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        Pain is where it hurts

        Doesn’t matter if it’s mental

        Or physical

        It’s all the same

        We’re all the same

        We all bleed red

        Even though it’s blue

        Life goes on

        Same as pain

        Whether it’s abuse of the mind

        Or of the body

        It’s all the same

        We’re all the same

        Our blood is all red

        Even if it’s blue on the inside

        Life goes on

        We live through hell

        We bleed through the pain

        And go from there

        Nothing stays the same

        Yet it’s all different

        Well besides the fact we all bleed the same

        Live through the pain and you see the light

        Or well some of us will

        Some of us won’t

        Just remember to breath and it’ll all be alright

        ~ E.C. Land
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        Hades

      

      

       Life doesn’t ever go the way it’s supposed to. It sure wasn’t what I’d planned when I was a kid. Sure, growing up, I’d always planned to join my uncle’s club, but I never intended to be a part of another charter. However, the day my family was killed in front of my eyes and my sister was taken my life changed completely. My Uncle Hammer sent me to live with my grandma who lived near the National Charter for the Devil’s Riot MC. Hammer told me that he wanted to know I was safe while he continued to search for my sister, who I’m sure is most likely in an unmarked grave somewhere. From what I’ve learned over the years about the people who took her, there’s no way she’s survived the torture they’d planned for her. Sometimes, I can feel guilt swirling around me at not being able to help my family, I’d simply been too young to have saved  her. And even now years later all three of their faces haunt my dreams but my sister’s more so. She’d been innocent in all of this.

      See, my mom grew up in a way of life that sickened her to the point she was ready to end her own life when she met my dad and my uncle. From what my uncle told me when I asked about them he said my dad fell instantly for her and stole her away from the evil she’d been living in, leaving that world behind. Little did she know that it would bite them both in the ass as well as their children’s. I can still hear the screams of terror of my sister. The smell of the gun powder as it filled the room after putting a bullet in my dad’s head and the warmth of my mom’s blood as it seeped from the slit in her throat. The day it happened, I lost everything all because some sick motherfuckers wanted what they thought of as theirs. Theirs to offer as a sacrifice for the devil they worshiped.

      After that day, I told myself if they want to worship a devil, I’d become the man they seem to want to hail praise, and I’d burn every single one of them before pissing on their burning bodies. That’s why my brothers named me Hades. I’m known for the torture I give those who cross the club and it usually has something to do with fire. I take no mercy on those who don’t deserve it. I live for sending fuckers straight home to the flames of Hell. The ones who have decided to harm the innocence of this world always meet the end by me in some way. Well, I should say by my club’s hands.

      You see, my brothers and the women they’ve claimed have all lived through one hell or another. Shit, I even found the one I wanted to claim; however, before that could happen, everything went to hell.

      Closing my eyes, I can still envision her.

      Emerson.

      The precious light to my dark.

      Emerson is nothing like the women I’ve been with in the past. Not one word could describe her. She has this beautiful light that seems to surround her and from the moment I laid eyes on her, I swore to myself I’d die before seeing her light diminish. That’s why when we were taken, I fought like hell against those who took us. Needing her to get away from the hell that we were heading for. A hell I wish I could escape from.

      During the time we spent together in the first hellhole we’d been in, I shared with her things I never thought I’d share with anyone other than my brothers. And most of them didn’t know any of this until all the shit with Lynsdey’s sadistic stepbrother went down. My blood still boils when I think of what he’d done not only to her but Cleo as well. I’d like nothing more than to bring the asshole back from the dead only to torture him the right way. However, I’ll take the idea of him burning in hell as closure.

      Emerson, though, I’d told her everything. From my childhood drinking chocolate milk at the table with Oreo cookies while my mom hummed songs to my sister and me to when they were taken from me. I even wanted her to know about my life with the club how they took me in and became my family.

      But now, since I helped Emerson escape, my dreams aren’t simply filled with nightmares of my family. No, they contain a beautiful fiery redhead with emerald eyes and a smart ass mouth who could keep me on my toes. The vision of her is what’s keeping me going for now. The only reason I’ve been fighting to stay alive. To get home to her.

      “Ready for your daily dose, pet?” my torturer asks gleefully as he comes toward the cell I’ve been chained in since arriving here. His words draw me out of my thoughts, yet I refuse to give him pleasure in knowing I’m not.

      “Bring it on asshole,” I mutter, gritting my teeth together as I wait for the whip to slash into my back.

      “As you wish, pet,” I clench my teeth at being called a pet. At the first strike of the day I vow yet again to see these fuckers burn. I’ll take what they throw at me cause in the end, I know they will get what’s coming. The devil will reap out all that is deserved. I know, without a doubt, my brothers will find me soon or later.
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        Emerson

      

      

       You know how a song gets stuck in your head and you continuously hear it on replay? Well, that’s the way my life has been for the last month. It’s constantly on repeat, yet everything is fuzzy enough. I can’t seem to remember every detail.

      See, before Thanksgiving, I’d been kidnapped alongside one of the members of my sister’s men, and those are a part of my worst nightmare. Or at least, I thought of him as that until the night of my escape. Men I’d never seen before came into the building where we were being held and shot poor old Timothy Rogers right in front of me. The warmth of his blood had splattered on my face.

      Sucking in a harsh breath, my mind wanders to the man who’d been with me at the time. The one that’d been determined to help me escape so that I could bring help. Yet I’d been too late. By the time I’d gotten to the clubhouse, I’d ended up passing out before relaying the information that would have saved him.

      The man I’d fallen for two years ago only to have my heart broken the next time I saw him. I inwardly wince at my own stupidity for falling for someone so easily. I mean, I guess you can put it on the fact I’ve never been one for going out partying and fell for the first guy who hit on me in a bar. Like I said stupid, right? Then again, I have the worse luck ever. Especially when it comes to guys. See the first time we met, it was at the only bar in town worth a damn, Outlaw Racks, and we spent the whole night joking around. He even danced with me a few times. However, I forgot to give him my number and went back the next night, wanting to see if he would be there. Little did I know was he’d be sitting in the exact same spot as the previos night. But instead of me sitting there he had his tongue down some skank’s throat while another bimbo was kissing his neck while running her hands down his chest.

      Talk about one hell of a wake-up call.

      Hades. I hadn’t let myself say his name out loud or even in my head since the night I found him with slut one and two. Shit, I remember those two coming into my salon to get their hair done and left displeased when I refused to give them the time of day.

      Even took it as far as steering clear of him at all costs. Sad part is in all this, I ran into him again when I ended up at the Devil’s Riot MC clubhouse with my sister due to the storm surrounding her. It gutted me to realize I steered clear of him for no reason, considering the man didn’t even know who I was when Gadget introduced me to all the members of the club. That day, I decided since he didn’t seem to remember me, I’d forget all about him.

      Unfortunately, I couldn’t.

      Hades made a point of annoying me any time he was around.

      Then on the day, he was scheduled to take me to work that’s when my nightmares became a reality, and we were both taken by the man who’d been my very own boogeyman. The very same man I’m positive had a hand in killing my parents.

      I cringe as I think of all Hades endured at the hands of Timothy Rogers. Before he was killed, he would stand over us and gloat over the fact he had a prize to get in the good graces with some leader, all while beating on Hades. I wish more than anything that I could remember the names of the men he’d mention. But I’ve been unsuccessful in my attempts.

      The memory of Hades’ face and the pain on it as he ordered me do as he said is what stays with me. Constantly taunting me for being a failure in not only remembering the most important things but for letting him down.

      Pulling on my hair, I inwardly scream as I try my hardest yet again to remember. He never should have been taken; it’s all my fault. If I’d protested more, maybe Hades would have let me get someone else to take me to work. Then it would have been me to have taken most of the beatings. Sure, I was slapped around but nothing compared to what he went through.

      When they left us alone, I’d crawl across the floor as far as the chain around my ankle would let me and do my best to clean Hades’ fresh wounds. Those were the times I felt deep within me the most. Hades and I would whisper to each other talking about our lives. My eyes were opened up to a completely different side to him other than just seeing him as some horndog who fucked anything around.

      It’s been weeks since I woke up and between the chaos going on around here with the aftermath of Hades and I being taken then my sister’s house being blown up by her ex-husband. God, I wish I’d put a bullet in his head a long time ago, but I didn’t, unfortunately. Along with all that, the asshole took my nephew. I don’t know much else since I refuse to leave Hades' room. I prefer to be surrounded by his smell than be out there with everyone else. I don’t want to have to see pity on their faces let alone the anger I’m sure some feel toward me. I wouldn’t blame them for being angry with me either.

      At least not until I can remember. I need to find him before something worse happens however, I know in my heart I’m too late for that. From what I can remember of the men who showed up to meet with Timothy, they weren’t too happy and killed him on the spot right there in front of Hades and I. Worst of all was the sick look they gave Hades when they saw me standing behind him. It was one of pure evil. Especially the man who’d pulled the trigger on Timothy.

      “You think you can protect this one as well?” one of the men asked. I can still see the sinister smile he gave the two of us. When they attacked Hades, he fought them all, but his downfall was when he turned to me and ordered me to run. Even though I know I did what he wanted, guilt consumes me. I should have stayed behind to help him. Maybe then we both might have gotten away together.

      Who am I kidding? I’m weak.

      God, I hope he’s still alive. I don’t know what I’ll do if he’s gone for good. Sobbing, I curl up into his pillow.

      “Please be okay, Hades,” I whisper into the empty room, tears streaming down my cheeks. Knowing no one can hear me. Or they’re all just leaving me be, knowing I’m nothing but a failure.
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      “You can run, but you can’t hide, girl.” A man's laughter fills the night and all I can do is push myself forward.

      Stumbling over a fallen tree limb, I bite the inside of my lip to keep from crying out in pain. Once I regain my balance, I run. Thrashing through the woods, I can’t hear anything else over my own heartbeat, but I can feel it in my gut that if I were to stop, they’d find me.

      I have to get Hades’ brothers. They’re the only ones who can help at this point.

      “When we catch you, you’ll experience what he does tenfold,” the man’s voice is closer this time. I glance behind me, though no one’s there.

      “Emerson, don’t look back. Run, baby,” Hades’ pained voice screams out.

      Jolting upright, my breathing is heavy and erratic as the nightmare still lingers. Hades’ voice filling my head along with the man whose voice, for some reason, feels more familiar. Maybe from the way it always seems to be in my dreams. Regaining control of my breathing, I shake my head while trying to figure out why I’m rattled more than usual.

      “You can run, but you can’t hide, girl,” I mumble the man’s words to myself. It’s like he’s saying something from the Little Red Riding Hood fairytale.

      “Fairytale,” I mutter, shaking my head as I get out of Hades’ bed. As I move toward the bathroom, it hits me. Shit . . . shit . . . shit . . . I know where they took Hades.

      Without another thought, I run out of Hades’ room into the main room and come to a stop. “I know where he is,” I scream, gaining the attention of everyone in the room.
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        Emerson

      

      

       What do you mean, you know where he is? How?” Twister asks while approaching me.

      Nodding my head, “I . . . I was having a nightmare, and when I woke, I remembered something that was said, and it dawned on me,” I whisper.

      “What exactly was it you remember?” Horse asks.

      “It’s still fuzzy, but I remember Timothy talking about a place near Fincastle. Something about a national forest.” Shaking my head, I run both my hands through my hair before hugging myself.

      “That’s good, Em. Do you remember anything else?” Steph encourages as she places an arm around my shoulders.

      “There’s a lot I’m unsure of, like the names of the men, but I’m pretty sure about Fincastle,” I say, looking at my sister. Noticing the worry in her eyes, I feel like shit for being so self-absorbed in all that I’ve been going through when she’s been dealing with her own crap. Lately, it seems the only thing going right for her or myself is the fact she found the men of her dreams, and not just one but two— twins.

      Me, on the other hand, I’ve failed the one I want to give my heart to. If the club gets him back, I’m sure he won’t even want to see me again. Not after everything I’ve let him endure on my behalf.

      “That’s fine. I have something to go with now, which is better than nothing,” Gadget says, moving toward me. “I know this might seem like a random question, but would you know what happened to Hades’ wallet?”

      Furrowing my brows, I think about his question. “I’m sorry, I don’t. When we were taken, I was knocked out and only came to when we were in the building you guys checked. I do remember Hades was still out of it when I woke up. They could have taken it during that time. Why?”

      “It had a GPS tracking device in it, and we couldn’t find it at your shop or the building. In fact, I can’t get a location on it at all. I want to say he still has it on him, but they have a jammer blocking the signals on it,” Gadget says, nodding to himself as if he’s trying to figure something out in his head.

      “Gadget, why don’t you go do your thing, and I want anything you can on this area near Fincastle. I’m gonna call Hammer, see what he may know. I’m calling for church in an hour. That should hopefully be enough time for you,” Twister speaks up.

      “You got it, Prez. Em, we’re gonna find him,” Gadget says as he passes me, placing a kiss to my temple.

      God, I hope he’s right.

      “Gadget’s right, they’re gonna find him. Now, since you've finally come out of Hades’ room, how about we feed you. It’s Christmas Eve, after all, and you need to eat. Besides, I have a gift for you and Logan to open,” Steph says, moving me toward the kitchen door.

      “I’m not hungry,” I mumble, following her lead, knowing my sister won’t take ‘no’ for an answer. I could care less about gifts or that it’s Christmas Eve. Selfish as it sounds, they can have their Christmas fun. I don’t want any part of it.

      “Hey, Emerson, how are you doing?” Cleo asks as soon as she sees the two of us enter the kitchen.

      Shrugging my shoulders, I answer her, “Okay, I guess.”

      “I know that’s a lie, but I’ll take it for now,” Cleo calls me out but doesn’t push me to open up, which I’m grateful for.

      Moving to the center island, I sit at the counter and focus on the cake Cleo is in the process of frosting. I don’t want to be in here, but if I attempt to go back to Hades’ room, Steph might slap me.

      “So, you and Hades, huh?” Izzy asks while sitting down next to me, holding a new baby in her arms. I knew she and Kenny had their babies, but I’d yet to see them.

      “There isn’t anything going on between us other than I feel horrible for leaving him behind,” I admit while keeping my eyes on the baby. “What’s her name?” I ask, watching as the little girl shifts her head.

      “Leanna Mercy,” Izzy says.

      “That’s beautiful,” I say, finally looking back up and seeing all the women watching me. “What?”

      “You know that’s not on you for leaving him behind. I may not know Hades all that well, but I’m sure he let them take him to buy you time to get away and find help. He didn’t know you’d suppress your memory the way you have,” Lynsdey says quietly, yet her words seem to be a slap in the face.

      “It’s a common thing to lose your memory temporarily after a trauma like the one you’ve been through.” The doctor in my sister comes to my defense.

      “Still feel like crap for not being more help,” I mutter.

      “As you should be.” All of us turn to the entrance at the snide remark from a barely dressed woman I’d seen around the clubhouse. Hell, I’d even seen this same bitch sucking Hades’ dick. At that thought, I want to rip all her extensions out of her head.

      “Excuse me, but you can take your disease-carrying ass back out of my kitchen,” Cleo says sarcastically.

      “Fuck you, bitch. You all seem to think just because you’re an ol’ lady that y’alls shit don’t stink. But I’ll let you in on a secret, your men all have dicks and love to get them wet. And they love doing just that anywhere they can. You all might think that’s what you’re for, well, bitches, you got it all wrong. See, that’s what we’re here for, and you uptight cunts aren’t going to stop me or any of those other women from giving it to them,” the whore states while looking at her fingernails. Bitch better be ready to get her ass kicked.

      “You’re nothing but a clubwhore, and as for our men needing to get their dicks wet, they know where to get it, without worry about catching some disease,” Lynsdey huffs.

      “Yeah, okay, Miss High and Mighty. As for this one, though, she can get the hell out of Hades’ room ‘cause soon as he gets back, I don’t want you in my way when he’s pounding me from behind,” she sneers in my direction.

      “Bitch, please, like he wants anything you have. Your snatch is probably stretched out more than a fifty-year-old hooker,” I blurt out without even thinking twice.

      “Oh honey, trust me, he does. See, I’m his favorite. Hades loves being able to sink his big dick inside my pussy.” The whore runs a hand over her body before stroking a finger along her crotch.

      Fuckin’ gross.

      “I think I’m gonna be sick. Someone get this nasty snatch away from me and my daughter,” Izzy orders.

      “I’ll be more than happy to,” a fuming Twister says as he steps into the room. “Susie Cue, I’m telling you now, get to your fuckin’ room and I suggest you stay there for the remainder of the night and tomorrow,” he orders.

      Susie Cue, as he called her, flips her hair over her shoulder. “Anything for you, Twister,” she says as she saunters out of the kitchen like she owns the fuckin’ place.

      “Looks like someone is trying to become head of something,” Izzy mutters.

      “Head of cleaning the toilets,” Twister throws at his wife, grinning before leaning down to kiss her. “We’re heading into church. If you need me, let me know, okay,” he says, never once taking his eyes off his ol’ lady. The way he looks at Izzy is how I want someone to look at me. Hades in particular.

      As he leaves, the women around me seem to change the subject from Susie Cue, not letting it affect them. Not understanding what I’m doing in here, I creep out of the room and make my way toward Hades’ room, the room I’ve hidden in for the past few weeks, and gather my things. I don’t know where I’ll go, but the clubwhore was right about one thing— Hades isn’t going to want me in his room. Plus, I need to get out of here. If I was right and they find him, I’m not going to be in his way. He doesn’t need that or to see the person who held the club up from finding him in the first place. Shit, if it weren’t for me, he wouldn’t have been taken.

      Grabbing some paper, I quickly write a letter to Hades apologizing to him along with one addressed to Steph, letting her know I’ll be okay, that I need time right now, and to have a great Christmas.

      Leaving them on the dresser, I quietly move toward the back of the clubhouse and out the door. Spotting my car in the parking lot, I sigh and make my way toward it as I remember the day everything happened or at least the first part of it, how Hades dragged me to his bike and ordered me to get on. There was no point in me driving my car when we were heading to the same damn place.

      Getting in my car, I’m thankful it started right up after sitting a while without movement. Putting her in drive, I pull out and leave, wondering what I’ll do now.
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       Pain consumes my body as if I’m being torn in half. Which I thought they would have accomplished with the latest round of torture they threw my way. Those fuckers of course kept me chained to the wall, but they’ve changed it up and released one hand only to chain my leg to my wrist. They then proceeded to do the same with my other hand pulling the chains as tight as they could, lifting me clear off the floor, at which point they repeatedly hit my back with the barbed whip.

      Normally, my captors have taken their fists to me, all except for the one I believe to be the leader. He loves to use the whip as he laughs. This last time was the only time I’ve ever let them hear me scream out in agony when he taunted me with the fact he couldn’t wait to snag Emerson. Make her his new play toy. Claiming she’s one of the Chosen. Then when he’d finished having his fun, he’d left me hanging there.

      That’s why I’m confused at feeling the cold floor against my back and the wet cloth being pressed against my face.

      “Shhh, try not to move, Hayden,” a woman’s voice says soothingly, using my real name, a name I haven’t allowed anyone to call me since the night my life went to hell.

      Groaning, I try to open my eyes to see who this woman is.

      “It’s gonna be okay. As long as you stay quiet, they will leave you alone,” she says. I don’t know who she is, but the way she’s so gentle, I’m sure she’s not a threat to me.

      “Who are you?” I rasp, my throat dry from the lack of water I’ve been allowed to drink.

      “Don’t worry about who I am,” she whispers. “I’m not really supposed to be here, but when they couldn’t get you to wake up, they allowed me down here. So please keep quiet, don’t move, and I can make sure they don’t hurt you. At least for the rest of the day.”

      “Can you at least tell me what day it is or where the fuck I am?” I grumble, attempting to open my eyes, yet they refuse to open. They’re swollen completely shut.

      “It’s Christmas Eve, and if I tell you where we are, they will surely kill me,” she mumbles as she runs a wet cloth along my face. “Fuck! I’ve been here for a month.”

      “Yeah, you’ve been here since before Thanksgiving.” At the sound of her voice, I realize I spoke out.

      I don’t say another word as she continues to clean my face and moves down to my chest. They’d removed my shirt when I first got here and I’m sure it’s filled with marks from the whip they love to take to my skin.

      “They’ve done quite a job on you for being here a month,” the woman whispers. “I’ll do what I can to keep them away from you for the next day or so.” Her voice trembles at her words.

      “No, this is nothing,” I grind out as I try to force my eyes open. For some reason, I need to see who this woman is. Something about her feels familiar, but I’m not sure why.

      “You don’t have the strength to take any more without resting some,” she argues.

      “I don’t give a damn. I’m sure this is nothing compared to what they’d have planned for you,” I groan out as I shift my body some.

      “I’m used to what they do to me. Now shut up and rest, Hayden. Especially if you want to get the hell out of here and to Emerson,” she mutters.

      I stiffen at the mention of the green-eyed beauty who has consumed my thoughts since being trapped here. I can’t help but wonder if she’s okay. Did she make it to the clubhouse? Are my brothers coming after me? Has something happened to her?

      These same questions have racked my brain since the night I held these fuckers off to give her time to get away.

      Thoughts of her are interrupted as I think of this woman’s words. “What do you mean if I want to get the hell out of here and to Emerson?” I ask.

      “Shhh, don’t worry about it right now. Just rest, and it will all work out in the long run,” she says quietly.

      “Stop fuckin’ shushing me and tell me,” I demand.

      “God, you’re as stubborn as you were as a kid. I swear, Hayden, shut up.” I’m stunned at her words. It couldn’t be. She died. There’s no way this woman is my sister.

      “Ally?” I whisper her name.

      “Yes, Hayden, it’s me, now shut up and rest. I’ll make sure they leave you alone,” my sister says, cupping my cheek.

      “No, don’t do anything to get yourself in trouble,” I tell her as I take in her touch. I can’t believe she’s here. All this time, I thought she’d died, and I feel like shit for abandoning my search for her.

      “They can’t do anything to me they haven’t already.” The way she says it so nonchalantly as she tries to cover the fear in her voice guts me.

      “I’m sorry, Ally,” I mumble.

      “Don’t be. I know all that you’ve done over the years, because each time you’ve gotten close, they’ve moved me to another area,” she whispers. “Now rest, Hayden. I’ll get you out of here.”

      “How are you gonna do that?” I question, but before she can answer me, the clanging of a door stops her.

      “Times up, Ally. Get the fuck up here now.” I grind my teeth to keep from saying anything. I don’t want to make it worse for my sister.

      “He needs to rest, Charles. Please?” Ally says as she moves away from me and toward the man who I’m finally finding out the name of— Charles. Each time they’ve been in here, they never once said their names. Only I was chosen to be their plaything until their next bride showed up.

      “Are you willing to pay the price of what you’re asking for?” Charles’s voice sounds more like a sneer as he asks my sister. I can feel the bile rising at the thought of what the price is.

      “Yes, I will do anything for him,” she responds without hesitation.

      “Then he can have the night and tomorrow as long as you do as you’re supposed to. Now go strip and prepare. If you’re going to pay the price, payment will start now. We have guests to serve.” Charles laughs as he slams the door behind the two of them.

      Fuck, my sister’s alive and I’m too fuckin’ weak to do anything to help her. I want nothing more than to get her out of here. I’ll have to bide my time and hope either Emerson was able to help my brothers or I can figure a way out of here and bring my sister home with me.
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       It feels like days have passed without anyone coming near me other than to bring me something to drink or eat. No one has spoken to me. As much as I want to enjoy this reprieve from the ongoing torture, I can’t, not knowing it’s at the cost of whatever it is my sister had to do to gain me time to rest.

      The clanging of the door causes me to tense as I hear footsteps coming down the stairs. However, they don’t sound heavy like Charles or the others. No, they must belong to one of the others who brings food down here. But that shouldn’t be happening, at least not now. They only just brought something down. I think. Hell, I could be wrong. It's not like there’s a clock in here.

      “Time to go, Hayden,” Ally whispers.

      “What the fuck do you mean?” I ask as I see her coming toward me. For the first time, I can see my sister and how beautiful she is. Her eyes are cold, yet still hold a piece of her old self.

      “They’re all knocked out right now, but we don’t have long before they wake up. Let’s get out of here,” she says, unchaining my wrists.

      Rubbing my wrist, I move to stand only to stumble into Ally.

      “I’ve got you. Let’s get you home,” she murmurs.

      “Just get me somewhere with a phone, and I can call my brothers,” I tell her as we head toward the stairs.

      “You mean Uncle Hammer?” she asks quietly.

      “No, I’m in a different charter than his club,” I tell her.

      “Oh, okay,” Ally says before going completely quiet as she moves up the stairs. With quick yet silent movements, Ally shows me the way out of here.

      Even though I stumble a few times and become weak with exhaustion as she moves us closer to freedom, I don’t let up. I need to be able to help her as much as she’s helping me. The moment we’re out, I have to cover my eyes to keep the sun’s light from hurting them.

      “I was able to snag the keys to Charles’s truck, but you’ll have to drive. Are you able to?” Ally asks, uncertainty filling her voice.

      “Yeah, I can drive, at least enough to get us away from this shithole,” I say, climbing into the driver's seat.

      “Then let’s get out of here.” Closing my door, she scrambles around the truck to get in the passenger side.

      “Where the fuck are we?” I ask as I start the truck and gun it in the direction Ally points.

      “We’re on the outskirts of a town called Fincastle,” she tells me as she keeps looking around us for any possible threats.

      “Alright, you want to tell me what the fuck you had to do to get me time to rest?” I grumble. It’s still stuck in my head from the other day.

      “No, and don’t ask. I won’t tell you. I just want to forget,” Ally murmurs, giving me a direct look.

      “Okay, fine, but I’m not letting you get away from me again. You’re coming to the clubhouse and staying with me. I just got you back in my life,” I tell her as I maneuver the truck off the dirt path and onto the road.

      “Hayden, as long as I have my freedom, I don’t plan to go anywhere else.” Smiling, Ally settles in for the ride.

      “Good. Now let’s find a fuckin’ phone so I can call my brothers before I pass the hell out,” I growl. The pain is starting to become too much to bear. I need more time to heal.

      We drove for an hour before coming upon a motel that I felt would be doable until I got us home. I told Ally to stay in the truck long enough for me to run in and get a room, I didn’t want to chance anyone recognizing her. Getting the key, I head back to the truck and move it to in front of the room. Thankfully, the woman at the desk had a room in the back so I could park where no one would spot the truck.

      “Why don’t you go grab some drinks from the vending machine?” I suggest as I unlock the door to the room.

      “How about I walk over to the diner and grab some food? I snagged your wallet from Charles’s desk, so I have your card.” At the mention of my wallet, I could kiss her, if she weren’t my sister.

      “Oh, thank fuck,” I mumble. “I need to use the phone. Go grab food. I don’t care what you spend,” I tell her.

      “Okay, I’ll be back,” Ally says as she walks out of the room. I watch her until she’s in the diner before moving back to the side of the bed and picking up the phone.

      Dialing Twister’s number, I wait.

      “Hello,” he says, picking up on the third ring.

      “Prez,” I barely get out.

      “Hades? That you?” he asks, his voice sounding gruff.

      “Yeah, Prez, it’s me.”

      “Where the fuck are you?”

      “Don’t fuckin’ know other than Ally saying we’re near Fincastle,” I tell him along with giving him of the name of the motel Ally and I are at.

      “Ally?” I can hear the question in his voice.

      “Long fuckin’ story and I don’t know where to even start,” I say.

      “Alright, brother, hang tight. I’m getting everyone rounded up, and we’ll be heading in your direction in five,” he says before disconnecting.

      Sighing, I hang the phone up and lay back against the bed. Finally, I’ll get home. Hopefully, I find my woman at the clubhouse when I get there.

      “I’m coming home, Emmy,” I murmur to myself as I close my eyes and wait.
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       The annoying ringing of my phone draws me from my sleep. Reaching over the side of the couch to the end table, I grab it to see who the hell is calling me. It’s been days since I left the clubhouse, and I’ve thankfully been able to avoid everyone, including my sister, as long as I answer my phone.

      “I’m fine,” I say, putting the phone to my ear.

      “They found Hades.” At Steph’s words, I shoot up into a sitting position on the couch.

      “What did you just say?” I ask, needing her to clarify.

      “Hades, they found him. All the club members just left a little while ago to get him,” she says, excitement filling her voice.

      “That’s good,” I say, hoping she can’t sense the tension in my voice. I want nothing more than to be going with them to get him, but I’m sure he hates me for not getting the guys to him sooner. Shit, I’d hate me too.

      “It is good news. Why don’t you come back to the clubhouse? I’m sure he will want to see you when he gets here,” she suggests.

      “I highly doubt that,” I mumble, more to myself than to Steph. “I’ll come by in a few days when he’s had time to rest. I’m sure he’s gonna need it,” I say.

      “Emerson Connors, don’t you dare try to act like that, especially toward me. I’m your damn sister, and I’ve been doing what I can to make sure you had the space you need, but it’s time to get over it. Now get your ass to the clubhouse and spend some time with your nephew and me. Don’t make me come beat your ass,” Steph huffs out.

      “Like you can even beat my ass,” I remark sarcastically. I’m sure I sound juvenile at this point, but I’m not ready to see anyone. And as for being there when Hades comes home, he’s not gonna want to see me. Not when I’m the reason he’s gone through hell.

      “Em, please do it for me. Logan and I miss you, and you dodged us on Christmas. Just come for a little while,” she tries again and this time, it sounds like she’s crying.

