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Chapter 1

Cage

Savage Angel MC Vegas Chapter

My bandana’s over my face, protecting me from the grit coming up off the road. It’s hot, and the trip to Tourmaline is long. Our President, Kingston – King – nominated Cooper and I to ride out, and escort Rebel back to Vegas. There’s some real estate deal going down, and the Tourmaline Chapter is putting it together. 

Up ahead is a roadhouse which Cooper points to, signaling he wants to pull in. We’ve been riding for two days, and I could use a little R&R. We park the bikes, and as I dismount, I groan as my muscles stretch out in protest.

“Getting fucking old, old man,” says Cooper with a chuckle.

“Fuck you. Tell me we’re going to stop for some sleep and food?” I ask.

“And pussy. We’ll stay here overnight, and get back on the road tomorrow. We are ahead of schedule anyway, so one night isn’t going make a difference.”

I nod and walk into the roadhouse. It’s six PM, and the place is packed, some onlookers are staring at us, but as soon as they see our colors, they avoid us. The music is loud, and I head for a booth in the back. Cooper follows, and catches the eye of one waitress. He’s six foot three with shoulder-length dark hair and a goatee. I’m six foot five with dirty blond hair and goatee. 

I slide into the booth, and Cooper sits opposite me. “I’m starving. Do you think this place does a good steak?” 

“Cage, the place is packed, if the food sucked, it probably fucking wouldn’t be.”

A smile spreads across his face, and I turn to see what he’s staring at. The waitress makes her way toward us, smiling seductively at him. We have often shared women, and I hope the waitress is up for it.

“Well, hello, honey! Welcome to the Rocking Red Roadhouse where burgers are our specialty. Now, handsome, what can I get you?”

Her skin-tight shorts fit snugly over her ass, and her tank top looks like a second skin over her breasts, so much so, that her nipples are poking straight out. Her hair is pulled up into a ponytail, and although she’s not beautiful, she has a pretty face. It’s been close to a week since I’ve dipped my wick, and just looking at her tits makes my dick hard.

“My friend here, Cage, is looking forward to a steak, you do those well here, too?”

She flicks her gaze to me; I don’t think she realized I was sitting across the table. Slowly a smile crosses her face, and she places both hands on the table and leans down toward me, giving me a view of her impressive cleavage.

“Now, Cage, we do steak here, but honey, you don’t want it well done, you want it bloody and still moving across the plate to fully appreciate it.” She trails a finger from her mouth to her breast then licks her lips.

“Sounds good and a beer,” I say staring at her finger and her tits.

As she straightens, I see her looking at Cooper. “How about you?”

“The same, and send over a large serving of buffalo wings, so we don’t starve to death before they fucking get here.” 

“What type of beer?”

“Anything in a bottle, but has to be American, none of that imported shit,” replies Cooper.

I nod and smile at her. “Any chance we could find a place to stay for tonight?”

She looks from me to Cooper and smiles. “I think we can find you a place.”

We both watch her ass as she moves away, and when I finally look up, Cooper is studying me.

“What?”

“Why do you think the Tourmaline Chapter is wanting to get involved in real estate in Vegas?”

“Money, Coop, it’s always about the money,” I reply.

He nods. “Yeah, but Vegas? You think they’re trying to buy into one of the casinos?”

“No, no way will the licensing board commit to letting an MC into a casino. Besides, most of us have criminal records.”

Our little waitress returns and places a beer in front of both of us. Instinctively, we both reach out and touch her ass. She doesn’t even flinch. Instead, she smiles and walks away.

“Think we’re getting lucky tonight,” I murmur as I place the cold bottle against my lips and tip it up. The liquid slides down my throat, and I welcome it.

We sit in silence for a while, both of us scanning the room, making sure there are no surprises in the busy crowd. The waitress comes back with our wings.

“What time do you finish?” asks Cooper.

“I’m done in an hour, I’ve been here all day. You got any cash?” she asks.

I grin at her. “Yeah, babe, we tip well. Got a hot shower and a bed for the night too? We’ll tip better than normal.”

“I could call a girlfriend–“

“We don’t need a girlfriend; we just need you.” Cooper grins.

“And a bed,” I say.

She looks from Cooper to me, and back again, weighing it up. 

Cooper pulls out his wad of cash and peels off a fifty. “Two more beers, babe, and keep ‘em coming.”

She takes the fifty, her eyes never leaving his wad and says, “Two more beers comin’ up.”

Cooper looks at me and smiles. He always carries around a bankroll, and women, like this one, assume he’s going to give it to them, he doesn’t. He will leave her with some cash, but nothing compared to what she thinks we’ll leave.

“The all mighty dollar wins again,” I say with a grin.

“Well, you don’t think it’s your fucking good looks, do you, Cage?”

“You want top or bottom, or are we doing her one at a time?” I ask, my dick getting hard at the thought.

“Let’s let her decide. Something tells me she won’t care, though.” 

I raise my eyebrows up and down and take another long swig of my beer.

Cooper nods and grins. “Yeah man, I think you’re right.”

****

The steaks were good, and our waitress has taken us to her home. It’s a run-down house, but it’s clean inside. We’ve parked around back, so no one knows we’re here.

The waitress is standing in her kitchen, looking slightly unsure of herself. I watch with a smile as Cooper goes up to her, cups her face and kisses her. He tilts her head to the side and looks at me, but doesn’t break the kiss. Her eyes are closed, and I grab her ponytail twisting it around my fist and bite her neck. For a moment, she stiffens, but as our hands roam her body, she relaxes. 

She tastes like sweat and grease, and her hair smells of smoke. I reach around the front of her and undo her shorts; they fall easily to the floor. Cooper grabs the hem of her tank and pulls it up over her head. I stand back and look at her while Cooper resumes kissing her; she’s wearing a matching set lace bra and panties. She’s a little too thin for my taste, but I’m so fucking horny, I don’t care.

I drop to my knees behind her, hook my fingers around the thin fabric of her panties, and pull them down. I trail my fingers up her smooth skin to her slit, where she’s wet and hairless. I slide my fingers in and out of her while Cooper sucks on her nipples. A moan escapes her, and she pushes her ass back toward my face, with my other hand, I slap it. Slowly I stand, dragging my palms up her torso as I do.

Cooper steps back and says, “Time to take this to your bedroom, sweetheart, lead the way.” She steps out of our embrace then runs down the hallway, and through a doorway.

“Guess she’s keen,” I smirk. 

“Yeah, Brother, you want to fuck her, or get a blow job?”

“Think I want to fuck her, you cool with that?” I ask.

“Yeah, make sure you wrap it before you fuck it.” He chuckles.

“Will do. You go in first while I get myself prepared.”

He smiles and goes in search of our fuck buddy while I strip off, and grab a condom out of my wallet. I slide it over my cock and stroke myself, when I know I’m close, I go into the bedroom.

Cooper has her on all fours on the bed, he grips her head and pushes himself in and out of her mouth. He smiles at me as I get on the bed, and place myself between her legs; slowly I push myself into her. 

She moans and Cooper says, “Yeah, babe, keep that up, I love a hummer.”

He increases his speed; her moans turn into gagging sounds as I grip her hips, driving into her more forcefully, leaving fingerprint indents behind. We’ve done this so many times that we’re in sync with each other. We’re not attracted to men, but a threesome is a huge turn on, especially when you find a willing participant. 

I watch as he pulls out of her mouth, shooting his load all over her face, then flops down on the bed beside us. I grab her ankles and pull her toward me.

“Back on your knees.” 

She does as she’s told. I wrap her hair around my fist, forcing her head up and thrust back into her. She cries out but doesn’t tell me to stop. This isn’t about her; it’s about us getting what we want – taking what we need – and she’ll get a payday.

My rhythm increases as I pull harder on her hair, this time, she remains silent. The only noises that can be heard are my grunts as I reach my release. 

I release her hair and pull out; she falls on the bed near Cooper. He grins at me and grabs his cock, stroking it, guess he’s not finished with her. For the moment I am done, I go in search of a shower.

Chapter 2

Cooper

Savage Angels MC Vegas Chapter

The waitress had a good time. We don’t know her name, but she said if we were passing through again, to call in and say hello. It could have something to do with the three hundred dollars we left her. 

We’re back on the road, and probably an hour out of Tourmaline. I’m looking forward to a beer and a bed, with – or without – a woman. I don’t mind a road trip, and the closer we get to this town, the cooler, and prettier, the scenery is, but I prefer to choose my own path.

I’ve met Dane Reynolds once, at a rally. He’s a huge motherfucker, and from the little I’ve observed of him, he’s hard but fair. I’m sure that’s the only reason King sent us to him is so that he sees a familiar face. 

Cage and I are going full throttle, wanting to get to our destination. I glance over at him, and he’s looking behind us, then he signals for us to pull over. I look over my shoulder and see a police cruiser. Fucking great.

As soon as there’s enough room for us to pull over, we do. I dismount and remove the bandana from my face, trying to make myself look as harmless as possible. Law enforcement generally regards us in a low light, and I don’t want to scare him into thinking we’re dangerous. I plaster a smile on my face, run a hand through my hair, and leave my hands out in front of me so that I don’t look like a threat. I glance at Cage, and he’s done the same.

The Officer takes his time; we watch him talk on his radio, no doubt checking up on us. When he finally gets out of his cruiser, my smile feels like it’s about to crack my face.

“Afternoon, Officer, guess we were going a little over the speed limit,” I say as Cage chuckles.

“License and registration, please.”

“It’s in my saddlebag, is it okay if I get it?” I ask.

He nods, and I open it slowly, grabbing my paperwork when I look back to see him, his gaze flicks to Cage, who is also going through his saddlebags.

We hand over our papers, he takes them and goes back to his cruiser.

“You think we have a problem, Coop?”

“No. He’s just doing his job, and we probably look like shit. Just be cool, Brother.”

He nods but doesn’t divert his gaze from the Officer. We’ve had issues with law enforcement before, some of it deserved, and some of it didn’t. Sometimes the law want to be assholes to make a point; I’m hoping this isn’t one of those times.

The Officer slowly gets out of his cruiser and walks toward us. He takes off his sunglasses, pins me with a look, and hands us back our papers.

“Gentlemen, you are on the outskirts of Tourmaline, I’m not sure if you are aware of this, as you are from Las Vegas, but the speed limit out here is sixty-five miles an hour, in the town itself, is twenty miles an hour.”

He sounds almost apologetic, like he’s trying to do us a favor. His tone and manner take me by surprise.

“Thank you, Officer. We appreciate the warning, and we’ll be sure to stick to the speed limit in the future.” 

“Yeah, man. It won’t happen again,” replies Cage.

He nods, smiles and says, “We don’t need, or want, any trouble. You boys staying, or going back to Vegas soon?”

“We’ll be here one day, maybe two. Then we’re homeward bound; we’re here to escort someone back.” I watch as he raises his eyebrows, and realize I may have divulged too much.

