my fucking geeee.” Just as I shoot up deep in her cunt and empty my balls. Jazzy falls forward onto my chest, my arms wrap around her as a deep rumble of laughter escapes. I can’t complain. I will always remember this moment for the rest of my life, claiming her as my forever. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 39 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    I’m so hot. It feels like a hundred degrees in here. Spider’s body is wrapped around me and his face is buried into my neck. My mouth feels dry like the desert. I need an IV of coffee, a shower, a water, and two Tylenol, STAT. Lightly, I push him to the side, and roll out of bed. In the mirror of the bathroom I almost shriek at the knotty mess of hair, smeared raccoon looking makeup and the hickies around my neck and my chest. “What in the hell happened last night?” I mummer to myself. 
 
    Splashing water on my face, I wash off the makeup and residue from last night. My lungs protest and I cough, triggering a memory. As I dry my face on a towel my mind starts to wake up remembering the weed we smoked, the drinks, dancing, laughing, and laughing at something Tank said… 
 
    “Motherfucker.” Filling a glass full of cold water, I chug it down. My fingers grip the glass until my knuckles go white, almost shattering it. I’m breathing fire, I’m so mad he took my wedding day away from me like that. For a good five minutes I stand there glaring at myself in the mirror. As quiet as possible I tip toe back to the room and get my phone to send a text. 
 
      
 
    Me: Did I marry Spider last night, and as my cousin/sister, did you sign off on that? 
 
      
 
    My fingers tap on the phone while I watch the text bubbles pop up. 
 
      
 
    Vegas: Yes, Blade just confirmed that did happen. 
 
    Me: HOW, WAS IT LEGAL??? 
 
    Vegas: Apparently, Cowboy knows someone at the County office and was able to get Tank notarized to marry people, and a marriage certificate done all in one afternoon. So, yes, you are very married and branded all in one day. Is your mom going to be pissed? Abuela is gonna kick all of our asses. Well, yours, probably. I’m so hungover and the kids are crying. 
 
      
 
    When I don’t answer I get the cutest pic of the twins holding baby Adelina. I run my finger over the little face of baby Lina 
 
      
 
    Vegas: I know you. Know that you are really pissed because you feel it is out of your control and you ARE a control freak. I get why. Babe, live in the moment. It was a blast last night. You are not the ceremony type. It was perfect. Now, since Spider started a game, I say you finish it and rub it in. I say, you play like you have no memory of being his wife. Rub it in and make more memories. Have fun, woman! 
 
    Me: Kiss those babies for me. I love you, you have always been my big sister from another mister. I’m not saying you’re right, but you do have a point. Haha. It most definitely is game time. It’s time to make Spider sweat. I know just where to take him next. 
 
      
 
    I dress and go to the kitchen to make my little hubby some pancakes and coffee for myself. I’m in the middle of tossing bacon when Cowboy stumbles in looking as haggard as I feel and look. "Mornin’, Mrs. Scott,” he teases. 
 
    “Hmm? Who me? You’re so funny.” Perfect timing because Spider also joins us in the room. Cowboy hands him a coffee. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” Spider yawns and takes a drink. 
 
    “He called me Mrs. Scott, but we didn’t get married. I’m just your Ol’ lady.” Spider is very good. Only his pupils dilate when I lied. Slowly he brings his mug down. “I have another surprise for you, so after breakfast we are hitting the road.” 
 
    Cowboy looks between Spider to me, and back to him again. “I for one, cannot wait to hear about this new surprise and if any others pop up in the future. Hand me pancakes and bacon.” 
 
    Spider saunters closer and kisses my cheek, “Thanks for breakfast, sucia.” He slaps my ass and loads his plate full. 
 
    Crossing my arms over my chest, I huff before pointing my spatula at his face, “Watch your mouth in front of the kids, asshole.” 
 
    Cowboy spits coffee across the table. “What kids?” He grins before digging back into his meal. I take my plate and sit next to my man. His hand comes down on mine and his thumb rubs across my ring finger. I bite the inside of my cheek painfully to stop the smile. If this is what the first twenty-four hours of being married to this man is like, I pray it lasts for a lifetime. 
 
    After many hugs and promises to return we hit the road. I drive again but this time while Spider takes a nap. I pictured this circumstance to be a little different, as in me sleeping and him driving. Unless I take a nap on the way home. Yeah, this could work. We just have to work around or manipulate the situations to get along. 
 
    The drive to my mom’s house is a thing of beauty. The water has always been her place to find her center. The area is beautiful and perfect for her. People walk casually down the quiet street. For California it’s very small and not overpopulated with old brick buildings that are well kept. 
 
    Pulling into my mom’s driveway I hit the brakes harder than normal and hit the horn. The birds fly out of the tree and Spider jolts up awake. His hands fly to the dashboard and immediately scowls at me. 
 
    I raise my hands in surrender, laughing, “Oopsie.” 
 
    My mom comes running outside waving. “Jazmine, what are you doing here?” Then she spots Spider’s lumbering sexy body getting out of the car. Her excitement stills before it ignites, “Is this your Spider?” 
 
    “Yep, this is my lover, almost baby daddy — maybe one day — after we get married, Ol’ man.” 
 
    She, being the hippy free loving artist she is, pulls him into her. Her tiny arms hold him as hard as she can. “It is so nice to meet you,” she says, trapping his arms at his sides. The scowl is even worse than a few seconds ago. Yep, that’s right, you asked for payback and this is what you get. At least, that’s the look I’m going for. 
 
    “Are you planning on marrying my little princess?” Mom squeals and holds him, waiting for him to answer. 
 
    “Yeah, Spider,” I goad. “Are you?” 
 
    “First Mrs...” 
 
    “Oh please, call me Kelly” 
 
    “It’s nice to meet you Kelly, would you have a bathroom I could use?” My mom blushes and herds us inside. “Jazmine can show me the rest of the way, thank you.” 
 
    “I’ll get us some drinks,” She yells to us. 
 
    Spider grabs my arm and hauls me down the hallway to the bathroom he finds fairly easily. “Cut the shit, you and I both know we got married last night. Quit making a fucking joke about it to your mom. Jokes are all well and fun but do not play around with your mom. That shit is over the line. And really Jazz, after what I said to you in the car last night, what is this shit? You throwin’ my love for you in my face?” 
 
    In my haste, I did not think about that piece. I drop my head, “Shit, Spider, I’m sorry. I went too far. I love you, please don’t be upset. I won’t fuck around anymore." He stands firm and doesn’t give me an inch. “I’ll tell her when I walk out there.” I slide myself under his arms needing to apologize and to heal the hurt I caused. 
 
    His nose runs over my ear and whispers, “Got you. I win. Kiss your master.” He tugs my head back by my hair. His mouth slams against mine. He renders me speechless. The bathroom door opens, and I’m tossed out. Just before the door is shut, he confirms, “Settle it.” Meaning go talk to my mom. Growling and clenching my teeth, rage consumes my body, and my fists shake at my sides. 
 
    “Love you,” he hollers from inside the bathroom, then he proceeds to piss. “Go, Jazz.” 
 
    “Fuck you,” I whisper shout and he chuckles. I kick the door for good measure, then haul ass to the kitchen. 
 
    My mom stands there with a raised brow. “Sounds like there is something you want to tell me?” I spill it all out. And the cool thing about my mom is she loves the entire story. Spider joins us at some point and lays his arm across the chair and lets us air the truth out in the open. 
 