      Sighing, I give in. “Fine, I’ll come visit you and Logan for a little while. Give me an hour and I’ll head over.”

      “Great, I’ll see you then,” she says before disconnecting.

      “Fuckin’ great. I swear she did the whole crying thing on purpose,” I mutter to myself. I head to the coffeemaker on the other side of the room and press the start button, ready for that heavenly aroma to fill the area. If I’m gonna go back to the clubhouse, I need to at least have a cup of this before heading out. Actually, I need something a lot stronger, but coffee will do for now.

      I move toward the bathroom as I wait for the coffee to finish to get cleaned up. One of the perks about the space I bought for my salon is it has a small bathroom with a shower attached to it. Which has worked out for me since I didn’t have anywhere else to go to get cleaned up. Yeah, sure, I could find a place for rent, but I haven’t wanted to do that just yet. I want to get through the rest of the year first, maybe even get through January before looking.

      Dressed and ready, I grab a to-go cup and head out, dreading being at the clubhouse. If I’m lucky, I’ll be gone before the guys get back with Hades.

      Fingers crossed, I’ll be gone before then. I don’t want to see the hatred in Hades’ eyes when he gets home. That’s his space, and I won’t taint it by being there when he needs his family the most.
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      “What’s going on with you, Lynsdey? You’ve been moody recently,” Izzy asks Lynsdey a while after I got to the clubhouse. I’d noticed it as well but figured it was stress.

      “I have a lot of shit going on in my head. Plus, I’m taking care of the twins. It’s not easy,” she grumbles, darting her eyes toward me.

      “You know we’re all here for you, so spill it,” Kenny says, cradling her newborn in her arms while handing a cookie to JC.

      Sighing, she sits forward. “Honestly, I’m confused. Thorn and I have been arguing a lot recently, and a lot of it has to do with information he decided to withhold from me,” she confesses.

      “Well, what was it?” Cleo asks.

      “Evidently, Hades is my cousin on my mother’s side,” she blurts out.

      “What?” Cleo gasps.

      “Yeah, I know. I don’t understand it either, but it’s true. Thorn dug into the past and found out Hades’ mom was my mom's cousin or something like that. I’m not sure that information is still fuzzy to me. I kinda went off on Thorn and refused to have sex with him for not telling me Hades was my cousin. And then, with him being gone, I’ve felt like I was losing family before I even knew it,” Lynsdey says, her eyes cutting to me once more. Now I get it. She blames me for not being able to help find Hades sooner.

      “Lynsdey, you can’t think that way. Remember, you will always have family in us. We’re sisters through this life and the next,” Cleo says, reaching over to grab hold of her friend’s hand.

      “You’re right, but it still hurts,” Lynsdey says.

      While each of the women around me comforts their friend, I slink back, hoping to get out of there soon. I shouldn’t have come. I’m not part of this family even though I’m Steph’s sister.

      “It makes you want to throw up, doesn’t it,” Susie Cue says from behind me.

      “Excuse me?” I ask.

      “Them.” Nodding her head in my sister's direction, she smiles. “They think they’re this big happy family, that the world revolves around them and we’re all on the outside of it. Just because we’re not claimed by one of the members yet.” She goes on talking about them and I tune her out, not wanting to hear any more.

      Just as I’m about to let them know I’d see them later, the roar of bikes vibrates the building. The guys are back. My heart feels like it’s about to pop out of my chest as I stand behind everyone as they gather around to welcome Hades and the club back.

      When the doors open, my heart shatters at the sight in front of me. Hades’ entire body seems to be bruised and battered as Twister helps him on one side, but the part that hurts is seeing him smile at the woman on the other side of him.

      I knew I shouldn’t have come here. As quietly as possible, I inch my way toward the hallway that would lead me to the backdoor. There’s no reason for me to be here. I’ve seen he’s okay, and it’s time for me to go.
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      Walking into the clubhouse felt damn good, but what would have been better was seeing Emerson standing there waiting for me. But that wasn’t the case.

      “Let’s get him to the other room so I can fix him up,” Connors says, moving forward, her eyes scanning between Ally and myself. Her smile seems almost forced. I should probably inform everyone exactly who Ally is to me. Hell, I hadn’t even bothered to tell my brothers yet.

      “Before you start to poke and probe me, I’ve got something to say. Well, more of an announcement. Everyone, meet Ally, she’s my sister,” I state loud enough for everyone to hear me.

      “Your sister?” Connors asks dumbfoundedly.

      “Yeah, Ally is my sister, so please help her feel welcomed here,” I am more or less pleading to the women of the club not to be mean thinking she was some whore.

      “You should know better than to have to ask that, Hades,” Izzy says, moving forward. “Come on, Ally. I’m Izzy, and this is Kenny, Cleo, Lynsdey, and Connors. Emerson is here somewhere,” she states, and my body goes solid. She’s here, my woman is here.

      “Actually, she left,” Susie Cue informs everyone as she moves toward me. “Hey, baby, I missed you.” I have to grind my teeth to keep from snapping at her to not touch me.

      “Okay, skank, back up. I need to get him to the back,” Connors sneers toward Susie Cue as she pushes her away from me.

      “I’ll be waiting, baby,” she murmurs as she turns, throwing a wink at me as my brothers and Connors lead me to where she wants me.

      “Shut up,” I hear Izzy say behind us.

      I’d laugh if it didn’t hurt so damn bad. The women in this club can be protective and the fact they all gathered around to be here when my brothers brought me home fills me with pride. But there’s only one woman I really want to see, and it hurts to know she left before I could even put my eyes on her.

      “Is she okay?” I ask Connors as I sit on the edge of the bed in the infirmary.

      “I can’t answer that honestly,” she says over her shoulder while moving around the room to get things she needs. “Dragon, honey, will you call Jordan for me? I’m gonna need her help.”

      “Yeah, baby,” Dragon rasps out as he pulls out his phone.

      “Wait, who the hell is Jordan?” I ask as Connors turns back to me.

      “She’s actually Dragon and Gadget’s sister and my assistant,” Connors informs me.

      “Okay, but I thought you worked at the hospital. What the hell have I missed?” I can’t help but feel like an outsider at not being here. Even if it wasn’t my fault.

      “We’ll fill you in once you’ve had a chance to rest, brother,” Gadget says.

      “Why not now? Give me something to think about other than worrying about where the fuck Emerson is or what the hell’s gonna happen next,” I grumble.

      Sighing, Gadget starts from the first-day shit went down all the way to when I called Twister. My mind is fuckin’ blown at the shit the club went through while I was sitting chained to a damn wall. Connors and Emerson lost everything they owned when Hydro blew their house up and kidnapped Connors’s son Logan. I’d never hold anything against my brothers for not coming after me sooner, but I’m glad they put that little boy ahead of me. He’s just a kid and needed them more than I did.

      My mind is reeling with everything they tell me, but it keeps going back to one thing. Well, I should say person. Emerson. With her and Connors’s house gone, where the hell is she staying? Why isn’t she here at the clubhouse where no one can get her?

      “Emerson was staying here for a while in your room, but a few days ago, she up and left without telling anyone,” Connors whispers, answering my unspoken question.

      “She was staying in my room?” I ask her, my mind reeling with thoughts of Emerson lying in my bed. Using my pillows to sleep on.

      “Yeah, she refused to come out of there. Then she did and hours later, she left completely,” she informs me.

      “Why didn’t someone go after her? Where the hell is she staying now? Someone needs to bring her ass back here. We don’t know what these fuckers are gonna do. I’m sure they know Ally and I are gone by now. They could be coming here as we speak.” My voice raises to a roar by the time I finish speaking. I’m pissed hearing that Emerson would be so careless with her safety. Shit, she fuckin’ should know more than anyone else here what the fuck could happen to her if they get a hold of her.

      “Relax, brother, we’ve been keeping eyes on Emerson. She’s staying at the salon,” Dragon says as he gently places a hand on my shoulder.

      “Still need to get her ass back here,” I grumble.

      “I agree, that’s why I convinced her to come here in the first place. I should’ve known she’d sneak out. I just don’t know when. We were all talking and then you all pulled up. I guess she must have left right after you all came inside,” Connors states, her brows furrowing as if she’s trying to remember when she could have left.

      “Well, soon as you finish patching me up, I need to go find her,” I say, needing her to hurry up and get shit done.

      “Umm, I’m sorry, but I can’t let you do that, Hades, at least not for a few days. You seriously need antibiotics and an IV. Along with rest. I’m sure I don’t need to tell you the trauma your body has been through. And on top of that, you need sleep. It will help the most in healing,” Connors says firmly. As I go to protest, she holds her hand up. “I’m not sure what the hell is up with you and my sister. However, I have a brain that can put two and two together. Meaning, I can see with my own eyes that you two have feelings for each other. At least, I hope you have feelings for her, and it’s not some hero-tistic thing where you need to see with your own eyes that you saved her. That she’s unharmed.” I can’t hold back my laughter at Connors’ rant. Neither can her men.

      “Hero-tistic? Baby, seriously?” Gadget asks, chuckling.

      “Oh, shut up,” Connors throws over her shoulder as she goes about stitching me up. “Now, as I was saying, you’re going to do what I’m telling you to do and rest. I’ll take care of my sister until you’re well enough to do so yourself. Meaning, regain your strength some because I have a feeling you’re gonna have more of a battle getting her to listen you,” she says, never once moving her focus from my stitches.

      A knock on the door ends our conversation as a woman in scrubs walks in and begins right away, helping Connors get me bandaged up. This must be Jordan. I’d seen her briefly when Gadget had been in the hospital, but looking at her now, I can see the resemblance between the three of them. But something tells me she’s got a story and it’s not pretty. Yet she hides it behind a smile that doesn’t quite meet her eyes. As they finish up, I close my eyes and repeat Connors’s words in my head.

      Why would I have a battle getting Emerson to listen to me? It’s not like I’ve done anything against her. Connors says she must have left around the time we got back and has feelings for me. Shit, she must have seen Ally under my arm and thought I’d brought a woman home with me.

      Fuck, she’s right, I will have a battle on my hands getting her to listen to me. Emerson will have all her walls built higher than Mount Olympus, and I intend to break them down. Whether she wants me to or not.

      Emerson is my woman and now that I’m home, I’ll be claiming what’s mine.
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       The sight of Hades walking into the clubhouse with his arm thrown over another woman is burned into my brain and fills my dreams. Instead of him being tortured, they’re now of him telling me I’ll never be enough for him.

      Since leaving the clubhouse, I’ve avoided all calls from everyone. I sent Nora, a friend of mine who works at the salon, a message asking her to hold down the fort until I get back. I need time to process and heal. Well, more or less time to figure out what to do now.

      I decided to head to the beach for a few days to see if that would help. Yet it hasn’t. My thoughts rotate between everything that happened to what could happen.

      My thoughts are interrupted as I hear yelling and laughter behind me. Lifting my head up from drawing in the sand, my jaw drops at the sight in front of me. It’s like any woman’s wet dream. A surfer comes out of the water only to put his board down and remove the upper half of his wetsuit. You’d think he’d freeze with it being winter, but holy shit, the muscles on the man are to die for. They even rival Hades and he’s a big man.

      “That looked fuckin’ awesome, Ricochet!” a woman yells out as she runs past me, throwing sand up as she goes. She must not have seen me sitting there and honestly, I’m not mad. Who could blame her for being excited to have that man's attention?

      “Gold, watch the fuck out,” a man says as he follows her.

      “What did I do, Chuckles?” the woman named Gold says, turning around and placing her hands on her hips.

      The man she called Chuckles, weird name to me, stops right in front of me and turns, leans down, and lifts his sunglasses off his eyes to stare at me. Holy Mother of God, those eyes. “Sorry about that. Gold can be very enthusiastic when excited,” he says, smirking.

      “Umm, it’s okay,” I murmur.

      “Oh, I’m so sorry,” Gold says, smiling as she comes back and leans against Chuckles, placing her breasts against his back.

      “It’s okay,” I say, grinning at her. Seems her happiness is contagious as I can’t seem to help it. Or maybe it’s the fact she’s completely gorgeous.

      “Hey, what’s going on?” the surfer says as he approaches. Gold said his name as she went flying by, but I don’t remember it because I’d been completely mesmerized by how hot he is.

      “Gold here was so ready to jump your bones when she saw you coming out of the water that she didn’t see this woman here and threw sand all over her as she ran past,” Chuckles shakes his head as he recants what happened.

      “I didn’t mean to, but I mean, who could blame me for the way you looked coming out of the water like Jason Momoa in the Aquaman movie,” Gold says, waving a hand in front of Ricochet before looking toward me. “You gotta admit I’m right, right?” she asks.

      “You’re right, and I completely understand getting lost in the excitement. I’m Emerson, by the way.” I laugh as I stand up and hold my hand out to shake theirs.

      “Nice to meet you,” Ricochet says as he extends his hand.

      “So, what are you doing out here sitting on the beach alone anyway?” Gold asks.

      “Oh, umm, I needed to clear my head, so I came out here.” And just then my phone begins to ring. Groaning, I pull it out and look at the screen only to grimace at seeing Hades calling. This is the first time he’s tried to reach out, but I’m not ready. Silencing my phone, I put it back in my pocket.

      “I know that look, men troubles. Babe, don’t let it get you down,” Chuckles says. For the people I just met, I really like them.

      “Thanks, I’ll work it out eventually,” I say.

      “Well, we’re here for the rest of the week, why don’t you hang out with us,” Gold states with her warm smile.

      “Shit, yeah, Gold is right. You should come party with us,” Ricochet says, throwing his arm around me.

      “Yeah, Gold here has had a few margaritas already and is loving the beach, especially the hot tub on the balcony,” Chuckles cackles as he pulls Gold into him.

      “What can I say? I love being at the beach with my ol’ man and his brother,” Gold giggles as she rubs her body against Chuckles.

      I should probably be apprehensive about everything going on back home, but something about these men and Gold make me want to trust them like I do the Devil’s Riot club.

      “Sure, I’d love to hang with you guys. It’s not like I have anywhere to be right now.” Grinning, I stand up straighter.

      “Great, let’s go back to our place. I can hear the hot tub calling my name,” Gold says, pulling Chuckles with her.

      “Well, you heard her. Let's go, babe,” Ricochet chuckles as he shakes his head and leads me toward their beach house. Ironically enough, it’s next door to the one I rented, so when it’s time to go home, I can just walk next door. Piece of cake.
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      Getting up to their cottage, I’m speechless when I spot one of the guys’ cuts sitting on the back of a chair. They’re members of an MC. Why am I not surprised?

      “You ever meet someone from a motorcycle club before?” Ricochet asks from behind me.

      “My sister is the ol’ lady of two members in the Devil’s Riot MC back home,” I say, shrugging my shoulders like it’s no big deal. The last thing I want to do right now is talk about Hades.

      “Your sister is a swinger?” Gold asks, lifting a brow.

      “No, she isn’t a swinger, well, at least I’m not sure. I honestly don’t know the inner workings of their relationship. Her ol’ men, I guess you would say, are twins.”

      “Are you talking about Gadget and Dragon? Those brothers?” Chuckles asks as he opens the refrigerator.

      “Yeah, that’s them,” I say, nodding my head.

      “Good for her. Those two have thick dicks, or so I’ve heard,” Gold nonchalantly states as she moves toward Chuckles, taking one of the four beers he’s holding.

      “I wouldn’t know,” I muttered as I take one of the beers offered.

      “Well, do you swing? Honestly, I’m not one for going for other redheads since I like to be the only one, but I have to admit you’re really hot, and the green eyes just make you hotter,” Gold says as she moves toward me and runs a hand along my hair. “Shit, I wouldn’t even mind letting Chuckles sink his log into that sweet kitty of yours. And let me tell you, I don’t allow that shit. See, I don’t allow his log to go in anyone else’s kitty but mine. When it comes to fuckin’ other holes on bitches, his log goes up the one-way route, if you know what I mean.” Gold moves closer to me as she says this, turning me to face both the men as they strip out of their clothes.

      Holy shit, these guys are from that club up in New York. I heard Burner talking to Badger about them once before all this shit happened. They’re the Iron Vex MC. And from the way they seem to know Gadget and Dragon, they must be friendly with the Devil’s Riot MC.

      I simply stand there without a word as Gold moves from me to Chuckles and grabs hold of what she called his log. I feel my eyes almost pop out of my head at how huge he is. Glancing from Chuckles to Ricochet, my mouth goes dry. Holy shit, these two could give an orgasm without even touching a person. Or maybe that’s my virgin brain talking. Yep, that’s something nobody knows about me. Not even my sister.

      “How about we all get in the hot tub and relax?” Ricochet suggests.

      “Sounds good to me,” Gold says as she grabs my hand and leads me to the balcony.

      “Sorry, babe, Gold is drunk. Don’t feel like you need to do anything with us,” Chuckles says, the tone in his voice serious as he follows us.

      “Okay, honestly, I’ve never done anything like this. And I mean never. Like as in I’m still a virgin. Yeah, a twenty-something virgin. How I haven’t had my cherry popped yet, you might ask, is because the guy I wanted to give it to couldn’t look twice at me. Then shit went down, and I thought maybe we shared a connection, but I was wrong. Hell, I don’t even know why I’m not jumping ten feet at the idea of Chuckles using his log, as Gold put it, or even Ricochet’s massive dick. However, I wouldn’t mind drinking with you all and watching. I could use some pointers,” I say, ending my rant by taking a long pull on the beer.

      “Holy shit, I can’t believe I just said all that. I’ll, umm, just go if that’s okay with you,” I mumble. As I turn to head toward the door, Ricochet stops me.

      “You don’t have to go anywhere, babe. How about we all get in the hot tub, chill, and see where the fuck it goes. Shit, maybe we can show you a good time without you losing your virginity. I’ll admit, as much as I’d love to sink my dick into that cunt of yours, I wouldn’t take a gift like that away from who it’s meant for,” Ricochet says sincerely.

      “Okay, then let’s get in the hot tub.” Nodding my head, I remove my clothes without a thought, and this is just what I need. Maybe I’ll be able to figure out something after a night of fun. Even if it’s without fucking. I can at least learn what I’m doing wrong in other ways.
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      Motherfuckin’ hell. A week has passed without a word from Emerson. She’s yet to return my calls. I’ve started to go after her several times, only to be stopped. When Gadget tracked her phone and car to the beach, Connors suggested giving her time.

      I’m fuckin’ fuming at the recklessness of her actions. I mean, how stupid could she be to just up and leave with all that is going on? Doesn’t she understand what these fuckers had planned for not just me but her as well?

      I want nothing more than to strangle the woman right now. Well, maybe fuck her brains out and leave her unable to walk. At least then she wouldn’t be able to run from me again. The day after I got home, I had Gadget pull up the feed from the day before showing me that Emerson was indeed here when I got home and snuck out the damn back like a teenager trying to get one over on her parents. But the expression on her face when she saw Ally under my arm kills me and it pisses me off that she’d think I’d be coming home with a woman claimed. Especially after I fuckin’ told her how much I wanted her.

      I can remember the night I told her like it was yesterday. We’d been sitting on the floor, Emerson curled into me to keep warm, and I’d just told her how I was gonna get her out one way or another. That it would all be okay, and when we got out of there, the two of us were gonna hash out our differences. Shit, I’d even sealed my words by taking her mouth in a scorching kiss. One that I’ve felt lingering with me since.

      At the ringing of my phone, I shake my head and put down the wrench I’d been using to work on my bike. Reaching into my pocket, I grab my phone and flip it so I can see who's calling. My brows furrow at seeing Ricochet’s name. What could he be calling me about? He’s the Sergeant At Arms for the Iron Vex MC up in New York.

      “Hello,” I say, putting the phone to my ear.

      “You fucked up, Hades,” Ricochet rumbles out over the line.

      “What the fuck you talking about?”

      “You let a sweet piece get away from you and broke her,” he tells me. Who the fuck is he talking about? Then like a sledgehammer to a wall of bricks, it hits me. Emerson. But Ricochet is in Queens, nowhere near the beach.

      “How the hell do you know my woman?” I growl, standing up.

      “Maybe you should be asking how well I know sweet-Emmy instead.” Laughter fills the line and in the background, I can barely make out the sounds of moans. Oh, hell fuckin’ no, his ass better not be sticking his dick in what’s mine.

      “I swear to fuckin’ God, Ricochet, I will kill you if you so much as . . . ” His full-blown laughter interrupts me, causing me to grind my teeth.

      “Don’t worry your little head about me sinking my cock inside her. Our sweet Emmy is too hung up on a dickhead that would come back from being in hell with another woman under his arm. Yeah, man, I know all about your fuck-up with her. Now, this is what I’m gonna suggest. You have a day to figure your shit out or Chuckles, Gold, and I are taking her home with us. At least there, she will get the respect she deserves,” Ricochet says. He disconnects before I have a chance to tell him where he can go with his threat about taking her back to New York.

      “Motherfucker!” I yell, throwing my phone against the side of the clubhouse.

      “What the hell is wrong with you?” Thorn asks as he turns his bike off.

      “I just got a call from Ricochet,” I growl, running fingers through my hair.

      “From the Iron Vex?” Thorn asks, lifting a brow.

      “The one and only,” I grumble, moving to grab my now shattered phone. Great, now I’ll need to go buy a new one.

      “Well, you want to tell me what he had to say that has you all worked up?”

      “Not really, but the fucker may end up with my fist to his face the next time I see him.” My fists clench as my voice rumbles with fury. Seems my woman has made some new friends and ran her mouth about shit she doesn’t understand. Shit, I need to get straight once and for all.

      Moving toward my bike, I head out to get a few things I’m gonna need for when Emerson finally brings her ass home. One item being a new phone. Then I’ll go grab a new pair of cuffs that will fit her perfectly as I strap her down to my bed with her ass in the air ready for me to smack. Fuck, my dick gets hard just thinking of my hands brightening her perky ass. Adjusting myself, I back my bike out of my spot. Turning the key, I bring my girl to life and hit the throttle. I have the day to prepare for my woman to get home and when she does, I’m going to show her exactly who she belongs to, along with her error in running from me without finding out the truth beforehand.

      As if any woman could compare to my fiery-haired beauty who captured the heart I thought I didn’t have.
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      As I draw closer to home, I begin to feel anxious. Especially knowing that Ricochet, Chuckles, and Gold are behind me after claiming they wanted to see I made it home okay. When I’d attempted to protest, Gold had given me the stink eye and snapped at me, stating they were going, and she wanted to see who this bitch was who took Hades from me.

      According to Ricochet, he’s adopting me into the family as his little sister, and he wasn’t leaving me somewhere without making sure I would be safe. He then proceeded to mutter something about Hades and his dick. Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to hear all he said.

      I was so confused, but it felt good to have become friends with Ricochet, Chuckles, and Gold, even if Gold can seem like a bitch. It’s just the way she comes off on people. Hell, I don’t blame her for being as tough as she is. Her eyes, when sober, say all that I need to know. She’s had a rough life, same as I have.

      The first night in the hot tub, when I decided to not think for a change, really helped me see things more clearly. And I’ll admit, I learned quite a bit about what a woman can do with her body. Neither of the men touched me, but Gold showed me how to suck a dick without choking along with what will drive a man nuts. I especially had fun learning how to give a lap dance, even if I felt bad for leaving Ricochet hanging. He was a good sport about it and Gold made sure to take care of it for him.

      I’d never understood the ways of being a swinger until I met the three of them, but I’m happy I did. Granted, I know it’s not the lifestyle for me, but I’d never judge a person being a part of it. Though, if I’m honest with myself, watching some of the things they did aroused me more than I could have imagined. It was like watching live porn but way better. I never knew a woman who could put her legs behind her head the way Gold did as she took Chuckles and Ricochet at the same time.

      What was even better about spending time with the three of them was the advice the guys gave me, though they weren’t too happy to hear I’d run off without any protection when I spilled the beans about being kidnapped not too long ago.

      Pulling into the salon’s parking lot, I gasp at the number of bikers sitting on their bikes. None of them look particularly happy as they all have their eyes focused on me.

      “Great, the welcoming committee is here,” I mutter to myself as my door is yanked open just as I put my car in park.

      I don’t have to look to know it’s Hades standing there.

      “You want to tell me what the fuck you were thinking?” he growls.

      “Not really, and it’s none of your concern,” I snap.

      “Damnit, Emerson.” He grabs my arm, drawing me out of the car rougher than I think he means to.

      “You wanna let go of her,” Ricochet’s voice is harsh as he moves in toward us.

      “This is between me and my ol’ lady, fucker. I’d suggest you back the fuck off before I knock your ass out,” Hades growls.

      “Ol’ lady?” Chuckles snickers from where he and Gold are standing, taking in the scene.

      “I’m not your ol’ lady,” I gripe while trying to pull out of Hades’ firm hold.

      “Yeah, you fuckin’ are,” Hades snarls.

      “No, I’m fuckin’ not, Hades, and you can stop acting like a Neanderthal. Ricochet is my friend and he’s simply looking out for me,” I shout, getting in his face.

      “Oh, yeah, and did he have his dick in that pussy that belongs to me?” His question hurts.

      “For your fuckin’ information, asshole, I’d have to have had my cherry popped to fuck anyone, so fuck you for asking.” I yank harder and thankfully break free from his hold. I’m sure he more or less let go as my words hit him.

      “Emerson, if you don’t want to stay here, you’re always welcome at our club. Like I said earlier, you're my little sister now,” Ricochet says softly toward me, yet his eyes are hard as he stares at Hades.

      “She’s not going anywhere,” Hades states before I can respond to Ricochet.

      “As if I need you to answer for me,” I mutter toward Hades before turning my attention to Ricochet. “Thank you, but my sister and nephew are here. I couldn’t leave them, though I wouldn’t mind visiting sometime. Shit, I’d be interested in meeting Nikki. From the stories Gold has already told, I’m sure she’d be hysterical to be around,” I say, giving him a side hug, which Hades puts a stop to when he pulls me back toward him, growling. Seriously, what the hell is up with this man growling? Did he lose a few screws while he was gone?

      “You’re done here,” Hades says.

      “Seems you got your shit figured out, so yeah, we’re done here. But we’ll be back. I’ve claimed Emmy as my sister, and she has my protection along with the Iron Vex. You don’t do your job and keep her safe, I’ll be sure to come get her and take her home where I know we’ll do it,” Ricochet says firmly as he moves to stand toe-to-toe with Hades even though I’m in the middle. Talk about being plastered between two hot as hell men. Even if one’s like a brother and the other is a complete asshole.

      “Emerson isn’t going anywhere other than my bed, where I plan to fuck some sense into her.” I can feel the tension in Hades as his words vibrate through my system.

      “That’s not gonna happen,” I remark. “Besides, you already have someone anyway.” I finally say the words I’ve been dreading to say aloud.

      “Babe, that’s not just some bitch I wanted to warm my dick with,” Hades says, turning me to face him.

      “That’s why I’m not your ol’ lady. You already have someone. I mean, hell, you did bring her home with you.” I shrug as if it weren’t a big deal; however, the idea of him with the woman who is in all honesty drop-dead gorgeous kills me.

      “Ally isn’t my ol’ lady or some random stray. She’s my fuckin’ sister.” His words wash through me.

      His sister? Holy shit, he told me about her, how he thought she was dead.

      “Oh,” is all I manage to get out as I turn to face him.

      “Yeah, oh,” Hades says harshly

      “We’re gonna get out of here, Emerson. I’ll text you in a few days to check on you,” Ricochet says, drawing my attention to him. “Good luck, man. You’re gonna need it. Emmy here is definitely a special one.” He holds his hand out to Hades. How weird, one minute both men are filled with tension, the next they clasp hands.

      Turning my focus back to Hades, it’s as if the sky itself rumbles as bikes all around us roar to life. No one in the Devil’s Riot MC spoke a single word throughout this entire altercation. They simply leave as Ricochet, Chuckles, and Gold head out, leaving me to deal with Hades by myself.

      Well, here goes nothing.
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       Oh. That’s all she had to say to me after informing her of something I’d have told her about a week ago if she’d simply given me a chance. What the hell? Here I am, pissed the hell off but so damn glad to see her. I’ve missed her more than I could imagine.

      Being able to touch Emerson is the only thing keeping me calm right now, considering all the shit we need to go over. Especially how she came about meeting members of the Iron Vex MC. I’ve been fuming since that call from Ricochet yesterday, and seeing them pull up behind her didn’t help. My vision turned dark and I was ready to stick my blade into both their dicks. Yet Emerson’s admission of being a virgin had my chest swelling with pride that I’d be the one to take something so special from her. Shit, my dick is throbbing behind my jeans as the words filter through in my head.

      Virgin.

      The thought should frighten me, but honestly, I’d kill any fucker who came before me. Emerson is my woman. Mine. And that’s the way it’s gonna stay.

      She may have denied my claim, but I’ll prove to her who she belongs to.

      Clearing my throat, I grab hold of her arm. “Come on. Let’s get to the clubhouse so we can talk,” I grumble, still on edge about everything.

      “I’m not going to the clubhouse with you. I have things to do,” Emerson mumbles as she snatches her arm or tries to at least, but I have a firm hold on her.

      “It’s nothing that can’t wait until tomorrow. We’re gonna talk. Now, come on and let’s get to my room at the clubhouse,” I order, pulling her toward my bike.

      “I already said I’m not going to the clubhouse. Not now, not ever again,” she seethes out, all while dragging her feet.

      Lifting a brow at her statement, I let go of her to stand in front of her with my arms crossed. “What’s wrong with the clubhouse, babe?”

      “Nothing. I’m simply not going,” she mutters and tries to turn away from me.