“Really? One of the local boys is leaving? Now, which one would that be?” 

“Not sure, we just do as we’re told,” Cage answers, “You know what the fucking hierarchy can be like in any organization. We’re soldiers and follow orders.”

The Officer nods. “No ticket this time boys, we won’t give you a second warning.” He tips his hat and goes back to his cruiser. We watch as he drives away, then we stare at each other.

“You ever had the law not issue a ticket before? Like, fucking ever?” I ask.

“No Coop, that’s a fucking first. You think this Chapter has them on the payroll?”

“Could be, guess we’ll find out. Can’t be too fucking far away now, I’m sure he wouldn’t have strayed too far from his hometown.”

We get back on our rides, pull our bandanas up, put sunglasses on, and ride onward, toward Tourmaline.

Chapter 3

Dane

President of Savage Angels MC

The Clubhouse is a hive of activity today, as we all wait for the Brothers from Vegas to arrive. Bear is tending bar, and as usual, he has a grin plastered across his big hairy face. Out of all the members, he is the most jovial. Jonas waits with me as he nurses a beer, he’s my VP, and there’s no one I trust more. 

“Prez, where’s Rebel?” asks Jonas.

“Reb’s in his room; he’s getting his shit together for the ride.” Jonas nods and turns his attentions to the pool tables where there’s a doubles match going on. “You think Judge and Keg will beat Kade and Zeke?”

“Kade is too damned ornery to let them win; he’ll fight dirty if he has to,” I grin.

Jonas cocks an eyebrow at me, grabs his beer, and wanders over to the tables. Dirt takes his place at the table.

“Dane, you sure about sending Rebel?” asks Dirt, my Sergeant at Arms.

“We’ve been over this. Reb is a good choice; he’s loyal to me – to us – and he’s not high up in the MC. He won’t be a threat to the Vegas Chapter. We need them to warm up to our idea of buying a casino, even if we are silent fucking partners. Dirt, Brother, we’re expanding into their territory, and sure, they’ll get a cut, but most of the profits will come here, and to the Abruzzi family. We need to play this one smart, and very fucking safe.”

He nods, and I know from his manner that he’s not convinced. I’m not discussing it any further, the decision has been made, and if all goes well, we will all make a lot of money. I stand and head for the bar, and like the good man Bear is, he immediately gets me another bottle.

“Give me two, Bear.” He gives me a questioning look but does as he’s told. I grab them both and walk toward Rebel’s room.

Rebel stands next to his bed with his hands on his hips, staring at the wall. Slowly he moves his head in my direction, and I hold out a beer to him. He closes the gap between us and takes it.

“Thanks, Prez,” he says as he takes a huge swallow.

“You alright, Reb? You down with the plan?”

“Yeah, yeah, I’m good. I appreciate you putting so much faith in me; I don’t want to let you down.” His face is a mask of concern, but I’m not worried. Reb has always been a loyal soldier – apart from his unhealthy obsession with my woman – I trust him completely.

I offer him a smile. “Brother, I hand-picked you. You know what I need you to do. Keep to the plan, Reb, and everything will work out.”

He finishes his beer, and then we hear shouts coming from the bar.

“Guess the Brothers have arrived.” I lightly punch his arm. “You packed?”

“Yeah, Prez.”

“Good, you’ll leave first thing tomorrow. Now, be the soldier I need you to be, and let’s go welcome our Vegas Brothers.” I pin him with a look, he squares his shoulders and follows me to the bar.

****

Standing at the bar are two of the sorriest looking Savage Angels members I have seen in a long time, covered in dust and grit, they’re smiling at Bear as they drink from their beer bottles.

“Anyone would think you two have been riding for fucking days!” I bellow at them.

Both heads snap in my direction, the man closest to me, Cooper, walks toward me holding out his hand.

“Dane, good to see you again, man.”

I grasp his hand, and we shake. “You too, Coop. It’s been too long. Thank you for coming all this way.” I turn around and see Rebel behind me. “This is Rebel; he’s the man you’ve come to escort back to Vegas.”

Rebel extends his hand. “Nice to meet you, Brother.”

They shake. “Same.”  Coop gestures over his shoulder. “That sorry piece of crap is Cage.”

Cage does a chin lift, takes a sip of beer, and heads in our direction. “Good to meet you all.”

“You look like you could use a shower and a meal, shower’s are down the hall, go get cleaned up and we’ll talk then.” Both men nod at me.

“Thanks, man.” Cooper walks back to the bar, picks up two bags and tosses one at Cage. “We’ll come find you when we’re done.” 

Rebel walks with them down the hall, pointing to the room they’re staying in. 

I walk back to the bar and look at Bear. “You met them before, big fella?”

“Yeah, Dane. They are loyal to the MC, both been in for years, but you probably knew that.”

“Yeah, King, hand-picked them, but it’s always good to get your opinion, Bear. We’re going into unchartered territory for the MC, and if it all works out the way it’s supposed to, we’ll all be set for a very long fucking time.”

****

Hours later, Cage, Cooper, Rebel, Dirt, Jonas and myself are sitting around the big table in our meeting room. Everyone’s been fed, and we all have a drink in front of us.

“Brothers, thank you for coming. You are here to escort Rebel back to Vegas, but what you don’t know, is that we are going into the casino business.” Cage whistles, Cooper grins, and nods. “We will be silent – as in very fucking silent partners – the Abruzzi family will be our front men for this endeavor. They, of course, will get a sizeable cut, as will your Chapter, but most of the profits will come back here to Tourmaline, for future developments.”

“Does Kingston know?” asks Cage.

“Yes, I wouldn’t even think about doing this without fucking talking to him first. It’s on his turf, but your Chapter doesn’t have the money to front it, we do.”

Silence fills the room as Cage and Cooper exchange looks. Slowly both of them turn to look at me, but before they can ask a question, there’s a knock on the door.

“Yes?” I say.

The door slowly opens, and a child’s face peers into the room. “Uncle Dane?”

I immediately rise, stalk to the door and scoop Vincent, my sisters’ son, into my arms. “Vincent!” I throw him up in the air. “What are you doing here?” 

His laughter fills the room, and when I look around the table, some looks are bemused, and some are shocked at my show of affection. I don’t care.

“Daddy went to the bathroom, and left me with Uncle Tony who’s talking to a lady.”

“Is that right?” He nods his head at me, and the mass of curls on top of it jiggle everywhere. “Hmm, so what should I do with you then?”

“Chocolate!” yells Vincent.

The Brothers in the meeting room laugh. “You expect me to give you chocolate?”

“Yes! I need it, Uncle Dane!” Vincent pleads.

“Vincent, how are you little man!” yells Bear from the bar.

“Chocolate!” Vincent replies.

Bear’s laughter rumbles around the room, he reaches under the bar and produces a chocolate bar, holding it up for Vincent to see. Vincent wriggles out of my arms and runs toward Bear. When he gets to him, Bear bends down and picks him up, keeping the chocolate out of arms reach.

“You gonna be good for Unclie Bear?” Vincent nods vigorously, trying to grab the bar. “Promise?”

“Yes! Unclie Bear, yes!” yells Vincent, laughter bubbling up out of him.

“Okay then!” He hands Vincent the bar. “Now we are going to go for a walk to Betties Café where I am going to buy you –” He pauses for dramatic affect. “Ice cream!”

“One scoop, Bear!” Sal yells – as he emerges from the bathroom – when Bear takes Vincent out of the Clubhouse.

Bear chuckles and keeps going. Sal places his hands on his hips and turns to face me with a questioning look on his face. 

“He’ll protect him with his life, but when he returns, you’ll have a child high on sugar. It’s a fair trade,” I smirk.

For a moment he drops my gaze and looks at the floor, then he says, “Let’s get this shit done.”

I extend my arm toward the meeting room. “After you.”

He makes a dismissive noise and opens the door. Conversation in the room ceases immediately. I take my seat at the head of the table, and Sal makes himself comfortable next to Rebel, slapping him on the back as he sits down.

He nods at each of the men. “Gentlemen, for those of you that don’t know me I am –“

“Salvatore Agostino, Captain in the Abruzzi family, rumored to be the new enforcer and future head of the family,” replies Cooper.

A smirk spreads across Sal’s face as he leans back in the chair, and folds his arms. “Yes about my name, the rest is up for debate. And you are?”

“I’m Cooper, and this is Cage, we were sent by King to escort Rebel back to Vegas, and see he arrives safely.” 

Sal places his arms on the table and leans forward. “The Savage Angels are about to expand their business dealings into Vegas. The Abruzzi Family are going to be the public figure while you all stay in the shadows. Gentlemen, you are about to go into the casino business.”

Cooper and Cage exchange a glance and then look at me. 

“Why do you need Rebel in Vegas, why not yourself?” asks Cage.

“My face is in every fucking newspaper, magazine, hell, it’s even on Facebook since I married Kat. We’re supposed to be silent partners in this. Rebel doesn’t have a public face, and he’ll be representing me in this deal. I need you to keep him safe, show him around town, and get this deal done before anyone is the wiser.” I pin each of them with a look.

“We’ll leave tomorrow,” says Cage in a serious tone, then he looks at Rebel. “Don’t worry, Reb, we’ll get you there safe and sound with a bow on top.” Then he blows him a kiss.

The room erupts into laughter, and Rebels says, “Fuck you, Brother.”

“Well if you want us to, that can be arranged,” chuckles Cooper.

“Alright, alright, that’s enough. This deal is going to be good for all of us. The Brothers that don’t have a criminal record can get work at the casino, and if we need to launder any money, the casino is perfect. Most of all – if managed correctly – she’ll be a cash cow.” 

There are whistles and nods around the table, and Sal stands. “I will fly into Vegas to begin the negotiations; we don’t want to upset the locals. You three will ride in, good luck, and happy travels, I’ll meet you when you get there.”

With that, he leaves the room, and once again, only MC remain.

I push out my chair and stand. “Listen to Sal, we can trust him, and I do with my life. This deal needs to happen quickly, and quietly. I know that you will do me proud. Now, let’s get another drink, and an early night so you can head off at dawn.”

Chapter 4 

Salvatore Agostino
Captain in the Abruzzi Family

Vegas is hot, even in the early evening. I watch as the three MC members arrive on their Harley’s, all of them are smiling, but I find little to smile about. This deal isn’t going as smoothly as I’d hoped. The local casino owners – most of whom are affiliated with a criminal organization – aren’t happy with me. They think the Abruzzi family is trying to muscle in, we already own a casino in Vegas, and another one would give us an advantage. 

A sigh escapes me as I try and see a way through the mess. Rebel sees me sitting in my SUV and gives me a chin lift; I open the door. 

“Yo! Sal!” yells a very relaxed looking Rebel.

I raise a hand and walk toward him; he meets me in the middle of the road.

“How was the ride out?” 

“It’s been good, man, really good.” He stands back and looks me up and down. “You look stressed, Sal, more than normal.”