    “Man, I bet your daddy has a hell of a time keeping up with you. You know he’s there Jazz, and I’m so happy he could be. Don’t you ever doubt that. Hey, you know what? Hang tight.” She is gone one second and back the next. In her hand she holds the first ring my dad ever gave her. “Sorry, I know it’s not big. I would be honored if you wore this ring. It’s not a traditional diamond, it’s actually a rare gem. You can have it, as your wedding ring.” 
 
    Having this ring means the world to me. The light dances through the almost clear stone, soft colors of blue and pink reflect off it. A perfect shape of a teardrop. “You remember when I was little, and I would sneak into your room and put it on my finger. Dad would laugh and you would remind me not to take things that weren’t mine. I adored this ring because dad would tell me how he gave it to you. It felt so precious, still does.” 
 
    Spider rubs my back and I look up at him, “You should wear it. It is priceless like you are, Jazmine.” 
 
    My mom holds my hand. “It’s settled then. Something old for good luck.” 
 
    We spend the day chatting while showing Spider around town. He is so taken with her kind heart and soft touches. It’s adorable to see them and their budding little friendship. I think my ovaries explode when Spider opens a door for a little girl, then helps her get candy out of a vending machine. I feel really special and fall more in love. He hasn’t given many a chance to see this side of him and to be this open in his life. After his brother died, he clammed up and worked hard at protecting himself. He just never came out of it. Finding the security in being quiet. At least, that is how I see him. We pick up food and Spider grills chicken for us for dinner while mom and I make salad and potatoes. She picks fresh herbs from her garden and adds them to our dinner. 
 
    Spider and I are so tired from the night before we excuse ourselves early to sleep. In all honesty, we needed time alone. I planned on bringing him here all along to meet the most special person in my life, my mom. I opened up my heart to the real parts of me, and in turn so did he. The people we are together when no one is watching. Spider gives me glimpses of the man under the cut. My heart and life are full with him. I spend the rest of the evening giving Spider my thanks. And praise him with my mouth and body to my husband, before I fall into a deep peaceful sleep. 
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    Spider 
 
      
 
    The phone sounds and is blaring in the silence of the room. Gone is the one-day honeymoon I had with my wife. I planned on coasting down the beach for a week. It’s the early morning, and the sun hasn’t even come up yet. I wanted more and I groaned before answering, leaving the room. More bad news is spoken, and I’m too pissed off with the news to answer like I should. 
 
    “Did you hear me?” Snake snarls into the phone. 
 
    I’m outside the backdoor with a smoke lit, trying to calm my nerves. “Yea brother, I heard you. Jazzy’s shop is burnt down to the ground. Where is he?” 
 
    “I haven’t had time to look and you know I can’t ask too many questions. What the fuck is going on that that would make him do this?” 
 
    “He probably caught wind that Jazzy and I got married, I made her my ol’ lady. Made her mine in all ways possible.” 
 
    “Yeah, the Prez made a toast last night for you two. He’s planning a big reception.” 
 
    “Once day breaks, I’ll be coming home to deal with this shit once and for all. Snake, watch your dad’s back.” 
 
    If Kilo thinks he can get away with fucking with my family and especially my woman, he has another thing coming. It’s time to hunt the animal he has become and take him out cold. Fuck with Battle Born, and you’ll pay. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 40 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    Our stuff is packed, and Jazz looks worried from the passenger seat. I haven’t told her yet because I don’t want her mom to worry and head to Sacramento. That would only complicate shit. They knew enough club business. I hit the accelerator and the engine of the car roars in excitement to speed toward my destination. I roll around ideas how best to keep her safe. I don’t need her to flip her temper and go after him. That means I have twenty-four hours to bring this asshole down. 
 
    I hit the call on my phone and Fuego picks up. “Spider,” he answers in greeting, rolling the R at the end. 
 
    “Jazzy is coming to stay until it’s over.” 
 
    “Sí.” He is gone and just like that he knows it’s going to be done. My word is my bond as a man, as a brother. Failing is not an option for me, not ever. There is nothing that can be said to lessen the pressure on my shoulders or take away the fury pumping through my blood. Jazzy rests her hand on my leg and strokes it gently. I reach for her and rub her shoulder. Giving her the reassurance that her man is here. 
 
    The hour drive feels like an entire day by the time I drop her off at Fuego’s house. His wife waits for us inside and takes her for me.  Fuego is gone but in his place is Hawk to watch over the women, and I wonder what our Prez is up to. I give her a hard embrace and kiss, leaving her with, “Don’t leave this house until I come for you.” The look on her face says it all, she could never see me again, and it could be days before she does. Jazzy is getting a front row seat and crash course to being an Ol’ Lady. I need her strength to push forward and she must feel it radiating off me. 
 
    “Go kill ‘em, baby.” Jazzy steels her nerves, straightens her spine, and gives me a sassy look of determination. 
 
    I pull my sunglasses over my face and head out. I worry what Fuego told Hawk. He waits out on the front porch when I step outside. “My Prez hardly ever leaves me in the dark. What he said was bullshit. Just know, you are a brother. If you need me, I’ll back you. If I’m needed to stay here and keep the Ol’ Ladies safe, I consider that an honor.” 
 
    I nod and take in his vow. Trust is earned, club or not. Time will tell how true his blood runs. I’ll bury his ass along with Kilo if he betrays me, but my gut tells me he’s telling the truth. I hold out my fist and he hits mine with his. “I’m good.” I’m not giving anything away. 
 
    Back at my house, I have my systems up and running. I read through the report of where Kilo has been in the last forty-eight hours. I knew he lit that fuckin’ fire at her place. Ideas from the devil swirl around about how I will send him to hell. It’s a fantasy yet to come true. The most surprising part is he hasn’t been home. He’s been camped out at Fuego’s neighborhood or Snake’s. Fucker is hunting them next; he wants to go down in a blaze of fucking glory, starting with the top. An animal knows when his life is in danger and about to die, he’s gone feral and rabid. I would bet he’s so coked or drugged up that he’s no longer present, just the demon front and center. 
 
    I call Snake, “Brother, you with your dad?” My heart beats faster than the tracker blinking on the screen. With each update it gets closer and closer to Jazzy’s tattoo shop. 
 
    “Yeah, we came down here to see if there was anything left of her shop. Kilo made it look like an accident. He tampered with the alarm system. The sprinklers never went off. The fire marshal and investigators were paid off and said it was an accident.” 
 
    “That’s the least of our problems. Kilo is heading straight your way. He wants to draw me or Jazzy out; probably both of us there. Don’t look for him but keep your backs covered, yeah? Get the fuck out of there as soon as you can. He’s been watching you two all night. Snake, he is hunting you.” I can hear the hiss leave his mouth through the phone. 
 
    “I gotta go.” He disconnects the call. 
 
    From my bedroom closet I open the safe and grab two more guns to strap onto my body. A small tablet, knives, zip ties, and a syringe with a potent cocktail to put him to sleep. Sliding my cut back on, I lock up my house and jump on my Harley; it’s time to battle, bitches. 
 
    Taking the same route as Kilo, I chase the asshole down on my bike. Evil laces my veins and pumps furiously through my body. His day of reckoning is here and I for one am more than ready to seal the deal with his blood. He’s taken too much, and I get my paybacks. No motherfucker lays a hand on my woman and lives. With the devil as my witness, he will no longer walk this Earth. 
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    Snake 
 
      
 
    The feeling of death bares down on us. Danger saturates the air around us like a beating pulse. “He burnt it all, todos a loss, pinche cab cabrón puta madre.” Fuego growls. Mi padre sees and feels the change in my stiff posture. “Que es mijo?” 
 