      “Not so fast, hothead,” I say, stopping her.

      “I’m not a hothead, asshole.”

      “Yeah, you are. Haven’t you heard redheads are known for their tempers?” I say teasingly as I touch her hair.

      “Fuck off,” Emerson retorts.

      “Oh, babe, I’ll be fuckin’ something soon enough,” I smirk, proud of myself for not letting the anger I’m feeling right now show. I’m trying to bide my time until I get Emerson behind closed doors.

      “I’m sure you will be, Hades, but it won’t be me,” Emerson says, diverting her gaze away from me. If I hadn’t been paying attention to everything about her right then, I might have missed the small quiver of her lip. Though it was only brief, I saw it and it told me all I need to know.

      “Babe, look at me,” I say, lifting a hand to cup her cheek. When I have her eyes focused on me, my heart clenches at all the emotions swirling in them. I don’t know what’s going on in that head of hers, but I’ll be finding out, although it won’t be until I can get her somewhere private. Where we can talk without an audience. This parking lot is too open. “Emerson, we’ve got a lot to talk about. If you don’t want to go to the clubhouse, I know where we can go,” I say softly.

      “Where?” she asks.

      “Come on, I’ll show you.” This time, when I lead her to my bike, she doesn’t fight me, which I’m fuckin’ grateful for. Without a word between us, I straddle my girl and help Emerson on. When she presses her chest to my back, I inwardly smile at the fact I didn’t need to tell her. She remembers exactly how I want her.

      As my bike starts up with a thundering roar, I feel like I can finally breathe again. I might have escaped with my sister’s help a little over a week ago, but nothing compares to having Emerson plastered against my back as we ride. She only rode with me one other time, and that was the day our lives turned upside down. It was at that time I knew she was meant for me.
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      After spending the last hour merely riding the backroads, I finally pull into a secluded field I’d found the first year we’d moved here. It’s great for hunting and peaceful with how far back it is from the road.

      Reaching behind me, I help Emerson climb off before following suit. Grabbing her hand, I guide her a few feet away from my bike and sit down, bringing her with me. As much as I’d love to have her leaning against me, I want to see her face when we talk.

      “Okay, babe, it’s just the two of us in the middle of nowhere,” I say after a moment.

      “I don’t know what you want me to say,” she whispers as she looks down at the ground, twirling the dead grass in her fingers.

      “How about starting with why you left instead of waiting to talk to me. Or better yet, why you stayed in my room. You know my sheets still have your scent on them.” At my statement, Emerson’s face lifts to mine.

      Sighing, Emerson shakes her head and diverts her face away from me again. “Why are you doing this?” she finally asks quietly.

      “Doing what?”

      “This,” she states, pointing a finger between the two of us.

      “Babe, I’m not understanding what you’re talking about,” I say, furrowing my brow as I try to figure out what she’s saying.

      “You know exactly what I’m talking about. You should hate me,” she whispers softly. I’m unsure if I heard her right.

      “Why would I hate you?”

      “Because I’m the reason you were taken.”

      “Precious, look at me,” I order her softly. When I have her eyes on me, I lean forward and press my mouth to hers, giving her a gentle kiss before going on. “You and I were taken together, but they knew who I was before it all happened. That fucker Timothy Rogers may have wanted you, but the men I helped you escape from wanted me as well. I’ve told you about my mom and dad already, so I don’t need to go into detail. Those men didn’t want just you, and I’ll never hate you for what I went through while they held me. Shit, I’ll always look at it as the opportunity to find Ally.” Taking a breath, I keep my eyes on hers. “I don’t want to tell you everything I went through at that time with them. I’m sure you can imagine. Hell, I’m still healing, although I will tell you this. What they did to me is nothing compared to what they wanted to do to you. So, no, babe, I don’t hate you for anything,” I tell her while wiping away the lone tear that falls from her eyes.

      “I don’t understand you,” she mumbles.

      “What’s there to understand?” I ask before leaning in to kiss her again. I want to feel her lips against mine again.

      “Maybe it’s the fact you all of a sudden want me now when two years ago, you walked into my life, turned it upside down, only to turn away from me to be with some other bitches. Then when everything goes down with my sister, you decide to become the most irritating man I’ve ever met thinking you could bulldoze over me.” She stops speaking long enough to take a quick breath. “And to top it all, you showed me the man within the alpha caveman shell you have going on. You went from asshole to sweet faster than I could whip my head around. Oh, and then there was the kiss you gave me, which I have dreamed about since I first spoke to you when the club moved here. I should also add . . . ”

      I slam my mouth down on hers to stop her rambling. She’s said enough. I must have been shitfaced drunk during the time she’s talking about ‘cause I sure as fuck don’t remember it. And Emerson is worth meeting.  

      Emerson is worth everything.
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       Holy shit, Hades can kiss. I mean, I knew he could, but these kisses he keeps giving me are all-consuming. My mind can’t seem to wrap itself around all that has happened since pulling back into town hours ago. Yet right now with his lips on mine, I’d love nothing more than to leave everything behind and stay in this little bubble in the midst of the woods. It might be winter, but Mother Nature must be having a good day since the weather is somewhat warm.

      Feeling bold, I swipe my tongue along the rim of his lips. As his open, I plunge forward. Hades pulls me further into him as we deepen the kiss. Moving my legs, I straddle his lap. Moaning into his mouth, I grind myself down onto his hard length. Besides, when Gold was teaching me to give a lap dance, I’d never even felt what a hard dick was like. Sure, I’d seen it in porn, but I don’t even own a dildo, preferring to stick with a bullet. It does wonders when I need relief.

      Hades’ groans encourage me to keep going, but he pulls away from my mouth. “Precious, we gotta stop before I do something you’re not ready for,” he says. And just like that, I swoon for him just as I did two years ago.

      “What if I’m ready now?” I ask huskily, leaning forward and gently nipping his bottom lip.

      “Babe, I want more than anything to fuck you right now, but not out here in the middle of a field. Your first time should be special and in a bed. Where I can take care of you afterward,” he groans out.

      “Maybe I don’t want any of that. I’ve longed to have you fuck me, take me, and make me yours. But if that’s not what you want, then fine, take me home. I’ll find someone else who wants me,” I say abruptly. Why can’t he just for once take me like I want? I don’t want candles and roses, soft and sweet. I merely want him to take me as a woman, his woman.

      I push myself to move only to be pulled back into him and rolled onto my back as Hades hovers over me. “You want me to fuck you here and now like a savage beast, fine, I’ll fuckin’ do it. But let’s get one thing straight right now. You’re mine, and I’ll kill anyone who tries to stand in my way. I didn’t want to do this here, especially when we still have things to sort out between the two of us,” he growls out before smashing his mouth to mine.

      Running a hand along my side, Hades reaches to cup one of my breasts. I gasp as he pinches my nipple, rolling it between his fingers, and he takes advantage of it and thrusts his tongue into my mouth. Oh God, this is what I’ve been missing.

      I whimper when he stops and pulls his mouth from mine. “You don’t know what you’re asking, Precious,” he states and rips the shirt I’m wearing in half, exposing my lace-covered breasts. “Just how I imagined them, perfection.” Groaning, he leans down, taking the one he’d been playing with into his mouth and sucking the nipple straight through the thin material.

      I can feel myself growing close to an orgasm, and yet he hasn’t touched me where I need him most.

      Lifting his head, he leans to the side, bracing himself on one arm while running the other one along my chest. “I’m not taking you out here like some asshole, Emmy, though I will give you what you need for now,” he says as his hands move further down, unbuttoning my jeans to give him enough room to slide his fingers against my slit.

      “Hmm, you’re wet, baby. I could easily sink inside your sweet pussy without a problem.” His voice is filled with lust as he speaks.

      “Then take your dick out and fuck me,” I say a little louder than I meant to.

      “Soon enough, Precious. Right now, I’m gonna make you come, then we’re gonna finish our conversation. Actually, I think I might get one part cleared up right now,” he states, pressing the tip of a finger inside of me as his thumb plays with my clit.

      “Who do you belong to, babe?” he asks.

      Seriously, he’s gonna do this now? Shaking my head, I try to focus. The way he’s toying with my pussy, I’m having a really hard time concentrating on anything other than trying to find my release.

      “Want to come? Then answer the question,” he says, pulling his hand away.

      “Myself,” I inform him huskily.

      “Want to try again?” Leaning forward, he uses his teeth to drag the cup of my bra down and nips my nipple before drawing it deep into his mouth. All the while he plunges his fingers into my pussy.

      “Holy shit,” I cry out at the overwhelming sensations I’ve never felt before only to have them stripped from me as he pulls away yet again.

      “Ready to admit it,” he asks, circling his fingers around my clit.

      “If I’m yours, then you’re mine,” I hiss as Hades pinches my clit.

      “Baby, don’t you know I’ve been yours since the day I put you on my bike? Maybe if I remembered our first encounter like you did, I’d have had your ass riding with me then, but I can’t change the past, and I’ll never regret a damn thing about it. Because in the end, it got me you,” he says before slamming his mouth to mine, all while sinking his fingers deep within me. I feel a twinge of pain, but it’s nothing compared to the orgasm he sends spiraling through me.

      Lifting his head, he gives me a panty-melting grin while pulling his fingers from my pants and placing them in his mouth. “God, you taste good. I can’t wait to feast on you later.”

      “Can’t wait.” Smiling, I snuggle toward him.

      “Good. Now, let’s get you situated and on my bike. We need to get you to the clubhouse before your sister has Gadget track me down to find you,” Hades says, standing up and pulling me with him.

      “She can wait a while longer. I need to get to the salon. Besides, I already said I wasn’t going back to the clubhouse,” I say while trying to fix my shirt with no hope.

      “Why the hell not?” Hades asks.

      “I have my reasons and they’re not up for discussion,” I tell him.

      “Oh, my beautiful but hotheaded woman, I told you earlier we were gonna finish our talk and that will be another thing added to the list. Now, either we do this in my room at the clubhouse or in the back of the salon, but let me put it to you this way. Do you want your customers to hear you scream out my name when I have you coming around my dick after our talk?” Biting the inside of my lip, I contemplate my options. I’d prefer to get this conversation over with without being heard by anyone, but both choices he’s given suck ass right now.

      Go to the clubhouse and face my embarrassment or go to the salon where I’d been staying and have it out with him there? The salon should still be open, meaning there will be customers in the front of the shop. Why didn’t I go ahead and get my own place again? Ugh.

      “Fine, we'll go to the clubhouse,” I murmur.
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      Days like today, I wish I had my own damn place besides my room here at the clubhouse. Seems every one of my brothers and their ol’ ladies are in the main room when we walk in. The moment the door opens, all eyes turn our way as silence descends among everyone. Emotions ranging from relief to anger amidst the women, my brothers merely relieved to see the two of us finally making it here.

      I don’t blame them for being relieved. Today could have gone all wrong, especially after finding out Emerson had made friends with the Iron Vex MC. We’ve got no problems with them and consider them allies. It’s just the way they live their lives, I didn’t want my woman mixed up in. To each their own, but I’ve never been good with sharing. Sure, I never minded having a clubwhore suck my dick while she was getting pounded from behind, but the bitch wasn’t my woman.

      “You have some explaining to do,” Connors yells as she rushes toward her sister. With the way Emerson tenses, she’s waiting for her sister to go off on her. Not happenin’. She’s gonna learn I’ll protect her no matter what. Same as I did when we were taken. I did my best to keep their focus on me rather than her.

      “Not now, Doc,” I state firmly yet gently, holding my hand up to yield her from getting to her sister. I have no doubt she’s been worried, we all were, but shit, I need my woman for a little while longer without disturbance. Maybe we should’ve gone to her shop or, hell, got a hotel room.

      Connors looks between the two of us and narrows her eyes. “Don’t think I won’t be giving my sister a piece of my mind. You can have her for the rest of the day,” she says to me before turning her focus on Emerson. “Tonight, however, you and I will be discussing why you would leave without so much as a word, leaving your pregnant sister to worry about you,” she finishes then storms back toward her men who surround her.

      “I didn’t even know she was pregnant,” Emerson whispers. Glancing at her, I find her eyes filled with guilt and sadness.

      “Come on, Precious,” I say, tugging her along as we head toward my room. She and I still have a lot to hash out. Starting with why the hell she seems so reluctant to come to the clubhouse.

      Did something happen that I don’t know about? And if so, what? She should feel safe being here. Shit, the woman is friends with all the ol’ ladies, so it’s not like she doesn’t know anyone.

      Opening the door to my room, I pull her inside only to stop before the door is closed completely. In the middle of my bed are two of the clubwhores, Susie Cue and Nikki, making out while fingering each other’s pussies.

      Fuck.

      How the hell did they get in here?

      Worse is when I glance from them to Emerson’s face, finding it filled with anger.

      “Hades, baby, you’re back. Come join us,” Nikki calls out from my bed.

      “What the fuck?” Emerson shoots a glare at the two whores in my bed then up at me. “I’m out of here,” she says as she turns to leave.

      “Hang on a damn second,” I growl, grabbing her wrist, stopping her from taking even a step.

      “Why? You seem to have everything you need here,” she bites out.

      “I don’t know what’s goin’ on here, babe, but I sure as hell haven’t been with either of these bitches since before everything,” I inform her.

      “It’s blatantly obvious what’s been happening here. I mean, your room smells like a whorehouse right now, and you’re gonna stand there telling me that you haven’t been with either of those nasty snatches since you’ve been home. I highly doubt that,” she grits out, throwing an arm in the direction of the bed.

      “Come on, Hades. Miss Uptight Pussy can’t handle all that you are. Let Nikki and I do it for you,” Susie Cue purrs out as she spreads her legs apart, putting her pussy on display. Being a guy, of course, I look at the view, which ends up being my mistake ‘cause Emerson takes that moment to snatch her wrist away.

      “You might as well go join twat one and two since you seem to be enjoying the view so much,” she yells, yanking the door open and storming out.

      Fuck my life. Running my hands through my hair, I look at the two women in my bed. “You have one minute to get the fuck out of my bed before I toss your naked asses out on the street. Do another stunt like this, and you’re fuckin’ out,” I growl at them before going after my woman.

      Getting to the main room, I don’t see her.

      “Where did she go?” I roar, becoming pissed by the second that she is running from me yet again.

      “What’s going on now?” Thorn asks as he hands his daughter, Anna- Leigh, over to Lynsdey, who is also holding their son, Bud.

      “Emerson. She stormed out of my room after finding two clubwhores in my bed,” I tell him.

      “What the hell, Hades?” Lynsdey whisper yells.

      “Baby, don’t,” Thorn tells his ol’ lady.

      “Oh, no, you don’t. I mean, I’m upset with her, but I completely understand why she’d be pissed about finding two skanks in the room of the man who’s put a claim on her,” she says.

      “I haven’t done shit with them. I don’t even know how they got into my room. But right now, I don’t have time to worry about that shit. I gotta find my ol’ lady,” I say, running my hands through my hair yet again.

      “She didn’t come this way. Maybe check Gadget and Dragon’s room. She might have gone to her sister,” Lynsdey suggests.

      “Are you talking about Emerson?” My sister’s voice draws my attention from the hallway to the rooms.

      “Yeah, you see her?” I ask Ally calmly.

      “Yep, she went out the backdoor. I don’t know what you did, Hayden, but that woman looked miserable,” Ally says quietly. Since being here, she’s been trying to accustom herself to the real world. From what I’ve learned from her, she’s rarely seen anything of it besides going to rundown grocery stores with a guard.

      “Fuck,” I grumble under my breath as I turn without another word to anyone. I gotta catch up with her before she does something stupid. Like calling Ricochet. Or worse, Gold.
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       How could I be so stupid? To think I really wanted to believe in Hades. That he could be with only me. Yeah, go figure, stupid me. Slamming out of the backdoor, I move off toward the side, heading to the parking lot. Only to realize I don’t have my car or keys with me.

      “Great, just my freakin’ luck,” I mumble under my breath. What am I gonna do now?

      I could go back in there and face the wrath of my sister and the rest of the women inside or start walking. Shit, I don’t want to do either. I just want to be left alone.

      Moving to the side of the clubhouse, I sit down, pulling my legs up to my chest and wrapping my arms around them. Why does everything in my life seem to always go wrong?

      Maybe I should take Ricochet’s offer and move up to New York. It would be somewhere; no one knows me. I could start a new life. Only thing, though, is I’d not only be leaving my family behind but my heart as well. I’m hurt seeing those cunts in Hades’ bed, the very bed I laid in for so many nights. My stomach turns at the thought of Hades laying in that bed with them, letting them do things to him I’ve only ever dreamed of.

      Staring off into space, I’m startled when Hades’ legs come into my view.

      “Precious, you and this running has got to stop,” he murmurs as he squats down to face me.

      “It’s what I do best.” Shrugging, I look away from him. I don’t need him to see the pain I know is radiating from my eyes.

      “Babe, look at me.”

      Shaking my head, I close my eyes.

      I hear him sigh and move, then feel his legs surrounding either side of me. “Emerson, I didn’t do shit with those two bitches in my room. I haven’t been with anyone nor wanted to be with anyone besides you since the day you and Connors came to stay at the clubhouse,” he says quietly as he cups my cheeks.

      Slowly opening my eyes, I glance into his eyes, finding nothing but sincerity in them. As much as my heart wants to believe him, my head is all over the place.

      “How about we go back inside and talk?” he asks.

      “I’m not going back in there,” I whisper.

      “Babe, you gotta believe me.”

      “I do. Well, I want to, at least.”

      “Then what’s the problem?”

      “Other than the fact that you had two whores in the very bed I slept in night after night, worried and scared? Everyone hates me. I’m the reason you were taken then tortured for well over a month. They don’t want me here. Every time anyone looks at me, it’s either with pity or anger. I’m not welcome here. Doesn’t matter that my sister is with Gadget and Dragon. Or the fact I’ve been somewhat friends with all the women before they met their men. I’m nothing but a joke. Honestly, you should just drop me now,” I cry out, tears freely streaming down my face.

      “Precious, let me set that bullshit you just spewed straight right fuckin’ now. One, you are not a joke. In fact, you’re the most important person in my life next to my sister. Two, if you’d given me a chance to talk to you when I finally got home, you’d have found out those men wanted me regardless of whether you were with me or not. Three, as for the women being angry with you, that’s complete bullshit. They love you. Especially your sister. No one here pities you. I don’t know where you get the idea of that, but fuck, baby, you are a part of this club as much as I am. We’re family,” Hades states firmly. “Now as for the clubwhores in my room, they will be dealt with. How about we go check into a hotel for the night, spend time one-on-one, order room service, and talk. Tomorrow, I’ll get the prospects to throw out the bed, burn the sheets, and clean my fuckin’ room. That way, you don’t have to worry about whether anyone else has been in a bed I will only be sharing with you.”

      “Okay,” is all I can get out.

      Without another word, Hades stands and holds a hand out for me to take. Putting my hand in his, he draws me into him and wraps both arms around my waist.

      “You don’t know how much you mean to me, Emerson. You’re my woman, and I’ll do anything to take the pain I’m seeing in your eyes away,” he says, placing a gentle kiss on my lips.

      Sighing, I lean into his touch, wanting more. Yet, my head is screaming at me not to believe him. Words are meaningless without the actions to follow.

      My heart, on the other hand, is telling my head to shut the hell up and let me simply be happy with Hades for once. All I’ve ever felt since the first time I met him is pain, and I’d love nothing more than to finally feel loved.

      No one other than Steph has given that to me and it’s something I desperately want to feel.

      When it feels like my mind is caving, I tilt my head back to look at Hades. “Let’s go,” I whisper.
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      By the time we make it to the hotel room, I’m exhausted. Both physically and mentally. With all that’s happened recently, let alone today, who could blame me. Emotions are a bitch to deal with sometimes. Who am I kidding? They’re a bitch all the time. 

      “Why don’t you take a shower, baby, while I order us something to eat,” Hades suggests, running a hand along my side gently. 

      “Sounds good to me. I could use a shower and sleep. Lots and lots of sleep. I feel like I haven’t slept in so long, I could probably sleep a week,” I mutter more to myself than anyone.

      “Babe, you want to sleep a week, I’ll be right beside you.” Chuckling, Hades moves to the side of the bed. Kicking off his boots, he gets in and leans back against the headboard. With one hand behind his head, Hades pulls out his phone with the other.  

      Damn, the man looks good. I mean really good. 

      “Shower, babe,” he says with a smirk on his face.

      Turning on my heels, I all but run to the bathroom. The feelings he draws out of me excite me yet scare me, too. I’ve wanted him for so long, and even with seeing those skanks in his bed earlier, it doesn’t affect my body’s reaction to him. 

      Shaking my head, I strip out of my clothes and turn the water on hot. I probably could use a cold shower to bring my libido down, but I can’t stand the idea of freezing water hitting my body. Running my hands over my stomach, I let my hand drift lower between my legs and stroke my clit. Closing my eyes, I envision that it is Hades’ fingers toying with me like he did in the field mere hours ago. Moving further down, I sink a finger inside, thrusting it in and out slowly, bringing myself closer to climaxing. 

      “Damn, that’s one beautiful sight,” Hades rasps, causing me to screech. I would have fallen on my ass if he hadn’t been standing so close when he spoke up. How did I not hear the door open, or for that matter, see him standing there naked? 

      Oh, that’s right. My eyes were closed, envisioning him fingering me. 

      “What are you doing?” I ask as he steps into the shower.

      “I’m not about to pass up having you naked in the shower and moaning at the touch of your finger, babe. Especially when I know it’s me you’re thinking about,” he says while trailing the tips of his fingers along my lower back before cupping my ass in the palms of his hands. 

      “How do you figure I was thinking about you? I mean, unless you’re a mind reader, you can’t possibly know who I was envisioning in my head.” 

      “Oh, baby, I don’t have to be a mind reader to know exactly who you want fucking this tight little pussy,” he murmurs against my lips as he shifts one hand between my legs and thrusts two fingers deep inside me. 

      Moaning out, I wrap my hands around his neck, drawing his mouth to mine. When I open my mouth, Hades takes control, diving his tongue into my mouth as he continues to fuck my pussy slowly with his fingers. With each stroke, he brings me closer and closer to coming. 

      I want to scream when he stops and removes his fingers. We’re both panting for breath. “Fuck, Precious, I need in that pussy,” he groans, placing his hands on my hips.

      “Then what are you waiting for,” I ask breathlessly.

      “Didn’t want our first time to be in the shower, but fuck if I’ll wait another minute.” Gripping my hips, he lifts me and I wrap my legs around him. 

      As he presses me against the tile wall, I shiver at the cool sensation. Excitement fills me at the realization that it’s finally happening. 

      “This is gonna hurt at first, baby,” Hades says as he gently places kisses on my lips. Reaching between us, he lines himself up and slowly thrusts upward. Unable to take it any longer, I plunge downward on his next thrust, taking him all the way to the hilt. 

      I scream out at the pain, yet it’s a pleasurable pain that I don’t want to stop. 

      “Fuck, I was trying to be gentle here,” he mutters through clenched teeth, his fingers digging into my hips.

      “I don’t want gentle. I don’t need slow. What I need is for you to fuck me. Fuck me the way I’ve dreamed of for so long. I want you to take me as if this were our last day togeth—”  I don’t even get the rest of my demand out before he slams his mouth on mine and begins to fuck me the way I need him to. 

      Lifting my mouth from his, I scream out in pleasure. “Hades!” 

      “Babe, you don’t call me Hades when I’ve got my dick deep inside you,” he grinds out.

      Blinking, I look into his eyes. “Hayden,” I whisper his real name. 

      “Yeah, Emmy,” he murmurs right before slamming his mouth back down on mine. Using my fingers, I grip his shoulders and scream out yet again as the most intense orgasm I’ve ever felt consumes me. 

      “Hayden,” I scream as he thrusts vigorously into my pussy, prolonging my orgasm.

      “Shit, I can’t hold back, baby,” he says, and I can feel his dick twitching as he continues to thrust sporadically. “Fuck,” he roars out as he stills himself, holding me down on his dick as he comes deep inside me. 

      Panting, I lift my hands from his shoulders to cup his cheeks. “I love you, Hayden,” I say, tears filling my eyes. I probably shouldn’t have said that, but my heart is in an overload of joy and happiness at finally having just the smallest piece of this man.

      “Precious,” he sighs, placing his forehead to mine. “You don’t know how much you fuckin’ mean to me. I don’t just love you, baby. You’re the only reason I survived hell and was able to come back sane. Emerson, I mean it when I say this. You are my whole damn world. I’d die without you in it.” 

      Holy shit! Did he just say I was his whole world?

      “Now, let’s get dried off, eat, and then I intend to spend the rest of the night showing you just how true my words are,” he says as he lowers me to my feet.

      My heart leaps for joy, and my body begins to hum at his words. I can hardly wait to spend the rest of the night in his arms. 

      Maybe my luck is finally changing and I can be truly happy.
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      “I love you,” Emerson sighs, peering down at me as she straddles my waist, taking me deep within her. Smiling, I lean up to brush my lips across hers only to touch air. Panic fills me. I jump out of bed.

      “Emerson,” I call out, looking for her.

      Laughter fills my ears as the room turns dark. “I told you she was one of the chosen ones. Just like that whore of a sister you have.” Charles’s voice fills my ears.

      “You stay away from her,” I say before screaming out Emerson’s name again.

      “She tastes good, my pet. I can’t wait to have my cock deep inside her as I make her bleed.”

      “You motherfucker, it’s me you want, not her. Leave her out of this,” I roar, trying to find my way through the darkness.

      Charles’s laughter is all I can hear. Where the fuck is the light? I need to save Emerson.

      “Oh Hades, Hades, Hades, you were to be nothing but my pet. Emerson, however, was always the one we wanted. Well, her and that other girl in that club of yours. She will be ours as well. Maybe I’ll torture you by fucking all three of my chosens in front of you,” he cackles in amusement.

      I jolt into a sitting position, panting to catch my breath, sweat drenching my body. Fuckin’ hell, that’s the first nightmare I’ve had since Ally and I escaped Charles’s grasp.

      I glance down next to me and can feel myself starting to relax. Laying there with her hand resting on her cheek is Emerson. She looks so peaceful in her sleep, I don’t want to wake her.

      Glancing at the clock on the bedside table, I grimace at the realization I’d only just passed out maybe two hours ago. I’d kept Emerson up into the early hours of the morning, showing her with my body just how much she means to me.

      Fuckin’ hell, that dream felt so damn real. What I don’t get, though, is who the other girl is? Was that something he’d mentioned previously during one of his torture sessions?

      Knowing I won’t be able to get back to sleep, I climb out of bed and head for the shower. Turning the water on, I step under the spray, letting the cold blast hit my shoulders.  Closing my eyes, I try to shake the feeling of dread away. There’s something about that dream that’s really fuckin’ with my head.

      At the feel of gentle hands wrapping around my stomach and the press of Emerson’s lips to my back, I’m able to breathe.

      “Why aren’t you asleep, Precious?” I ask quietly, turning in her arms to face her.

      “I didn’t feel you next to me and I was cold,” she says shyly while blushing.

      “Well, we don’t need you to be cold now, do we?” Pulling her flush against my body, I slam my mouth down on hers.

      Keeping my mouth fused to hers, I lift her into my arms before reaching behind me to turn the shower off. I stop kissing her long enough to step out of the shower, dripping wet and move to our room to lay her on the bed.

      “Are you sore, baby?”

      “No.”

      “Good,” I murmur and kiss my way down her chest and stomach in search of the pussy I can’t get enough of.

      Settling her legs on my shoulders, I glance up at Emerson’s face to find her leaning up on her elbows. With my eyes still on hers, I run my tongue along her slit right before latching onto her clit. Her moans fill my ears as she throws her head back. My woman loves having her pussy  eaten.

      “Oh, God,” she cries out. I thrust two fingers inside her while nipping at her clit. I can feel her already close to coming with just a brief touch. Moving from her clit, I remove my fingers and begin devouring her pussy with my mouth.

      When Emerson comes, I sink one of my fingers into her ass, causing her to come even harder on my tongue.

      As she begins to come down from her orgasm, I remove my finger. Keeping her legs on my shoulders, I move until my dick is lined up with her entrance. In one thrust, I sink deep inside her. I don’t give her time to adjust. I need to fuck her now. No, I need to fuckin’ own her. Body and soul.

      With each thrust I give Emerson, she cries out in pleasure as her pussy quivers around me.

      “Who do you belong to?” I grind out as I power into her.

      “You,” her response is instant.

      “Damn right, you do, baby. You’re mine. This body belongs to me just as much as your heart,” I tell her before leaning down to claim her mouth. The way Emerson clenches my dick, I can’t hold back much longer. Moving a hand between us, I flick her clit and that’s all I need. She screams into my mouth as she comes, soaking my dick. Three thrusts later, I lift my head and roar out her name.

      As the last of my cum leaves my body, I shiver at the intensity. I’ve never in all my life come as hard as I did just now.

      Not wanting to crush Emerson yet not ready to pull out of her, I roll the two of us until she’s straddling my waist. With her head lying on my chest, we both try to catch our breath.

      Emerson finally breaks the silence. “That was amazing.”

      “Fuck yeah, it was,” I murmur.

      Lifting her head enough to look down at me, she asks, “Want to take a nap, then do it again?”

      “We can do that shit anytime you want, babe.” Smiling, I thrust into her, causing her to moan.

      “Good, then hold me while I take a nap. I think if we do it again now, you and your big dick might just split me in two.” I can’t help but laugh at her.