He’s always been intuitive, but I’m surprised he can read me so well.

“We need to go somewhere and talk. Are you hungry? I know a good Italian place.”

“Sounds good. I just need to check-in with King and the Chapter here. Text me the address and I’ll meet you there.”

I nod and return to my car. I watch as he goes back to the other two, and they exchange playful blows. There is much to like with the Savage Angels MC, but sometimes it feels like I am dealing with pure brawn and no brain. Then I cross wits with Dane, and I know why they are as successful as they are. He once told me that there are many soldiers within his organization, all loyal, and his job is to rule them with an iron fist and guide them in the right direction.

His job is not an easy one, like my family, some of their members are stuck in the old ways with guns, drugs, and whores. It’s easy money, but the risks are no longer worth it. The police are only getting smarter and more inventive, we need to outwit them, and move in a different direction.

I pull my phone from my breast pocket and text the address to Rebel, then start my car, and head toward the restaurant.

****

The owner of the restaurant knows who I am, as soon as he sees me, he orders one of his waiters to find me a table.

“Mr. Agostino! Welcome back! Is it just you this evening? Or are you bringing your lovely wife?”

“Mario, how many times do I have to ask you to call me Sal? And no, my lovely wife is at home with our children, but tonight I am not dining alone.” His eyebrows go up, he smiles and guides me toward a table. “I will be dining with a business associate, Mario, nothing more. He is probably not your usual clientele, but I know you will make him feel welcome.”

“Of course, of course! Now, can we get you anything?” asks Mario.

“Hmm, my dinner guest is more of a meat and potatoes kind of man, perhaps you could bring him something? And I’ll have my usual, with a bottle of your best red, but my dining companion will have a beer.”

Mario scoffs. “A beer?” I nod. “Very well, shall I get it now?”

“Yes please, Mario.”

He walks away shaking his head, and I take a seat at the table, my back to the wall, facing the entrance. I have no reason to think my life is in danger, no one would want to start a war with my family, but you can never be too careful.

I survey the room, and my eyes land on an attractive blonde woman sitting a few tables away. She smiles seductively at me, and I hold up my wedding ring, she shrugs and throws her hair over her shoulder, and licks her lips. I shake my head at her and continue my surveillance of the room. There are no threats.

Mario returns with my wine and places a beer opposite me. I nod at him, and take a sip; it’s divine, like silk. The taste of it makes me think about my wife, Emily; she always picks out a good bottle of red to have with dinner. I miss her and my children. I left Vincent in Tourmaline with Dane and Kat. I know he will be safe there, if he were here, I would constantly be worrying. I look at my glass and realize I have finished my wine.

“Sir.” I look up at a waiter. “May I?”

I place my glass on the table and nod, he refills it and moves away. The blonde sits down opposite me. 

“Hello, handsome, looking for some company?” She’s on the other side of thirty and wearing way too much makeup. Judging by her comment to me, she’s a working girl. 

“I am so sorry Mr. Agostino! I will remove her at once. Please, accept my apologies.” Mario grabs her by the arm and pulls her up from the seat; they exchange heated whispers, but she is removed.

Rebel enters the restaurant, as Mario gets to the door with the woman. He’s dressed in his colors, and I watch as Mario looks him up and down. I stand and wave at Rebel, Mario’s mouth falls open, and Rebel makes his way to my table.

I grasp his outstretched hand. “Glad you found it, my friend.”

“Sorry, I took so long, club business. Have you ordered?” asks Rebel

“I hope you don’t mind, I ordered for both of us.” I point at the beer on the table. “Drink?”

He sits, and picks up the beer taking a long swig. “Much better. Is it safe to talk here?”

“Yes, it’s one of the reasons I chose it. The owner, Mario, is sympathetic to the various business dealings that go on within his establishment, and sweeps for bugs three times a day.”

Rebel smiles at me and takes another sip of his beer. The waiter arrives with our meals, placing them on the table. For a while we eat in silence, both of us enjoying the meal. 

Finally, I say, “We have a small problem with one of the local families. They believe that my family is trying to muscle in on their business.”

“Have you tried talking to them?”

“Yes, they don’t believe me, and I can’t tell them that it’s the Savage Angels who are buying the casino,” I say with no small amount of aggravation.

“Sorry, Sal, what can I do to help?” asks Rebel.

“I would like an introduction to the Savage Angels Chapter here, can you arrange it?”

“Yeah, man, how does tomorrow sound?”

“Good, thank you. How’s the meal?” I ask.

“Best thing I’ve eaten in a week. You are paying, yeah?” A smile spreads across his scruffy face.

“It would be my pleasure, Rebel. What time tomorrow?”

“I’ll text you.”

Chapter 5

Salvatore Agostino

Captain in the Abruzzi Family

The Vegas Chapter Clubhouse is not as nice as the Tourmaline one. This, like so many other establishments in Las Vegas, is trying to be something it’s not. They’ve tried to make it a little up market, but in the light of day it looks gaudy and out of place. Tourmaline has wooden floors and a comfortable – almost cozy – feel, but this Clubhouse has a tacky multi-colored carpet, that at night looks fine, but in the daylight is disgusting. It’s all chrome and glitz, not what one would expect from an MC, but it is Vegas.

I wait at the bar as a scantily clad female flirts with me and offers me drinks. I’m sure – like everything else in here – she’s probably for sale. A quick glance around the room, and I can see this is more of a stripper joint than a Clubhouse, judging by the poles on the stage. It’s early, so the place only has Savage Angels members, the odd woman, and myself. To say that I stand out in my Armani suit would be an understatement. 

“Hey, Sal, King is just taking care of business in the back, he won’t be long,” says Rebel as he comes up to stand next to me.

“Good. What do you think of this place?” I say as I gesture around the room.

“It’s Vegas, baby. What were you expecting? Everyone relies on the tourist trade,” he replies as he smirks at me.

“Indeed. How well do you know King?”

“Not well, Brother, and he’s no Dane, but his boys seem to like him. He knows why you’re here; he doesn’t understand why we’re expanding, though, but he’s old school. When the money starts coming in, he’ll like it well enough.”

“Will he be a problem for us?” I ask.

“Guess we’ll see.” He nods his head toward the back of the Clubhouse. Coming near us is a six foot six man, who has an air of authority about him. 

He strides right up to us and extends his hand. “Name’s Kingston – King – welcome to Las Vegas.” His voice is deep, and he looks to be about thirty.

I grasp his hand and shake it. “Salvatore Agostino. Is there somewhere private we could talk?”

“Follow me.”

He turns and walks back in the direction he came from, with Rebel and I close behind. We go through a door, and the décor back here is vastly different to the front house. No glitz, no glamor, just a comfortable, manly space. 

King looks me up and down. “What? Were you expecting the crap that we have out the front for the tourists back here? After Dane married Kat, the Savage Angels became a household name; we decided that the Clubhouse should be more tourist friendly, but they don’t get to come back here. Back here is ours, and not for outsiders. And you, Brother, are no outsider.”

It’s high praise coming from this man. He doesn’t know me, and yet he has welcomed me into his home.

“Thank you, King. Can I speak frankly?” I ask.

“Not yet. My most loyal and senior members are waiting for us in the meeting room.” He points at a door. “Let’s get this fucking party started.”

He opens the door and walks through, sitting around a very large square table are six members of the Vegas Chapter. All look to be no older than thirty-five, which surprises me, even in the Tourmaline Chapter, some of the senior members are forty and over.

King sits down and gestures for Rebel and I to do the same. 

“You do not sit at the head of the table?” I ask.

Laughter goes around the room. “There is no head of the table. I, of course, get the final say, but I do listen to the counsel of my men, and in this room, we are all equal,” replies King.

“You get the final say, but it’s all equal?” I question.

“I said I listen to them; I didn’t say it wasn’t a fucking dictatorship.” The men continue to laugh. “Why is the Abruzzi Crime Family here in Vegas, helping a lowly MC?”

Now it’s my turn to laugh. “A lowly MC? Your MC has many business dealings with my family. We don’t consider you to be anything else, other than business partners, no more, no less.”

“And it helps that you are married to Dane Reynolds’ sister, giving you easy access to him, and us.” His tone is serious, and his men look grim.

“I am here to facilitate a business deal for Dane, and for you. Yes, my family will get a cut, but ultimately this will benefit your family more than my own.”

“Dane trusts him, King,” Rebel says, “He is—“ 

“Shut the fuck up, Reb. Let him talk for himself,” growls King.

“I am not a threat, and I think you know that. I am here to discuss an issue that does affect you. There is another group of business men who are concerned that it is my family that is moving in on their interests.”

“Group of business men? Fucking hell, you mean the Donati’s, don’t you?” asks King.

I glance at Rebel. “Yes, I mean the Donati’s.”

King leans forward and places his elbows on the table. He slowly, and deliberately looks at every man in the room. 

When his gaze finally gets back to me, he says, “We. Do. Not. Want. A. War.”

The room is quiet, and all eyes are on me. “There will not be a war. The Donati’s will eventually see that we are only here for you.” I stand, straighten my jacket and look down and speak to Rebel. “I don’t have time for this bullshit.” Then I stare at each man. “I am here for Dane and you. This deal is going to go through, and I am here to keep you apprised of the dealings. I do not work for you, and without me, this deal isn’t going to happen. You think about that.”

With that, I stalk out of the room, and out the front door. As I reach my car, a hand is placed on my shoulder. Slowly I turn around to an aggravated Rebel.

“Brother, he’s testing you. He’s trying to see where your loyalties lie. Storming out like that isn’t going to fucking help anyone.”

I lean into him and snarl. “Do you have any idea how fucking hard I’ve worked on this deal?”

Surprisingly he doesn’t back down. “Yes, I fucking do. But the bottom line is, we need you, and you need us.”

He’s right, but my frustrations are at boiling point, I’ve been in and out of meetings since the day I arrived here, and I’ve had enough people doubting my word. 

I step back and sigh, rubbing my hand over my tired face.

“I am not going back in there, Rebel. You were brought here to smooth things over, so do it. I’m going back to my hotel, let me know when they want to sit down and discuss this like civilized people.” He continues to stare at me; disappointment etched onto his features. Exasperated, I throw my hands up into the air and begin to pace. “Fine! Arrange another meet, but not for a few days. There are things I need to sort out, and I need time to do it.” I stop pacing and look him in the eyes. “Can you do that for me, Rebel?”

“Of course, I can fucking do that for you, Sal. They are on your side; it’s just the fucking way we are. You aren’t one of us, even if you’ve been vouched for by Dane, me and everyone else in Tourmaline, they still need you to prove it to them.”

I nod and extend my hand; he grasps it and slaps me on the back with the other.

“See you soon, Brother,” Rebel says and walks away.