    “He’s here,” I whisper. His pupils dilate and lip snarls. “Cálmate, Papa. Keep looking for something to take back to Jazz. We will leave in a few moments.” His enraged eyes glower as he understands we cannot tip off the beast. 
 
    My senses heighten and I listen to the dripping water that splatters from the burnt wood. The beams that have fallen creek from the strain in quiet. Cars drive past but no sounds of a bike. He wouldn’t be so dumb to drive up. 
 
    Pops looks toward the front. He hears him. “No hay nada mijo, vamanos.” He tells me there is nothing and to leave. Together, we pull our guns as we walk steadily like a tiger moving in for the kill. As we inch closer and closer the sun spears through the open ceiling, temporarily blinding us. That’s when Kilo steps out from the wreckage. With two guns in his hands and backup. Fuck, he has some drugged-up street kid standing in front of him. Using him as a human shield. The kid’s jittery hands shake in fear. I wonder if he realizes he’s going to die. 
 
    Pulling in a steady breath, I aim swift and true, sending one bullet through the kids’ skull, right between the eyes. Fucking Kilo creating collateral damage. I pull the trigger again, now aiming for Kilo and duck to the left. Bullets are flying all around as the moment passes like in slow motion. Instantly, everything quiets until the silence is broken with the sound of a body falling. 
 
    Mi padre’s eyes find me from the cold wet floor before they close. I roar, he holds his shoulder and blood trickles out of the corner of his mouth. Boards fall and clatter to the ground as I chase after the motherfucker that shot him. Guns a blazing, I run seeing red. Fury consumes me and my lungs burn with such an intense pain, but I don’t stop. 
 
    Another kid shoots from the corner and my leg burns like hell, but I shake it off. One shot, and he drops. I’m slowing down; I need to get this fucker. Kilo slips through the back of the brick building, door banging shut in his wake. My fist slams on the solid closed door. There is no opening it, it won’t even budge, the asshole is gone. 
 
    Trading my guns for my cell, I make a call for someone to come and get mi padre. Tears threaten to well up in my eyes. It can’t happen, I can’t fall apart; I’m a brother of Battle Born and I will keep fighting. I’ll stay strong for him. 
 
    “Aye, Fuego has been shot.” 
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    Spider 
 
      
 
    My phone pings with an alert all brothers are called in. I trust Snake will reach out to me himself if he needs me and he does. 
 
      
 
    Snake: Get him alive. He shot Fuego. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck!” I shout. The pain threatens to pull me under. Another one lost. A man that was so much more than a Prez, he was a father and friend; he was family. He is a man that I have great respect for. It’s a burn that will be felt by many. If Kilo knows what’s good for him, he better be long gone. Trust, as soon as I catch him, he will wish and pray to whatever God he chooses for a thousand deaths. I vow to bring him back alive for the brothers to make an example of him. 
 
    Changing the screen on my phone, I look at his location and miles away from the shop now. He’s heading south. He made his hit and now is possibly heading for the border. My mind is running so fast, faster than the bike can get me to where I need to be.  From the Bluetooth in my helmet, I call Kat. 
 
    “Track Kilo, I need his location updates.” 
 
    “You bringing him down?” 
 
    “Yes, and I want him on this side. Get to work, we only have hours. I’m about twenty minutes behind. Get me a better route.” I drive like I’m on a one-way trip to hell, and I suppose I am. 
 
    “Cuervo drove down south yesterday. After he heard that Kilo was from Mexico, he’s been stationed right before the border. No worries Spider, we won’t lose him.” I’m thankful for Kat and my brothers, they’re smart as hell and got right on it. 
 
    I play with the ideas of where he’s going. My gut tells me he wants me to believe that he is hopping the border. He won’t leave though. Not until Jazzy is cold and dead. No, he’s meeting up with his contacts. He’s gearing up for round two, planning to strike while he’s hot and the club is disorganized. 
 
    “Kat, pull up the addresses of his affiliates in jail, get me the closest address. It’s a wild guess, and I could lose this one.” She gives me the address and route it through my phone and I break my speeding record to get there. There is an overpass of the turn just miles away of where he is probably going. I sit and park above it. Kat gives me updates and lets me know he is on the move. 
 
    Parking my bike on the hill, I take my gun from my boot and I sit and wait. Cars pass by until the sound of the bike alerts me that the dick is coming. A few easy breaths and I start to count to relax my muscles. He passes by and I stalk him on foot. Kilo pulls into an empty looking house and parks in the garages. Walking up the opposite street, I take in the angles of the house and neighborhood from the back. 
 
    I send Snake a text to give him an update. He responds that he’s in route with a van. Like a stalker, I lay and wait until he confirms he is here just in case he gets out of the house. Through the congested buildings and busy street, I blend in and stay on target. Snake stays a couple of blocks over when he arrives. The house seems eerily still with all the window blinds drawn. From the back of the house, I step on the welted flower bed to jump up and grab the balcony above. It takes all my strength to pull myself up. The door is locked with an older key set. Easily, I pick my way in. With great practice, I turn the knob and push forward with the tiniest of cracks. 
 
    The smell is what assaults me first and I gag. Drugged out corpses lay in bed. He killed the man and his woman that lived here. Her body is bloody and naked. Several cut marks across her skin and bruising so deep and large it looks as if she was in a major accident. Bile raises in my throat. The smell is so rancid of piss, death, and blood. The man is tied up and his throat is slit. This house has seen horrors not of this world. With my sleeve, I cover my nose and creep out of the room that makes the hairs stand on the back of my neck. 
 
    Closing the door behind me, I search for the sick son of a bitch. Checking every room on my way. I locate him downstairs with a needle in his arm, shooting up heroin to poison to his mind. As best as I can tell, a habit he picked up when he was locked up with the dead asshole upstairs. Kilo was his dealer on the inside. He had the club slut bring him his paydays and high in jail. And then used more as soon as he got out. A potent cocktail adding to the psycho he already is. 
 
    Kilo moans and rips the syringe away from his arm. Enjoying the ride of ecstasy like a mistress taking him into her dark twisted arms. I uncap my own and with an iron grip I plunge it into his neck from behind. He becomes wild and wakes up from his high like a dragon. Kilo rips the syringe from his neck and throws it. 
 
    He lunges hard for me. From the heightened sense of immortality from the heroin, the drugs I just injected may not work. It’s not like the stuff is customized, can’t add in his weight and size. My muscles tense and I pull out my knife as he descends over me. The yell that leaves his sounds more like a nightmare due to the demons he’s taken into his soul. Swiftly, I plunge the knife into the outside of his thigh. In reaction, his fist connects to my cheek. 
 
    My head rocks back and starts to pulse as I pull my body to the side. He misses on his next jab and I cut his gut, shallow enough that he bleeds like the pig he is. Kilo grabs his stomach and I slide behind him, giving him a stab wound to the back of his thighs. The giant falls forward with his back to me and I slash at his back. Taking in every ounce of his pain as my fuel to take him down. 
 
    The drug finally starts to take effect and he falls on his face groaning. A board creaks and my head snaps up. Snake advances with his gun in hand and takes in the blood soaked all across my body, clothes and face. He holsters his gun with hate written all over his face as he spits, “Fucking coward.” 
 