      “Well, then lay your head down and go to sleep. I’m not moving from this spot. I like having my dick deep inside you,” I say, giving her a smirk.

      Giggling, Emerson shakes her head, yawns, and lies against me. “Don’t mind if I do,” she says.

      Kissing the top of her head, I grab the blanket and cover the two of us up. As her breathing evens out, I lay there, enjoying the feel of her body connected to mine. This right here, I’ll die before ever losing.

      Emerson isn’t just my world, she’s my whole damn universe, and I’ll be damned if I let that nightmare become a reality.

      No, it’s time for me to let the real Hades out to play. The one who truly sits on the throne.
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      Three days. That’s how many days Hades and I were able to stay cooped up away from the world. God, I wish we could have stayed surrounded in our own little bubble longer. However, Hades got a text informing him they were having church this afternoon as well as another message from one of the prospects about his room being cleaned with a new mattress and all.

      I didn’t want to leave the hotel. In fact, I wish I could’ve stayed encompassed within Hades’ arms without having to worry about what happens next. These last three days, we talked and laughed in between exploring each other’s bodies. I never realized what I was missing out on when it came to sex with someone. The orgasms are . . . well, there is no word for me to describe them. Is it like this for other people when they have sex with strangers or someone they don’t love? Or is it the fact that I'm completely in love with a man who can melt me from the inside out?

      Sighing, I shake my head to prepare myself to face the music. When I say music, I mean my sister. This is not going to be fun. She and I are cut from the same cloth, so I know the two of us are about to really have it out, which I don’t want. Nevertheless, it’s inevitable with everything that’s happened recently.   

      “You ready, Precious?” Hades asks as he pulls his boots on.

      “If I say no’, can we stay here?” I ask in return while grabbing my jeans off the floor.

      “Sorry, baby, I’ve got church and I ain’t about to leave you alone.” Standing, he comes close enough to snag me around my waist, bringing me flush against his chest. Looking up into his face, I can tell something’s bothering him. As I go to ask, he stops me by leaning down to kiss me deeply.

      When he lifts his head, he swats my ass, causing me to jump. “Finish getting dressed, babe. As much as I love your tits, I don’t need you showing them off to everyone else,” he says, giving me his shit-eating grin when I throw him a glare.

      “Fine,” I huff and throw his hoodie over my head before grabbing a hair tie. Bending at the waist, I hear Hades groan. Glancing behind me, I smile at the sight of him adjusting himself while staring at my ass. Yeah, two can play that game. Want to smack my ass? I’ll tease you with a full-blown view of it and even shake it. Inwardly laughing, I scoop my hair up into one hand and use the tie in the other to put it in a messy yet stylish bun on top of my head. Straightening back up, I move to put my shoes on and finish getting ready before turning to face Hades. “I’m ready.”

      “Then let’s get out of here. Any longer and I’ll have you bent over that bed and fuckin’ you till you’re screaming the entire hotel down.”

      “Hmm, I like the sound of that.” I can’t stop from moaning in anticipation of having Hades inside me again.

      “Don’t do that shit right now, baby. We gotta get moving. I promise, I’ll have your pussy filled soon as we get through with church.” Looking into his eyes, I find them darkened with lust.

      “Okay, okay, let’s go.” Groaning, I head for the door. Taking a deep breath, I open it knowing this is when my bubble will burst, and it’s back to the cold hard real world. Ugh, why can’t life be all sunshine and daisies? Well, because of the fact that life just ain’t fair.  
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      The ride to the clubhouse seemed to take longer than it did when we left three days ago. Maybe it’s because I’m dreading going inside. I’m not looking forward to having to see the two clubwhores. I don’t want to see them gloating about being able to get under my skin. Or think I’m weak. That was a mistake I won’t be making again. After spending time alone with Hades, I don’t have any doubts lingering in my head that he hasn’t been with them. In fact, the more I think about it, that one whore has been trying to get me to leave since I came to the clubhouse with Connors the first time.

      The feel of Hades tapping my thigh draws me from my thoughts. “Hop off, Precious. Everything will be fine,” he says gently. I’m sure he can feel the tension building inside me.

      Sighing, I climb off and wait for him to stand. Without any more words, he takes my hand and brings it to his lips before leading me into the clubhouse. Here goes nothing, I tell myself as he opens the door.

      “Good, you’re here” are the first words out of Steph’s mouth when she spots me and Hades walk in.

      Sighing, I give Hades’ hand a squeeze before letting it go. “Alright, Steph, let’s have it,” I say quietly.

      “Where would you like me to start?” she asks, crossing her arms over her chest.

      “Doc, maybe you should leave it,” Cleo suggests from where she was sitting at a table next to my sister.

      “I have to agree, at least for now. Emerson just got here,” Izzy says.

      “Why?” Lynsdey says, her eyes narrowing toward me.

      “Look, I get it, okay. I realize everyone here is either pissed or doesn’t want me here. So just either say what you wanna say, get it out of your system, or leave it be,” I huff. This whole thing is becoming rather annoying if I’m being honest. My life isn’t any of their business. Not even my sister’s. I love her and would do anything for her, but some things just need to be left alone.

      “Oh, I’m more than pissed. My emotions are all over the place, and I feel like my sister abandoned me when I needed her the most. I mean, seriously, I get it, you were kidnapped, escaped somehow that I don’t even know the full story of yet, and then locked yourself in the man’s room who all you did before everything went down was bitch at. What all am I supposed to think? Then on top of that, when you finally come out of his room, you sneak out. Don’t talk to me for days.” She stops to take a breath. “You know how much it hurt that I didn’t get to tell you I was pregnant at Christmas when I told Logan? Shit, that’s another thing I’m pissed about. You’ve completely ignored your nephew since all this started. And don’t let me get started on the fact after I coerced you to come back here, what did you do when you saw Hades for the first time? You ran. Turned your phone off and ran like a wuss instead of being an adult.”

      Unable to take it anymore, I scream out, “I get it! I know I’m nothing but a selfish bitch.”

      “I think you all need to step back . . . ” Hades starts to say.

      I interrupt Hades before he can finish. “You don’t have to tell me something I already know. Everything you’ve just said I’ve told myself a hundred times already. I mean, it’s bad enough dealing with everything happening in my head. But when I have you all looking at me like it’s my fault Hades was taken, clubwhores telling me I don’t belong, and the guys looking at me with eyes filled with pity, I can’t take it. I can’t. I get I should have been here for you and for that, I’m sorry.”

      “Well, sorry doesn’t always mean anything,” Steph spits out.

      “That’s enough,” Hades snaps as he tries yet again to stop the argument. Glancing around the room, I find everyone is there, taking in the drama unfolding in front of them.

      “No, Hades, it’s not enough. She doesn’t realize what could have happened to you,” Lynsdey speaks up.

      “Babe, stay out of this,” Thorn says, grabbing hold of Lynsdey’s arm.

      “Let her say her piece, Thorn. I get it. She’s pissed at me for putting her family in harm’s way. However, before you say another word, you don’t know jack shit about me or what all I’ve been through. About the things I’ve kept from everyone. Even Hades doesn’t know the extent of what they did to me. Sure, Hades kept me safe while we were in the building together. But those assholes did hurt me, far worse than you all know. I might not have been beaten the way Hades was, but I was forced to watch as they punched, kicked, even whipped him as they called him names like pet and toy. Timothy said he was picked to take my punishments, and I needed to watch. If I didn’t, it would be worse for not just him but myself. You wouldn’t fuckin’ understand what it means to be called one of the Chosen. ‘For those who are meant to be a bride to our lord.’ That’s what they kept saying to me the moment Hades would be knocked out.” By the time I stop, I realize I’d been screaming the entire time. The hush of the room is deafening.

      Glancing around the room, I find the women looking at me in horror and the men’s faces are a picture of fury.

      Turning completely toward Hades, I find his face is filled with more than fury. His eyes seem to be filled with rage before going stoic. Almost as if a switch in him has been flipped.

      “What did I just do?” I whisper as he walks away without saying a word.

      “You just unleashed the devil himself,” someone behind me murmurs ever so quietly.

      Closing my eyes, I suck in a breath. That’s what I didn’t want to do.

      He doesn’t realize I know about his nightmares he’s been having each night, but I know, and I’ve just pulled the trigger to the Gates of Hell and I don’t know if they can be closed.
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       Motherfuckin’ hell. When I get my hands on those fuckers, I will not only burn them, I will obliterate them until they’re nothing but ash. Slamming the doors, I need to let off some steam. I’m sure stalking away from Emerson the way I did hurt her, but I couldn’t stand there and hear  anymore. Right now, I’m not any good for her. At least not until I can regain some control. Her words, along with the nightmares I’ve been having, are more than I can take at the moment.

      “Brother, you need to calm down.” Twister calls out from behind me.

      Spinning around to face him, I find all my brothers with him. “Calm down? Prez, how the fuck am I supposed to do that? You heard what was just said, same as everyone else. Those fuckers have done nothing but fuck my life up since I was a kid, and you want me to calm the fuck down. Not happenin’.” Roaring, I turn back on my heel, unsure of where I’m going.

      “We may not know all of what you’re feeling, but I do know a piece of it. Remember, this is the same group that took my ol’ lady. Might not be the same people, but they’re all the same, in my opinion. We all saw what they put Lynsdey and Cleo through. My woman still suffers from nightmares,” Thorn says.

      Thorn’s words have me stopping. I don’t turn back toward them, though. My breathing is erratic and I’m doing my best to get it under control.

      “Come on, Hades. We’ll handle this as we always do. We’re family. We have each other’s backs,” Twister states, followed by murmurs of agreement.

      Closing my eyes, I take a deep breath and turn to face them all. “When we go after them, I intend to make them all pay. The entire lot of them,” I announce.

      “We got your back,” Horse declares, nodding his head.

      “We ride through hell to get to the other side,” Twister says, holding his fist out in front of him. “And we do it together,” he finishes, and each one of my brothers yells the same at the top of their lungs.

      Giving them a knowing look, I repeat the same words before looking between my brothers. “Question, though, why have the women been pissed with my woman,” I ask.

      “Long ass story, brother,” Thorn mutters as he clamps a hand down on my shoulder. “Let’s grab a bottle of Jack and head to church. We’ll fill you in on everything in there.”

      “Agreed,” Twister grumbles. “This is something to be discussed over fuckin’ liquor and more than just one bottle.”

      Nodding, we all head back inside to find the main room silent. No one in sight but the new prospect Mac behind the bar. My mind automatically goes straight to my woman. I should probably go check on her.

      “Prospect, where did my ol’ lady and the rest of the women go,” I ask.

      “They all went in there,” he responds, pointing in the direction of the kitchen.

      I head to go in, but Dragon stops me. “Let them talk, brother. They need to make things right and if you go in there, it could make things worse,” he rasps.

      Running a hand through my hair, I nod in agreement.

      “Alright, let’s get to it. Prospect, hand me a bottle of Jack and Jim,” Twister orders as he slams a fist down on the bar top. “And tell the women when they come back in here, we’re in church and not to fuckin’ come barging in on us.” I can’t help but smile at the fact the ol’ ladies seem to have a habit of interrupting us when we’re having a meeting.

      “Yes, sir,” Mac says as he grabs the two bottles of liquor and hands them over.

      Without another word, we leave the prospect to it.

      Walking into the room we hold church, I take my seat, unscrew the top of the bottle of Jack, and take a swig before passing it over. “Let’s hear it,” I say.

      “Take another swig first,” Thorn says, pushing the bottle back toward me. Lifting it up, I put the lip of the bottle to my mouth and take several heavy draws of the burning liquid. Placing the bottle back on the table, I focus on Thorn. Whatever’s going on, seems he’s the one I need to ask.

      Silently, I wait for Thorn to begin. When his eyes focus on my own, I can tell this is eating him alive on the inside. “I’m just gonna say it. Lynsdey is your cousin,” he blurts out.

      “Come again?” I ask, unsure I heard him right.

      “Lynsdey, she’s your cousin,” he says again.

      “How the hell is that possible? I’ve never even met her before . . . ” I stop when it hits me. She could be related to me through my mother’s side of the family. Clearing my throat, I need to know exactly how. “Explain.”

      Gadget slides a photo to me and I look at it. Sure enough, it’s my mom and dad with another couple. You can see the resemblance between the woman and my mom. Focusing more on the couple, I know these two are Lynsdey’s parents. She doesn’t seem to take after one or the other, simply has features of them both.

      “Lynsdey’s mom and yours were family. From what I found out from Hammer when he and your dad helped your mom, they also helped hers. However, after Lynsdey’s mom left to find her own freedom, guess she did for a little while. Hammer knows more than we do. Said when you’re ready, he will talk to you, Ally, and Lynsdey about it. Now, as for the women being angry with her, they didn’t know the full facts and were upset over you being gone,” Twister says.

      It takes me a good minute to let that information sink in. Lynsdey is related to me. A cousin I’ve known since moving here. If fate ain’t a bitch, then I don’t know what she is. Fuck. Thinking back to the hell she went through when her stepbrother targeted her, it seems they have it out for my family.

      Shit. I inwardly curse as I realize who the third woman was in my nightmare. It’s her. She’s one of the Chosen.

      “What’s going on in that head, brother?” Horse asks.

      Rubbing a hand down my face, I exhale a breath I didn’t even realize I’d been holding and lean forward, resting my arms on the table. Glancing around, I look at each one of my brothers and soak in the knowledge these men will always have my back. No matter how pissed I wanna be with the fact they kept this information from me, I can’t. Not when there’s more important shit right now we gotta discuss.

      “The last few nights, I’ve had these nightmares. Though I’ve been keeping them away from Emerson, I’m sure she suspects me of having them. But anyways, the nightmares, they don’t feel like nightmares, more like a memory or prediction ‘cause I sure as fuck don’t remember them saying any of the shit like in the dreams I’ve been having, but it doesn’t mean they didn’t. I wouldn’t put it past those assholes to have drugged me with something. I don’t know.” I pause for a moment. “They have these women from a certain bloodline they claim are the Chosen. There are originally five families that I know of. Ally might know more about this since she’s lived it most of her life and is classified as one of these women.”

      “What does it mean to be one of these women?” Burner asks.

      “Means they are to become brides to the leader who claims he can speak directly to their lord. And if Lynsdey is my cousin, then she is one of these women. Same as Emerson. Each Chosen is a first-born female into these families,” I mutter.

      “You tellin’ me that the shit my ol’ lady went through might not be over with?” Thorn growls.

      “Brother, it’s not done until we obliterate those lunatics,” I declare.

      “Nobody is touching my woman,” Thorn bellows as he slams his fist down on the table.

      “Nothing is gonna happen to either of your women or Ally. We protect our own,” Twister says calmly, yet his voice holds an edge of steel to it. “Now, we need more information. I say we invite Hammer’s charter. He can spend time with Ally as well as help with this situation. I have a feeling we’ll need all the manpower we can get when it comes time to pull off what you have in mind.”

      “Stoney’s gonna want in. And most likely the Iron Vex MC too,” Horse grumbles out the last part.

      “From what I saw the other day, I’ll have to agree with you. Horse, you talk to Stoney. Hades, hate to say it, but Ricochet did claim Emerson as his sister. He’d want to know about this,” Twister’s suggests.

      “Unfortunately, you’re right. Best prepare for a full house then,” I groan. This isn’t a conversation I want to have. I already gotta deal with the asshole messaging me about Emerson. Telling him, this will have not just him descending down on us but the whole damn Iron Vex MC.

      “Fuck, that means seeing Boss,” Horse mutters.
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       “I’m sorry, Emerson,” Steph whispers, unshed tears filling her eyes. The moment all the guys left, the women surrounded me, talking on top of each other, saying how stupid they were to simply jump to conclusions instead of waiting to find out the details. Kenny even started rambling on about the words ‘club business’ and how Horse could shove them up his ass.

      If the situation were different, I’d probably be laughing. But right now, I’m really hurt. These women were supposed to be my friends.

      “Emerson, there’s no excuse for the way I’ve been acting. I guess I just let my emotions get the best of me. After everything we’ve been through together, I figured this would be the same. I was wrong, though. Selfishly so. I don’t expect you to forgive me,” Steph says quietly.

      “How about we move this to the kitchen? There’s cake, and we can avoid prying eyes from watching us,” Cleo suggests, her focus not on our group but the clubwhores sitting all too smugly in the corner.

      “I think that sounds good. In fact, let’s say screw the plates and grab a fork and eat the whole damn cake while we talk,” Izzy throws out there.

      As much as I would prefer to run and hide in Hades’ room, or leave altogether, I’m a glutton for punishment. I follow everyone into the kitchen.  

      Walking into the kitchen, I sit at the counter as Cleo takes the top off what looks to be her triple chocolate red velvet cake. My mouth begins to water at the mere sight of it. No one can bake like Cleo and when it comes to her cakes, they’re like taking a bite out of the forbidden apple.

      “Here you go, forks all around,” Cleo says as she hands them out.

      “This looks really good,” I murmur quietly.

      “Well, evidently, this child seems to love chocolate, all things chocolate. Even chocolate-covered pickles,” Cleo moans as she puts a bite of the cake into her mouth.

      “That’s just gross,” Izzy says.

      “Well, it's better than you dipping fries into ice cream. I mean, that’s simply not right.” Cleo throws back at her.

      “Not to get in the middle of what's worse, but can we get back on topic, please?” Kenny asks.

      “Look, can we just forget about it and start over? I’d really prefer to just forget all of this and leave it in the past,” I tell them as I spear my fork into the cake.

      As Steph opens her mouth to protest, Ally speaks up for the first time since Hades stormed off. “Emerson, I know you don’t know me, well, none of you do. Honestly, I don’t even know who I am. All because of those men. Men who took me when I was just a little girl. I, more than anyone in this room, know what you’re feeling. Everyone, please don’t take this the wrong way, but you don’t know what it’s like to be mind-fucked.”

      “Ally, please don’t. You don’t know any of our stories. We’ve all been in situations where our minds have been fucked with. If not for having each other to talk to about it, then we’d all still be dealing with the demons inside us,” Izzy says, interrupting Ally.

      “How about we tell you our stories? Maybe then you’ll see we can understand what you’re feeling,” Kenny suggests.

      At my nod, they all begin telling me and Ally their stories, starting with Kenny and how she ended up escaping after being taken by a member of the Dragon’s Fire MC in retaliation for the club intercepting a shipment of women. Then, when he found her again four years later, he chained her from a beam in a pig slaughterhouse.

      When Kenny finished, Izzy told us about the death of her brother years ago and how she couldn’t cope with the grief, blaming herself for his accident. How her own parents blamed her. Her mom even tried to auction her off on the black market. Her pain didn’t stop there— she ended up being kidnapped right outside the clubhouse by her ex-boss’s twin brother, who wanted to go around having to bid for her. The man beat her so badly, she ended up in the hospital where one of the nurses injected her with a drug.

      Cleo and Lynsdey, they told their stories at the same time. Lynsdey’s step-brother was a part of the very same cult that took Hades and I. Growing up, he tortured Lynsdey, and when he met Cleo, he decided to do the same to her. She became his pet, same as Timothy called Hades. Okay, so maybe these two women get it. The worst of their story was when they talked about what happened after Lynsdey had the twins. She’d been kidnapped right from her hospital room and taken to a cabin where the step-brother already had Cleo. Tears filled my eyes as they each finished their part of what happened that night.

      I already knew what happened to Steph, but she told her story for Ally’s sake, so she would understand. I can’t help but feel guilty yet again for avoiding my sister as she talks about all the recent events. I’m her big sister, and I didn’t protect her like I should have. It should be me apologizing to her, not the other way around.

      “You see, we get it.” Izzy’s voice brings me out of my thoughts.

      “I can see that, but I honestly don’t think I can talk about it even if I wanted to. I grew up not trusting anyone. Not even the other women who would come around. They weren’t one of the Chosen, meaning they were dispensable and usually didn’t last longer than a week. Less if they spoke with me. Being the first-born female is a curse that both Emerson and I will always have hanging over our heads,” Ally says nonchalantly.

      “Emerson, you mentioned the Chosen earlier. What does that mean?”

      “I don’t know really, just that they kept calling me the Chosen,” I say, shrugging my shoulders.

      “The Chosen are the first-born females in the bloodlines of the men who first said they shared a connection to the Dark Lord.” A shiver runs down my spine as a memory seems to want to take me over.

      Clearing my throat, I glance at each of the women. “I appreciate you telling me what you’ve been through. And when I’m ready, I will give you my story. But right now, I can’t. I’m sorry if it upsets you all, but I’m simply unable to.”

      “I understand, Emmy. I’m so sorry for being a bitch toward you. I’ve only been thinking about what I thought was best and not about you. I hope we can move past this. You’ve always been there for me and yet when you needed me, I wasn’t doing anything for you,” Steph says through tears.

      “We’re sisters. You know, it’s not all about the rainbows. We’ll get through this, eventually, simply takes time,” I tell her.

      “Then I’ll give you time,” she says while wiping the tears from her face.

      “Good. Now, let’s eat this cake. It’s too damn good to share with the guys,” I declare as I go for another bite.

      Thankfully, they all take the hint that the subject is closed for further discussion. Yet in my head, the questions I have continued to roll around more and more. Chosen? What is the importance of these women? Glancing over at Ally, I find her staring at me. She’s the only one I can ask these questions, though it won’t be until I can get her alone and away from everyone else.

      Nodding in my direction, she mouths ‘later,’ letting me know we’ll talk.
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       Spending some time with my sister and the rest of the women undoubtedly seemed to help ease the tension between all of us. By the time the cake was devoured, we were all laughing over stories about the guys in the club.

      When I’d left the kitchen, I’d hoped to find Hades. Despite the prospect who’d been standing behind the bar telling me the guys were in church, I head in that direction while he yells after me. I don’t care, I need to see him and make sure he is okay. As I make it to the door, it swings open and I come face-to-chest with one of the brothers.

      “You’ve got to be kidding me. Really, again? Don’t you women know the meaning of the word ‘church’ in our world?” Burner gripes as he moves back, and I can see all the guys standing.

      “Oh, umm, I’m sorry. I was gonna knock, but you opened the door as I was getting to it,” I blurt out.

      “Precious, what’s wrong?” Hades asks as he approaches me. His voice seems off and as he draws me into him, I can smell the alcohol.

      “I wanted to make sure you were okay,” I whisper without making eye contact.

      “Look at me, Emerson.” Cupping my chin, he tilts my face until our eyes meet. His eyes still look off, though I can register the smallest amount of warmth in them. “I’m good, baby. We were just finishing up in here for now,” he says before leaning down to brush his lips across mine.

      “Get a room,” Burner grumbles.

      “Already got one, brother. And it has a brand new bed I think needs to be broken in,” Hades says over his shoulder, never taking his eyes off me.

      Oh boy, I can feel myself getting wet at the way his eyes bore into me with such intensity. I just know when he gets me into the bed, it will be completely different. Primal.

      Taking my hand, Hades leads me further down the hall toward his room. Reaching into his pocket, he pulls out a set of keys and unlocks the door. Hades moves to the side to let me in first, and I find his bed neatly made with new sheets and comforter.

      A shiver runs down my body as Hades wraps an arm around my waist. “I want you to strip out of your clothes and stand at the foot of the bed with your legs pressed against it,” he growls into my ear.

      Without question, I do exactly what he says, all while keeping an eye on him. Hades’ eyes travel down my body with each piece of clothing I remove. Deciding to tease him a little, I turn to give him my backside, sliding my jeans and panties off at the same time. Stepping out of my clothes, I bend over to give him a good view of my ass.

      “You’re playing with fire, Precious. Now get over to the bed,” he orders.

      Straightening, I saunter over to stand at the foot of the bed the way he said. Turning my head to face him, I suck in a breath as I find his gaze taking me in. “Umm . . . ”

      “Don’t talk,” he snaps, interrupting me. “Right now, I don’t want you to speak unless I tell you to,” he says while removing his cut and placing it on the chair by his dresser. His shirt and boots follow, leaving him in only his jeans.

      “Now, close your eyes,” he orders.

      Doing as he says, I close them and wait patiently for him to say something, but he doesn’t. I can hear him moving around the room, opening and closing drawers. A minute or so passes, and I feel him in front of me, pressing a cloth over my face.

      “I’m taking your sight from you,” he rasps.

      Nodding, I let out a raspy breath.

      With my eyes securely covered, I can hear the crinkling of plastic and it makes me nervous. What is he doing?

      “Open your mouth,” he says.

      My mouth opens without hesitation and I realize instantly why when he places the ball into my mouth.

      Oh my God, Hades is gagging me.

      Once he has it secured to my head, I feel him step back from me.

      “So fuckin’ beautiful,” he murmurs. “Now, the next thing you’re gonna do is climb onto the bed and lay down.”

      Breathing becomes heavy as I turn around to do as he told me to. Without my sight, I’m scared of accidentally going too far and up falling right off, but I have to trust Hades to keep that from happening.

      “Good girl,” he appraises me for doing as he asks.

      The sound of him moving around the room has my heart pounding in my chest.

      “You trust me, Precious?” he asks.

      I try to answer him, but with the ball in my mouth, I can’t. So, I simply give him a curt nod.

      “Good,” he says before I feel him wrap something silky around one ankle, then the other. He then spreads my legs as wide as they will go and secures them.

      “Damn, I can see your pussy glistening, and I haven’t even touched it yet,” he groans, and I feel him moving up the bed next to me. Grabbing my wrists, he does the same to them, securing them above my head, stretching my arms tight.

      “Alright, the fun can begin.” Hades moves away from me yet again.

      Ugh, seriously, the man is trying to kill me. I feel like I’m gonna explode already with anticipation.

      He doesn’t say a word, and I don’t even hear him moving around. Did he leave me in here like this? Is this some sort of punishment? Why did I let him tie me up? And why the hell am I so turned on?

      “If only you could see what a vision you are right now, Precious,” Hades murmurs.

      My senses seem to be in overdrive by the time Hades presses what I think is a blade against my skin. What the hell?

      “You said some things earlier, things that you shouldn’t have let come out the way they did. I don’t appreciate the fact my woman didn’t trust me enough to tell me everything she’d been through while in the hands of those monsters. They fucked with what’s mine and for that, they will all die. But you will learn tonight you don’t keep anything from me. I want to know every little thing, whether you get a paper cut or the moment you get your period,” he says while running the blade along my breasts, circling my nipples. I swear, his plan is to drive me insane with lust. Who knew having a piece of cold steel pressing into my skin would be arousing?

      Hades’ body leans over me and licks at each of my nipples while running the blade further down between my legs where he taps it against my pussy. I moan around the gag in my mouth on impact.

      As Hades continues to tap the blade against my pussy, he trails kisses along my stomach. With one last tap, he moves in and latches onto my clit, flicking it with his tongue. My back arches and my ankles dig into the bed. With the restraints, I’m unable to do what I want.

      “Hmm, I love the way you taste, but I’m not feasting on your pussy right now. No, I have bigger plans for this body,” Hades groans, giving my clit one last lick before pulling away.

      Damnit, he has me so worked up and ready to come as it is. I don’t know if I can take anything else.

      At the sound of a wrapper crinkling, I furrow my brows. What is he about to do now?

      “When I tell you to, I want you to take a deep breath and hold it,” he says right before pressing a finger into my ass. I jump at the cold sensation of the lube he’s coated his finger in.

      When he pulls the one finger back, he replaces it with two, slowly scissoring them back and forth a couple times.

      “Now, take a breath and hold it. Don’t let it go and don’t make a sound,” he orders.

      Taking a deep breath and holding it proves to be difficult with the ball in my mouth. The feel of him pressing his dick against my back causes me to tense. Other than him using his fingers on me there, nothing else has been done. His dick is huge. How is he gonna make it fit in there?

      “You trust me?” he rasps.

      I nod my head vigorously, needing him to do something, anything, or I’ll end up going insane from the need to be fucked.

      “Good,” he says and thrusts deep inside my ass with one forceful thrust and stops deep inside me. “Fuck, your ass is tight.” I can’t help but whimper. The pain is mixed with pleasure, and my body feels like it’s on fire. I’ve never done drugs, but the way I feel right now is ecstasy. Pure primal need fills me as I buck my hips in an attempt to get him to move, which he does ever so slowly.

      “You ready to come?” he asks, and I nod.

      “Are you my ol’ lady?” Again, I nod.

      “Will you do as I say when it comes to protecting you?” Nodding, I let out a soft cry around the ball gag.

      “Then I’ll allow you to come,” he growls and begins to thrust into me faster than he’s ever done before. There’re no words to describe the power strokes he uses while slamming into me.

      When I feel a hand at my throat, squeezing it, I come. The orgasm rushes through me, igniting my entire body into flames.

      “Fuck, Emerson,” Hades roars out as he stills, his dick twitching as he comes.

      As Hades pulls out of me, he lifts a hand to remove the blindfold and gag from my mouth. Blinking against the brightness of the room, I get my first real look at Hades since he blindfolded me. At the sight of the warmth filling his eyes, I know without a doubt I’ll let him do anything he needs to do to my body. This was the key I needed to settle the devil inside him.
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       Fuck, that was intense, and I can’t wait to do it again. At first, I thought Emerson might freak out on me when I removed the blindfold and ball gag. No, she sighed and fell right to fuckin’ sleep. Getting up, I untie her wrists and ankles from the silk restraints before heading into the bathroom to grab a washcloth to clean her up.

      Once done, I throw the cloth into the corner and lift Emerson into my arms long enough to pull the comforter back and climb in still holding her. Laying on my back, Emerson adjusts herself until she’s all but on top of me. With one hand still around my woman and the other resting behind my head, I let my mind wander to all the shit I’ve found out.