Chapter 6

Enforcer for the Donati Family

From my vantage point in an alleyway, I watch as Salvatore Agostino shakes hands with a member of the Savage Angels MC. Our family might not be as big as his, but in this town, we are in charge, and I will not have the fucking Abruzzi family moving onto our turf. He’s not the only one who has ties to an MC. We don’t use them very often, but the Dark Warriors come in handy and do our dirty work.

The one thing the Savage Angels don’t know is, we have a man on the inside. He works for us and keeps us in the loop with the dealings of the Savage Angels MC. He’s low-level, but he’ll find out what we need to know.

The Abruzzi family already owns a casino here in Vegas, and rumor has it, that Agostino owns a fair bit of real estate, too. 

I walk back to my car to find my informant waiting for me in the passenger seat, I open the door and say, “I’m fairly certain I locked my car.”

“Saw you pull up, and thought I’d wait for you.”

His name is Buzz, and for a time, he was a soldier in the Dark Warriors MC, he’s good at playing both sides, he lies better than most, and the Savage Angels took him in, not knowing he had ties to the Dark Warriors, it will be their downfall.

“What do you know?” I ask impatiently.

“Everything is being kept on the DL, but it looks like the Savage Angels are going into the casino business,” he replies.

“Bullshit! Salvatore Agostino doesn’t travel all the way to Vegas to be an errand boy for the Savage fucking Angels.”

“I swear that’s the news,” says Buzz nervously. “The MC can’t own a casino, so he’s acting as our front man, so it all goes smoothly.”

I stare straight ahead not giving him anything. It’s plausible that’s what he’s doing here, but he’s a Captain within his family, they don’t do leg work for anyone but their Don. Slowly I look at Buzz.

“Make sure. Find out what I need to know. You know how to contact me, now, get out.” He grunts and exits the car.

Time I had a sit down with the Dark Warriors and find out what they know.

Chapter 7

Steve
President of the Dark Warriors
The enforcer for the Donati’s has graced us with his presence, and my first thought is, this can’t be good. From the way he’s fidgeting with his pinky ring, something is obviously up. My men look to me as he waits for an audience at our Clubhouse bar. The Donati’s have been good to us; we run their guns, dope, and a few brothels. 

Right at this moment, though, I have a stripper with her legs wrapped around me, and my cock is hard. I’m wondering if it would be bad form to fuck her on the table in front of everyone. My boys won’t mind, but the enforcer might.

With reluctance, I slap her ass, and say, “Get off me. I have business to attend,” I grab her face and kiss her roughly. “Wait for me in my office. Be. Ready.”

She slowly extricates herself from me, and I rise, adjusting myself as I do. A couple of my boys snicker as I make my way toward the bar.

When I make it to him, he says, “Did I interrupt something?”

“Yes, you fucking did. What the fuck can I do for you?” He’s a big guy, six-four and his jacket is stretched over muscled arms. I know from previous dealings he can be deadly, but with my men around me – and the fact I can handle myself – I’m not worried.

“Savage Angels are getting into bed with the Abruzzi family.”

“So?” I ask impatiently.

“So? If they help the Abruzzi family get a stronger hold in Vegas, that means we lose profit, which means we start shutting things down, which affects you.”

His tone and meaning are clear, the operations we take care of will be the first to go. I look at the bartender and signal to her that I want a drink. I feel his eyes on me, trying to figure out how I’m going to handle this. She puts the whiskey in front of me, and I swallow it, enjoying the burn as it slides down my throat. With no small amount of force, I slam the empty glass on the bar and stare at my business associate.

“We will put them under surveillance, watch their every move, and let you know what we come up with.” Disdain laces my voice. 

“Good. We can’t have either of them expand; it will be bad for both of us.” He looks down his nose at me, as if my very presence offends him. I’ve never liked doing business with these bastards, but they are a good source of income. 

“Have a nice fucking day,” I respond in a flat monotone. 

His gaze locks with mine for an instant, then he smiles, and walks out the front door.

“What the fuck did he want?” asks my VP, Travis.

“Apparently, the Savage Angels are expanding in Vegas with the Abruzzi family. He’s worried it could affect business. Put a couple of men on their Clubhouse, and see if it’s true. I don’t want a fucking war with the Angels.” I look at my empty glass, and the bartender refills it. “Travis, I’ve had enough of these Donati pricks pushing us around. We need to tread carefully. It would be good if the fucking families did their own dirty work for a change, and ripped themselves apart.” I throw back my whiskey and stare him in the eyes.

“I’ll put a couple of prospects on it.” He pauses in thought. “Steve, maybe it’s time we broke ties with these fuckers?”

“We should, but not today.” I walk away from him and go in search of my newest plaything.

Chapter 8

Rebel
Savage Angels MC
The meeting didn’t go as well as I had planned, and when I walk back into the Clubhouse, the mood is cold. Dane put me in charge of this negotiation, and I will not let him down. Cage and Cooper walk toward me, a grin on their faces.

“What the fuck are you two smiling about?” I ask.

“Whatever happened in the back room, Brother, you need to let them all think about it and calm the fuck down. I have an appointment with the hottest bitch of a tattooist you will ever meet, and Cage here wants a new one, too. Come with us, and get some more ink, Vegas style!” says Cooper with a smirk.

“Vegas style?” 

“Man, her work is the best that  I’ve ever seen. She won’t fuck me, though, or Cage, maybe she’ll like you?” he says raising his eyebrows up and down.

I look over at King, and he scowls back at me. Cooper is right, time to let them think about the deal they are about to fuck up.

“Ok, Brother, let’s go.”

We walk out the back to our rides, and I follow as they weave in and out of the back alleys in Vegas. It’s a fucking hot day, and the heat coming off the asphalt is tremendous; must be one hundred and five easy. I can feel the sweat dripping down my back as we ride.  

We eventually pull up at a small shop with the words Welcome to my Inkmare in swirly font over the front door. We get off our rides and enter the tattoo parlor. 

“Ruby, baby! Bet you’ve been waiting for me all fucking day!” booms Cooper as a petite, voluptuous, long brown haired woman walks toward him.

“Not fucking likely. You here to get your sleeve finished?” she asks with a smile.

“Yeah, and Cage wants you to fix up that fucking mess on his leg,” says Cooper as he slaps Cage’s back.

She looks at all of us, then gives me the once over. “And him, what does he want?” she purrs, placing a hand on her hip and licking her lips. 

Cage moves his arm to wrap around my shoulders. “This is Rebel, he’s from out of town, and we thought we’d treat him to one of your creations.” Cage grins like a fool.

“Did you now? What makes you think I have time to do all three of you?” 

“Aww, don’t be like that, Ruby. You don’t want him to think he’s not welcome in the fucking city of sin do you?” Cooper laughs.

“Boys, if the lady doesn’t have time, I’m cool,” I say.

“Lady? Well, Rebel, I think I have time for you after all. Come on boys, let’s get you back to my station.”

We follow her down a long corridor with small offices on both sides. There are artists in each one with a client. As I watch her walk, I notice she’s wearing a long, slightly see-through, black dress that hugs her figure. She has on a g-string, and I see tattoos through her dress going down her back. It looks like a dragon, it goes over her ass, and finishes at the top of her legs. 

She walks into her station and starts putting on gloves. Cooper takes off his jacket and hands it to Cage. He has a Japanese coy fish going down his arm that isn’t quite finished.

“Now, you aren’t going to wimp out on me today, are you? Because I need the money, and you really need to get this baby finished,” says Ruby as she starts lining up bottles and getting her tattoo machine ready.

“That’s why I’m fucking here, Ruby. Let’s get this bitch done,” growls Cooper.

She points at me. “Rebel, there’s a book over there with some of my work in it. Flick through it and see if there’s anything you like, or there’s more on the walls. Every work of art in here is done by me, from the paintings on the wall to the drawings on the floor. If you don’t like what you see, tell me what you want, and I’ll design something for you.”

I nod at her as she sits down, and begins to work on Cooper’s arm.

****

Hours later, the sun has disappeared, and most of the tattooists have gone home. Ruby has done both Cooper and Cage and is finishing my tattoo. The words, live to ride are now on my stomach, down low, so it follows the ‘v’ of my body. She’s putting some scroll-work and shading around it. 

Ruby has amazing hazel eyes with flecks of black. For a woman she doesn’t talk much, I like that. The longer she works on my tattoo, the harder my cock gets. I can’t tell if she likes me or not, but from her position, she has to be able to see that I am hard. Her face is practically in my crotch, and I think about her mouth sucking my cock.

The boys were right; she is a good tattooist, good clean lines and she’s fast. Her tongue darts out of her mouth as she licks her lips, and a groan escapes me.

“You alright?” she asks with a look of concern on her face.

“Yeah, we done?”

“Almost, just need to put in a touch more shading here, and we’re done. Think you can handle it?” There’s a small smile on her face, and I have no doubt she knows what she’s doing to me.

“Ruby, I’m pretty sure I can handle any fucking thing you dish out,” I reply with a smirk.

She goes back to my tattoo, and I try to get my cock to calm the fuck down. A sigh escapes her as she turns off the machine, puts it down and stretches.

“Done!”  

All I can do is stare at her breasts, as her hands are above her head while she works out the kinks to her spine, from being crouched over for so long. 

Slowly I get up out of the chair and look in the mirror; Cage slaps me on the back and Cooper whistles. Ruby rolls her chair toward me, grabs a bandage and covers up my new ink.

“Told you she’s good.” Cage smirks.

I look down at Ruby, and her eyes are on my crotch, not where the tattoo is. 

“You like it?” I ask pinning her with a look.

Her eyes quickly find mine, and a blush creeps up her neck. “Yes, I did a good job.”

She’s confident; I like that too. I nod and realize I’m smiling at her. She gives me a smile back, and it lights up her whole face. 

Before I have a chance to think about it, I blurt out, “Wanna get a drink? We’re going back to the Clubhouse.”

“Yeah, Ruby, come with. Rebel can take you on his ride.” Cooper laughs.

“Sorry gents, I can’t, I have other clients to ink tonight.”

Now, I have no idea what to say to her, I shrug and walk out to the front counter. She follows us.

“You finally done with these boys, Ruby?” asks a middle-aged man sitting on a stool behind a cash register.

“Sure am boss, regular rate, nothing special. So, don’t over charge them.” She looks at us. “Don’t forget to tip your tattooist.” She winks then goes back down the hallway. Guess she doesn’t like me after all.

We pay the man who rambles on about how to look after our new ink. I push open the door and step out onto the sidewalk; Vegas is a whole lot cooler at night. Cage and Cooper get on their Harleys and leave. I’m sitting on mine trying to decide if I want to go back inside and talk to Ruby when I look up and see her running out the front door.

“Rebel!” Ruby’s holding my jacket, her breasts are bouncing up and down, and when she makes it to me, I grab the jacket, pulling her into me.

She lets out a squeak, I wrap her in my arms and kiss her. She offers no resistance as my tongue duels with hers. I growl into her mouth, and she moans.