    Snake unleashes what he was holding back, striking his steel toe boots brutally against Kilo’s ribs. He releases the fragile calm he had just moments ago and replaces it with pure fury. I have no doubt Snake will kill him right here if I let him. It can’t happen and I have to grab both of his arms from behind and pull him back. “We are taking him; he’s not going so easy.” Snake starts to relax slowly, and I let go. 
 
    Together we tie him up. Snake pulls the carpet detailing van up in the garage and a rolled-up Kilo in a rug is tossed in the back. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 41 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    Snake glides the van out of the neighborhood and guns it on the freeway. With the new events the entire club wants Kilo, no, needs him to not breathe another breath. “We are taking him to the old warehouse out in the Industry district.” Snake sneers, peering over at me. 
 
    “About an hour out?” He nods. “That will work, he should be awake about then.” No music is played, and the cab is thick with tension. Snake is keeping his focus on the road ahead. There is nothing that can be said until this is done. How many men have been lost or hurt over the years? It’s starting to prove a point, that death follows me wherever I am. How am I going to tell Jazz what has happened in the last twenty-four hours? Guilt claws in my chest and I know it will gut her too. I can’t lose her now and I don’t want Jazz to fall back. I can only have faith that together we are stronger. 
 
    Hate like I never felt fills my head. Visions of choking Kilo to death is tempting. Every mile down this road is another one that changes a man. It makes you think about the people that are important and the ones you wish you could kill all over again. Snake's face is tense and his grip on the wheel radiates the pain.  He will avenge his father, the Prez of the MC. My hand runs through my hair and over my face. This nightmare is going to change us all. 
 
    Snake pulls into an old warehouse where the Sacramento Battle Born brothers greet us with looks of vengeance and retribution. Kilo is dragged out from the back and strung up with chains in the middle of the room. He is doused with cold water every few minutes until he snaps out of the deep sleep he was in. By the time his mind catches up to where he is, a snarl rips through his body. Kilo tries to rip his body free from the restraints but his attempts are useless. 
 
    A door opens and what feels like a ghost is brought in. The world freezes at the sight of Fuego and Ghost walking in together. Their faces are stoic with tense jaws. The relief is palpable in every tense muscle releasing. Fuego is alive, and the grim snarl on his lips says that he has business to finish.  His arm is in a sling over his chest. Over his shoulder and collarbone area has heavy padding under his shirt and cut. The room stays silent and waits for the Prez to take the lead. 
 
    Ghost stands to his full height in front of the Kilo. He laughs like a psychopath with blood that has saturated his many cuts. Ghost walks around to the side and with quick lethal precision, he kicks Kilo’s knee inward. The howl makes the brothers laugh and a satisfied grin appears from the Prez. 
 
    Fuego glares at the corpse of a man hanging from the ceiling. “Your time is up pendejo. Time to reap what you have sown.” 
 
    “Fuck you, Prez,” Kilo spits. “I should have aimed for your head.” 
 
    “Spider,” the Prez calls, “remove his brand.” 
 
    On the table lays a knife with a small hook at the end.  Picking it up, I run it through the seams at the shoulders of his shirt and it falls at his waist. Finding a blow torch, I light it and hold it in front of his face, “Tell me, were you the one that put the bullet into Solo’s chest?” Kilo shakes his head, ‘no’. Holding the flame to his back, I barely let his skin sizzle with the minimal amount of heat I can get away with. Kilo’s agonizing pleas don’t bother me. The ink starts to bubble around the melting flesh, then I turn it off.  I raise a brow and wait for the screams to stop. “I’m not even close to done Kilo; inquiring minds want to know, and I believe the Prez will let you live long enough until we get an answer.” I don’t wait for him to give in easily, but Ghost on the other hand is quick to temper and kicks in his other leg. 
 
    The cry that leaves his throat is one I will never forget. It will haunt my dreams for the rest of my life. I push past the smell of burning flesh, melting any tattoos from his body. All of them that identify who he is. My ears ring with the inhuman sounds that come from him. As I’m almost done he begs for mercy, “I did, I had an oath to the Los Reyes Malditos’ club, mi familia, payback even after their death. It is my right!” 
 
    “To kill an innocent man is your right of revenge? What about my baby that you killed?” My arms shake, wanting to kill the man quicker and rid the world of this walking piece of shit. There is a collective gasp of the brothers in the room. No one knew until now. “She was mine,” he spits. “Pinche puta slut.” 
 
    “Those will be your last words,” I promise. My fists go to work on his torso and I don’t stop until Snake pulls me back. This time I spit, “He’s fucking yours.” Hell is rained down on him by Snake. His bones are broken, and his face is bashed into nothing with a bat. 
 
    There is not a single part of me that could have left this alone with what he’s done to my wife and unborn child. Nothing is left to settle, and Solo is avenged. I can walk away knowing I did what was needed and can leave it all here. A prospect has my bike waiting for me in the parking lot.  Taking my helmet from him I leave the past far behind me. I pay my respect to my fallen brother, Solo, may his soul rest in peace now that his killer is dead. 
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    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    They say that love is the most precious thing on Earth. It’s hard to sit here and watch in Fuego’s home the moment he came barreling in with blood drenched over his cut and clothes. Snake had blood over his as well and anxiously carried his dad with one arm around each other. Watching the fear of potentially losing him as an outsider looking in is one I will never forget, and one I can understand. It’s a tragedy I have lived through twice now. 
 
    Cindy ran to him and Fuego let Snake go to wrap his good arm around her. She buried her face in his neck and sobbed. Soothing words of comfort were whispered to her. Visibly, I could see her calm down. More men come running in, including a doctor that hauled him off into the kitchen. 
 
    I was paralyzed with fear. I was frozen in my spot, praying that Fuego would be okay. There will never be a time the fear of loss will be something I will ever get used to. To lose Fuego would be losing a man as close to a father as I could get. It is also paralyzing knowing Spider is out there somewhere in the middle of it all. Snake runs past me on the couch and is gone within a blink of the eye. The threat is a void, I could lose all I ever wanted. The facts are a reality check, this won’t be the last time either. It doesn’t matter what we do, death comes knocking when it is your time. 
 
    If I could talk, I would call Vegas. She would understand what I am going through. To utter a word would mean losing my mind to the chaos. There is an intense pressure to stay strong not only for myself, but the people in the room. I pray to any god that will hear my pleas and ask for Spider to come back home safe. The minutes pass while the doctor works on Fuego. Bloody gauze lays on the floor and he screams while the doctor digs the bullet out. Cindy holds his hand and stays by his side, because she is a strong woman. 
 
    I’m not sure how much time passes as I watch brothers come and go before Fuego is patched up. The doctor explained to him how lucky he is as he wrapped up his shoulder. Of all places he could have been shot, it was not lethal. He told him to come in for x-rays as soon as he can. Fuego told them he tripped and landed on something that knocked the wind from him. He wasn’t able to move or breathe until he closed his eyes and concentrated on dragging air back in. There is a large bruise running the length of his back from the fall. Cindy doesn’t say a word but listens, standing possessively close. You can see the healing effect they have. Their connection is a lifelong bond that is visible, tangible to feel. 
 
    Cindy notices me alone in the living room and sits by me to hold my hand. “He will come home to you honey. Snake just left to go get him.” My lip trembles and she rubs my arm. “These men are so strong. They live and fight for us.” 
 