      The more I think about it, the more I want to go after those fuckers. Ally and I haven’t talked much, but when we do, it’s always about me and what my life has been like, never about hers. And then there’s the outburst Emerson had in the main room earlier. Those assholes didn’t only hurt her, they tried to break her by using me as leverage. Letting her think I wouldn’t get hurt worse than what they did in front of her as long as she toed the line.

      I’m sure she still blames herself for me being taken even after I explained it all to her. The guilt remains in the depths of her eyes. I don’t know what it’s gonna take for her to get past it all, but damn if I won’t find a way.

      Emerson whimpering in her sleep draws me from my thoughts. Is she having a nightmare? Moving the hand from behind my head, I wrap both my hands around her, and she immediately settles back into a peaceful sleep. My heart pounds against my chest that even in her sleep, she knows I’ll fight off the demons for her.

      Closing my eyes, I lay there holding my woman while planning the demise of the men who want not only her but Ally and Lynsdey as well.
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      I groan in pleasure when I feel Emerson's mouth wrapped around my dick. Damn, it feels like I only just fell asleep when Emerson decided to wake up and play some more.

      “Baby, you keep that up, and I’m gonna come in your mouth,” I groan, my eyes still closed while I enjoy the feeling of her sucking me off.

      “That’s what I want,” a voice not belonging to my woman says before taking my dick back in her mouth.

      My eyes pop open to see who the fuck was sucking my dick.

      “What the fuck?” I roar at the sight of Susie Cue. Pulling the bitch off my dick, I throw her on the floor just as the bathroom door opens. Emerson steps out, wrapped in a towel. She looks down and furrows her brow.

      Fuck, I hope she doesn’t think I’d try something like this.

      “Are you serious right now?” Emerson screams. I open my mouth to fix this mess. However, I realize she is not yelling at me when my woman stalks the short distance from the bathroom door to the whore.

      “Do you seriously think you can come into our room and fuck with my man while I’m in the shower?” she spits into Susie Cue’s face while lifting her up off the floor by the hair. If I were a nicer man, I’d intervene. Although, even if I were nice, I wouldn’t stop my woman right now, not when she’s coming to my defense.

      “He wanted me to,” Susie Cue screeches out.

      “Bullshit,” Emerson says as she removes her hand from Susie Cue’s hair only to punch her right in the nose.

      Oh, shit, maybe I should step in.

      “You’re nothing but a sleazy little whore with a loose pussy. Hades wouldn’t go near your nasty snatch at the risk of losing what he already has warming his bed.” If I didn’t feel the need to wash my dick to get the feel of the whore’s mouth off me, I’d pull Emerson into me and slam my dick into her. Her words aren’t just her coming to my defense— they’re a fuckin’ claim.

      Speechless, I climb off the bed and stride toward her only to get a hand shoved into my chest.

      “Don’t you touch me until you get in that shower, wash, scrub, and repeat. I’ll be back once I drag the trash out,” my woman mutters. Smiling, I lean in, taking her mouth in a hard, demanding kiss before doing just that.

      How did I get so lucky to have a woman who can be shy and timid one minute, then draw out her claws the next?

      Susie Cue’s screams for help have me stopping at the entrance to the bathroom. I can’t help but stand there stunned at Emerson, literally dragging the bitch across the floor. When she doesn’t stop there, I quickly throw on a pair of gym shorts from the floor and follow.

      Following Emerson into the main room, I spot all the men standing there just as speechless. The women, however, start laughing. When Emerson gets to the front door, she opens it and holds the door open with her ass while she uses both hands to lift Susie Cue off the floor and throw her out the door.

      “I don’t ever want to see you around my man ever again,” she yells and slams the door closed. Turning around, her eyes go wide at all the people in the room.

      “Umm, sorry, I just needed to take the trash out,” she mutters bashfully.

      “Emmy, you realize you’re in nothing but a towel?” Connors asks.

      “Fuck, Hades, if she wasn’t your woman, I’d be wanting in there,” Burner says, adjusting the front of his pants. His words send me into action. I forgot all about the towel.

      “You’re supposed to be in the shower,” Emerson says through narrowed eyes as I stalk toward her.

      “And miss that show? Fuck no, You can come help me,” I growl, leaning forward to put my shoulder into her stomach and lift her. Making sure I don’t give my brothers a show of what’s under the towel, I cart her back to our room. Catcalls and whistles follow us the entire way.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            21

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Emerson

      

      

      The last few weeks seem to have gone by in a blur. After putting on a show for all the club to see, the guys started calling me ‘Lady Enforcer.’ It became a joke that I was the women’s version of Hades.

      I should feel remorse for my actions, but I don’t. I don’t even feel an inkling of embarrassment for the way I was dressed. The bitch should never have come into our room and then have the nerve to put her mouth on him. All while I was in the shower at that.

      Hades was pissed Susie Cue kept getting into our room and asked Gadget to see if anything showed up on the security feed. Come to find out Susie Cue was a pro at picking the locks. Gadget ended up going back to the day we found her and Nikki in Hades’ bed together. I gotta love my sister’s men. Gadget wanted me to see proof, even though I didn’t need it, to know without a doubt, Hades wouldn’t do something to hurt me.

      The only time Hades and I have fought since fixing things between us is when he ordered me not to go anywhere near Ricochet. It turned into a huge blow-up where I refused to speak to him, and when the guys from Iron Vex got to the clubhouse, I made sure to give my adopted brother a huge hug and kiss on the cheek. This gained me a punishment I look forward to getting again. Hades made sure I didn’t sit comfortably the next day.

      I’d been confused as to why not only the Iron Vex were in town but also the South Carolina and the National Charters. When I’d asked Hades, he merely acted as if it weren’t nothing for me to be concerned with and said the dreadful words “It’s club business.” I didn’t accept this answer, not when Ricochet had whispered into my ear that he’d make sure no one fucks with his family and gets away with it. So, putting two and two together, I realized they were planning something to do with the satanic cult.

      With so many people crowding into the clubhouse and the air becoming tense, I was thankful to be able to go back to work at my salon. Even if it was under the eye of the prospect Mac. It was better than being stuck around all the testosterone of big-headed men who want to bang their chests and think they can tell the women what to do. Well, all but Boss, the President of the Iron Vex MC.

      Ricochet, Gold, and Chuckles had spoken a little about her but not much. However, from my own opinion of her, I understand why she has the position she does. The woman has more balls than some men I’ve met. My jaw about dropped when I witnessed her and Stoney going toe-to-toe with each other.

      “Yo, boss lady, did you hear me?” Nora calls out jokingly, pulling me from my thoughts.

      Laughing, I turn my head from where I’d been mixing some color to put in a customer’s hair. “What did you say?”

      “Jesus H Christ, woman, have you gone and moved to la-la-land or something?” she says, lifting a brow at me.

      “Umm, no, just things on my mind I was thinking about,” I tell her as I go back to finishing up what I was doing.

      “Well, I was asking if I’d be able to take a few days off work,” she asks with a smile, though it doesn’t quite meet her eyes and she keeps casting glances in Mac’s direction. Hmm, what’s up with that?

      “You know I don’t have a problem with that. I mean, you did keep the place running while I was gone, so take as much time as you need,” I tell her.

      “Thanks,” Nora says, her eyes still on Mac.

      “So, what are you gonna do while you’re off,” I ask teasingly.

      “Nothing special. Might see if Levi wants to do something.” Shrugging her shoulders, she says it like it’s no big thing and Mac whips his head in her direction, narrowing his eyes. Interesting. I know he’s new around here and wouldn’t know that Levi is Nora’s big brother.

      I give her a knowing smirk. “I’m sure Levi would enjoy spending time with his baby sister,” I say, emphasizing the baby sister. As much as I’d love to let her torture Mac, I’m over the drama for now. Maybe next time, I’ll let help her torment the guy. Shit, the woman has three big brothers, but Levi is the only one around right now while the other two are overseas.

      “Party pooper,” Nora gripes as Mac nods in my direction and goes back to whatever he was doing on his phone.

      “Next time, doll. Next time,” I giggle.

      “I’m holding you to that,” she says, laughing right along with me.

      Laughing with Nora is one of the highlights of my day. She’s not only an employee here but one of my best friends.

      “So you ready to tell me how good the sex is with that sexy as sin man of yours?” Nora asks while I begin to put the color into my customer’s hair. She’s never been ashamed to speak her mind nor care what anyone thought of her. It’s one of the things I love about her. Nora’s simply a free spirit.

      “How about we have this conversation later?” I groan.

      “Nope, spill. It’s been forever since we’ve talked,” she says, crossing her arms over her chest.

      “What if we did it over drinks later? Outlaw Racks?” I try again.

      “Oh, this must be good if you’re trying to butter me up with drinks. Fine, Demons Among Us are playing tonight, so that works for me. But be prepared to spill your guts while downing some Screaming Orgasms and Triple Ps,” she says, throwing out the names of my favorite shots.

      “What’s a Triple P?” Mac speaks up from where he’d been sitting listening to our conversation.

      “Pretty Pink Pussy,” Nora and I say at the same time, laughing at the widening of his eyes. Yep, Nora brings out the fun in me. I admit I can’t wait to have some fun and even spill all the things happening with me lately.
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       “We need a bulletproof plan for when we take these sick bastards out,” Twister says after filling in the other clubs on what has been going down.

      “That’s for sure,” Ricochet growls from his place across from me. With so many members here, the Presidents from each club agreed to have just the VPs, Sergeants at Arms, and Enforcers meet. Afterward, we’d all meet with our respective clubs and fill them all in.

      “Hades, you remember anything important about the area they were holding you?” Stoney asks.

      “Considering I was chained up my entire stay in the basement, I don’t know shit about the place,” I grumble, folding my arms.

      “There’s only one person here who possibly knows all the ins and outs of not just where they are but what they could be planning,” Twister states.

      “Not fuckin’ happening,” Burner growls before I can open my mouth to protest.

      What the fuck?

      “You got something with my niece I need to know about?” Hammer asks, his fists bawled up, ready to hit something.

      “No,” Burner says without hesitation.

      “Good. Ally’s been through enough. She doesn’t need anyone keeping her from living. Shit, the girl’s been held prisoner for most of her damn life. I’m not about to let anyone, including a brother of this club, interfere with her having the freedom she needs,” Hammer says through clenched teeth.

      “Then you have nothing to worry about. Ally and I are only friends. And no offense to anyone in the room, but you don’t know shit about what that woman wants or needs. She isn’t strong enough to give you all the details of the ins and outs. Did you know she screams in her sleep? I do because her room is right next to mine and I can hear it every night. You want her to have freedom? Then don’t even think about bringing her into this. She should be allowed to move on with her life any way she feels. Oh, and FYI, she’ll be starting at the tattoo shop Monday, running the front desk,” Burner grinds out.

      As I take in Burner’s words, I feel like a complete ass toward my sister for not thinking she’d have nightmares. I mean, Hammer and Burner are both right. She’s been through enough. Granted, I wasn’t gonna allow the clubs to use her to find information because, honestly, she deserves peace. However, I do think it should be her decision. That’s part of having freedom. I want to put Ally in bubble wrap and set her on a pedestal where I can keep her safe. But then again, I know I gotta let my sister spread her wings.

      “What if we ask her?” Boss suggests.

      “No,” Hammer and Burner say at the same time.

      “Look, if we’re gonna be able to come up with a plan to take these assholes down, you’re gonna have to suck it up and at least ask. Seriously, someone needs to get off their high horse and let the fuckin’ woman decide for herself,” Boss snaps at the two of them.

      “Why the hell are you even in here? This is Devil’s Riot business,” Hammer growls back at the woman.

      “It became Iron Vex business when Ricochet here claimed Hades’ ol’ lady as his family, which fuckin’ makes her family to the rest of us. So back the fuck down,” Boss throws a hand up in Hammer’s face.

      “You have got to be kidding me,” Hammer mutters before looking toward me. “Your ol’ lady better be worth bringing another MC into our business, Hades.”

      “Emerson is one of a kind, Hammer.” I can’t help but smirk at him.

      “She better be,” Ricochet grumbles. “I find out you hurt her and I won’t just beat the shit out of you, I’ll put you in the ground.”

      “Got nothing to worry about from me. Might as well know I plan on putting a ring on her finger,” I tell him.

      “Damn, I’m gonna end up dealing with you for the rest of my fuckin’ life, aren’t I?” Ricochet laughs.

      “Hey, assholes, can we get back to business and stop gossiping like a bunch of pussies? I know I have one, but shit, I want to get this over with. I don’t have all damn day,” Boss yells out, sounding frustrated before I can respond to Ricochet. For someone as small as she is, the woman acts as if she has bigger balls than any of us. I’m mixed between admiration and wanting to strangle her.

      “Hades and Hammer, why don’t you two talk with Ally, see if she would be willing to give us any details. Even if it’s the slightest thing she can give, it’s better than nothing,” Stoney suggests.

      “I’ll talk to her,” I say, nodding in agreement.

      “Alright, then let’s reconvene tomorrow. That should give you both plenty of time to talk with her,” Twister states, hitting the gavel on the table.

      Sighing, I get up and move toward the door, wanting to get this over with. I don’t want to do this, but Stoney’s right. Anything she can give is better than nothing.

      Walking into the main room, I go to the bar to get a beer. Taking a long pull, I glance around the room to see if Ally’s in here. Not seeing her, I head toward her room. She spends a lot of time in there. With the clubhouse packed, she’s become more recluse. I don’t blame her since she spent most of her life trapped in Hell, away from the world. I’d be the same way, not wanting to be around large groups of people you don’t know.

      Knocking on her door, I wait for her to answer.

      “Hey, Hayden,” Ally says the moment she opens the door.

      “Hey, Hammer and I need to talk to you about something. Think you can join us in the main room? Or we can go for a walk,” I suggest, preferring not to have this conversation in Ally’s room. This should be a safe place without being darkened by memories I wish more than anything I could take from her.

      Keeping my eyes on her face, I take in the expressions that cross her face.

      “I knew this was coming sooner or later.” Sighing, she steps out of her room. “Can we maybe do this somewhere besides here altogether? Maybe somewhere I can feel like I’m normal,” Ally asks.

      “Yeah, we can do that,” I tell her.

      I know exactly where we can go. The perfect place she can feel normal and experience life.
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      After grabbing Hammer and telling him the plan, the three of us head to Outlaw Racks in the truck I keep park behind the club. Besides it being the best bar in town, the club owns a percentage of it, though we all still pay for our drinks there. It’s still a business.

      None of us talk as we make our way from the club to the bar. It’s an uncomfortable silence, almost to the point I feel myself screaming in my head. By the time we get there, the place is hopping. But that’s to be expected with it being Friday night. Taking a deep breath, I open my door to get out, ready to get this part over with so maybe the three of us can have a few beers.

      “Is this a bar?” Ally asks.

      “Yeah, sweetheart. This okay with you?” Hammer gently asks her while he helps her out of the truck.

      “I’ve never been to a bar. I don’t even have an ID. Will they let me in?” Ally’s expression turns to one of panic.

      Fuck, maybe this isn’t such a good idea after all. Since coming home with me, this is her first time leaving the clubhouse. Maybe I should have picked somewhere else, like the pizza joint down the road. But they don’t serve alcohol there and with what we gotta talk about, we’ll need more than just one or two beers, I’m sure.

      “Ally, I promise you everything will be fine. You’re with Hammer and me, they’re not gonna ID you,” I say reassuringly as I step closer to her.

      Nodding her head, she sucks in a deep breath and lets it go. After a few more breaths, her expression changes and you can see she’s calmed herself down. “Okay, let’s get this conversation over with. I’ve heard the women at the clubhouse talk about this place. I didn’t realize it was a bar, but they said there was live music.”

      “Yeah, they have live music tonight. Maybe you’ll get up there and sing and dance like you used to when we were kids. I remember how you used to put the costumes on, grab mom’s broom, and twirl around the living room singing whatever came to mind.” I laugh as I bring up the memory, trying to lighten the mood.

      “Hell, I remember that. When you guys would come to the clubhouse with your parents, Ally here was always determined to have the brothers watch her sing,” Hammer chuckles.

      “That feels like it was just a dream. I remember, though,” Ally murmurs sadly.

      “Well, sweetheart, you’re home again. Now, let’s get some drinks and get through the dark shit so we can show you a good time. How’s that sound?” Hammer suggests.

      “Sounds like a plan, Uncle Hammer.” Giving a slight smile, Ally wraps an arm around our uncle, hugging him. It’s the first time she’s given anyone physical contact besides me.

      Taking the lead, I guide us into the building. Music is blaring from the speakers. It’s still early in the day, so there’s time to be had before the fun begins this evening. I wonder what Ally will think when the waitress starts dancing on the bar tops.

      Finding the club’s usual table unoccupied, I move us toward it, signaling the waitress as I go. Getting to the table, I hold the chair out for my sister before sitting next to her. Hammer takes the opposite side.

      “Hey, Hades, long time no see,” the waitress whose name I can’t remember purrs.

      “Yeah, can we get a round of beers and a shot of Jack?” I ask curtly.

      “Sure thing, Hades. Need anything else, let me know,” she says as she runs a hand along the top of my back.

      I inwardly flinch at her touching me. I can’t stand the thought of anyone putting their hands on my body, let alone my back. Only Emerson is allowed to touch me. During the first few days after my brothers brought me home, I thought for sure my woman would be disgusted at the sight of my back. Nope, she cried while kissing each of them one night.

      Shaking my head, I turn my focus back to my sister. “Alright, Ally, I really hate to have to ask this, but we need your help. I’m not asking you to tell me anything you don’t want to, just the smallest thing that might help us will do,” I say.

      Before she can open her mouth, the waitress comes back, brushing her tits against my arm as she places our drinks on the table. “Anything else, just let me know.” I have to clench my teeth to keep from snapping at her.

      “Hey, darlin’, he’s a taken man. Why don’t you come on over here,” Hammer says with his winning smile I’ve seen him use on many women over the years. Shit, he’s the one who taught it to me.

      Smiling, she looks at me. “I’m sorry, Hades. If I’d known you were taken, I wouldn’t have flirted. Whoever you’re taken by, she must be one lucky lady,” she says sweetly before backing away from me. Now, why the hell can’t all women be like that? When they find out someone’s taken, they back the fuck off. Not the case, though. Seems women that come around the club or associate with us end up being pains in the ass who think they have some sort of claim on all of us.

      “No problem, and I’ll be sure to let her know you said that,” I say in response.

      “You do that. Just let me know if there’s anything else you all need,” the waitress murmurs as she turns to leave.

      “Do women always act that way around men? Trying to get them to notice their bodies?” Ally asks.

      “Usually,” shrugging, I answer her. Grabbing the shot of Jack on the table, I lift mine and motion for Ally to do the same. I watch as she lifts her own shot up to her nose to smell it. I’d have laughed at the way she turned her nose up at the smell, but I didn’t want her to feel offended. “Bottoms up,” I call out before putting the glass to my lips. I love the way Jack tastes.

      “Where would you like me to start?” Ally coughs after she throws her own shot back.

      “Start wherever you want to,” Hammer murmurs and reaches over to squeeze my sister’s hand.

      “If you’re planning to go after them for what they did to you, you’ll have to move quickly. Charles is one of the leaders now after having taken control. He and four other men lead the whole slew of crazies. I don’t know who they all are. I’ve always been with Charles. I do know one stepped in not too long ago. I heard them talking about one of the leaders having been in jail, and they needed to be smarter with how they handled outsiders from now on,” Ally says, lifting her beer to her lips and taking a long pull.

      I’d bet money that the man she’s talking about is Jake.

      “Back to what I was saying, Charles and these other four leaders, they move around, rotating between the five of them, never staying in the same place for more than six months at a time, It’s almost been that many months since Charles moved to the area. However, knowing him, he’s not gonna let losing me go. He’s gonna be coming.” Ally’s eyes speak more than her words do with that last sentence. He’s gonna come for not just her but Emerson and Lynsdey too.

      “Do you know what they do with the women they call the Chosen?” Hammer asks.

      My fists clench as I recall Emerson screaming out about being one of the Chosen.

      Ally stiffens at the question. “The women you speak of are doomed to be bedded by each of these men,” she says.

      “But you said you’ve only been with Charles,” I interrupt without meaning to.

      “I have. What I mean is each woman will belong to each one of these men. They are the women who are to service them to deliver the children of their Dark Lord. The leaders, they can pick or choose who is allowed around their Chosen. They also have the say-so on allowing other men to touch these women. Usually, it’s when one of them have done something to earn a punishment.”

      “Is that what Charles meant when you told him I needed to rest?” I ask calmly, yet I feel anything but calm. I want nothing more than to find this Charles fucker and burn him alive.

      “Yes,” she whispers.

      “Why did you let them do that?” Pain constricts my chest, knowing my sister was punished for giving me a reprieve from being tortured.

      “Because that’s what families do for each other,” she murmurs.

      “Never again, you hear me. Never again will you go through anything to protect me,” I say, barely hanging on to my composure.

      “Thank you, sweetheart, for telling us. You don’t have to say anything more. We can work with what you’ve told us here,” Hammer says, clearing his throat. “You’re free now and back where you belong. We’ll take care of you long as you allow us.”

      “Thank you, Uncle Hammer. I actually start my first job Monday working for Burner,” Ally says sweetly.

      “Yeah, that’s what he told us. Now, how about we get fuckin’ drunk and wait for the band to go on,” I suggest, grinning at her. I feel the air around her starting to lighten.

      “Sounds good to me,” Hammer says.

      “I’ve never been drunk. In fact, that was my first drink. Do all drinks taste so horrible?” Ally asks sheepishly.

      Laughter booms from my chest. “Let’s see if we can find you a girly drink,” I tell her.

      Getting up, I glance over at the bar, figuring I’d ask the bartender what she’d suggest when my eyes widen. What the hell is my woman doing sitting at the bar? Better yet, why the fuck didn’t she tell me she was coming here? And where is Mac?

      Narrowing my eyes, I head toward Emerson, deciding which way to mete out her punishment. So many choices and all the time in the world.
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       “Okay, Miss Thing, spill it,” Nora says the moment the first shot is placed in front of us. As soon as we’d closed the salon, she grabbed my hand and all but dragged me to her car, informing me it was time to get our drink on.

      When we walked in, I realized I forgot to text Hades and let him know my plans. Worse, I left my phone at the salon. Shit, he’s gonna be pissed at me. I’d glanced around the bar looking for Mac to see if he could let Hades know where I was, but he’s nowhere to be found.

      Just my luck.

      “Well?” Nora pushes.

      Blowing out a breath, I ask, “Where do I start?”

      “The beginning would be a good place,” she said sarcastically.

      I can’t help but smile at her. Her blunt honesty is one of the things I love about Nora. Never a dull moment with her around.

      “Okay, so here goes,” I say, taking a deep breath. I fill her in on everything that’s happened from when Steph's douchebag of an ex-husband showed up to the kidnapping. All of it. Including when I first met Hades and the way he made me feel. Her mouth dropped when I got to the point where I ran away to the beach for a few days and met Ricochet. She giggles at the part where I learned to give a lap dance. I swear, she was gonna throttle me by the time I finished telling her every last detail I dared because there’s no way in hell I’d tell her the really good stuff, meaning the sex between Hades and myself.

       As I finished, the bartender working tonight came over and asked if we wanted anything else to drink. Duh, that’s what the two of us are sitting here for. I can’t sit here, baring everything I’ve been through to my best friend without alcohol. Nope, nada, not happening. Okay, so maybe I sucked down two or three drinks during my storytime. Okay, four. They’re not big drinks actually, just shots that you throwback, to be honest.

      Maybe I should slow down some.

      “Wow,” Nora murmurs.

      “Yeah, tell me about it,” I slur.

      “No wonder you haven’t been around.” Holding her drink, she turns, placing her back against the bar top.

      “I know I’m a horrible friend for leaving everything on your shoulders.” Sighing, I turned to face her just as her eyes widen.

      Twisting in my seat, I feel my own eyes widen and my heart began to pound. Hades is here. And coming our way.

      “Would it be wrong of me to say I think I just creamed myself?” Nora murmurs as she leans her head toward me. “That man of yours is fuckin’ fine as hell.”

      “Umm, I think I might be in trouble,” I tell her as I take in my man’s face. Oh, he’s pissed. Though I can’t help but notice how hot my man is. His shirt is tight across his chest, arms bulging, and there’s a tick in his jaw as he makes his way to me. I wouldn’t mind climbing him like a tree right now and letting him plow into me. Shame I’m not in a skirt.

      Hello, libido talking.

      Okay, so drinking alcohol makes me a little bit of a slut.

      “You think?” Nora giggles right as Hades gets to us.

      “Hey, hot stuff, what are you doing here?” The words fall out of my mouth before I can stop them.

      “I should ask you the same thing, Precious,” Hades says, crossing his arms over his chest. Oh, damn, now I think I just creamed myself. “Want to tell me why you’re here, and I’m just finding out about it?”

      “Well, see, umm, Nora and I decided to go out for drinks. I kinda forgot to text you and, damn, I can’t stop staring at how good that shirt looks on you with your muscles bulging. I swear, we need to keep up with the sex to keep them in place because damn if you’re not making me horny right now. And don’t let me get started . . . ” A hand is placed over my mouth before I could continue.

      “Emerson, I suggest you stop,” Nora says, interrupting my rambling as she removes her hand.

      Glancing from Hades to my best friend, then back to my man, I find him smirking at me. Oh, shit, I spoke my thoughts while rambling.

      “Baby, you drunk?” he asks.

      “Maybe a tad.” I hold my hand up, pinching my fingers together.

      “More like she’s had quite a few shots and hasn’t eaten yet. Oh, and she’s a lightweight at that,” Nora speaks up for me.

      “Well, Nora, if you don’t mind, I’m gonna borrow my woman here to have a little word with her. She’ll be back in a few,” Hades says while lifting me up off my seat by my ass. I have no choice but to wrap my legs around his waist.

      “Fine by me. Just know, I’ll be stealing her away once a week for girls’ night,” Nora giggles.

      “Duly noted,” Hades growls as he makes his way outside.

      “I missed you today,” I murmur against his neck in between kissing it.

      “Missed you too, babe. Don’t think you’re getting out of punishment because you’re cute when drinking,” he says while moving us toward the back of the bar where no one can see the two of us.

      “I wouldn’t dream of it. I happen to love your punishments. Just as I love you,” I whisper, earning a growl out of him as he sets me down on my feet.

      “Pants down, then turn and put your hands on the brick,” he orders.

      Feeling bolder than I usually would in a predicament like this, I instead kneel in front of him. “I’d rather do this instead,” I say while pulling on the belt holding his jeans.

      I barely get them loose when he stops me. “Not right now. You’ll be doing that later,” he says firmly while lifting me up. “Now turn. I want your pants down and ass out and ready to take part of your punishment.”

      Well, okay, then. Doing as he orders, I place my hands against the rough brick with my ass pointed in his direction.

      “Damn, babe, this is a beautiful sight, and I think I’m gonna take a picture of it and save it on my phone,” he murmurs.

      “What? No!” I quickly turn around with my pants still around my knees and all but stumble into him.

      Thankfully, he catches me.

      “Put your hands back on the brick,” he demands.

      “But you’re gonna take a picture,” I grumble.

      “Yep, and it’s gonna be my wallpaper.” Smirking, he puts his phone back in his pocket. “I suggest you put your hands on the brick, baby, before I decide to change up your punishment,” he says, nodding his head toward the wall behind me.

      Without another word, my mind is trying to come up with ways to get his phone to delete the picture he took. I turn, placing my hands against the roughness of the brick, ready to see what he plans to do to me.

      “Good girl,” Hades murmurs as he steps directly behind me. “You know how pissed I was seeing you sitting at the bar looking as good as you do without knowing you’d be here?”

      “I told you I was sorry,” I stammer out as he runs a finger between my slit.

      “Sorry don’t cut it, Precious. Not when it comes to your safety,” he snaps as he sinks a finger deep in my pussy.

      “Swear, I won’t do it again,” I moan.

      “Damn right you won’t because you do, and I won’t let you come for a week,” he says, pulling his finger from me.

      A whimper falls from my lips. How does he get me so worked up without doing more than simply sinking a finger inside me a few times?

      Before I can say anything about needing more of him, Hades sinks to the hilt inside me. If he didn’t cover my mouth at the same time, I think everyone inside would’ve heard me scream out.

      “Keep quiet, baby. This is gonna be quick,” he growls between thrusts.

      Hades powers inside my pussy, bringing me closer to the brink of orgasm with each thrust.

      “Fuck, this pussy is like heaven. I’m ready to come already and you're gonna take it,” he groans as his thrusts become sporadic. I whimper in response, ready to come with him.

      “You want to come, baby?” he asks.

      Nodding in response since his hand is still covering my mouth, I push my ass into him. I’m so close.

      Hades groans as he stops all movements and I feel his dick twitching inside my pussy as he comes.

      “That, right there, is your punishment, Precious,” he says a moment later when he pulls out of me and pulls my jeans back into place.

      Well, damn, this punishment sucks.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            25

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Hades

      

      

      If looks could kill, I think Emerson would have put me in the ground. After coming back inside, I told her to enjoy herself and went back to sitting at the table with my uncle and sister.

      I’ve kept my eyes on her the entire time, wishing she’d come sit at our table.

      Which she did when her friend Nora dragged her over, pouting the whole time.