Roughly I push her away, and her face is a mix of lust and shock. 

“What time do you finish?” I ask aggressively.

“I don’t know, depends on the client and what they want done,” she whispers.

I hand her my phone. “Put your number in there. I’ll text you, so you have my number, and when you’re finished tonight, ring me. I don’t care what time it is; I’ll come get you.”

She takes my phone and puts in her digits. As she passes it back to me, I pull her into me again and kiss her, this time, I let my hands roam her body. She’s soft, and tastes sweet, and the moan that escapes her makes me want to put her on my bike and fuck her.

Slowly I let my hands go over her breasts, and when they reach her shoulders, I push her back.

“Ruby, you better call.”

I start my bike, and she moves to the sidewalk in a lust-filled daze. I give her a nod and head back to the Clubhouse, smiling the whole way.
Chapter 9

Ruby
Tattoo artist
Have you ever had one of those fucking days, that when you look back on it, you think to yourself what the fuck was I thinking? Well, today is that day for me.

I’m sitting in a hospital bed, that I probably can’t afford to be in, as some dickwad called an ambulance when they found me passed out and covered in blood at the back of work. Gingerly I touch my cheek as a nurse walks into my room, which is being generous, as it’s only a bed with curtains all the way around it.

“Nothing is broken honey, but we’d still like to do that rape kit, if you let us,” she says in a soothing voice.

“I told you already, I wasn’t raped, they just beat me up, assholes,” I mutter the last word under my breath.

A look of concern washes over her features, but to me, it looks condescending. Nurse Patty gives me a tight smile and nods as if to say, yeah sure.

“Look, I just want to go home. I wasn’t raped; I’ve been raped. Trust me when I—“

“They raped you?” growls an angry Rebel, as he throws open the curtain.

“No! I. Was. Not!” I yell.

“You just said you were raped.”

“Yes, I did, but not this time.” I put my hands over my face and sigh. I need this fucking nightmare to end. I feel the bed dip, and then rough hands cover my own. 

They are pulled down, and I see Rebel’s look of concern. “You weren’t raped this time?” he whispers. I nod. “This time, they just beat you up?” I nod again, and his features twist into a mask of rage, without realizing, I push myself back into the pillows trying to get away from him.

“You’re upsetting her.” Nurse Patty says.

He ignores her and puts his forehead to mine. “What do you want to do?” 

“I want to go home,” I whisper.

He stands, grabs the plastic bag with my clothes, pulls the sheets down, and places an arm under my legs and the other around my back. 

Nurse Patty stands in his way. “She needs to fill out a police report.”

“She can do it tomorrow. Now, move.” His tone is cold, and his eyes are full of rage. Whatever Nurse Patty sees, she moves out of his way.

He carries me through the hospital and to his bike that is parked on the sidewalk. My thoughts are chaotic, and all I can think is, he could have had his bike impounded or gotten a ticket, and he really shouldn’t have parked there. Slowly he lowers me to my feet.

“Are you able to hold onto me?” He sounds concerned, nothing like the man who just told Nurse Patty to get out of the way.

“I think so.”

“No, Ruby, can’t have you falling off, it’s a yes or no question. We can get a taxi if you can’t ride,” Rebel replies.

“Yes.”

“Good, now, honey, I need your address.”

The words spill out of my mouth as I tell him where I live. He takes off his jacket and helps me put it on.

“I want you to hold on as tight as you can, okay?” Rebel climbs onto his bike and holds out his hand.

I put my hand in his, then, with his help, climb on, grateful that he has given me his jacket. It’s miles too big for me, and it will give me a small amount of modesty as we ride through the streets of Vegas. I hold onto his waist, and he swivels to look at me.

“Tighter, Ruby, I won’t break, but you will if you come off.”

I nod and lean into him holding on as tight as I can, When he seems satisfied with my grip, he takes off into the night. It’s surreal, being on a bike as the world flies by. Maybe it’s just the day I’ve had, and the fact I am showing my butt off to the world as we speed to my home, or maybe it’s the lack of shoes while my hair is swirling all over the place, but it occurs to me, that I feel safe. Not sure why, but when I woke up, Rebel was the first person I thought of, not that I have any family or real friends here in Vegas, I’ve only been here a few months. My normal M.O. is to work until I have enough saved then move on to somewhere else. I never stay in one place for long. I don’t need the memories, or old acquaintances catching up with me.

The bike slows, and I realize we’re almost to my trailer. Rebel pulls up and turns the engine off.

“You can let go now.”

Slowly, I release my hold on him and climb off the bike. He hands me my plastic bag of clothes and does the same.

“It’s okay; you don’t have to stay. Thank you for picking me up.” Something flickers across his face. As he sighs, he rubs a hand over his baldhead.

“Ruby, you’re going to let me come inside so I can check that no one is waiting for you. Then I’m going to make you something to eat, while you get ready for bed. Okay? So, go open the door.”

I’m not normally this compliant; my normal response would have been fuck off, but with Rebel, I nod and fumble through the plastic bag looking for my keys. As I try to get the key in the lock, I shake so much that his hand closes over mine, and he does it for me.

“Wait here,” he orders as he goes through the door.

Stupidly I wait, staring at the ground, listening to the sound of him walking through my home. I like trailer parks mainly for the anonymity of them, and most people stick to themselves.

“Okay, let’s get you inside.” He holds out his hand to me, and I go through the doorway.

“Thank you, Rebel.”

In an authoritative voice, Rebel says, “Go shower; I’ll cook.”

I nod and go toward the back of my trailer where the tiny bathroom is. It’s the only thing about trailers I don’t like. Sometimes if I’ve made enough money, I book into a good motel, just for a night, so I can soak in their tubs, or better yet, spa baths.

I place Rebel’s jacket on my bed, drop the plastic bag on the floor, and reach around and undo the cord that’s holding my gown together at the back. I let it fall to the floor, then I turn on the light in the bathroom, and see my reflection in the mirror.

My left cheek-bone is swollen, my bottom lip is split and is going a lovely shade of purple. I’m going to look awful tomorrow. I turn the water on and step into the shower. The cold water feels good as it washes over my body. As if on auto-pilot I wash myself, wincing when I get to my lower back. One of the men who attacked me, kicked me hard that I’m going to be sore for a while.

Reluctantly I turn off the water and step out onto my fluffy pink bathmat. The material feels nice on my feet, and I begin to dry myself off. 

I gasp as I wipe over my back, and I hear Rebel say, “Do you need any help?”

I’m exhausted, sore and naked. The last thing I need is some horny biker helping me dry off, but my back is so tender that I can’t bend to do my legs. How do I ask him to help me without losing all of my dignity and flashing him at the same time?

“Ruby, it’s okay, I won’t hurt you.”

“I know you won’t. I wouldn’t have called you if I thought that, but I hardly know you.”

Slowly the door to the bathroom opens, and I wrap the towel around me. My hair is dripping, and water is pooling around my feet.

“You look better. I think both of your eyes will be black in the morning – which isn’t that far away now.” He steps toward me and guides me into my bedroom with our hands entwined. “Do you have another towel?”

“Yes, in the bathroom, behind the door.”

He turns and goes back in, emerging moments later with a pink fluffy one – it matches my mat.

“Sit down, Ruby.”

I do as I’m told, clutching the towel to my naked body. Rebel kneels in front of me and wipes down both legs, then he stands, lifts up my hair and places the towel around my shoulders. He moves behind me on the bed, and gently scrunches my hair up in the towel, trying to get some of the water out of it.

“Ruby, I need you to tell me what happened. When you rang, you said they did this because of me, who were they?” Rebel’s tone is soothing as he tries to get me to talk.

“The Dark Warriors. They thought I was your old lady, or at the very least, a regular fuck. They wanted to know what the Savage Angels are doing with the Abruzzi family – whoever the fuck they are. At first, they didn’t believe me, but when he kicked me and I screamed that I knew nothing, I think that won them over.” I try not to laugh, but I can feel my grip on sanity beginning to slip as my laughter bubbles up out of me. I can’t stop, and I know I must look, and sound like, a crazy person. Rebel’s arms go around me, and he holds me tight as my laughter turns into sobs. The big, loud kind, with that awful noise I make when I try to suck in air. He’s stroking my hair, trying to sooth me. 

I have no idea how long we stayed like that, but when my tears stopped, he got off the bed, pulled down the covers, picked me up and laid me down, removing my wet towels as he did. I watched his eyes as he did this, they never left my face, even when I was naked and exposed in front of him. Rebel pulls the covers up to my chin and leaves me in my room alone. I can hear him in the trailer, and the smell of food makes my stomach growl, and even though I’m exhausted, I’m hungry.

He comes back into my tiny room; he’s not wearing shoes, and he’s carrying two plates. 

I try to sit up, and when I wince, he orders, “Don’t move. Just stay there for a minute, let me help you.” He places the plates at the end, on the other side of the bed, and then comes toward me. “Okay, give me your hands.”

I slide my arms out from under the covers, and place my small hands in his bigger ones; gently he pulls me up and sets pillows behind me. When he’s satisfied that I’m comfortable, he goes back to the plates and hands me one. He’s cooked bacon and scrambled eggs with toast. 

“Do you mind if I sit next to you?” 

I shake my head. “Thank you, Rebel, for taking care of me, and cooking.”

“Well, I was starving, so it’s two birds, one stone.” He grins and winks as he goes around to the other side of the bed. I smile back at him as he gets himself organized. “Eat,” he orders.

I practically inhale the food I’m so hungry. I sneak a look at him only to find him watching me with a smile on his face.

“What?” I ask as I take a bite of my toast.

“For a little woman, you can eat. In fact, I don’t think I’ve seen anyone eat so fast with a split lip.”

My mind registers what he’s said, and as if on cue, my lip begins to hurt, then my jaw. Slowly I put down the toast; I don’t feel hungry anymore. 

“Shit, sorry, Ruby, didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.”

“You didn’t, it’s starting to hurt. Guess I ate too fast.”

“Are you done? Do you need a drink?” Rebel asks.

“Yes, water please.”

As he gets up I look at his plate, compared to what I ate, he’s hardly touched his.

“Rebel, eat yours first.”

He looks down at me and says, “I will, in a minute.”

He leaves the room carrying our plates and returns moments later with two glasses of water.

The events of the last few hours invade my mind. I don’t know this man, yes I like him, and was hoping to get to know him better, but now? When I’m nervous or stressed, words pour out of my mouth; I’m not even aware I’m doing it.

“I was leaving by the backdoor, the boss told me not to park out there at night, only during the day, ‘cause it’s not very well lit, and it’s deserted, but I’ve done it heaps of times. As I got to my car, I felt a hand go over my mouth, and he lifted me up and threw me at his friend. I thought they were going to rape me. I was paralyzed with fear, and the second guy laughed, pushed me backward into his friend, and backhanded me across the face. He kept hitting and asking me questions. Eventually, I fell to the ground, and he started kicking me. If the boss hadn’t come out to get rid of the garbage, I think I’d still be there. I was so scared, Rebel. What have you done to piss off the Dark Warriors? And why would they think I was with you? Fuck me; I only met you today!”