    They live. 
 
    Clenching my eyes tight allows the hope to wash over me. I’ve come too far to lose it all. 
 
    Living as his for just days was what I always dreamt it would be. Spider made sure to make it impossible to be away from the man that has chained my life to his. I can see it clearly now; we didn’t understand the pull in the beginning. It wanted to dominate us and bind us together. The strength of it was frightening. I had to lose him to understand what it was. I had to lose her, our baby girl, to shred every part of me. Then I did the work. The idea of him kept me going. My desire to be loved on this Earth kept me from losing myself. I had to learn to love myself first before anyone else would be able to love me. I rebuilt the broken parts and, piece by piece, I became a stronger woman. One that was ready for Spider. I trust and know who I am, now he can do the same and feel the true potential of love. I’ll never let him go because I had already claimed Spider with our very first touch. My soul knew it met its match. A road we were meant to conquer. 
 
    Fuego embraces Cindy and explains he’ll return soon. She wants to yell and scream and tell him no. “Mi amor, I need to go check my men and Spider.” He turns to me. “He is well Jazz. Spider will be back soon, hang tight, yeah?” One of his hands brings my head to him and lays a tender kiss to my forehead. Fuego leaves with Ghost in his truck, and I hope it doesn’t take long. 
 
    The sun outside starts to sit in the wake of their absence and it feels like I have been suffocating for hours. Cindy spies the ring on my finger, and she asks for me to tell her the story of us. As painful as it is at this moment. I share it all with her. I’ve been close to her all my life. The story is long, and Cindy listens to every detail. 
 
    “I bet your mother must have been quite happy and surprised to see you yesterday. I’m so happy you two are where you are at. Fuego was so thrilled for you. He is planning a huge party. Not just for the club, but family from all over with a band. It’s going to be a great celebration. Get ready to be the life of it.” Cindy has a pensive moment then continues. “When I am scared, I think of every good moment I have lived with him. Also, every moment I want to plan. It helps to focus on the good. Don’t drown your heart in despair. Believe in your strength. I know I see it.” 
 
    “I do. The hell I’ve been through, I believe in the strength of me.” 
 
    The rumble of a solitary bike breaks our conversation and Cindy gives me a coy smile. Drawn like a magnet I am up and racing to the front door, flinging it open. There is no explanation of how I know, I just do. My feet carry me down the porch and then I sprint. He parks and each powerful step in his legs brings him closer. He’s just as determined to feel me as I am him. Wrapping my body completely around his I can finally exhale. His fingers dig into my ass and my shirt. Our heads are bowed resting on our shoulders. He sways gently back and forth. “It’s all over. No one on this Earth will ever harm you again.” Spider is home, in my arms. 
 
    Although his words are cryptic, I slowly unwind myself from him. His lips take mine and his kiss is felt through every pore on my entire body. “Let’s go home.” Spider tugs me to his bike, and I climb on behind him. He is my ride or die, in this life and the next. 
 
    The desire to wash the day away is strong along with the instinct to feel connected. In the light of the bathroom I see the dried blood splatters on his skin and clothes. My skin is instantly covered in goose bumps. A need to take care of him becomes my obsession. I remove all his and my clothes in the shower; I reverently clean the warrior, my protector and lover. In my hands, I feel the bond of us and the titanium power in it. Every stroke of the washcloth is a comfort. 
 
    Spider does the same for me. His touch a reconfirmation of what we are, love, loyalty, and strength. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 43 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    Guilt gnaws at me to tell her the truth about her shop. Watching her sleep is a gift, I don’t want to steal the peace she gets from it. I will spend my life protecting her, but this is one I cannot. I have faith she is strong enough to stand tall against the world when it is ugly and brutal. Either way, she always has me to lean on and my strength to absorb if she needs it. 
 
    The clock on our bedroom wall strikes nine in the morning. I am fuckin’ grateful I am here. Yesterday, I could have lost her. What if her and I were there instead of Fuego and Snake? If we didn't leave town, it could have been a real possibility. I don’t give a single fuck where we physically live, as long as we live as one. Wherever we are, that will always be home. The smell of her is a siren’s call and the selfish asshole in me craves it. My body requires it. Jazzy is naked in my arms and my cock is nestled between her cheeks. My fingers praise over every inch of her skin. The possessive thoughts circulate with the idea of impregnating her. Jazzy round with my baby is making my cock stiff as fuck. 
 
    My lips trail over her neck while my light touches ghost down her ribs and waist. Her body trembles and she starts to wake, reaching for me and drawing me into her. She rolls over and I bring my body above hers. She cradles me between her legs and pulls me into her. My dick impaling what is mine, my woman and home. I hold onto her shoulders, our foreheads touching as I rock into her heat. Every stroke is an affirmation and desire that sparks between our hearts, binding our souls. Two pieces of a whole melding together as one. 
 
    “I want you to have our baby. I need to feel the life between us, Jazmine.” 
 
    She strokes my face as a tear rolls out of the corner of her eye. “I want you, all of you Spider, and your baby. Give me all of you.” 
 
    Our mouths collide and worship our connection. Her sex starts to constrict and tighten until she comes undone in my arms. Her light moans are a caress in my ears, and I come right behind her, rooting my seed as far inside as possible. 
 
    My muscles relax and I roll to the side, dragging her to rest beside me. “I need to take you to see something. I should have explained it all yesterday, but I needed you.” 
 
    Jazzy watches me curiously but doesn’t complain or doubt me. She trusts me and that devotion is why I have fallen deeply in love with the woman she is. She rebuilt herself to be strong for her and in the end, it had brought us back together. 
 
    After we dress, we take a ride on my bike. When I park in front of her shop. She is stiff and her eyes roam over the destroyed building. The Black Heart is gone. “Fuego announced our marriage and your brand. I knew he was going to try to hurt you. I believe this was his way of drawing you in to kill you or us.” I don’t hold back any of the details I learned about him. What happened yesterday and now that Kilo is gone out of our lives for good. I give her time to digest the world as it stands now. I start to worry that she may be upset because she can’t look away from the wreckage of her dreams, she built a pile of ashes before her. 
 
    “I built this place as a monument to my father and me. I wanted to show him that I could do it and myself. In the end it doesn’t matter Spider. After all we have been through, we learned one very important thing; we can always build something new, bigger and stronger. This feels awfully poetic, you know. I lost her there and with it burning down, the fire has cleansed it from me. I can rebuild.” 
 
    Some try to burn down your world, but instead we take those ashes and toss them into the wind with zero fucks given. If anything, flip up a middle finger and come back for more. The fight is what is important. Never giving in to the bad is the key. You can’t burn, ruin, or destroy what can’t be touched, power and determination. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    CHAPTER 44 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    “It’s all done then?” I shout to Vegas and Blade on my speaker phone. Vegas has been helping me find a place to rent and I am so excited to share this news with Spider. This place is only a temporary surprise until we can find our place together. 
 
    “Yes. It is all ready for you. We just need you and that’s it.” I can hear her smile from here, over the phone. I feel so choked up that I can barely whisper a word. 
 
    “Have Spider call me right away, see you soon.” Blade, always the stoic man, but a brother to me in ways I never saw coming. I can see why she loves him so much. He watches over us all and does anything to keep his family happy. 
 