      I smile as I think about her punishment. Keeping her from coming was hard as hell to do. I love feeling her pussy clench my dick when she comes. But fuck if it ain’t gonna be worth it when I get her back to the clubhouse and fuck her again. She’ll be coming around my dick the entire time I plow into her.

      Shit, just the thought of it makes me want to throw her over my shoulder and go home, where I can devour her for hours.

      “So, Ally, how do you like our little town?” Nora’s question pulls me away from the thought of fucking my woman.

      Glancing at my sister, I can tell she’s uncomfortable with the question.

      “Ally hasn’t really had a chance to see the town,” Emerson speaks up, saving Ally from having to answer. Damn, I love this woman.

      “Oh, okay, well, anytime you’re ready to, let me know. I’m sure Emerson and I can show you around,” Nora says, giving my sister a smile.

      “Thank you. I might take you up on that. Though I start work on Monday, I don’t know where anything is around here and I do need to find some clothes. I’ve been borrowing from Lynsdey and I’ll have to get my own eventually,” Ally murmurs before taking a sip of the margarita Emerson suggested she try.

      Damn, I should have thought about that. Ally didn’t have anything but the clothes on her back when we escaped. I just figured one of the girls gave her some to wear.

      “Maybe we can all go this weekend after we recover from hangovers,” Nora suggests.

      “Speak for yourself, I don’t get hangovers, thank you very much,” Emerson slurs.

      I don’t know how many shots she’s had since we came back in, but I’m thinking more than enough.

      “Whatever, lightweight.” Nora rolls her eyes.

      The conversation between these two would make a man want to put his head through a wall. Love my woman, but her friend is just too damn blunt for my taste. Though I wouldn’t dare say that to Emerson. I’d never tell her she couldn’t hang out with her best friend, so I’ll suck it up and endure. Besides, I think Nora might try to rip my dick off if I did.

      “I think it would be a good idea. Ally, you can use my card and get everything you need,” Hammer says.

      “Uncle Hammer, I can’t ask you to do that,” Ally rushes out, her eyes widening in panic.

      “Consider it a birthday gift.” He shrugs.

      “Well, then it’s settled, shopping tomorrow,” Nora announces, clapping her hands together in excitement. How someone could be that excited over shopping is beyond me.

      “Only if Mac goes with you,” I say as I remember I need to find out why the fuck he didn’t tell me that my woman was coming to the bar. Mac was on watch duty today at the salon. He’s in for a beatdown if he doesn’t get his shit together.

      Pulling my phone out, I shoot him a text to find out where he is.

      “We don’t have to go tomorrow,” Ally says.

      “Yeah, sis, you do. You need clothes before work,” I inform her, holding her gaze. Besides, maybe spending time with some women outside the clubhouse walls will do her good.

      Nodding, she sits back and turns her focus toward the band playing on stage. Demons Among Us are playing tonight and, as always, drawing a crowd. The place is packed. And my gut is starting to get a knot. Perhaps it’s nothing, but I’ve never not listened to my gut.

      “You guys about ready to go?” I ask, turning my focus to Emerson, who’s staring at me like she’s more than ready. Yeah, it’s time. I need to sink my dick in her again. This time with her soaking me with her juices.

      “Can’t we stay a little longer?” Ally asks, surprising me.

      Looking toward Hammer, I silently ask him what he wants to do as my phone vibrates in my pocket.

      “Sure, we can stay here a while longer,” Hammer says, gaining a real smile from Ally before she turns back to watch the band.

      “You sure, Hammer,” I ask, as I pull my phone out, I find a message from Mac saying he saw Hammer and I here so he left, wanting to get away from Nora before he ended up putting his head through a wall. Well, it’s good to know I’m not the only one who gets it.

      “Yeah, we’ll be fine. Just give the keys to your truck to Axe. He can bring it back here so I can get your sister home when she’s ready,” he says.

      “Will do,” I say as I stand, pulling Emerson with me. The last little bit she’s been quiet, leaving the talking to her friend. But the way she keeps throwing those heated looks my way, I can imagine what’s going through her head.

      “How are you getting home, Nora?” I ask, figuring I’d be a gentleman and make sure Emerson’s friend gets home safe.

      “Oh, don’t worry about me. Levi will make sure I get home,” she says, waving in the direction of the man she’s talking about. He must have seen her movement because he walks over. Levi is one of the guys who runs security here at the bar.

      “Hey, brat, what’s up?” Levi asks.

      Brat?

      “Hey, big brother, think you can take me home?” Nora asks, looking at her brother, smiling sweetly.

      “I’ll get Heathe to come take you home. I’m working right now,” he says, sighing.

      Seeing that she was taken care of, I pat Levi’s shoulder in understanding as I guide my woman out of the bar, more than ready to get her to our room at the clubhouse, locked away from the rest of the world, where I can spend the rest of the night making her scream my name until she goes hoarse.
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      This morning couldn’t have started out any better, considering I woke up to Hades’ mouth between my legs. I don’t think anything can remove the smile from my face. How could he be awake with only a couple hours of sleep after spending most of the night driving me crazy?

      I should feel exhausted, yet I’m exhilarated. Nothing can bring me down.

      I’d decided to invite my sister to go shopping with Nora, Ally, and I. If I didn’t think inviting the rest of the women would overwhelm Ally, I would have asked them to come too. I’m sure they’ll understand.

      Against protest, Hades made us bring Mac along. Even Ricochet took Hades’ side, saying it’s either take him or keep my ass at the clubhouse. He definitely has taken to the big brother role like a champ.

      You would have thought both of them being bossy toward me would have annoyed me, but it didn’t.

      I’m completely on cloud nine.

      “How is it you never get hangovers?” Nora asks, drawing me out of my thoughts. We’ve already been to a couple stores and tried different outfits on.

      “Nora, you should know by now Emmy is just lucky in that department,” Steph says as she bumps her shoulder to mine. I must admit this is nice spending time with her without everyone hovering over us.

      Well, I should say not completely hovering.

      Mac isn’t the only bodyguard we seem to have considering both Dragon and Gadget are tagging along but thankfully staying far enough back to give us space. Steph’s pregnant and with the underlying threat to Ally and myself, I don’t blame them for coming along.

      “Yeah, well, I need more coffee once we finish here. My head is still trying to recuperate from last night. Ally, you should get those jeans. They look hot,” Nora says, nodding as Ally steps out of the dressing room. We’re attempting to get her to try different things to find her style. And I must admit, she’s absolutely gorgeous. The ripped jeans fit her just right coupled with the black and white skull fitted tee she picked. I think she may have found her style.

      “Thank you. I must say I do like how comfortable these jeans are,” Ally says, a tint of blush rising on her cheeks.

      “Well, let’s go grab you a few more pairs. Now to find you some more shirts and underthings,” Steph says.

      “I agree. You’ll be turning heads faster than a man can whip his dick out,” Nora giggles.

      “I think we can hold off on talking about any guys whipping dicks out around Ally,” I speak up, as I notice Ally’s eyes widening in terror. I might not know everything she’s been through in her life, but I know she’s not had it easy, especially when it comes to who’s held her captive most of her life.

      “Yeah, let’s talk about this new job you’re about to start. Are you excited to be working at Devil’s Ink?” Steph asks.

      “Umm, I guess so. I’m more nervous. It’s my first job,” Ally says, wrapping her arms around herself.

      “There’s nothing to be unsure of, Ally. Working with Burner will be good. He’s an amazing artist. You should ask Cleo to see the tattoo on her back. It’s the most stunning piece I’ve ever seen,” Steph suggests.

      Ally doesn’t say anything as she nods her head.

      “How about we leave Ally to get changed, then after we can go grab some coffee? I could use a cup.” I stress the part about coffee. There’s nothing better than getting to swing by my favorite coffee shop.

      “You guys suck. How about you two go ahead and go grab your drinks? I’ll wait here with Ally. I don’t think I can walk in there and not get one. And with Controlling Alpha One and Two following us, I’m sure they’d snatch it right out of my hand,” Steph says while placing her hands on her stomach.

      “Heard that, Doc,” Dragon growls.

      “Of course, you did,” she shoots back at him.

      “Sounds good to me. We’ll be right back. My head won’t stop pounding,” Nora groans.

      “That’s because you drank last night,” I say, laughter filling my voice.

      “Yeah, it sure was fun, though. You know, Heathe wouldn’t even give me a kiss goodnight when he dropped me off at home,” Nora says in a loud whisper as we passed by Mac.

      Glancing in his direction, I notice his eyes narrowing on Nora as his hands ball into fists. Oh, shit, he must have a thing for my best friend. Well, if this isn’t gonna be fun to watch. Nora’s not one for wanting to settle down. She claims having three older brothers is enough He-Man in her life.

      Inwardly grinning, I’m gonna be getting to watch my best friend as she finds her world being turned upside.

      Deciding to have some fun, I link arms with Nora as she continues to tell me all about the rest of her night.

      By the time we get over to the coffee shop, I can all but feel the anger rolling off Mac as he follows along. Maybe I should clue Nora in so she can stop torturing the man. Decision made, I turn to him, letting him know we’d be right back and head toward the restrooms.

      “Okay, what gives?” Nora asks the moment the door closes.

      As I open my mouth to answer, someone plows through the same door and slams it closed. When the woman turns around, the smile I had on my face vanishes.

      “What do you want, Susie Cue?” I ask, crossing my arms over my chest.

      “What do I want? Well, that’s simple. I want you gone so everything can go back to normal. I want what’s mine,” Susie Cue spits as she locks the door.

      “Hold on. This is the bitch you told me about?” Nora bites out.

      “One and the same,” I confirm.

      “Oh, honey, you need to get a reality check and move on.” Shaking her head, Nora steps forward. “I’d suggest walking back out there and finding yourself a different man who isn’t taken. You set a bad example for all us women who are single,” she says, pointing at the bathroom door.

      “I don’t think so, bitch,” Susie Cue screeches right before pulling a gun out of the back of her pants. Pointing it in our direction, she focuses on Nora and pulls the trigger.

      Screaming Nora’s name, I fall to the floor by her side, trying to stop the bleeding.

      “Get up,” Susie Cue orders, pressing the gun against my head.

      Lifting my hands up, I do as she says. I need to find a way to get out of this and to do that, I need to keep my shit together.

      “You’re gonna do as I say or you’ll get the same treatment. Better yet, I’ll go shoot that whore of a sister and the other woman as well. Got it?” Nodding in agreement with Susie Cue’s demands, I follow her quietly out of the bathroom. I start to panic when we head toward the back of the coffee shop. The entire time, Susie Cue keeps the gun pressed into my back.

      Tears silently fall down my face as I think of my best friend bleeding out on the bathroom floor. I can only pray someone finds her soon.

      “Come on, I don’t have all day. It’s time you go where you belong.” Her laughter is filled with venom as she pushes me through the back door and into the arms of a man waiting there.

      “Hello, Chosen one. I told you I’d find you, didn’t I?” My eyes widen as I take in the man holding onto me. The one who haunted my nightmares.

      Closing my eyes, I can’t help but ask myself how the hell my day just went from being such a wonderful day to downright horrifying.
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      “Alright, let’s get this show on the road,” Twister says, banging the gavel down on the table after we all filed into the room. “Hades, were you and Hammer able to find anything out from your sister?”

      Clearing my throat, I sit forward, placing my elbows on the table. “Yeah, found out they move around every six months. She said it’s getting close to the end of the six-month mark, so if we were gonna do anything, it would have to be quick. Though she believes we might not even have to go after them. And I have to agree with her on this part. Charles, one of the leaders, is gonna come after her.”

      “We’re not using Ally as bait,” Burner growls, interrupting me.

      “Chill, brother, no one is using her as bait,” Twister says sternly. “Finish what you were saying, Hades.”

      “Well, from what we found out from Ally, the Chosen are the women who belong to each of the leaders. One of their previous leaders was Jake. Though she didn’t say his name, I was able to figure that part out from what she said about them. There’s a total of five leaders. And Ally supposedly belonged to Charles as Lynsdey belonged to Jake, though I’m not sure which one of these fuckers Emerson was supposedly going to belong to. It was Charles and his group that killed Timothy Rogers the day I got her out of there,” I finish telling them.

      “You telling me they could be coming after my ol’ lady?” Thorn seethes.

      “I honestly wouldn’t put it past them,” Hammer says from where he’s sitting.

      “These men have it in their heads that these so-called Chosen are their link to the Devil himself,” I say.

      “So, what the fuck are we gonna do about it?” Ricochet asks from across the table.

      Turning my focus to him, I smile. “They want a connection to the Devil. We give them a direct line to him. You don’t fuck with me or mine without being burned. Those assholes may have been able to take me down once, but the Devil doesn’t come without his demons. I believe it’s time for a little fun. Who here objects to playing with fire?”

      “Nothing wrong with a little fire play to make a man horny,” Burner says.

      “Who says it’s just men that get a kick out of playing with fire?” Boss says sarcastically.

      “Would you two shut the fuck up?” Stoney growls as he narrows his eyes on a smirking Boss.

      “By all means, do it for me,” Boss says, turning her focus on Stoney. Something in her eyes shifts as she looks at him.

      “Enough. Let’s stay on track here,” Twister rumbles. When everyone returns their attention to the table, he nods for me to continue.

      “Like I was saying, I assume we can all agree on fire, but I think we get Gadget to build some of his nifty little explosive devices to draw them out. Once we have them, we dismember each and every one of them, limb from limb,” I state.

      “I like the way you think,” Ricochet says, nodding his head in approval.

      “Does anyone have any objections?” Twister asks, looking at each person in the room. When no one speaks up, he smiles. “Good, then it’s time to end these crazy fuckers once and for all.”

      Before anyone has a chance to say anything else, the door bursts open. Mac’s eyes are wide and his clothes are cover in blood. Dragon and Gadget storm in behind him, their faces a mask of fury.

      “Where’s Emerson and Ally?” I ask, my stomach clenching in dread waiting for them to answer.

      “Ally went to the hospital with Doc. Nora was shot in the stomach. Emerson is missing,” Gadget growls.

      “What the fuck happened?” Twister demands, though his words feel miles away as my vision begins to blur. My woman is missing and her best friend is shot.

      “The girls wanted to go grab a coffee while Connors stayed with Ally in the clothing store. When we got to the coffee shop, Emerson said they were going to the bathroom real quick, so I stayed at the entrance to the hall for it. I watched a woman go in right after them. Minutes passed, and I figured the guys’ bathroom was next to the women’s, so I’d hear when they came out. When I came back out, neither of them were in the main area. I went to check on them and found Nora on the floor bleeding from her stomach and Emerson was gone. Same as the other woman who’d followed them in there. I fucked up.”

      “Yeah, you fucked up majorly. That’s my sister you let get taken. All because you had to do what? Take a piss?” Ricochet roars.

      “Mac, go get cleaned up. We’ll deal with you later,” Twister orders before turning his attention to our brothers. “Why didn’t you go to the hospital with Nora and your ol’ lady?”

      “I need to get on my computers and find out what happened. Something about this whole thing has my gut twisting. Dragon, however, was ordered by Doc to make sure Hades didn’t lose his shit and instead focus on bringing her sister back,” Gadget informs us.

      “Go check your computers. I want a report in fifteen minutes,” Twister says.

      “Only need five,” Gadget calls out over his shoulder.

      “We need some people at the hospital,” Hammer says.

      “I’ll go,” Burner speaks up, already moving for the door.

      “Take Dagger with you,” Hammer yells out.

      My mind is reeling through all this. I have yet to speak up or move. I know what I have to do to get my woman back. I’ll find her with the help of my brothers. I won’t allow what happened to Ally to be done to Emerson.

      Closing my eyes, I take a deep breath. When I open them, I feel the trigger pull and the devil within come forward.

      The time has come and there’s no going back.
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      Burning pain consumes my body with each lash of the whip. I’m not sure how long it’s been since Susie Cue all but handed me over to these men. All I know for sure is the moment we entered the building, they were on me like a hound to a bone.

      My shirt and jeans were ripped off my body, leaving me clad in only my bra and panties. Then I’d been chained in the middle of the room with my arms spread out. Lashes started right after. I’ve cried out with each one, unable to stand it.

      I’d like to think I’m strong, but I’m not. I know, without a doubt, if they continue with this, they could kill me.

      “So, you finally found my Chosen,” a strange voice says from behind me.

      “Yes, Booker. I was just giving her a punishment,” says the one who took me.

      “Ahh, Charles, I do love watching you give out punishments.” The one called Booker laughs. I can hear his footsteps coming closer. “You know, getting my hands on you has been very trying, yet I am happy to finally meet my beautiful Chosen one. For you will be the one who brings me closer to the Dark Lord, and I will be his vessel to use. For we shall be joined by blood and son. You will carry the son of my lord.”

      Oh, fuck no. I’d rather die than carry some sick bastard’s child. I turn my head, ready to give him a piece of my mind, yet I’m held speechless. The man standing in front of me resembles Hades. Could this be an uncle? Cousin maybe? He doesn’t seem old enough to be an uncle, but you can never be sure.

      “You like what you see, my beautiful sprite?” Booker says with a smirk on his face.

      Narrowing my eyes, I refuse to answer.

      “You hold true to what they say about redheads.” Chuckling, he moves in closer, brushing his chest against mine. I shiver at the touch. “I can’t wait to have my dick inside you,” he says, running a hand along the edge of my panties.

      Nope, not happening. Drawing my head back, I spit directly in his face.

      Take that, asshole.

      Keeping my eyes on him, I watch as he steps back, lifting a hand to wipe the spit off his face. Then he smiles. He actually fucking smiles at me.

      What the hell is wrong with these people?

      “Charles, you can leave the room for now,” Booker says.

      “Okay, call me if you need me. I’m gonna go have some fun with the bitch who helped us nab your Chosen,” Charles says, moving further away.

      “You do that,” Booker calls out without taking his eyes off me.

      The moment the door closes, Booker has his hands wrapped around my throat.

      “I will not tolerate you being insubordinate, my little sprite. You think what Charles was doing with that whip hurt, just wait until I make you bleed. Now, let’s finish your punishment, then you and I will marry. Don’t worry, you won’t have to speak. Then we must leave. It’s a couple hours until home where I will sink my dick inside your pussy repeatedly until my seed takes,” he says, his voice filled with venom.

      Releasing my throat, he steps back. “Spit in my face again, and I’ll be sure to send someone to put a bullet in my cousin’s brain,” he says. “Don’t think I don’t know everything you’ve been doing. Just like the little show you and he put on behind that bar yesterday. I must admit, I was ready to off him then, but the Dark Lord has other plans for him.”

      Fear envelopes me, and I can’t help the way my body begins to shake violently. Who is this man?

      A moment later, I feel the chains holding my arms loosen and it feels like pins are stabbing my shoulders. Has it been that long since they brought me in here?

      Looking around the room, I find Booker holding a piece of sheer black garment in one hand and what looks like a leash in the other. He doesn’t think I’m gonna let him put those things on me, does he?

      “Time to get ready, sprite,” he says, his evil smile back in place. “Remember, you don’t do as you’re told, I’ll make that call.” Booker removes the cuffs from around my wrists only to place a collar around my neck.

      When will this nightmare end?

      “Now, remove your bra and underwear,” Booker orders, stepping back to watch me.

      Needing to protect Hades, I do as Booker says. With shaking hands, I unclasp my bra and slide my panties down my legs. As I go to cover myself with my hands, Booker stops me.

      “Absolutely beautiful, my little sprite. Now, you’re gonna slip into this so we can get a move on.” He places the garment in my hands. Nodding, I quickly slip it on. I can at least pretend my body is covered by a sundress.

      Yeah, not really, but I can try, right?

      “Come, my Chosen.” Grabbing me by my wrist, he drags me from the room into another one where men were talking. The moment we entered, all the sounds in the room stopped. Well, besides the moaning of another woman. Glancing to my right, my eyes widen at a naked Susie Cue as she rides Charles’s dick.  When she opens her eyes, she gives me a smirk like she’d won the prize. Another moan escapes her throat, yet she doesn’t take her eyes off me. Not even when Charles yanks her hair, drawing her back against him.

      “It’s time leaders and followers alike let us bless this union between one of the vessels for the Dark Lord with the one of the five Chosen,” another man calls out.

      “For she who is Chosen will deliver. For the vessel will allow our lord, the leader of darkness, to flow through them and plant his seed. Let this Chosen and vessel move forward as one in blood and son,” everyone in the room chants.

      The man closest to us opens a box that holds the mark of their cult with the upside-down star and ram’s head. Reaching in, he pulls out a long scary-looking knife with black gems on it.

      When I go to take a step back, arms surround me, holding me in a tight grip to keep me from moving. “Blood and son will unite you as one,” he says, bringing the knife against the skin of my stomach.

      A hand covers my mouth, keeping me from screaming out in pain.

      This movement was repeated several times until each of who I assume are the leaders' slices into my stomach, some deeper than others. The worst was when Booker took his turn. “For I am the vessel as you are my Chosen, blood and son will unite you to me,” he calls out. Lifting the blade, he runs it all the way down my stomach. Not even the hand covering my mouth could block the terror-filled scream I let out.

      Through tear-filled eyes, I watch as Booker licks the blade free of my blood before handing it back to another man.

      “You are now tied to me, and Susie over there did you a solid and signed your name to the marriage certificate, so you’re not only my Chosen but my wife. Now, come, it’s time for me to get you home where you belong,” Booker declares. Grabbing the end of the leash, he pulls on it and I all but fall to the floor.

      Yet that doesn’t stop him from dragging me across the floor and out into the cold air. The further he drags me, the less hope I have in Hades or anyone else ever finding me again.

      My only chance at escape is to end it altogether. I won’t be able to live with the pain this monster will cause.
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      It’s been two days since Emerson was taken. Two days of feeling nothing but pain consumes me. Everyone learned to stay the fuck away from me on the first day. Gadget was able to get the video feed from the coffee shop and come to find out, the woman who walked in behind them was Susie Cue. The stupid bitch that she is didn’t think to hide her face better.

      I’d watched the video several times. From the moment my woman walked by the camera, smiling to the part where she exited the bathroom with Susie Cue behind her. I’m pretty sure with the way the bitch stood behind Emerson, she had something pressed to her back.

      As much as we all wanted to be pissed at Mac for fucking up, he actually didn’t. Not intentionally. As many times as I’ve watched the footage, I’ve come to realize the whore knew exactly what she was doing. She made sure Mac had looked down at his shoes for a single second before making her exit, blocking Emerson from being seen from a regular angle.

      Smart bitch, stupid mistake. A mistake she’d die for. You don’t take my family from me without repercussions.

      “You okay, brother,” Horse asks as he sits down on the stool next to me.

      “What do you think?” Grumbling, I lift my beer to my lips.

      “I get it, Hades. We want to get her back as much as you do.” I know my brothers mean what they say. The ones with ol’ ladies, they’ve been through shit, though nothing compared to what Emerson is most likely going through. With them, we’d been able to find them. Not this time. These bastards are clever in hiding their tracks.

      Gadget has been nonstop in his cave, working away at trying to find a lead. With them having taken Emerson, I’m sure, without a doubt, they haven’t gone all the way back to Fincastle. No, they’d have to be somewhere close enough they could watch for a chance to grab Ally and Lynsdey as well.

      Ally hasn’t even spoken a word since coming back from the hospital. Not even to the other women. And I haven’t even made an attempt to speak.

      My focus has been on trying to find Emerson.

      “I think I may have found something,” Gadget calls out as he enters the main room.

      Standing to my feet, I turn to face him. “Where?” I demand

      “I finally found Susie Cue. Tracked her down to a house back on Joyner’s Bridge Road,” he says.

      I know the road he’s talking about. It’s one of the worst backroads in the area. Since moving here, we made sure to learn every road around. And this one has some of the sharpest curves. How ironic for them to be on that road. It’s known for the high rate of accidents causing deaths.

      “What’s the house number?” I ask.

      Soon as he tells me, I head for the door. I don’t have to look behind me to know my brothers are following. We’ve been waiting for this lead. It’s time these assholes meet the lord of the underworld. And I have no problem sending them to him.
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      I wasn’t surprised to find so many vehicles around. Climbing off my bike, I storm toward the front door. Not bothering to try the handle. Instead, I lift my foot, kicking the door in.

      Stepping into the living room, my stomach turns at what I find. Men and a few women passed out on every available surface. White powder on tables next to straws. In the midst of them all lays Charles with none other than Susie Cue on top of him.

      “Wake up, assholes,” I roar. Besides a slight startle and opening of their eyes, no one moves from their spots. “Where’s Emerson?”

      Charles and several other men begin laughing maniacally.

      “The Chosen is where she belongs,” Charles mumbles almost incoherently. I don’t know what else they might have in their system, but they’re all fucked up. However, I know from his words that Emerson isn’t here.

      I’m too late.

      Leaning down, I push the whore off Charles and lift him up by his throat.

      “Gadget, you got them explosives?” Twisting my head, I meet my brother’s eyes.

      “In my saddlebags,” he says, nodding his head toward the door.

      “Good. Let’s take this one and Susie Cue here with us. The screams of the others burning will suffice for them. These two, though, I have something else I’d prefer.”

      “Hades, you handle the fucker in your hands, and I’ll take the little whore,” Boss says as she moves from the back of the room.

      “Don’t mind at all as long as she gets what she deserves,” I mutter.

      “You can count on that. She’ll learn just how fucked she really is. Ricochet, you take her and put her wherever Hades wants. It’s been a while since I’ve gotten my hands dirty due to a vindictive cunt.” Boss smirks as she lifts Susie Cue up off the floor by her hair and throws the bitch in Ricochet’s direction, though he moves back right as the whore begins to puke all over the floor.

      “Damn, where’s a hazmat suit when you need one? This is just fuckin’ gross,” Burner grumbles.

      “Fuck, this bitch better not have gotten it on my boots,” Ricochet mutters as he leans down and grabs Susie Cue by the arm and all but lifts her off the ground as he drags her out of the house.

      With a hand wrapped around Charles’s throat, I use the other one to grab his wrist and frog march the asshole out of the house to the waiting van. Throwing him in the back, I turn toward the house just as Gadget comes forward.

      “Everything’s set. All you gotta do is push the trigger. Just before you do, let’s get back. I don’t need to be going home missing any limbs,” he says, handing me the controller.

      Moving to the end of the driveway, I turn back toward the house again.

      “Burn in Hell where you belong,” I mutter as I press down on the trigger, watching the house engulf into flames.

      Now to get back and find out who the hell has my woman.
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       I’ve never known pain to be as excruciating as what I've endured the last few days. I thought the whip Charles took to my back was agonizing, but it has nothing on what Booker has done.

      Booker has kept me chained naked except for my panties in the middle of his playroom, as he calls it. I prefer to call it what it is— a torture chamber. On each wall, he has everything from whips of all kinds to knives of different lengths. If you can think of it, he has it. The psycho even has a wall of terrariums full of different snakes, all venomous.

      Booker’s done everything he could think of except for the one thing I truly fear—raping me.

      Only reason for that being he’s waiting for one of his minions to come back with the lab results from the blood test he had taken yesterday. Booker didn’t want me to just pee on a stick. No, he wanted confirmation from a doctor. 

      Booker wants to make sure I’m not already carrying a child before he plants the Devil’s seed inside me. His words, not mine. I honestly pray to God I am so that he won’t, but then again, I don’t want to be because I know exactly what will happen. He’d make sure to kill the child before he even had a chance to develop.

      So, while waiting for the results, Booker’s decided to take out his frustrations another way. By testing different ways he can hurt me. I’d almost prefer the whips and knives over having him release the snakes. I’m scared of snakes, ever since I was a little girl and one attacked me in the woods behind my parents’ house.

      Now I’m faced with fighting off a copperhead and timber rattler. Both scary as shit. Booker opened their cages and walked out, saying, “Don’t worry. I have antivenom if they bite.”

      I’m tempted to scream out for him, beg him to do anything else besides this. Anything but this. But I refuse to give in to him.

      I know it’s hopeless now to think Hades and the club with find me, yet I won’t give up on getting away from this asshole. I’ll die first.

      Though I haven’t figured out how I’ll make that happen. I’ve been stuck in this room, unable to do anything. I haven’t even been let out to use a proper bathroom. No, of course, Booker wouldn’t let me have any form of luxury. All I’ve had is a toilet seat to the side of the room to use. I’m only allowed to use it when Booker has released me to do so. It’s degrading at its finest.

      A shiver goes up my spine as one of the two snakes slithers over my foot. Sucking in a breath, I do my best to keep from freaking out. They can sense fear. That’s what I’ve always been told. As long as I don’t panic, neither of them will attack me, right?

      The opening of the door causes my heart to race even faster than it already is. There’s only one person who enters this room— Booker. He must be ready to ‘play’ some more.

      God, what did I ever do to deserve this?

      “Ahh, my beautiful sprite. You are quite the image standing there. My dick grows just looking at you.” Booker runs his hands along my body. I bite the inside of my cheek to keep the need to vomit down.

      As he moves in closer, I realize my time is up. He’s going to get what he wants. “Soon as we have those lab results, I’ll have you either way. I should sink inside you now, but as it stands, I must know for sure if you are pregnant by my cousin,” Booker conveys.

      Swallowing back my fear, I glance up at him. “What will you do if I’m already pregnant?” I ask.

      “I’ll have no choice but to destroy the abomination. You’re meant to only carry the child of our Dark Lord, and no others will be accepted upon your body. Now, I’m going to gather the snakes up and put them away. While I do so, I’ll let you decide which toy we shall play with next,” he states as if he didn’t just say that my potential child is an abomination.