I can’t look him in the face. Instead, I look at his fingers and see that they are balled into fists. I shrink away from him; he says, “You got anything stronger than water?”

“In the cupboard, under the sink.” I look up to see his face.

He nods and stalks out of the room.

Chapter 10

Rebel

This is my fault. Fucking Dark Warriors must have been following me. When Ruby rang me tonight, I thought it was going to be a booty call. She was hysterical, it was hard to understand what hospital she was in, and now she’s asking me why? How do I tell her this has nothing to do with her, and she’s lucky they didn’t rape her? The words she spoke in the hospital still haunt me. Not this time. Meaning someone forced themselves on her in the past. No woman should have to go through that.

Under her sink is a very good bottle of whiskey. I pour myself a glass and throw it back, letting it burn all the way down to my gullet as if this can somehow make up for what happened to her. I pour another and do the same. 

Slowly I walk back to her room; her trailer is clean but shitty. She’s tried to make it nice with mats, and curtains, and girly shit, but they somehow make it more depressing. As I enter her bedroom, a bottle of whiskey in one hand, glass in the other, I take her in. Her whole face is bruised, and when I helped her sit up, I could see the damage they did to her when she was kicked, her dragon tattoo has red, purple and black bruises taking shape. She glances at me for a moment, then looks at her hands. 

“Ruby, look at me.” Immediately she does as she’s told. “I’m sorry this happened to you. As far as I know, we didn’t have a beef with the Dark Warriors, but maybe they got wind of a deal we’re trying to nail down. They were probably following me and saw us kissing outside the shop. Believe me, when I tell you, I never meant for this to happen.”

She nods and a single tear escapes her eyes and runs down her cheek. Fuck me. It nearly kills me to see that. Without thinking I move to her, and gently wipe it from her face, she doesn’t flinch, but her eyes are wide, and she looks frightened.

“Is there someone I can ring? Someone who can stay with you?” She shakes her head, and I sigh. I pour myself another drink and sip it trying to decide what the hell I’m supposed to do.

“Rebel?” I look her in the eyes. “I’m really tired –“

“Cool, I’ll go –“

“No!” she yells as more tears run down her face.

Gently I stroke her hair. “Okay, honey, tell me what you want.” 

The tension in her body slowly fades away, and I’m surprised at how much I feel the need to protect her. The only other woman I’ve felt like this for is, Kat Saunders, but she’s married to the President of my Chapter.

“Could you stay? Just until I’ve had some sleep? I don’t think I could sleep without you keeping watch over me.” Her words are pleading, almost begging.

“Whatever you need, honey. Where do want me?” I smile.

“Could you watch TV in here, and sit beside me, is that okay?”

“TV won’t annoy you?”

“No, I fall asleep to it.” She admits.

I stand up and remove the pillows from behind her so that she can lie back down; then I pick up the whiskey and glass from the floor where I dropped them. I walk around to the other side of the bed and prop myself up on pillows, she hands me the remote and turns to lay on her side, groaning in pain as she does. My hand goes to her back, and I begin tracing the dragon on her, avoiding the bruises. Within minutes, she’s asleep. 

The whiskey isn’t enough to dull the demons that have resurfaced; my rage will have its vengeance on those who have hurt her. I pull my phone out of my pocket and text Cage and Cooper with Ruby’s address and the words: 

Meet me here in three hours. Tell no one.

I unscrew the bottle and start drinking straight out of it. The television is on, but I wasn’t paying attention to what program is playing, all I think about, is finding the Dark Warriors.

****

I wait for them outside, hoping the Harleys’ don’t wake Ruby. She hasn’t moved, occasionally she lets out a groan, which only fuels my anger. Even though they aren’t revving their engines, a Harley is still loud, and right now, it feels exaggerated. 

Cooper pulls up and gets off his ride with a huge grin on his face. “So, Brother, who’s the lucky lady?”

“Yeah, Reb, who you fucking?” asks Cage.

For a moment I don’t say anything, I’m trying to keep my anger in check. 

My face must betray what I’m thinking, as Cooper says, “Jesus, Brother, what is it?”

Before I answer, the door to Ruby’s trailer flies open; she has a robe around her. Her hair is wild, and the bruising on her face is more pronounced. She looks like a mess.

“What the fuck?” growls Cage.

Both men look from me to Ruby, and back again, anger distorting their features. Cooper takes a step toward me, and I can tell by the look on his face, he means to do me harm.

“Wait!” yells Ruby, “It wasn’t Rebel. It was the Dark Warriors.” She lifts a hand to her hair and tries to smooth it down.

“Why?” demands Cage.

“They think we’re trying to muscle in on their turf. They thought Ruby and I were a couple, thought she knew something so they –” I pause and make a motion in Ruby’s direction, “ – they did this.” Her face crumples and she retreats inside the trailer. “Give me a minute, yeah?” 

I don’t wait for a response; I turn and follow her inside. Ruby makes her way back to bed and curls into a ball. I gather her up and place her on my lap.

“Got to go out for a while, Ruby,” I whisper to her temple. “Will you be alright by yourself?”

She clutches the front of my tee and nods. I can tell she doesn’t want me to leave, but I can’t let this go. If they are willing to beat up a defenseless woman, what would they do to a Brother out there alone? This cannot go unpunished.

“Lock the door after we leave, and I’ll ring you when I’m on my way back, okay?” All I get from her is another nod. I need to hear her voice. I need to know she’s getting this. “Ruby, what’s your favorite ice cream?”

“Cookie dough,” she whispers.

“I’ll bring you back some cookie dough ice cream.”

She leans back and stares me in the eyes. “I need marshmallows to go with it.”

“Cookie dough ice cream, and marshmallows?” Ruby nods. “You’re a nut; you know that right?”

“Have you ever had it?” she asks.

“No, I haven’t.”

“And you call me a nut, it’s good.” A small smile escapes her, and without thinking, I lean in and lightly kiss her mouth, trying hard not to hurt her split lip.

“Gotta go, I’ll ring later, and I’ll have ice cream and marshmallows for you.”

She nods and I slide her off my lap, and back onto the bed, kiss her lightly on the forehead, and go back to the boys outside.

Cage and Cooper sit on their Harleys, looking pissed off.

“What’s the plan?” growls Cage.

“Find them and fuck them up,” I say.

“Good, let’s ride,” says Cooper.

“Do you know where to?” I ask.

“Yeah, Dark Warriors have a Clubhouse.” Cooper starts his Harley, and Cage does the same.

I climb onto my bike, and we ride out of the trailer park in a single file in search of the Dark Warriors.

****

Cage and Cooper must know every back alley in Vegas. When they finally pull up, it’s at the end of another alley, and the bikes are obscured from the road by large industrial waste bins. I kill my bike and climb off. Cage takes off his colors and drapes it over his bike, then makes his way to the end of the alley where he disappears around the corner. I start to head in the same direction, but Cooper grabs my arm.

“Give him a minute. Cage has a female friend who lives nearby; she might know something. We need to wait and be cool, Brother.”

I nod, but waiting around is not one of my strong suits. After ten minutes, I begin to pace, and at twenty minutes, I’m about to go in search of Cage when he comes back around the corner.

“What the fuck took so long?” I demand.

“Relax, Rebel, got this chick I see from time to time. She fucking knows everything that happens in this neighborhood, nosey, but she’s a good source of Intel.”

“Did she say anything?” 

“Yeah, a couple of prospects were bragging about how they handled the tattoo girl from Inkmare.”

“They used fucking prospects?” I ask incredulously.

“From what little she knew, it appears as if the prospects did that on their own, the word is, their Prez isn’t pleased.”

“Names?” asks Cooper.

“Did better than that, got my friend to phone them, and tell them about a party for four.” A grin spreads across his face.

The promise of sex is an easy way to get a man, any man, to do something. I nod at Cage and ask, “Where are we meeting them?”

“It’s an abandoned warehouse on the outskirts, must have been a while since they’ve dipped their wicks if they believed she’d meet them there.” I nod, and he continues. “We should head out now, stash the bikes and wait.”

“Let’s ride.” I climb onto my bike and start her up, waiting for Cage and Cooper to do the same.

The ride to the warehouse takes an hour. On the way, my mind is filled with images of Ruby, and her bruised and battered face and body. None of this makes sense, and I feel my rage building as I replay our conversation at the hospital.

“You just said you were raped.”

“Yes, I did, but not this time.”

Not this time. Not this time. How many times does a person have to be hurt before they can’t get up again? Ruby appears strong, but is she strong enough? She’s a tiny little thing, all soft and curvy. Yes, she has an attitude, but that makes me like her more. 

I like her. 

Fuck. I haven’t liked anyone since Kat Saunders; I kept hoping she’d look over and see me, really see me. Never happened. Now she’s married to Dane and treats me like her little brother. 

Before I know it, we’ve pulled into a huge empty building, I park my bike next to Cages’ and kill the engine.

“Brother, you okay?” asks Cage.

I scrub a hand over my face and nod. “How long before they get here?”

“Not long, about forty-five minutes. Let’s set up, hide the bikes, and wait for the fuckers,” growls Cage.

****

When I hear the sound of approaching bikes, I’m ready. I feel like a snake that’s ready to strike, my muscles burn, and I need to feed my venom, my rage, into them.

They ride into the warehouse, grins on their faces with the promise of pussy urging them on. When they get off their bikes, Cage steps out of the shadows, and Cooper shuts the doors behind them. Confusion washes over their features as they look at each other, then us. I have a piece of wood in my hands and stalk toward them when I am close, I swing and hit one of them with enough force that he falls onto his companion and both bikes topple over.

The guy on the bottom is pinned between the floor and the bike on top of him. I raise the wood above my head and bring it down on the top guy, once, twice, three times. On the fourth hit, I connect with his head, and a crunching sound is heard as his head bounces off the bike beneath him.

I throw the wood away, and grab the fucker, pulling him free of the bikes. I try to get him to stand, but his knees give out, and he crumples to the floor. My boot connects with his gut, and he makes a satisfying grunt. 

“Stop!” yells the prospect still pinned beneath the bikes.

I turn my gaze to him, and whatever he sees, he shakes his head and tries to scramble out from the bikes he’s under. For good measure, I kick his friend again and then give him my best smile as I make my way toward him.

He’s trapped. He can’t get out, and I smell burning flesh as the bike burns into him. I kneel down in front of him, and he makes a whimpering noise. All I can think of is Ruby, my fist connects with his face, and I hear the sound of bone breaking as his nose explodes into a bloody mess. I am far from done; I keep hitting him, feeling his skin rip and tear as my rings bite into his flesh. As I raise my fist again, someone grabs my arm. I growl and look up into Cage’s eyes.