    “I’ll call you guys soon.” The call is disconnected, and I look around the garage that is littered with boxes. A calm resides in my heart in ways I haven’t felt. A soothing peace in feeling what I am doing is right. If only my head felt the same. It has been racing waiting for Spider to get here. With one last look, I walk into our home and think over the memories that have been made since he dropped back into my life. There was no telling him, no, and he is in for an awakening today. 
 
    I pace the floor in the living room, even though I am exhausted from packing, I can’t sit. Spider is due home any minute. It took me another two weeks after the fire of careful planning to get this all set up. He is buried deep in my soul and I wanted to give him what he deserves. 
 
    With the familiar rumble down the block, I walk outside to meet him on the front porch. His body is sluggish getting up from his bike from his long day. He doesn’t see me quite yet and I get a few moments to watch him unguarded. He is my slice of heaven on Earth. Even when he grumbles angrily to himself when he walks around his bike and up the driveway. I bite my cheek in response trying to hide my amusement and wait for him to notice me. 
 
    Two more steps and he snaps his attention to me. “What is it?” His scowl zeroes in automatically. 
 
    “I have to tell you something important and I hope you understand.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” Like a predator, he stalks me carefully. 
 
    “Moving you back to Reno.” To start over, a fresh start for us. I can’t help but tease him a little. 
 
    “What the fuck for?” His temper is quick and snaps back at me. 
 
    “Because you don’t belong here. You need to go back to your family.” 
 
    “What the fuck is going on?” he snaps. 
 
    “I’m saving everyone from you.” And at that, my smile starts to break just a little and my mouth lifts at the corners. 
 
    “I’m not leaving here without you. What are you going to do?” he demands, his patience now completely gone. 
 
    Holding his hands, I explain, laying it all out on the table, “I’m going to run Battle Born Tattoos since you assholes can’t seem to do it on your own. I’m up there half the time anyway. We need a place that is ours. The last time we went together, that area and the people there felt like our home. I want that for us.” 
 
    Spider squeezes my hand and grins. “You’re coming home with me?” 
 
    “Yeah baby, I’m taking you home.” 
 
    He wraps his arms around me, lifting me up off the ground and my legs wrap around his body. I can feel the slow exhale leave his chest. Holding his jaw in the palms of my hands. “I love you so much, Spider. I would give you anything like you would give to me.” 
 
    “I love you too, Jazmine, my biker princess.” I punched his chest, remembering the first time I met him and he made fun of my name. “What about your place here?” 
 
    “I’m going to use the insurance to rebuild and sell the building. It’s not about the place, love, it’s about the people.” Kissing one of his hands, I lead him inside, “We have one more night here, then the movers will be here in the morning to take us to Reno. Tomorrow is a brand-new beginning.” I know exactly how we will spend the night—wrapped around each other. 
 
    “What are we going to do with this house?” he asks. 
 
    “Sell it?” I return with a shrug. 
 
    He nods, “We sell it.” 
 
    In the back patio, I have dinner set up with beer in a bucket of ice. We take turns feeding each other. Spider tells me how much he wanted to kill Hawk all day. We are two normal people enjoying the banter and stories of our day. I can see us years from now and the glint in his eye says that he can too. We eat, love hard, and fall asleep as one. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    I never expected I would come home to find the house entirely packed. We didn’t have a whole lot, but everything essential and all the little extras that Jazzy bought to make it her own. She wants to take it all and me home to my brothers in Reno. It meant more to me than anything she could have done. I meant what I said, my home is her, but she wanted me to have more. I can’t remember the last time I had that, if ever. 
 
    Last night, I made a call to Blade after dinner while she cleaned up. Blade said he was just waiting for me to get my ass back home. He and Fuego guessed that it would be temporary. How they both knew says a lot of not only my brothers, but my family. He told me my spot was staying open as the Sergeant at Arms until I got back home, however long that took. 
 
    I called Fuego too, and asked him for his permission to go back to Reno and transfer clubs. His words were, and I quote, “This was only meant to be a short ride. Take care of her. You have my blessing.” I am grateful for the men I got to ride with in the short time I was here, it only made us stronger as a club. 
 
    Outside, I hear Jazz argue with Snake about how to pack the truck with her stuff. He growls at her and storms off, telling her to pack her own shit. From the fridge, I pass him an open beer. “Thank fuck you are taking her pain in the ass out of here.” He takes a long swig. “This place up for sale?” 
 
    “Aye, brother. You want it?” 
 
    “Yeah. I’m sick as hell of being crowded downtown. Being out here is peaceful. A man needs quiet. Good luck with her though.” He points his beer bottle at Jazz as she storms past. 
 
    “I’m gonna tell you what the men that have fallen before me have said. There is no other way to live than to live freely in the arms of the woman that is your life. The B’s of life, brother—beer, bank, and biker bitches.” Snake’s face draws up, almost confused, and it forces a laugh from deep in my chest. “I know, one day it will make sense. Not until you meet her will that start to feel right.” 
 
    “If you say so brother. You cool with me moving in right away?” 
 
    “It’s all yours.” I broker a deal with Snake on the cost of the furniture, which causes a fight with me and Jazz. In the end, she finally gave in when Snake gave her a wad of cash to shut up. He walked away frustrated and she smiled. 
 
    “Sucker.” She laughs and she thumbs through her money. “I didn’t care if he took the furniture. Vegas and I know if we piss him off enough, we get our way with about anything. This is the first time I got paid for it. This is sweet, I can buy a new tattoo machine with this.”  She pockets her cash and I slap her ass on the way out, locking up the house that now belongs to Snake. 
 
    The three of us are loaded and follow like a convoy. I lead the front on my bike, followed by Jazzy and Snake behind in his truck. The ride back to Nevada is a spiritual one I was thankful for. It gave me time to close a chapter in one life and to think about the future that is coming before us just over the hills. It gave me time to talk to my fallen brothers and give thanks for what will unfold. A man needs time to think and connect with the road. 
 
    Jazzy told me the address we were headed to. She found us a place to rent down the street from Vegas and Blade. Pulling up, most of the crew is in the yard. I’m so shocked that for a moment I can’t move. There is music blasting from the back yard and the aroma of barbeque wafts over to the front. 
 
    Pawn, Tami, Tank and Kat are waving from the front yard with a handful of more members. Bikes and cars are littered up and down the street. Jazzy takes my hand in hers, “Welcome home, Spider.” 
 
    “My brother!” Tank yells, “Spider is home for good.” The house explodes with more club members coming out. We are all tossed around with hugs and congratulations. Brothers volunteer and within minutes everything is unloaded. Jazzy chats from across the room with her cousins and winks at me. A calm I have never felt, a reality of our lives of where they need to be. Right here with all of us in the room. Each of us have fought and struggled along in our own way. 
 
    Never have we faltered, but battled until the very end. Battle Born. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Epilogue 1 
 
      
 
    Spider 
 
      
 
    The gavel slams down on the table. My Prez, Blade, looks around the room at each of us. If anyone can send a chill down your spine, it’s this grumpy motherfucker. I would guess it’s the minimal amount of sleep he gets with little Lina. He runs a hand over his face and rests back into his chair. “As you all know, Spider is back. Let's put it up for a vote. All in favor, say ‘aye’.” 
 
    The room stays silent and I look around the room. My brothers all stare straight ahead. Not one vote is cast in my favor. Not a fucking one? Axl’s chair creeks and he glares in my direction, “You remember that ass beating you gave me when I left for Las Vegas?” He pauses a moment to be the dramatic fuck he is. “Well,” he stands, resting his fists on the table, leaning forward. “I think a punishment is in order.” 
 