      Closing my eyes, I say a prayer, to who I have no clue. Evidently, no one is listening, but I do it anyway. As much as I’d love to carry a child by Hades, I pray I’m not pregnant.

      An instant later, I cry out as pain shoots through my body from my leg. Glancing down, I find the copperhead has sunk its teeth into my ankle. Oh shit.

      “Now look what has happened. Seems my copperhead has taken a liking to you as well, my little sprite.” Laughter fills the room as Booker moves in to grab the snake with the hook in his hand to put the damn thing in its terrarium.

      Once he has both in their own areas, he closes the cage and moves back to me. “Have you chosen which one you want yet?”

      Shaking my head, I whimper from the pain that is radiating from my leg.

      “Well, then, I guess I will pick for you. Who knows, maybe if you do good and scream for me, I’ll give you the antivenom for that bite,” Booker remarks, trailing a hand along my skin to my neck where he squeezes my throat. “And just so we’re clear, you will be screaming.”

      Releasing my throat, he steps over to his whips. I’m sure I can already guess which one he's going for. Seems to be one of his favorites, considering he’s already used it to riddle my back with the scratches.

      “My beautiful sprite, are you ready to scream for me now?” Booker calls out as he moves to stand behind me.

      I brace myself for the impact as I hear the thing whip through the air. When it makes contact, I can’t hold back the scream as it tears into my back. Booker didn’t go for the ones he’s used previously. No, he’s gone for the one that will indeed kill me if the venom from the copperhead doesn’t take me first.
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       The moment we got back to the clubhouse, all of us piled into the shed. It’s time to get these two talking. The longer it takes to find my woman, the more I feel myself slipping. If I can’t find her soon, I’ll end up flipping the switch and never coming back. I’m lost without Emerson.

      As Burner and Rage hang Charles in the middle of the shed from the grappling hook, I grin at his screams.

      “Not so much fun when you’re the one on the receiving end of things, is it?” I chuckle, making my way toward the table of tools we use when needing to extract information from someone.

      Boss steps up next to me. “I’m going first. I want this motherfucker to watch what we do to his little helper,” she says, reaching for the bat I’d designed with barbed wire wrapped around it.

      “Be my guest,” I say, nodding my head in the direction they’d hooked Susie Cue up to at the back of the shed. Everyone steps out of the way, giving Boss plenty of room to move around. More like they don’t want to be hit by the bat in her hand.

      “You think you’re some hot piece of ass for doing what you’ve done, huh?” Boss asks, running the bat along the whore’s face.

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Susie Cue whimpers as the bat cuts into her cheek.

      “Bitch, you know exactly what you did. And worse, you fucked up majorly. You see, you not only fucked with the Devil’s Riot MC, but you kidnapped the sister of one of the members of my club, the Iron Vex MC. Now, what do you think I should do to you?” Boss slips out.

      “I didn’t do anything wro—” the bitch starts to say only to end up screaming in pain as Boss swings the bat into the woman’s rib cage.

      “Wanna try that again?” Boss asks.

      “I was only trying to get back what’s mine,” Susie Cue screams out.

      “And what exactly did you think was yours?” Boss asks while bringing the bat down on Susie Cue’s leg. The force of the bat connecting with it sends her tumbling to the floor.

      “Hades. He’s mine. We’re meant to be together. It was her fault he was taken from me, then when he came home, he didn’t want me anymore.” The woman is delusional if she ever thought she was more than a quick fuck when I needed to get off.

      “What the fuck? Bitch, you’re nothing but a whore. Worse than just being a whore, you’re a cunt who needs to be put down,” Boss says, handing the bat over to Ratchet as he moved closer to his Prez. “Ratchet, hand me one of those knives on the table. I’m gonna send this cunt straight to Hell.”

      “Hades, please help me. I love you. Please, I swear I’ll be a good ol’ lady,” Susie Cue begs.

      Stepping forward, I move to stand in front of her, seeing her smile at me. I’ve never been one to place my hands on a woman. However, right now, I don’t see this one as anything but a monstrosity that needs to be eliminated. I backhand the bitch hard enough to send her face sideways, smacking the wall.

      “You are nothing but a pathetic cum bucket who needs to be put down. Rotting in the depths of Tartarus,” I growl before stepping back. “Have at it, Boss. Make it hurt.”

      “With pleasure,” Boss says sweetly. If I were a weaker man, I might be afraid of this woman.

      Moving back, I watch as Boss uses the knife to slice cuts on either side of Susie Cue’s mouth all the way to her ears. Once she finishes that part, she moves on to cut the woman’s barely-there top, exposing her tits. She then proceeded to cut off the bitch’s nipples. Susie Cue continuously cries throughout the entire process.

      “Hades,” Susie Cue whimpers softly.

      “Don’t talk, cunt,” Boss yells, sending the blade down the whore’s stomach. “Did you know that if I sink this blade in the crease of your thigh and pelvis, I’ll puncture your uterus?” She points the blade right at the spot she was talking about. “No? Let me show you,” she says right before thrusting the blade to the hilt. Susie Cue’s screams are so loud, I thought she would burst my eardrums.

      Pulling the blade out, Boss wipes it clean with Susie Cue’s hair. “Say goodbye, cunt. It’s time to burn,” Boss snaps, sinking the blade once more, this time directly into the whore’s heart.

      “Damn, remind me never to piss Boss off. That was kinda scary,” Burner mutters.

      “Shut up, man,” I throw over my shoulder as I turn my focus onto Charles. “Your turn,” I say, giving him an evil smile.

      “I won’t tell you anything,” Charlie spits at me.

      “Oh, but you will. See, what Boss just did to Susie Cue is nothing compared to what I intend to do to you,” I inform him as I move toward my table of tools to pick up one of my serrated blades. Turning back to face Charles, I thumb the point of the blade while approaching the asshole.

      “Do you know how many times a day you used that whip on me?” I ask him.

      Charles doesn’t bother to answer, deciding to keep his mouth shut.

      “You seem to need a reminder, though I don’t see the point in using whips. I find them to be a coward’s way. I prefer to use my blades. They’re much more personal, don’t you think?” I say, lifting a brow at him in question.

      Turning the knife in my hand to make a fist with the blade sticking out, I punch Charles in the face. The blade slicing into his cheek.

      “That’s better.” Laughing, I wipe the blade off on his shirt. “A little blood to start the fun.”

      “Do whatever you want. I won’t tell you where Booker has her,” Charles declares.

      Booker? Who the hell is that?

      Shooting a glance in Gadget’s direction, he gives me a nod and slips out of the shed. Knowing him, he’ll have information on the man within the next ten minutes.

      “What does this man have to do with Emerson?” I growl, sending the blade into his shoulder.

      Through clenched teeth, Charles responds, “He’s the vessel who she belongs to. For he will be with his Chosen as I will be with mine. Speaking of which, where is my Ally?”

      It takes everything in me not to kill the fucker right now. “He isn’t jack shit to her,” I spit out.

      “But he is. He not only owns her, but he’s Emerson’s husband in the eyes of the law.” Charles begins laughing hysterically.

      “What the fuck?” I roar, slamming my knife in the man’s stomach.

      “Easy, brother. Let’s find out where she is first,” Twister says, placing a hand on my shoulder.

      “Don’t worry, I’ll find out,” I grumble, lifting my hand off the blade, leaving it embedded in the lunatic’s stomach.

      Moving to my tools again, I grab my butane torch and fire her up.

      “You know why they call me Hades?” I ask Charles as I step back toward him.

      “Nope,” he says, eyeing the torch in my hand quizzically.

      “Because I send fuckers like you straight to Hell. You claim to worship the Devil, calling him the Dark Lord. Well, fucker, take a knee and bow. I am the Devil.” Growling, I turn my torch on and begin to slowly burn his flesh.

      The coward begins to scream as I inch further up his skin. “Okay, Booker took her to the compound in South Carolina.”

      “Now that wasn’t so hard, was it?” I say, before turning the heat up. Lifting the torch, I place the embers against one eye, searing it before moving to the next. Once both his eyes are charred, I step back, turning the torch off, and look at Ricochet. “You can put a bullet through his skull before we go get your sister and my woman,” I declare.

      Without a word, Ricochet nods his head and lifts the gun from behind his back, pointing it directly at Charles’s head. “Rot in hell, motherfucker. No one fucks with my family,” he growls before pulling the trigger.

      As Charles’s body slumps over, I turn to face my brothers. Twister steps forward with Stoney and Hammer. “It’s time to ride, brother. We ride through hell to get to the other side,” they yell out at the same time.

      “We’ll get your ol’ lady back,” Hammer says, pulling me in for a hug.

      “You’re damn right we will. And I’ll kill any motherfucker who gets in my way,” I say just as Gadget makes it back into the shed.

      “I found Booker’s address,” he says, handing me a paper.

      Giving my brother a thanks, I head for my truck instead of my bike. I don’t know what shape my ol’ lady will be in, but I know she won’t be able to ride.

      Looking up at the sky, I send a prayer to whoever’s listening to watch over Emerson.

      Climbing in behind the wheel, I start her up, letting the rumble of the exhaust pipes soothe me as much as they can. Putting my truck in gear, I head for the interstate.

      “I’m coming, Precious, just hold on,” I say as I push down on the gas with all my brothers following behind.
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      By the time Booker finished ‘playing,’ I could barely hold myself upright. My back and thighs feel like they’re on fire. My body seems to be weakening by the minute, and I almost want to give in and tell him I’m done and to let me die in peace.

      Booker has yet to give me the antivenom, and if he doesn’t soon, I’ll for sure die. Copperhead venom isn’t something to play around with.

      I begin to think Booker will simply leave me hanging here to die when he steps back into the room.

      “My beautiful sprite, you didn’t think I forgot to give you the antivenom, did you? My apologies. I needed to release the pressure in my dick. And since we’re waiting on the results of your lab work, I let one of the lower women handle it. Once we know what we have to work with, I’ll stick to fuckin’ only you. At least for a good while. You know a man needs variety, and I do love having so many around me. Those women would kill to be in your place right now. But they are unworthy of anything but releasing my load.” I want to vomit at Booker’s words, but I’m too weak to even do that.

      I can almost feel myself dying slowly from the inside out.

      I don’t even flinch or pull away when Booker sticks a needle in my arm, administering the antivenom straight into me. When I was a kid, they’d done it through an IV, so I’m not sure this is exactly what you’re supposed to do. If Steph were here, she would know.

      God, just the mere thought of my sister shoots pain down my chest. I’ll never get to see her or my nephew again. I won’t get to see her new babies.

      All I want to do is go home to be with Hades. To start a life where neither of us has to deal with any sort of pain. A life that doesn’t include a white picket fence but damn near close to it. I want to fall asleep every night in Hades’ arms, only to wake up in the same position. Is that too much to ask for? I inwardly ask myself.

      “Now that I’ve gotten some release and have given you the antivenom you needed, I think we should make this interesting. I’m thinking since I can’t have you the way I want, I could have you another way,” he states, giving me a knowing smirk.

      He wouldn’t. Would he? Oh, shit, I hope he doesn’t mean what I think he means.

      “I see your little mind working a mile a minute and you’ve got it right, sprite, I’m gonna take your ass,” he says, running a hand down my body as he turns to stand directly behind me. “I think it’s past time for us to acquaint our bodies, don’t you?”

      I can’t hold the vomit in this time as his words sink in. My head leans forward to avoid getting it on myself, but I still end up feeling the warm bile covering my bare stomach.

      Booker’s laughter fills my ears as he rips my panties down my legs. “Don’t think you puking will stop me. I don’t need to be in the front to take what belongs to me. In fact, I’d love nothing more than to feel your blood coating my chest as I pound into your ass.”

      Squeezing my eyes shut, I’m shaking my head, waiting for Booker to force himself on me. This is what I’ve been dreading since the beginning. Once he sinks inside me, I’m done for. All hopes and dreams of being with Hades are over. I wouldn’t be able to face him after this. That is if I ever see him again.

      “My beautiful sprite, I hope you’re ready for me.” The sound of Booker unzipping his pants is deafening. As he rubs his dick along my ass, someone slams the door open.

      “Booker, we need you out here. We have company coming,” one of his minions informs him.

      “Who the fuck would come here?” Booker growls as I feel him step away.

      “I don’t know, sir. The lines have been crossed by not just one or two cars but several vehicles,” the minion says.

      “Motherfucker. Okay, Maxwell, begin securing the windows and doors,” Booker orders. “I’ll be there in a minute.”

      “Yes, sir,” Maxwell murmurs as he bows the upper half of his body.

      Before he leaves, Booker grabs a fist full of my hair. “Don’t think we won’t be finishing this when I get back. You’re mine. I own you, my little sprite. You’re my wife and I’ll do as I please with you, my Chosen,” he states right before sheering off my hair, leaving it to fall above my shoulders. I didn’t even realize he had a knife in his hand.

      “This will serve as a reminder,” he says as he throws my cut hair onto the floor and backhands me. Turning, Booker stalks out of the room, slamming the door behind him.

      I don’t know who’s here, but I send a thank you to whoever it is. They just saved me from being raped. Some may look at what he’s done so far as rape, but that’s nothing compared to having him penetrate my body with any part of him. If it were either his hand or dick, I’d classify it under rape, but what he’s done so far is torture me. That’s something I’d think I could get past in time. Well, if I were to ever get out of here.

      As the commotion outside of the room grows louder, I begin to sink further into an abyss of sleep. I couldn’t care less about what is going on out there at this moment. Right now, I merely want to fall asleep and dream of being with the man who will always hold my heart.

      Hades.

      I only wish I could see him one last time. I know I can’t hold on much longer. I’m too weak to be strong. Booker won’t win if I’m dead and gone.

      My head droops to the side as I finally give in and let the darkness welcome me.
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      After spending the last seven hours driving, only stopping to fuel up, we’ve finally made it. At the last gas station, we’d looked at a map Gadget brought up on his tablet. We were able to see an aerial photo that showed what all surrounded the compound Emerson is being held at.

      Didn’t take long to decide we’d ram right through the gate and take out anyone who gets in our way.

      Which is exactly what we do. With my steel bumper, the gate didn’t stand a fuckin’ chance. The gates swing wide as I speed through them, making my way to the main house. I’ve heard of these compounds. You have your lower members, who are nothing more than servants. Then you have the middle class, who take their orders from the upper class, who, in turn, follow the direct commands of the leaders. It’s a completely different world walking into these compounds.

      Pushing my foot to the floor, I send the truck barreling through the dirt roads, kicking up clouds of dust. I feel bad for my brothers, but it can’t be helped. I need to get to my woman fast. My gut is twisting into knots as it tells me Emerson needs me.

      With my eyes focused ahead, I spot the house I’m looking for. Slamming on the brakes, I throw the truck into park and get out. As I storm toward the front door, it opens. Standing there in the doorway is a man who looks very similar to myself.

      What the fuck?

      “Hello, cousin,” the man says with an evil glint in his eyes.

      “Who the hell are you?” Growling, I clench my hands into fists.

      “What, you don’t recognize your own family?” he laughs.

      “We’re not family,” I seethe.

      “Oh, but we are. See, my father was your mother’s brother. How unfortunate it was that you lost your mother at such a young age,” he chuckles.

      “Where’s Emerson?” I demand as I take a step to stand nose-to-nose with this asshole.

      “My wife is indisposed at the moment and cannot be disturbed.” At his words, I realize this is Booker.

      “She is not your fuckin’ wife, motherfucker. Now, either hand my woman over or eat the bullet I’m dying to put in your head,” I inform Booker.

      “See, that would be where you’re wrong. Emerson is my wife and I’m gonna give you thirty seconds to leave this compound or my men will be putting a bullet in each of your friends’ heads,” Booker says as if his word is law.

      Guess around here it would be but not in my world.

      “You think my brothers are afraid of you or your minions? Speaking of, where are they now?” I can’t help but throw my head back in laughter.

      “Don’t underestimate the powers of the Dark Lord,” Booker states, and I continue to laugh in his face.

      “Let me make this easy for you to understand, cousin,” I spit out. “I am the fuckin’ devil, and I’m here to claim what’s mine. Now, either hand over my woman and die mercifully or I’ll kill you slowly as I did your buddy Charles.”

      Booker narrows his eyes as he moves his hands behind his back. I’m not stupid like he must think. I know exactly what he’s gonna try to do and it ain’t gonna happen.

      Before Booker can even get whatever he’s holding in front of him, I’ve got my gun pressed to his forehead. Ready to pull the trigger, yet I have bigger plans for him.

      “Now again, tell me where my woman is, asswipe,” I demand.

      “Go ahead and pull the trigger. I’m not telling you jack.” Booker laughs.

      “That’s fine. I’ll find her myself. Rage, Burner, Dragon, can you all get my dear ol’ cousin comfortable for transport? I think he could use some family bonding time. What do you think, Hammer?”

      “Sounds good to me, son,” Hammer growls from where he’s standing behind me.

      “Then it’s settled,” I say, keeping my gun trained on Booker as my brothers move in to secure him.

      “Good luck finding my wife,” Booker throws over his shoulder as Rage and Burner drag him toward the van that the prospects brought along.

      Stepping into the house, I find several women huddled together in the corner of the living room with a skinny-looking dude standing over them. “Where’s Emerson?” I ask them

      None of the women dare to look up at the sound of my question. The man, however, looked on in defiance.

      With my gun still in my hand, I point it in the man’s face. “I suggest you tell me where she is before I blow your fuckin’ head off.”

      That got him talking, “Down the hall, third door on the left. It’s locked and the only one with a key to the door was Sir,” he says.

      “I don’t need a key,” I say and head in the direction he gave me.

      Getting to the door he mentioned, I lift my foot and kick the door in. Stepping into the room, I find it empty. What the fuck? The asshole lied.

      “Grab that fucker and bring him in here,” I hear Twister order as I glance around the room. She has to be here somewhere.

      As I step back toward my Prez, I notice a large floor-to-ceiling piece of art that isn’t exactly flush against the wall. My gut tells me there’s something behind it.

      Reaching for the thing, I pull on it to find it’s actually a door. Well, I’ll be damned. Opening it all the way, I step through only to come to a halt. In the room is my ol’ lady hanging unconscious from a chain.

      “Get Dragon. I’m gonna need his help,” I call out over my shoulder as I rush toward her.

      Lifting her face, I notice how pale she is. I don’t even want to think about the state of her body right now. I saw all the blood coating her.

      “Holy shit,” Ricochet says, moving toward us.

      “Hurry up and help me. I need to get her down,” I grumble.

      “Hades, you hold her up while I release the cuffs holding her wrists.” I already have her in my arms before he finishes speaking.

      “Brother, give her to me for a moment,” Dragon orders.

      “Not happenin’,” I snap.

      “Hades, I know you don’t want to let her go, but do you want everyone to see her naked body?” Dragon rasps calmly.

      Fuck, no, I don’t want that. Glancing down at Emerson, I take a deep breath and hand her to Dragon long enough to slip my cut off. Taking my hoodie off, I slip it over her head, then put my cut back on. Dragon immediately hands my ol’ lady back to me.

      “She needs medical assistance ASAP. There’s no way she’ll make it back home to see Doc,” Dragon informs me.

      “Then let’s get going,” I say, heading toward the entrance to the room, not wanting to ever look at the place again. If I’m not mistaken, I spotted a wall of terrariums.

      “Let’s blow this bitch up,” I call out as I pass by my brothers, making my way toward my truck.

      As I get to the truck, Hammer is there waiting. “Climb in. I’ll have them put my bike in the back of the van,” he states.

      Nodding, I do as he orders, grateful to not have to let Emerson go.

      “I’ve got you, Precious. It’s time to let the pain heal,” I murmur against her forehead.

      Hammer gets in behind the wheel and punches it. It’s time for both of us to no longer suffer through this pain. We’ve both been through so much. She’s the key to holding the devil at bay. The one who holds my heart in her hands along with my soul. She is my queen, who I need by my side.
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       “Precious, you’ve gotta wake up for me, baby. I need you. Please wake up.” Hades’ voice seems strange. Why does he sound so sad? I’m right here. I want to scream out, but for some reason, I’m still stuck in the dark, my eyelids too heavy to lift.

      I end up drifting off again. This time when I hear a voice, it’s my sister’s telling me it’s all gonna be okay. That it’s her turn to be there for me like she should have been all along. We’re supposed to be a team, and her words turn into sobs as she says how she’s failed on her end.

      But she hasn’t. She had her own problems to deal with. It’s not her fault that our storms started to brew around the same time. I love my sister, and it’s not her job to look after me. It’s the other way around. What are big sisters for? We protect our families and those closest to us.

      I want nothing more than to open my eyes and soothe her, but again my eyelids are so heavy they won’t open. I’m getting sick of not being able to wake up.

      I need them to know I’m okay, so they will all stop crying. I can’t handle them all being this emotional. Drifting back to sleep, I swear to myself that I’m going to open my eyes the next time I begin to come to. I don’t like being stuck in my head. It’s too damn quiet. I need my chaotic family surrounding me, my best friend annoying all those around us.

      Oh no, I almost forgot. Nora. I hope she’s okay. I need to wake up. God, this freaking sucks.

      “You gotta wake up, Emmy. That man of yours is going out of his mind without you. Shit, Em, you know why I claimed you as my little sister? Because I saw something in you I thought needed protecting. Like a big brother should do. You put up a front for most people, but when it comes down to it, there’s a piece of you so vulnerable that I wanted to protect it. Within days, you wormed your way into my heart, and I didn’t want to let you go. I love you, Em. Now wake the hell up.” Ricochet’s words fill my ears and damn it, I’m sure he really didn’t want me to hear him. I smile to myself, knowing I’ll take his words with me as I fall back into a lighter sleep.

      I just know the next time I wake up, I’ll be able to open my eyes.

      “Come on, baby. It’s time to wake up. It’s been three weeks, and I can’t take it anymore. I need you with me and not in this place. Seeing you in this bed is killing me.” Hades’ voice draws me back to the surface.

      This time, I’m determined to reassure Hades I’m okay. Slowly, I open my eyes the slightest bit only to have to close them again due to the brightness of the room.

      “Precious?” Hades asks. He must’ve seen the movement of my eyes because I hear the scraping of a chair and feel him hovering over me.

      Blinking my eyes open again, I flinch at the brightness of the room, but I’m able to keep them open. The first thing I focus on are the most beautiful set of eyes I’ve ever seen. Giving Hades a weak smile, I lift a hand up to touch his cheek. “Hi,” I croak more than say due to my mouth being dry.

      “Hey, baby. Drink this,” Hades rasps as he brings a straw to my mouth.

      I never thought water could taste so good.

      “Easy, babe. Don’t drink too fast,” Hades says, stopping me from gulping down the entire cup of water. Pulling the straw away from my mouth, he puts the cup down before bringing both hands to my cheeks. “You have no fuckin’ clue how good it is to see them gorgeous green eyes of yours.”

      “I think I can guess,” I whisper, leaning into one of his hands.

      “I’m never letting you out of my sight again,” he mutters.

      “What happened? How did you find me? Oh God, please tell me that monster is dead.” Panic starts to surround me. The fear of being taken. Of Booker doing even more than what he has or worse, finishing what he started before he’d been interrupted.

      “Baby, calm down. It’s over. There’s nothing to get worked up over. I’ve got you. Fuck, the entire club’s got you. Even the Iron Vex. No one, and I mean no one, will ever come near you again. Whoever tries will end up with a bullet in their heads. Got me?” Hades says, his firm voice calming me. I take deep breaths, my heart still racing from the beginning of a panic attack.

      Unable to speak, I simply nod my head in agreement. “Good girl,” Hades murmurs. “Now, I, unfortunately, have to let the nurses and everyone else know you’re awake.”

      I know he’s right, but damn, I don’t want to. I want nothing more than to stay in a bubble, just the two of us, where no one can cause either of us pain.

      As Hades sits back in his chair, he scoots in as close to the bed as he can. Lifting a hand toward the side of the bed, he presses the call button. When someone answers, he informs them I’m awake. Not even a minute goes by before the door opens and an older woman walks in.

      “Well, you finally decided to join the living again,” she says, giving me a bright smile.

      “I guess so. You know, it gets kinda boring being stuck in your own head,” I retort.

      “I would suppose so.” The nurse chuckles. “Now, my name is Beth and I’ve been one of your nurses for the past three weeks. Can you tell me how you’re feeling?” Beth asks.

      “Umm, honestly, I feel like I’ve been hit by a Mack truck. My entire body is sore,” I tell her.

      “Considering the way you came in here, I imagine so. I’ve paged your doctor to let her know you're awake. I’m sure she’ll be here any minute. I’ll tell ya, I wish we had more doctors like her around here.”

      “Wait, what? Who are you talking about?” I ask, interrupting her.

      “Your sister, Dr. Connors. She’s absolutely amazing. I swear the moment she came barging in here demanding she sees to your care, then even started helping the staff where needed. She’s a godsend, I tell you.” Beth goes on praising my sister. I can’t help but smile at my pride for being able to call Steph my sister. She does have one beautiful heart.

      “That’s my sister for you,” I say proudly as soon as she finishes talking.

      Before Beth finishes taking my vitals, the door to my room flies open, and my sister runs in with her men and Ricochet right behind her.

      “Emmy, thank God, you're finally awake,” Steph cries as she squeezes past Beth to get to me.

      You’d think the nurse would have been annoyed by being pushed out of the way, but the woman merely chuckled as she stepped out of the room to give us all some time.

      “I figured you could hold down the fort while I took a long deserving nap,” I say, attempting to lighten the mood.

      “Not funny,” Hades grumbles.

      “I agree, definitely not funny, Emmy,” Steph mutters as she steps back. “We’ll get to the family bonding in just a minute. First, let me make sure you’re really okay.” Nodding, I humor her by answering her questions and letting her shine a light in my eyes. She then asks if I can feel her touching my toes. By the time she’s done, I’m exhausted and merely want to eat and sleep.

      “Can you get me something to eat?” I ask, glancing over at Hades.

      “Emerson, you can’t have anything solid right now,” Steph says before Hades can answer.

      “What about Chick-fil-A’s chicken noodle soup?” Hades speaks up.

      “As long as she only drinks the broth out of it, then I don’t see a problem with it,” Steph mutters. I know she’d prefer I not, but dammit, I hate hospital food.

      “How about you go get it? You can ask them to fill the bowl up with only the broth. I refuse to eat hospital food. It really sucks,” I mutter as my eyes start to grow heavy again.

      “Why don’t you all go grab something to bring back for all of us?” Hades suggests.

      “Yeah, we can do that. Emmy, you rest, and we’ll be back with food for you both,” Steph says, moving to Dragon and Gadget. They both embrace her while nodding in my direction.

      “Glad you’re okay, Em,” Ricochet states as he moves in to give me a hug. “You sure have been missed.”

      “Missed you too, Ricochet. I couldn’t ask for a better big brother, blood or not. You claimed me as your little sister. Now, I’m claiming you. Get used to receiving annoying text messages at random times.” I smile as he pulls back, giving me one of his panty-dropping smiles.

      “Wouldn’t expect any less from you.” Ricochet laughs. “Get some rest. I’ll come back in a little while.”

      Nodding, I watch him walk out the door before turning my gaze to Hades. “Lay with me?” I ask.

      “Anything for you, Precious,” Hades says as he climbs up on the bed, drawing me into his arms.

      “I missed you,” I whisper, placing a kiss to his chest.

      “Missed you more than you’ll ever know. Now rest. I’ve got you,” he tells me.

      The brush of his lips against the top of my head is the last thing I feel as I drift off to sleep.
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       Over the past three weeks, I thought I’d go insane waiting for Emerson to wake up. When we first brought her in, my brothers had to forcibly drag me away from her so the staff could help her.

      As I paced the length of the waiting room, I never wanted to rip someone’s heart out as much as I wanted to with Booker. The moment the doctor came out to speak to us, I knew that his death would not be easy.

      Emerson’s entire back had to be stitched up due to the severity of the lacerations. Her stomach had to be cleaned and stitched in several places, and they’d administered antivenom after finding a snake bite on her leg.

      I don’t know how she survived all that she endured, and I swear on all that I have, I’ll be sure Booker meets a slow-burning death. I won’t stop until his bones are ash. However, it will have to wait until I get my woman home safe and sound.

      When Emerson finally opened her eyes, I felt like I could breathe again. She’s my soul, air, all of it.

      Now laying on this uncomfortable as fuck hospital bed, holding Emerson in my arms while she rests, I begin to make plans. Plans for our future together. One with her wearing my ring, ink, and name. I want it all with her. I know it will take time for her body to heal, and she will probably be severely scarred.

      I’m not even sure she’d be able to get a tattoo on her back. Maybe Burner will be able to figure something out. He’s a genius when it comes to the art of tattooing.

      I glance down at Emerson’s face as she begins to stir in my arms. “I love you, Precious,” I whisper against the top of her head while running my fingertips along her side. It’s the only area I dare to attempt to touch without her telling me it’s okay. Granted, I saw them take out the stitches in her back and stomach, but they’re not a hundred percent healed. As it heals, it will be tender to the touch. Even after, it will probably still be sensitive.

      “Hades, please. Hades, don’t let him get me. I don’t want him to finish what he started,” Emerson cries in her sleep.

      “Shh, baby, I got you. No one will get you,” I rasp, my throat clogged with emotion. I continue to talk quietly, using a soothing tone as she drifts back into a peaceful sleep.

      What the fuck did that asshole do to her?

      I’m not sure I want to know.

      Booker’s going to be sentenced to a life of pain, and I have the perfect thing planned for him. I use my free hand to send a group message to the club. Rage had taken Booker with him, Thorn and Burner not wanting to be away from Cleo for too long. I don’t blame them. She’s getting closer to her due date.