He immediately lets go. “Enough, Rebel. Unless you want to kill these fuckers.” 

I stare at him for a moment, weighing up what he said. My rage does want to see them dead, for Ruby, for what they did. But this would start a war, and I don’t have permission to kill them, fuck it, I don’t have permission to beat them senseless, either. My gaze returns to the man that I’ve just beaten; he’s making a gurgling sound as blood pours down his throat. His face is a mess.

Cooper holds out his hand and helps me to my feet. “Let’s go, Brother.”

I nod and walk mechanically toward my bike, climb on and start it up.

“Ah, Rebel?” I look at Cage; he motions to one of my hands. “You have a tooth sticking out of your knuckles.”

Absently I look at both hands; they’re covered in blood, but on my right hand, wedged between my pointer finger, and middle finger, is a tooth. I pull it out and flex my fingers, nothing hurts.

“Rebel, next time I need someone taken care of, you, my friend, will be my first call.”

I know he means it as a compliment; it’s high praise coming from Cage. He and Cooper aren’t known for being soft, but right now I have no desire to gloat over this, right now all I want is to get back to Ruby. I nod and give a chin lift, then leave the warehouse as quickly as my bike will take me.

Chapter 11

Salvatore

I’ve been escorted to a building site just off the Vegas Strip by four of the Donati family. Their mood is somber, and I don’t like the fact that I am on a building site, I have no desire to become part of the foundations. Outwardly I am calm, but inwardly, I scan my surroundings looking for an exit. 

“Well, if it isn’t Salvatore Agostino!” I turn around to see a middle-aged man in an Armani suit; I can only assume he is head of the Donati family in Vegas. He’s all smiles and has his arms open wide. Slowly the smile slips off his face. “You do me a dis-service by not telling me you were in Vegas, where’s the respect?” All humor has left his voice, and the arms that were once open and welcoming, are now at his sides.

“Forgive me; I meant no disrespect. I’m not here on business for the Abruzzi family, merely another business venture; I should have checked in with you when I arrived. Please be assured that nothing I do here is related to my family, or impacts yours.” My tone is neutral, and my demeanor is relaxed. Casually I undo my jacket and place my left hand on my hip if things are going to get messy, I don’t want to be slowed down.

“Opening a new casino doesn’t impact on us?” he asks.

“Perhaps you would do me the honor of telling me who I am talking to?” I ask.

“You don’t recognize me?” I shake my head. “I am in charge of operations in Vegas for the Donati family, Carlos Rovere.”

Fuck. I may not recognize him, but I do know the name. He isn’t known for his negotiating skills, but rather his ability to get the job done, no matter the cost.

I extend my hand and take a step toward him. “Salvatore Agostino, Captain in the Abruzzi family, pleased to meet you, Carlos.” 

He bridges the gap between us and takes my hand. “I know you are a Captain in your family, but that doesn’t give you free reign here.”

“And last I checked, your family didn’t own Vegas. We are all players here.” I straighten my jacket and look around at the men in the room who are trying to look bored. “Why have you invited me to this....?” I spread my arms wide and look around at my surroundings. 

“Invited?” Carlos smiles. “And here, I was thinking, we’d successfully transported you here for a quiet chat.” I take two steps away from him and position myself so that all of the men in the room are now in front of me. I say nothing, and then I smile at him and raise my eyebrows. “You know we have an informant in the Savage Angels, he used to be in the Dark Warriors; they’re useful if not barbarous. They’re quite good at being our lap dogs, doing what we wish, and Buzz tried to tell us that you’re working for the Savage Angels as if someone of your stature would work for them.”

“It’s true, I am here on behalf of the Savage Angels, my family will be getting a cut, but this is a deal for the – what did you call them – barbarians?”

He looks surprised as he glances at his men. “Can you believe this guy? Your family will get a cut? That’s it?” I nod. “Hmm, well, I think my family deserves a cut, too, if that’s really what’s going on.”

“Forgive me, Carlos, but why should your family get a cut?” I ask calmly.

“What did you say? We are all players here? Yeah, well, we want to play.”

I raise my eyebrows at him and place my hands on my hips. “I will need to talk to the Savage Angels, feel them out, see what they want to do.”

“Fine, you have three days to fix this. Oh, and don’t worry, Sal, we’ll find you,” he says with a snarl.

They all leave, and I let out a sigh of both relief and frustration. Relief that they didn’t pour cement on me and leave me here, and frustrated at this whole fucking deal.

I pull my phone out of my pocket and dial Dane.

“Hello?”

“Dane. It’s Sal. Things have gotten...complicated.” 

I listen to his intake of breath; then he says, “Tell me, Brother.”

Chapter 13

Steve

President of Dark Warriors

The bar’s packed, the music’s loud, and I’m sitting out front admiring the dancers; I normally stay in the back away from the public. Everyone’s having a good time; they’re all drinking, partying, and playing hard. 

My gaze settles on my VP, Travis; I can tell from his body language he’s not happy. He’s pacing and talking on his phone. When his eyes lock with mine, he stops pacing and heads toward me. Fuck, this can’t be good. I stand.

“The fucking Savage Angels attacked our prospects, both of them are in the hospital.” His jaw is set, and he looks like he wants to rip someone’s head off.

“Why?” I ask.

“Why what?” Travis growls.

“Use your head man, why the fuck would they go after us? What did the prospects do?”

“I don’t give a fuck, Steve, if they fucked their women and burned their Clubhouse down, they do not go after our members.” Travis steps toward me pressing his chest into mine. He’s a good friend, but I am in charge, and I will not tolerate a challenge to my authority.

I lock eyes with him and snarl, “Step. Back.” He drops my gaze and retreats. “Go to the hospital, find out what fucking happened, and keep me posted.”

****

Travis has been gone for over two hours, and the longer he’s gone, the more agitated I become. I sent two of my most trusted to the hospital to find out what’s going on, the prospects and Travis are nowhere to be found. All phones go to voice mail.

Have the Savage Angels gone after my VP? 

Jordan, my Sergeant at Arms, walks into the room, and from the look on his face, he isn’t happy.

“What?” I growl.

“Prez, from what I can gather, it looks like Travis and the prospects burnt down a tattoo parlor.”

“Why the fuck would they do that?” 

“It has ties to the Savage Angels, and Prez....”

He looks nervous, and I realize I am taking my frustrations out on him, so in a calmer voice I ask, “And what, Jordan?”

“Salvatore Agostino and Dane Reynolds are here, and request a sit-down.”

I sit back in my chair; my mouth falls open as I stare at Jordan.

“They’re here? In our Clubhouse?” I ask incredulously.

“Yes, Prez. They’re out front. Should I show them through? I’ve already patted them down, no weapons.”

My surprise turns to laughter. “Okay, Jordan, let’s see what Reynolds and Agostino have to say, and find my fucking VP.”

Jordan disappears. I run a hand through my hair and scrub my face. Could this fucking day get any more fucked up?

The door swings open and in walks Dane. Must be ten years since I’ve seen him, and the fucker only got bigger. I stand and walk toward him, his hand is already extended, and as I clasp it, he pulls me in closer, and slaps my back with his other hand.

“Hey, Steve, how’s it going?” 

“I’ve had better fucking days. What the fuck is going on?” 

“All in good time. Would you sit down with King, Sal, and myself? And anyone else you’d like?”

“Why would I want to do that?” I ask.

“Because we have a story to tell you, about the Donati’s that you may be interested in,” says a voice from behind Dane.

Dane moves out of the way and says, “Steve, this is Salvatore Agostino, Sal. He’s a moody motherfucker, but he’s family.”

Sal frowns at Dane and shakes my hand. 

“I’m not moody. I’ve just had enough of Vegas,” replies Sal.

“It’s not for everyone.” I look back at Dane. “Call King, let’s get this sorted.”

Chapter 13

Dane

President Savage Angels MC 

Steve and I go way back. At one time, he looked at joining us, but he loved Vegas more, and back then, he had no hope of going up through the ranks. I’m not surprised he’s President of the Dark Warriors; he always had a good head for business and an iron fist. There is no gray for Steve; it’s black or white. Choose badly and he’ll deal harshly. Loyalty for him is the only thing that matters.

I’m lounging in one of the chairs in his meeting room, trying to appear calm and at ease. There’s no love lost between the Vegas Chapters of the Dark Warriors and the Savage Angels. Pity, they would have worked well together, and together they could rule this town.

Some of the senior members of the Dark Warriors are sitting around their table with me, studying me. I’ve tried small talk and only got one-word answers, I fucking hate small talk anyway, so now, we’re all sitting in silence. Sal keeps fixing his jacket, the only sign he’s uncomfortable. I know he’s been away from his family for too long, he’s getting fucking soft. I no longer stray far from home, either. Almost losing my woman Kat, first to bullets, then because of my stupidity, makes me appreciate what it’s like to have a home, and soon I hope to fill it with our children.

A door opens, and I see King, Rebel, Cage, Cooper, and another Savage Angels member. The room goes quiet, I stand and give King a bear hug, startling him.

“Fuck, Dane! What are you a fucking pansy?” says King in a raised voice, but it’s filled with humor.

“How the fuck are you? Been keeping Rebel safe?” I glance at Rebel and give him a nod.

“Keeping Rebel safe?” He sighs and looks around the room. “I wouldn’t fucking be here if he, and these two, knew how to follow fucking orders, would I?”

Cage and Cooper straighten up and look at me. 

“King, what the fuck are you on about?” I ask.

“I’m here because Rebel, Cage, and Coop beat up a couple of prospects, aren’t I?” replies King.

“What the fuck?” I stare at Rebel and take a step toward him, he immediately takes a step back and raises his hands.

“I had a just fucking cause, Prez, I swear. They beat up a woman, Ruby, she had nothing to do with anything,” he replies, his tone is pleading, and he looks to Cage and Cooper who nod.

“Why didn’t you take this to King? Why didn’t you contact me? Who the fuck gave you three permission to start a fucking war!” I roar at them.

Steve walks in with three men; two look pretty beat up. He turns to those two.

“You beat up a woman? Why?” Steve demands.

Both men look uncomfortable, one glances at the other and says, “We thought the girl was the old lady of that one –” he nods at Rebel “ – we thought she could give us information to help you. Travis told us to follow the new guy, we just thought –“

“Who the fuck told you to think?” asks Steve in a low, deadly voice.

Travis answers, “They are loyal soldiers, Prez, they—“ 

“I told you to come back to me.” Steve turns and faces Travis. “I did not give you permission to burn down a fucking tattoo parlor, that if you had fucking asked, has no fucking ties to the Savage fucking Angels!” 

“Gentlemen, if I may?” asks Sal, we look at him. “Please sit. We have much to discuss.”

Steve looks at me, I shrug and take a seat, everyone else follows.

“Not you,” Sal says, placing a hand on the chest of the Savage Angels member I don’t know. “You will stand and face judgment, Buzz.”