    Tank stands next him and Blade raises, then dips his chin once. I square off, ready to take them on. I’ll do what I have to earn my brothers respect back. Blade raises his brow and folds his arms over his chest. “All in favor of Spider as our brother and Sergeant at Arms, say ‘aye’.” 
 
    A thunder of voices echo and drop my head to my chest. Hands slap my back followed by a chorus of laughing assholes. Shaking my head, I walk forward and around the table and hug my Prez, Blade, Axl, the VP, and Tank, the Road Captain. Pawn and Saint are the last ones to congratulate me back and I vow to never leave my family again. 
 
    Clearing my throat, I gather their attention. “First off, I can’t thank you assholes enough. Brothers born by battle.” I nod my head as they cheer. “Secondly, I have to lay to rest the truth behind Solo’s death.” I talked with Fuego and Blade and they both agreed the brothers should hear it from me. They hear the story from my own mouth of how he lost his life because of revenge and hate, as well as the man who did it. I fill them in on the story of Jazz and I over the years and what we went through. “It’s all in the past, but the fallen and lost will never be forgotten.” 
 
    Tank rubs his chin, “You know, it’s been a long fuckin’ time since we’ve done something crazy. I say we all get a tattoo and bug our new employee. Hmmm, what do you guys think?” 
 
    “All in favor?” Blade asks. The room hollers their agreement. “It’s settled. Today, we ride and get fresh ink. 
 
    My brothers and I mount up and our bikes roll like thunder as we head out. Our Prez in front followed by Axl, Tank, me, and the rest of the crew. I’ve never been so proud to wear the Battle Born cut and patches as I am now. This ride was a long one overdue. Blade takes about an hour cruise around our territory that felt like a homecoming and also a reminder of the wolves that reign this city. 
 
    We pull into Battle Born Tattoos, and even though it is lunchtime, we wander into the bar first, where we find Kat, Dana, Tami, Vegas, and my woman drinking. 
 
    “Were we not invited to y’all’s party?” Cowboy shouts from the doorway. 
 
    “Shit,” Tami slurs, “better get back to work.” She ties her apron back on around her waist and stands behind the bar, ready to take orders. 
 
    “Speaking of which, Jazzy, you got tattoos to do,” Blade orders. 
 
    “I better be getting tips,” Jazzy argues but winks at me on her way past. “Who’s up first?” 
 
    Gripping her wrist, I tug her back. “Woman, I get your first tattoo since we’re back here.” 
 
    “Well, I’ve never had the pleasure. After you, sir.” 
 
    Lifting her over my shoulder, I pack her over to the shop and slide her down my chest. “I know what I want.” 
 
    “Yeah? What is that, love?” 
 
    Picking up her wrist, I hold out the tattoo she got after she lost our baby. “This, same spot, and I want a ring tattooed on my finger, artist’s choice.” 
 
    “Take a seat, Mr. Ryan Scott,” Jazzy breathes in a husky undertone. “Does your wife know you’re getting a tattoo here today?” 
 
    Sliding my hand up her leg, I whisper back, “My wife knows it all, and that I love her more than anything else on this Earth. These tattoos brand me to her.” 
 
    Jazzy’s eyes blink and she kisses me softly on my nose. “She is one lucky woman.” Watching Jazzy at work in her element is a thing of beauty. She traces the inside of my wrist with a pen. Almost identical to hers, she draws an outline of a black heart with the letter A to the side of it. On my ring finger, she draws our initials in a cursive S with a small cross connecting to a J. She concentrates on the lines and begins to work. 
 
    The brothers filter in and their loud voices carry into our room. “I’ve got to ask you guys a question,” Tank ponders more than asks, but it’s Tank, you learn to go along door the ride. “Have you guys heard of a girl saying OG during sex?” 
 
    “Are you talking about like Oh God?” Axl questions, sounding confused. 
 
    “No,” Cowboy butts in. “Ohh good?” 
 
    Jazzy’s face and neck turn beat red, but the guys don’t let up. “No,” Tank sighs, “Kat went off one night and she refuses to tell me what it means. She said, and I quote ‘ohh gee’. What the hell is that?” 
 
    Leaning forward, I whisper to a very still Jazmine, “Should I tell them it means they’ve hit your oh gee spot?” 
 
    Her eyes shoot me daggers and she grits through her teeth, “Don’t you fucking dare. Then they’ll ask how you know.” 
 
    “I know,” I growl back. Too bad Jazzy can’t figure out that I only know this because I was eavesdropping and not because she yelled it out in the car the night we got married. Marriage is the best, a constant game of war with your best friend and lover. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Epilogue 2 
 
    One year later… 
 
      
 
    Jazzy 
 
      
 
    Spider and I found the perfect house after moving to Reno. He spun me into his web and made sure that I could never leave him. To do that would kill me softly and slowly. I live to come home to him after a day at work at the tattoo shop. Being here made me miss doing hair, so I found a chair in a salon to work part time from. My day is filled managing the shop and working two jobs to keep me occupied. I’ve never been happier in my life. I found freedom and independence with him at my side. Spider is my foundation and wants me to live as I want. 
 
    Spider’s love is freedom. 
 
    In return, I have given him every part of me. 
 
    He is the only living being who has access to all of me. Our bond is the strongest thing to exist. Spider would die for me. I’m a biker princess who found her happily ever after. Sure, there are days that we fight and disagree. But at the end of it all, we find our common ground. Our arguments balance out the perfect and keeps us fighting to stay together. 
 
    A day ago, I noticed that I missed my period. This morning, I puked after brushing my teeth. I couldn’t help to be excited and took a pregnancy test I had bought just in case. It’s been a solid minute while I wait. What will our lives be like if I am? I dare to peak at the lines on the plastic stick. 
 
    Oh damn. This can’t be happening. 
 
    Holding the test in my trembling hand, I shake. You could say I fooled around and fell in love and then found myself knocked up with Spider’s baby. This time though, we will be prepared for our baby. About six months after we were married, he was insistent on starting a family. I was all too happy to give him what he asked because I wanted it too. I stopped my birth control, and he came every single day ready to make it happen. Most days, it was twice a day. 
 
    Taking a picture with my phone, I gather my stuff and jump into my car. The drive to the clubhouse feels like an hour when in reality it is only minutes. I sneak in through the doors as quiet as I can get away with. Pawn and Blade stand in the hallway to Spider’s office. Placing a finger over my lips, I silently beg for them to not tip him off that I’m here. They stand aside but are too nosey to leave. 
 
    Peering around his door, I see him working at his computer with his sexy black frames on. Standing back, I send him the picture I just took and wait for his phone to ping, then his chair scrapes across the floor. My heart is in my throat when I step around the doorway. He doesn’t look up at first because he holds his phone in his hand, too shocked to look away from the picture. 
 
    “Congratulations, Daddy.” 
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    Spider 
 
      
 
    The text I get from Jazmine fills my chest with a burning desire to feel her in my hands, to touch the skin of the woman that has filled my life with joy. “Congratulations, Daddy.” Her raspy voice draws me in from the doorway. My focus is pulled away from my phone and I toss it to the side. 
 
    Like two magnets, we meet in the middle of the room. Our arms are pulling us into an embrace full of devotion. “Congratulations, little momma,” I murmur into her hair. Jazzy lightly cries and a small gasp leaves her body. Her face is hidden in my shoulder and my palm holds the back of her head gently. 
 