      Me: It’s time to begin. Treat him as if he were Prometheus.

      Rage: Let the eagle eat his liver.

      Horse: You two and your fucking mythology.

      Twister: I’ll get the chains. Fuck, I love that story.

      Dragon: There’s no rocks near but plenty of trees to use in their place.

      Horse: Y’all are sick.

      Dragon: Not when the titan deserves it.

      Me: Only sick part was when he took my fire.

      Rage: Dude, you’re not Zeus. And by the way, he stole the fire to give it to the mortal race.

      Me: Don’t give a damn. I’m the lord of the underworld. I’ll be whoever I wanna be. As for the stolen fire, he should have asked instead of stealing, then he wouldn’t have been punished for one of his many pranks against the god of all gods.

      Rage: True, but he was just helping us mere mortals.

      Thorn: What the fuck are y’all talking about?

      Burner: Have you all been smokin’ that purple shit again? If so, give me some.

      Me: The only one who will be smokin’ is the one that did me wrong.

      Burner: Ahh, okay, I’m on board now. You and Rage with your damn mythology shit. Fuck, get a life.

      Thorn: Agreed. By the way, Lynsdey and Ally may or may not have decided to find their way into the shed and took turns hitting him with hammers.

      Burner: That’s it, I'm done. None of the women around here seem to get the fact they aren’t supposed to get involved with club business.

      I have to bite back the chuckle to keep from laughing as I turn my phone to silent, not wanting to constantly feel it vibrate in my pocket. Knowing my brothers, they will continue their banter.

      Leaning my head back, I keep up with running my hand along Emerson’s side. Right now, she’s the only thing that matters. I’ll let Booker enjoy being treated as if he were Prometheus, at least until I get to town. Maybe he’ll realize the error of his ways.

      Closing my eyes, I try to relax, but Emerson’s whimpers keep me awake. It kills me that she’s fighting the demons in her head right now. I wish I could do more to help her.  

      A soft knock on the door pulls me out of my head. Beth, Emerson’s nurse, walks in. She smiles as she sees me in the bed, holding my woman.

      “Now, how did I know I’d eventually find you on that bed holding her?” Beth laughs while moving to the opposite side to check Emerson’s IV.

      “At least I waited until she woke up,” I retort, giving her a smirk.

      “That you did. I should be telling you to get up, it’s not big enough for the both of you, but I know you wouldn’t listen,” she says.

      “What can I say, I’ve never been one for rules.” Chuckling, I glance down to make sure Emerson is still sleeping.

      “I believe it,” she says soberingly.

      Neither of us says anything as she finishes checking Emerson’s vitals. “You know, within a tragedy, great things can happen. People can choose to release the pain or grab hold of it. I’m sure, without a doubt, your girl there will release all the pain and grab life by the balls. This hurdle may seem big, but I promise you this. As long as you have each other, nothing will be too big,” she says, nodding her head between the two of us.

      “Thank you,” Emerson whispers before I have a chance to open my mouth.

      “Precious, we didn’t mean to wake you,” I murmur against the top of her head.

      “I’ll leave you to it. Vitals are looking good. I’m sure you’ll be able to head home in a day or so. Considering your doctor would be going with you,” Beth states as she heads for the door.

      “Baby?” I ask, lifting her chin up so that I can see her face better.

      “I was just waking up when Beth came in,” she says quietly.

      “You wanna talk about it?” I ask her cautiously, all the while keeping my face blank. Not wanting her to see or even feel the rage that’s been brewing inside me for almost a month.

      Sighing, Emerson looks away from me. At first, I thought she wasn’t gonna open up, but she proves me wrong. While the words spill out of her mouth, I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from going after Booker now. By the time she finishes, I’m ready to explode. If we’d been minutes later, Emerson would have been hurt much worse than she already was. As it stands, we stopped the asshole from raping her.

      “I’m sure you didn’t want to hear all that, but I needed to share that with you. I’ll understand if you don’t want me anymore,” Emerson says, glancing up at me with tears falling down her cheeks.

      “Precious, there’s nothing in this world that will ever get in the way of us being together. You’re my queen. I can’t survive without you,” I murmur before leaning down to take her mouth in a soul-wrenching kiss.

      A kiss that I hope shows her more than words just how much she means to me.
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      Getting back to the clubhouse, I couldn’t be happier. Even if I want to pull my hair out. As much as I love everyone around here, the hovering is getting to be annoying. Well, with the women. The men merely ask if I need anything constantly. The only one who has yet to completely annoy me is Hades.

      Since coming home three days ago, he’s spent most of his time with me, only leaving long enough to handle club business. I don’t ask and he doesn’t tell. It’s none of my business what he does for the club. I’ve seen movies, I know what it means to be the Enforcer for an MC.

      Besides, that’s like him questioning me about the way I run my salon.

      Speaking of my salon, it’s been closed since the day I’d been kidnapped and Nora was shot. Thankfully, she’s okay. Her brother Levi, however, is pissed he didn’t get ahold of the bitch who shot his sister. From what Nora told me over the phone, Levi blamed the club at first, but after speaking to Twister, he found out what really went down.

      So much has changed in the time I was away. Izzy and Kenny’s little ones are growing like weeds and my nephew, I swear, Logan hit a growth spurt. Then there’s Cleo. She looks to be ready to pop any day, but I think she has another month to go. Lynsdey couldn’t stop crying when Hades carried me into the clubhouse. She’d apologize profusely for the way she acted. Both of us agreed to blame it on hormones as Lynsdey announced they were having another baby. The smile on Thorn’s face when he heard the news was that of one proud daddy.

      Life for my family and friends seems to be going great. Well, most of them anyway. Ally is still finding herself. This whole ordeal has really gotten to her— it’s in her eyes. She can barely speak to anyone. I did find out she took a bat to Booker while he was hanging chained in the shed. I would have loved to have seen her in action.

      I don’t really like thinking of Booker and all the hell he put me through. The pain I still have to go through. I can barely sit with my back against something without it hurting. Steph refuses to tell me the exact number of stitches it took to close all the lacerations. However, I don’t need her to tell me to know it took more than I care to think about.

      Along with the pain in my back, there are the stitches in my stomach as well. I’ve yet to look down and see them. How Hades can stand to look at me is beyond my comprehension.

      At the hospital, I told Hades everything. I thought he’d bail knowing it all, but instead, he’s been supportive. I can’t help but think of the nurse’s words I’d heard her telling him as I laid there with my eyes closed. I’ll always cherish the way Beth didn’t even know what I’d been through but yet was able to give the best advice. I know she said them to Hades, although I’m sure they were meant for me. This is just a hurdle, and together, Hades and I can overcome it.

      Slowly climbing off the bed, I make my way to the bathroom. Turning the light on, I face the mirror. With clothes on, I almost look normal, no marks marring my skin. But I know what lays beneath the clothes. Lifting Hades’ shirt, I gently slip it over my head, leaving me exposed from the waist up.

      Steeling myself for what I’m about to see, I focus on my stomach. A gasp escapes my throat at the first look. Tears flood my eyes at the sight of the slits those evil men gave me. Using one of my hands, I trace along each one. Visions of the men who gave them to me flash into my mind.

      When I get to the last slit, the worst of them all, I sob. My knees give out underneath me and I collapse to the floor. Why did those men have to do this to me? What did I ever do to deserve these marks? The mark of pure evil.

      “Emmy,” I hear from a distance, but I can’t seem to focus. “Fuck, Emmy.” Ricochet’s voice sounds closer now. “Burner, go get Hades now,” he calls out as I feel a towel being draped over me.

      “What’s going on?” Twister’s voice comes from the other room.

      “Don’t come in here, man. Just get Hades here,” Ricochet yells.

      “He's coming. Now what the fuck is going on?” Twister growls.

      “It’s Emerson, damnit. I came in here to tell her I was heading home, and I fuckin’ found her on the floor sobbing hysterically. That’s what’s fucking going on,” Ricochet says as he kneels beside me.

      “Fuck,” Twister spits out.

      “Move out of my way.” I hear Hades’ voice. My Hades, the man who I love more than anything. Yet, can he really love someone who looks like me? Scarred from front to back. Never will I be able to wear a bikini for him, let alone have sex with the lights on.

      “Emerson, baby, come on. Let’s get you up,” Hades murmurs as he lifts me up off the floor and takes me back into the bedroom where he gently places me on the bed. With a hand still holding me, he uses the other to cup my cheek. “Precious, what happened?” he asks.

      Diverting my eyes, I tell him, “I wanted to see them.”

      I swear I hear him mutter something under his breath. Or maybe it was one of the other men in the room.

      “Can you all give us a minute?” Hades calls out.

      “Sure thing. Come find us if you need anything,” Twister says.

      “I’ll leave you to it. I’m heading out. Gotta get back to New York. Call me if you need me,” Ricochet states as he comes closer to kiss my forehead. “I’ll be callin’ ya later, Emmy, to check on you.”

      I give him a nod. My throat is so clogged with emotions, I couldn’t even speak if I wanted to.

      As soon as everyone leaves the room, I finally look at Hades. “Precious, what made you want to see the scars now?” he asks gently.

      “I don’t know. I felt like I needed to see them,” I whisper.

      “I get the need to want to see something, but, baby, I wish you’d have waited for me to be here when you were ready,” Hades murmurs while wiping the tears from my face.

      “How are you able to look at me right now? Those men marred my skin. I touch them, and I can see each of their faces. You see the one that runs down to my pelvis? It’s Booker’s,” I scream out as I rip the towel from my chest. “I mean it, Hades. How can you stand the sight of what those men did to me?”

      “Because I don’t see the fuckin’ scars, Precious. I only see you. Those weren’t men who marred your skin, they were monsters. Monsters, I intend to find and end. But I’m telling you, baby, these markings on your body when fully healed will represent something beautiful. You’re a survivor, one who has dealt with more pain than anyone should ever have to. You came out on top of it all,” Hades declares before taking my mouth, thrusting his tongue into mine.

      He hasn’t kissed me like this since before everything happened. And God, I need it. My body lights up as if I’m about to burst into flames.

      When Hades lifts his mouth from mine, we’re both breathless. “I fuckin’ love you for what’s in here,” he states, pointing at my chest.

      “I love you too, Hades. So much. I don’t think I’d be able to take you leaving me,” I confess.

      “Good thing you don’t have to worry about me leaving you then,” smiling, he descends his mouth back down to mine.

      I could spend the rest of my life kissing this man.
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       The moment Emerson falls asleep against my chest, I gently slip out of bed, not wanting to wake her. As soon as she readjusts to my pillow, I quietly leave the room. I hate leaving her right now, but it’s time to end the nightmare that haunts her dreams.

      After her emotional breakdown earlier, I knew it was time to end Booker. I should have already done it, but I’ve been enjoying taunting him the last few days while taking pleasure in the fact he was chained between two trees. However, what I’ve done so far is nothing compared to what he did to my woman. Well, not yet, at least. I’ve only played so far. Now it’s time to make him reap what he has sown.

      This morning during church, we’d finally taken the time to decide on Mac’s punishment. He would spend another year prospecting. Doesn’t seem like much, but knowing my brothers, they’ll make him work for it. I’d made him go in search of a copperhead after church. Not hard to find, if you know where to look.

      I have plans for the damn snake. That and a few other things I’ve put together for what’s about to happen.

      Walking through the clubhouse, I nod at my brothers as I make my way to the door. Words aren’t needed for them to know where I’m headed. I know without a doubt they’re all gonna follow. It’s what we do. We have each other’s backs no matter what.

      Making my way to where Booker is still spread out between the trees, I can’t help but taunt him a little. “Wake up, it’s time to play,” I say, kicking at one of his feet.

      Behind me, several brothers begin to chuckle at the look Booker gives us. “You think you can stand there and torture me? I am the vessel for the Dark Lord. You cannot hurt me. Kill me, and I will return. Maim me and I will heal. The Dark Lord speaks through me.” The man continues to spit out insanity. The same insanity he’s said repeatedly as I’ve had my fun.

      “You really are insane. Too bad when I end you, there won’t be anything to heal. See, I’ve already told you before, I am the Devil. And your time has come to an end,” I say, laughing, holding my hands up at my sides.

      “Mac, did you get what I asked for?” Stepping back, I turn slightly to see the prospect holding a sack in his hand.

      “Yeah, and for the love of God, I’ll do anything you all need, but don’t ask me to catch a fuckin’ snake again. That thing almost bit me,” he says, bringing it to me.

      “Prospect, you do what we ask. Simple as that,” Twister grunts.

      “Got it, Prez,” Mac mutters. He knows he fucked up and has felt like shit. Doesn’t help Nora’s brother has blocked him from being able to check on her.

      Taking the sack, I turn back toward Booker. “I hear you like to play with snakes. So, we got you a little present.” Sneering, I tilt the bag over his head and let the copperhead fall on top of Booker.

      His screams are the sound of music as the snake rips into the side of his face.

      “Guess you can’t take what you dish out, huh?” Chuckling, I lean down and grab a stick to knock the snake off him. “There, the snake’s gone.”

      “The damn thing bit me,” he yells.

      “That it did indeed. How long do you think it will take for the venom to kill you? An hour or maybe minutes? You know, it’s different with every person,” I state.

      “Fuck you. The Dark Lord will heal me,” Booker snaps.

      Chuckling, I disregard his words. He’s completely insane to think anyone would heal him.

      Walking around him, I make sure the copperhead has moved on, and I step behind him. “Did my woman scream when you tore into her back?” I ask harshly.

      It’s his turn to laugh. “Oh, my sweet, beautiful sprite’s screams were music to my ears. Where is my wife anyway?”

      “She’s not your wife. The papers that were forged were thrown out,” I inform him.

      “Doesn’t matter if you had them thrown out or not. She’s still my wife and the Chosen I was meant to be with. Now, let me see her,” he demands.

      “She’s nothing to you. You hear me? Nothing. As for her screams, I don’t have to do anything but bring her pleasure to hear her screams,” I declare, my voice bitter to even my own ears.

      I’m sure Emerson would’ve slapped me for that last part, but fuck it, he needs to know he did not win where she’s concerned. I won’t allow it.

      Stepping a few feet away from him, I kneel down to grab the whip I’d made yesterday. I brought it along with me for when it was time.

      With the whip in hand, I draw my arm back and let it fly, slicing into his skin. Blood immediately begins seeping out of the wound. “Hurts, doesn’t it? You see, I took several of my knives and broke the tips off of them to lace through the whip I made. The best part of the blade tips, though, is they’re dipped in a specially-formed acid that burns through flesh when touched. My own design, I should say.”

      Booker screams out each time I bring the whip down on his back as I make sure to give him as many marks as he gave Emerson.

      Deciding his back was looking good enough, I drop the whip on the ground and move on to the next thing.

      Glancing over at my brothers, I ask, “You all have your knives on you?”

      “Yep,” Twister growls, his face an image of stone.

      “Then let’s give him the same markings he gave my ol’ lady,” I say, stepping to the side to allow each of my brothers to come forward and slice into Booker’s stomach.

      As they take their turns, they spit in Booker’s face and say, “You don’t fuck with our family.”

      When it comes to my time, I reach into my boot and grab my combat knife. Standing straight, I stride up to him to inflict as much pain as I can before moving on to the next stage.

      “Emerson told me you were the one who gave her the slit down the middle of her stomach. Now it’s your turn,” I proclaim, shoving my knife into his stomach and dragging it through, ripping him open.

      Booker’s screams become weaker by the second as I pull the knife from his body.

      Finally pleased with giving Booker the same marks he gave Emerson, I turn to Burner. “You got my torch?” I ask

      “Got it right here, brother,” he says before bending down to grab my butane torch.

      “Thanks. It’s time for him to burn,” I declare as I take the torch from him.

      Turning my focus back on Booker, his face pales as he slowly starts to fade away. Between the snake bite and loss of blood from the whip and slits to his stomach, I’m surprised he held on this long, but he’ll be taking his last breath soon.

      “Where’s your Dark Lord now?” I ask as I turn my torch on. “I told you no one would help you.” Lifting the flame to Booker’s stomach, I place it against the cut I made, exposing his intestines. Letting the fire scorch him from the inside, Booker screams once more before finally dying by my hand.

      As I step back, I turn the torch off and look to my brothers. “Thank you,” I say.

      “Nothing to thank us for, brother. We’re family, and this motherfucker got everything he deserved,” Horse retorts, nodding his head as the rest of my brothers agree with him.

      “Then let’s burn this fucker to ash and go celebrate. I’ve got a woman I need to get to,” I say.

      Doesn’t take long for us to light Booker’s body on fire. As we stood there watching him burn, I feel a piece of me grow lighter.

      Finally tired of looking at the piece of shit, I turn my back to the flames of the dead and head for the one person I live for.

      Emerson.

      It’s time for all the pain we’ve been through to end. I’m sure it won’t be easy, but like the nurse at the hospital said, as long as Em and I have each other, there’s no hurdle we can’t handle together.

      Wise words I intend to stand by. Same as I intend to hold my woman for the rest of my life.
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        Emerson

        4 months later

      

      

       “Why didn’t I allow you to talk me into an epidural?” Steph groans through another contraction.

      “Because you wanted to do it naturally like you did with Lo-man. Which, by the way, I find absolutely nuts. I mean, seriously, you’re not having just one baby. You’re about to pop out two,” I inform her.

      “Shut the hell up,” Steph pants as yet another contraction starts.

      “Umm, are they supposed to be coming so quickly?” I ask.

      “Yeah, I need to push these two hellions out. Where the hell are Dagen and Casey?” she screams.

      “They’re on the way. Last time they checked in, they had about forty minutes left to go,” I tell her.

      “Whose bright idea was it anyway to go on a run when they damn well knew I was gonna go into labor any day?” she yells.

      At the knock on the door, I stop from answering her as Doctor Taylors walks in. “How is everything going in here?” she asks.

      “I need to push, and neither Dagen or Casey are here,” my sister pants.

      “We’re here, we’re here, did we miss anything?” Gadget rushes in, running directly for my sister with Dragon right on his heels.

      “We’re right here, mo chroí,” Dragon says, leaning in to kiss her forehead.

      “About damn time,” she mutters, causing both men to chuckle.

      “Alright then, let’s get this ball on the roll,” Doctor Taylors announces as she steps to the door to call out for a nurse to come assist.

      “You want me to step out?” I ask the three of them.

      “Don’t even think about it, Em,” Steph grinds out as a contraction hits her.

      “Okay, where do you want me?” I ask, rubbing my hands together.

      “Emerson, why don’t you stand on one side of your sister and help hold a leg. Gadget, you move up to Connors’ head, and Dragon, you hold the other leg,” Doctor Taylors suggests.

      With everyone in place, Doctor Taylors begins to instruct Steph. As she pushes, the first baby crowns and all you see is a full head of hair.

      “You’re doing good, Connors. On the next contraction, I want you to push with all you have and baby one will be out,” Doctor Taylors informs my sister.

       I’ve never wanted to watch a baby being born, but I can’t seem to take my eyes off the baby making its way into this world. As gross as it is, it's a beautiful sight.

      As soon as the baby’s shoulders are out, my eyes widen in glee as I see it’s a baby girl.

      Doctor Taylors works quickly, getting the little girl situated and handed off to the nurse as baby two gets ready.

      “Alright, Connors, one more to go,” the doctor says.

      “You’re doing so great, baby. You got this,” Gadget says, kissing Steph’s forehead.

      “Mo chroí just a little bit longer, and you’ll be holding both our babies in your arms,” Dragon says soothingly in his usual rasp.

      “I don’t know if I can,” Steph murmurs only to scream out as a contraction hits her.

      “Quit your bitchin’, woman, and push. I wanna see this other baby,” I say, earning a glare from her, but it’s enough to get her moving. With five pushes, my little nephew makes his way into the world.

      “Baby, you did so damn good,” Gadget says, his voice thick with emotion as he looks down at my sister.

      “You were amazing. Thank you, mo chroí, for two beautiful babies. Our babies,” Dragon murmurs as he gently places Steph’s leg down. I’d already done the same and stepped back to give the three of them the space they needed.

      “Where are they? I wanna see. Did we have boys or girls?” Steph asks.

      “You are the proud parents of both a beautiful boy and a girl,” the nurse says as she brings both over to my sister.

      At the sight of her holding both babies, I leave them to it. I have my own news I want to share with the one who holds my heart. The man who can help me handle the nightmares whenever they arise.

      So much has changed in the last four months. We’ve gone from staying in his room at the clubhouse to buying a house we could make a home. Best part is it’s right next door to my sister. Hades even set up the back yard for a small ceremony where we were married in front of all our friends and family.

      Walking to the waiting room, I find Hades sitting directly in front of the doors, eyes focused on me as I make my way to him.

      “Well, do we have boys or girls?” Izzy asks from across the room.

      “Both,” I say, smiling, never taking my eyes off my man. The room fills with whoops and hollers as everyone shouts their excitement.

      Hades stands as I stop before him. “So when are we gonna add to the next generation of the Devil’s Riot, Precious?” he asks while wrapping his arms around my waist.

      “Umm, well, you see, we already are,” I whisper my announcement for only him to hear.

      The smile that crosses Hades’ face tells me all I need to know. “Fuckin’ love you, woman. You just made me one happy man. Givin’ me the family I’ve wanted since I was a kid. I promise you this, no one, and I mean no one, will ever get near you or our little one.”

      “You’re not gonna bubble wrap us, are you?” I ask, furrowing my brow.

      “No, baby, I got a better idea.” Chuckling, Hades pulls me flush against his chest.

      “What’s that?” I ask, tilting my head back to see his face.

      “Precious, you’ll find out soon enough. Now, I say we get out of here so I can show you my appreciation,” he says before leaning down and claiming my mouth.

      “Then what are you waiting for,” I ask breathlessly as he lifts me into his arms and heads for the exit, ignoring everyone else in the room.

      Throwing my arms around his neck, I hold on tight as Hades does what he’s done since it all began.

      Love me through it all. And for that, he’ll always hold my heart. Same as I hold his. As he says, I’m his queen, as he is my king.

      As long as my throne is his lap, I’ll gladly be his queen for the rest of my life and into the next.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Devil’s Riot MC

        O – Ol’ Lady, C – Child

      

      

      

      
        
        Twister – Prez / Izzy – O

        Leanna Mercy – C

        Horse – VP / Kenny – O

        Jason Cole (JC) – C

        Kayla – C

        Thorn –  Sergeant At Arms / Lynsdey – O

        William Michael (Bud) – C

        Anna- Leigh Cleo – C

        Rage – Road Captain / Cleo – O

        Reagan – C (deceased)

        Rosaline – C

        Dragon – Medic / Connors – O

        Gadget – Tech / Connors – O

        Logan – C

        Keegan – C

        Kagan – C

        Hades – Enforcer / Emerson – O

        Burner – Treasurer

        Badger – Member

        Shadow – Member

        Mac – Prospect

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Social Media Links

      

      

      

      
        
        Facebook

        https://www.facebook.com/E.C.LandAuthor

        Instagram

        https://www.instagram.com/landauthor/?hl=en

        Facebook Group

        https://www.facebook.com/groups/DevilsRiotBabes

        Bookbub

        https://www.bookbub.com/authors/e-c-land

        Goodreads

        https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/18838590.E_C_Land

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Available Now

          

          By: E.C. Land

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Devil’s Riot MC Series

      

        

      
        Horse’s Bride

        Thorn’s Revenge

        Twister’s Survival

        Reclaimed Boxset

        Cleo’s Rage

        Connors’ Devils

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Coming Soon

          

          By: E.C. Land

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Devil’s Riot MC Series

        Badger’s Claim

      

      

      

      
        
        Anthologies

        Rocked to the Core

        Guns Blazing

        Twisted Steel

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        Want to meet Boss before Hades Pain check out Enraged. You won’t want to miss what happens next!

      

        

      
        https://amzn.to/2OGbyco

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The only sensible way to live in this world is without rules

        ~ Unknown

      

      

      
        
        Rage

      

      

      I’ve been a shit father through and through. Never have I been what she was worthy of. Yet she still shows me some sort of compassion, even when I don’t deserve it. My daughter, Tala, doesn’t dare go by her real name. Instead, she has a road name as well. Her road name makes me swell with pride because it embodies every aspect of her personality. Tala goes by Boss, and it shows.

      I’ve done a lot of things wrong in my life, but I think I did something right when it came to her. Staying away from her when she was a kid kept her from turning into me. I wanted more for her. Fuck, I wanted better than the shit I had to deal with at her age. Fast forward to now, and she’s grown into a strong, feisty woman.

      All in all, she’s just like her mother. Every time I look at her, I see her mom. It’s like I’m looking at a ghost.

      We named her Tala because it translates to some meaning of ‘star’ in Filipino. I say we, but in all reality, it was her mother’s doing. I didn’t have a say. All I did was stick my cock in her and give her a great deal of grief for eighteen years. Even now, it’s still hard to believe that my daughter has a name that insinuates she’s light and bright. Meanwhile, I fathered her, and I know my darkness floods through her veins.

      “What’s wrong? You asked to stay here.” She peers over her desk and stares at me. I’m sitting on a leather couch across the room. It’s not a big room, but it’s all I need for now. I doubt I’ll be staying here too long, but you never can tell.

      Shaking my head, I respond. “Nothing. Just wondering why you’re letting me stay here. I wasn’t exactly the best father to you growing up.”

      Boss chuckles, running her hand across the back of her neck, she moves her hair out of the way. “No, you were the exact opposite. All of that is in the past, though. You’re still my blood, Dad.” Closing her eyes, she takes a moment and then opens them. “I know you’re a monster. I can’t find another word to even describe what you are, because there isn’t another that is more fitting.

      “Nonetheless, you’re my family . . . the only family that I have left. It may be selfish, but I don’t want anything to happen to you, no matter what you’ve done. You’re all I have left besides the club.” Worry crosses her face, even though she tries so hard to cover it up. I think because we’re alone in her office, she’s letting her true feelings slip through. Ever since she was a little girl, she’s always tried to act like things didn’t bother her. The sad reality is that she takes it harder than most. The only difference is that she hides it all under a mask. Only those who truly know her understand her emotions. I doubt she has many people who know her, though.

      I sit up a little straighter and take a good, hard look at her. Her tanned skin and jet-black hair accentuate her dark eyes. Sometimes, I have a hard time accepting that someone so beautiful could even be mine. “Kid, you’re gonna be alone one day. You won’t be able to stop people from coming after me. I’ve done a lot of shit, and I’ve made a lot of decisions. Decisions that others don’t like. Fuck, Tala, you know I’m no good. I’m the worst of the worst. We won’t ever be able to stop the inevitable from happening.”

      “I want to try.” The way it comes out of her mouth tells me that she really isn’t ready for me to die yet. All those times she told me that she wished I was dead back in her teenage years just went out the fuckin’ window. Looking up to me with sad eyes, she continues. “I know it probably won’t work, but I do want to try. You might have done some awful shit, Dad, but you’re still my family. I’m not just protecting you because of obligation. It’s because I love you.”

      I cock an eyebrow at her. “Are you telling me that you’ve been a Daddy’s girl all these years?”

      “Oh, fuck you. Don’t read too much into this.” She stands up from her chair behind her desk and runs her hands over her jeans. “I don’t want to lie to you. I care, and I probably shouldn’t, but I do.”

      I nod my head once at her, understanding what she’s saying. Boss walks over to the closed door of her office, but before she heads out like I’m assuming she will, she opens a cabinet door and pulls out a pillow and blanket. “I hardly ever use my office as overflow. You should feel special.”

      Special isn’t the right word for it. “Thanks. I’m sure I’ll be very comfortable.”

      She mutters something under her breath that I can’t quite make out and opens the door, but as my daughter leaves, another woman comes in. A young woman with some sort of rose gold hair approaches me. Her eyes are shaped with thick, black eyeliner, but it just makes her hazel eyes pop even more. Her lips and cheeks match in a light pink color. For the first time in years, my attention didn’t just go to her tits or ass, but now they are. She has a small, frail frame. Honestly, she’s nothing special, but her eyes keep me trained on her. She can’t be more than her mid to late twenties, and now I’m thinkin’ she’s some sort of special clubwhore.

      “What’s your name, darlin’?”

      She brings her hand up and tucks a stray hair behind her ear, “I’m Gold. Listen, I’m not here for the small talk.” She comes over to me and unbuttons my jeans, digs her acrylic nails into my boxers and pulls my cock free. Licking her lips, she opens her mouth and fills it.

      She bobs her head up and down, twirling her tongue around my head each time she does. I want to not like this girl, but I do. Part of me wants to wrap my hand around her throat and choke her until she can’t breathe— until her lips turn a lovely shade of violet. But I don’t. I allow her to continue as she holds my balls in her hands, squeezing them every now and again.

      Gold pulls her mouth away from my cock for a moment, offering her hand instead. My cock twitches while I think about unleashing my load across that face of hers. I wrap my hand in her hair and tug her close to my cock, slapping her hand away.

      Wrapping my hand around myself, I finish the job, watching my cum splatter across her face. Gold keeps her eyes on mine, staring at me the entire time. “You might be the best clubwhore in this place, but you’re mine now,” I tell her, removing my hand from my cock, I spread my semen around her face like a moisturizer. “You don’t fuck or suck anyone else. Do you understand?” I yank her hair to the point any other woman would react. They’d get scared. Scream. Try to pull away. They’d do something, but not Gold. Instead, her devilish smile tells me that she’s going to be a riot.
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