    Blade and Pawn stand at the doorway, but this is for us. I reach out and shut the world off. “You think it’s her, Spider?” 
 
    “Jazzy, I don’t know for sure, but I do know that this baby is ours and I will be here every step of the way to protect you both. Boy or girl, this time we got it right. You hear me?” 
 
    I believe that Jazzy found me at the right time, and I her. There isn’t a thing I would change on our journey. The mistakes we made taught us to appreciate the reaches in life we took for granted. We needed to know the other existed to fight for the better. Without her, I would have drowned myself in work and never came out to breathe the best parts of life. She brought me the sunshine when I thought I was happy in the dark. 
 
    Our baby is coming and when we both can give it our full attention. Jazzy doesn’t realize that I do part of her job at the shop. I’m still selfish when it comes to her time. I want her at home or with me as much as possible. I do the books and insisted to Blade not to tell her. Now, with our baby on the way, I don’t want her to work at all. I want her life to be focused on our family. It probably won’t fly with her, but a man has to try. I love my woman and now I have claimed her as mine in every possible way a man can. I took her heart like a savage and wound her up tight in my web. 
 
    With her, I had to suffocate to learn what it was like to breathe again. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    What’s coming next? 
 
      
 
    Preorder Cowboy’s Story in the Twisted Steel Anthology 
 
      
 
    Here is a sneak peek of the Battle Born MC Novella… 
 
      
 
    Prologue 
 
    3 months ago…. 
 
      
 
    Cowboy 
 
      
 
    The back of the clubhouse is packed with family and friends of the bride and groom. Groaning in deep pain, I take a long pull of my beer. Happy, love-crazed couples litter the backyard. Lights are hung up and fucking flowers are everywhere. Spider, the lucky fuck, only because Jazzy is a hot chick, got hitched and branded his woman. Granted, it was a few months back, but here we are celebrating the lucky couple. There was no wedding, in the traditional sense. That party I was down for. Beer, bitches, and bud were flowing and after the Ol’ ladies left, the afterparty started. My cock stirs just thinking about the strippers that showed up. 
 
    I guess Fuego, the Sacramento Prez and Jazzy’s uncle, thought it fit to throw her a big shindig. I’m not bitter that he ended up with her, not one bit. The way I see it, I helped to light a fire under his ass to get to her. If he hadn’t… fool never saw what was right in front of his face all along.  No, my sigh is because it’s going to be a long night ahead. Being polite and shaking hands. I’m preparing myself for the inevitable disappointment. 
 
    That is until I catch the little dark-haired beauty sitting at the bar alone. Well, Dad always said it was rude to let a lady drink alone. I may not be alone after all. My arm raises and I hold my Stetson hat atop my head when a strong Nevada wind kicks up. Dirt is picked up through the warm breeze and whips around us in a whirlwind. With my body blocking the wind, she feels the change in the air and her hypnotic deep brown eyes peek behind her. Her gaze trails up from my belt, and chest, until it lands on my grinning face. I put a little effort into making my smile pop. 
 
    “Well, I don’t believe I have been introduced to you. I’m Cowboy, and you are?” I slide in, resting my forearm on top of the bar. 
 
    “Angela. I’m here with the bride. You are definitely with the groom’s party.” Her gaze wanders over my patches on my cut. 
 
    “That’s about right. You wanna tell me why you’re over here on your own?” Raising my brow high, I wait for her response. It seems she would be with the bridal party, or Vegas’s crazy ass crew, causing problems as they normally do. Thank god she isn’t, I have her undivided attention to myself. She tethers her hair in her grasp and lays it over her shoulder. 
 
    “How about you sit here with me, have a drink, and make me laugh for a few hours, Cowboy?” Her sultry rasp draws me in closer.  My ass promptly finds the stool next to her and I flag over the bartender. 
 
    “Two whiskeys and two beers.” Leaning into her body, I murmur, “Wish granted, darlin’. Get ready to drink, dance, and laugh until you can’t take no more.” 
 
    Her delicate manicured fingers run up my buttoned shirt. The coy smirk she gives me says she’s ready. “What if I want more than you want to give me?” She leans in closer and our lips are a breath apart. “What if I want all of it?” Angie tugs at my shirt, daring me to take her mouth. But I won’t, not yet. 
 
    “Get ready for one hell of a ride then.” I pull my head to my right and my lips graze the flesh of her ear. Her body trembles and I wrap an arm around the back of her seat as the prospect pushes our drinks toward      us. “To good company?” 
 
    She holds up her shot glass. “To great memories not to be forgotten.” Something tells me though, she wants to forget and I know exactly how to do that. Doesn’t matter who she’s here with, I don’t care. I want what she’s offering and the enticing deep v in her blouse, those tits, they call to me. 
 
    “Aye.” The burn from the shot lights a fire that was already burning from the woman sitting next to me. Surprisingly, she doesn’t cringe from the whiskey, but a drop escapes from the corner of her mouth. My thumb wipes it clean from her plump lower lip. My mouth sucks the faint taste of salt and alcohol from my skin. 
 
    “You want to get out of here? We can take a ride up the mountains and bring a six-pack where it’s quiet.” 
 
    She thinks about it a moment, not taking her eyes off me. “Actually, yes, I would love to get out of here.” Taking her hand and the beers, we leave the party and make memories that will never be forgotten. We could blame the alcohol, but it’s the search to find the comfort in another for the night that’s the real draw. The beer and whiskey will make it fun, but what we both want is the feel of flesh, the thrill of an orgasm, the chase. My intention is to remain a bachelor and live off what I can get and move on. It didn’t matter if I saw her again. What we didn’t see was that one day, we made a choice that changed it all. 
 
      
 
    Preorder is 99 cents! 
 
      
 
    Preorder the next Battle Born MC: Sacramento, CA: Book #1 
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    Are you Battle Born? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    First, Sign up for my newsletter to get Battle Born News! 
 
      
 
    Then be BATTLE BORN & Join the Bitches Without Borders Readers Group Page. 
 
      
 
    Find excerpts nowhere else but on my website blog at 
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    Royal Bastards MC: Elko, NV 
 
    ICE – Book 1 
 
      
 
    Blurb 
 
    They say I am cold as ice. 
 
    You could say that’s how I got my road name or the fact that no one can get through my thick ruthless exterior. 
 
    I’ve done gruesome things that even the devil would be proud of. The demons that reside within demand that I release them no matter the cost. 
 
    I don’t know what it’s like to love. I don’t believe that it actually exists. Life ain’t no damn fairytale. 
 
    I’ve seen beautiful women, and I’ve been with lots of them. 
 
    But it’s the pain in her eyes that I crave to consume. 
 
    I want it all, her flesh, heart, and soul. I may lose everything to keep her. 
 
    But even the fires of hell couldn’t keep me away. I would battle even my Brothers just to protect her. 
 
    She’s mine for better or for worse. 
 
      
 
      
 
    River – Book 2 
 
    More info is coming soon in 2021 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    About the Author 
 
      
 
    Scarlett Black is the author of the Battle Born MC Series. Not really knowing where a story will take her is what she loves most about writing. She strives to write about strong women and the men who love them. She believes in love and the miracles that come from it. She enjoys giving her fans a happily ever after worth melting their hearts. These may be books, but they are written with her heart and soul. She is Battle Born. Are you? 
 
      
 
    www.authorscarlettblack.com 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Leave me a review on Amazon here & Follow me online! 
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