“Who the fuck are you?” demands Buzz.

“Sal, what the fuck is going on?” I ask.

“Steve, do you recognize him? He used to be in your Chapter. He now works for the Donati’s, and informs them of every move the Savage Angels make,” says Sal in a cool, business tone.

“You are out of your fucking mind!” yells Buzz.

“No, I heard this from the Donati’s themselves, you are an informant, and the Dark Warriors are nothing, but barbarous dogs who do their bidding.”

Steve inhales sharply and looks from Sal to me; then his eyes settle on Buzz. I, too, look at Buzz; I assume everyone else is staring at him.

“King, are you going to take this fucking Italian’s word over mine?” 

King looks at Steve. “Was he in the Dark Warriors?” 

“Yes, briefly.” 

“He’s a fucking traitor, he deserv—“

Steve stands, knocking over his chair as he rounds on his VP. “You will hold your fucking tongue! You acted without authority. You disobeyed me.” Steve reaches for the VP patch on Travis’s jacket and rips it off. No one speaks, and then all eyes go back to Buzz.

“What do you want to do with him, King?” I ask.

“They hang traitors, don’t they?” 

Buzz makes a run for the door but is soon captured and thrown to the ground.

Steve looks at him on the floor and then raises his eyes to Sal. “Barbarous dogs?” Sal nods, Steve inhales deeply, flaring his nostrils as he exhales, anger bubbling just below the surface.

“I have a business proposal for you, Steve. You and me, we go way back, no bullshit, no fucking about. I’ll give you time to think about it, but I can’t have you in bed with the Donati’s. In fact, it’s time the Donati’s took a back seat in this town.” He eyes lock with mine, and his smile is bitter.

“What, so we can get into bed with the Abruzzi’s? What makes you think they’re any fucking better?” Steve responds.

“Not the Abruzzi’s directly.” I nod at Sal. “He’s good people, and you will need to pay a tribute to his family, but it’s not excessive, and you’ll own a casino, a fucking license to make money.”

“What’s the catch? There’s always a fucking catch,” says Steve.

“No more wars with the Savage Angels. No more fucking bullshit and I’ll need all the cash you have, including the hidden accounts, fuck it, I even want your children’s university funds.”

“Is that all?” he laughs mirthlessly. “Why not just bend me over, and fuck me while you’re at it?”

I stand and walk toward him. “Brother, I’m guessing whatever you have isn’t going to be enough, and I am willing to front you the rest. Buying a casino isn’t fucking cheap. There’re lots of hands to grease. Yes, that does include the Abruzzi’s, but you will be out from under the Donati’s, and you’ll have us, and the Abruzzi family to protect you, safety in numbers. And there’s just one more thing –” Steve purses his lips and raises his eyebrows at me. “No more drugs, and no more gun running, too fucking easy to get caught. You do this, you do it legit, and I promise, it’s all green from here on out.”

Steve laughs, and his men follow. He nods and places his hands on his hips. “Right and I’m just supposed to fucking believe you?”

Sal steps forward. “You know, Dane, you go back. If he is trying to fuck you over, what will happen? There will be a war, and that’s not good for business. The Savage Angels are moving with the times, the Dark Warriors are being offered a chance at the golden ring. With Dane’s and my help, your club will survive and thrive. Think it over; you have till midnight tomorrow. We can’t give you any more time than that, the deal with this other casino only just came up, we need to move now. If you don’t want it, we will move on it without you.”

“Talk it over with your most trusted, Steve. I’ll call you later today.” I begin to walk away, and he grabs my arm.

“You’re not fucking with me, are you?” Steve asks.

“Told you, Brother, no bullshit, life’s too short.”

All the Savage Angels members leave the room. I slap Sal’s shoulder when we hit the sidewalk.

“Well, I think that went fucking well,” I say with a grin.

“You think?” asks Sal.

“You didn’t discuss working with the Dark Warriors,” growls King.

“No time, Brother. Trust me when I tell you this deal is good. Now, what are you going to do with Buzz?” I ask.

King smiles. “I think in the interests of MC relations, we should use Buzz here, which in turn will save his life, and get him to arrange a meet with the Donati’s. Where we will, of course, fuck those pompous assholes up.”

Chapter 14

Salvatore

We wait at the construction site for the Donati family to arrive. I watched as King carved the skin from Buzz’s back – removing his MC tattoo. They told him they wouldn’t kill him, but I don’t think he’ll survive the night. He was told to make it to the hospital on his own, right now he’s passed out on the floor, slowly bleeding to death; guess it was better than hanging him.

The Donati’s are an hour late, we wait in the shadows, and I know they’ll come. They’ll want to know what Buzz has to offer them. Steve is also moving on the Donati’s tonight, with any luck, we will cut them down, and Vegas will be ours.

Three men walk into the building, no weapons drawn. 

“Yo Buzz! Where you at?” yells one.

I step out from the shadows.

“Buzz?”

“No, Buzz is lucky to be alive. A man cannot serve two masters,” I respond.

He looks surprised and reaches for his gun. The room is filled with the sound of many guns being cocked.

“I wouldn’t do that if I were you.” They all freeze with their guns mid-air. 

“We have no beef with you, Agostino,” he says as he puts his gun back in his holster, and raises his hands.

“You thought you could dupe the Savage Angels, and the Dark Warriors?” I ask.

He draws in a breath threw gritted teeth, flaring his nostrils. “They serve a purpose. They aren’t us; they have no idea what family is.”

Dane steps out from the darkness, gun in hand. “You see, that’s where you’ve got it all fucked up, we know what family means. You’re the ones who’ve got it all backward, you even threatened, Sal, isn’t he one of your own?”

“Yes, he is. It’s one of the reasons we didn’t kill him.”

“This is how this is going to go down.” The three soldiers turn their heads in my direction. “You will leave the Savage Angles and the Dark Warriors alone. They no longer need you. We are going to buy two casinos in Vegas, and your family is not going to cause a problem. We will pay you a one-off payment as a tribute, and that will be all. You will have no say in these casinos, and you will not set foot in them unless asked. If this is not acceptable, we can –” I open my jacket to reveal my gun, “— settle this now.”

“I will take this back to our Don. Discuss –“

“You tell him, there will be no negotiation.” 

He nods and begins to walk backward, arms still raised. His men do the same, once they have cleared the building, I hear guns being uncocked, and put away.

Dane slaps me on the back. “Will they go for it?”

“If they don’t, they’re as good as dead. How do you think the Dark Warriors went?”

“Pretty sure those fuckers were out for blood, too many old wounds there, but Steve is smart, so, maybe not,” laments Dane.


Chapter 15

Rebel 

––––––––

The meet with the Dark Warriors and the Donati’s didn’t go as planned. There was no gun play, but there was an awesome brawl. Both sides took a beating as I watched from a distance. Both Dane and King were not happy with me, I wasn’t allowed to take part, my job was to watch and report back.

Now, I’m standing outside Ruby’s trailer trying to decide what to do. I don’t like Vegas, but if she wants to stay, I could join the Vegas Chapter. I’m not even sure if this woman likes me. It’s been so long since I’ve thought about anyone except for Kat, that I’m not even sure what to say.

All of this runs through my mind when her trailer door flies open. Ruby has both hands on her hips, lots of makeup – I assume to cover the bruises – and her head is cocked to the side.

“Well, you coming in or what?” Ruby demands.

“I was, I was—“

“What you didn’t think I heard you pull up? Your bike is loud, Rebel,” Ruby says throwing her hands in the air.

I grin at her and take two steps toward her, grab her by the waist and lift her out of the trailer.

“Rebel!” she yells, laughing.

“Damn, Ruby, give a guy a break.”

“Put me down!” 

As I lower her to the ground, she entwines her hands behind my head, stands on tip-toe, and kisses me. My hands immediately go to her ass, and I walk her backward until we hit the side of the trailer, our tongues dueling with each other.

“Honey, let’s take this inside,” I say as I trail one of my hands from her ass to cup her breast.

Ruby grabs my hand and walks up the steps. My arms encircle her as I march her toward her bed. I’m kissing her neck, and she tastes so fucking good. When we make it to her bed, I reach down, and pull her t-shirt up over her head, slowly I turn her around, and my eyes fall on her body. The bruises are turning yellow, and I step back from her.

“Rebel, what’s wrong?”

“I’m a fucking asshole.” Her eyes widen as she sits down. “Ruby, why didn’t you stop me? You must be in pain. Honey, we can wait.”

“What?” she murmurs.

I kneel down in front of her, and my hands start rubbing her thighs. “Your ribs, they must hurt?”

“I can think of other things we can do...” Her smile is small, and she places her hands over mine pulling them up toward her ass.

“You sure?”

“Rebel, they say endorphins can make you forget the pain, how about we give it a try?” She purrs.

I push her skirt up, and drag her closer to me as I explore under her skirt with my hands. Thankfully, she isn’t wearing any underwear, I grip her ass, and she places both legs on either side of my shoulders and lays back. I bite the inside of her thigh and lick all the way to her core. I stop and look at her as she lifts her head up from the bed.

“Rebel?”

“We do this, and you’re with me, right, Ruby?”

She removes her legs from my shoulders and sits up. “I’m not looking for a white picket fence, Rebel, I’m looking for a good time, a safe time.”

“You know I have to go back to Tourmaline, right?”

“Yeah. When do you leave?” Her head drops, and she starts playing with her skirt.

I place my finger under her chin, lifting her head up.

“Come with me. What have you got here, anyway? The place you worked for is gone, that just leaves this shitty trailer.”

“You think my home is shitty?” Ruby asks, her eyes wide.

“No, honey, I can see you’ve tried to make it nice, but it’s still an old trailer that probably should’ve been crushed twenty years ago.”

Ruby looks around the trailer, and when her eyes finally come back to me, she grabs my face and kisses me.

“I’ve never been to Tourmaline. Have they got a tattoo shop there?”

“No, honey, we mostly go into Pearl County to get work done. You could open up a shop in town. I’m sure Dane knows someone; we could work something out.”

She gives me a tentative smile, and I’m hoping she’ll say yes. I feel my heart thudding in my chest, and then she nods.

“Is that a yes?” 

“You’re right, I don’t have a job here anymore, and I’m going to run out of cash to pay for rent on my shitty trailer.”

“Ruby, I—“

“It’s okay, Rebel, I’m teasing you. If I go with you to Tourmaline, where will I stay?”

I suck in a breath, and push her backward onto the mattress, covering her body with my own.

“You could stay with me at the Compound. I don’t have a place of my own, but I’ve got money. We could get a place in town, maybe above a vacant shop so you can work your own hours, or you could live by yourself all you have to do –“

Laughter bubbles up out of her. “Rebel!” Ruby places both hands on my face and kisses me. “We’ll figure it out!” 

“Yes, we will.”

I kiss her deeply, and our tongues duel. My cock is so hard, that I’m ready to fuck her, but I know that she’s hurt, and I don’t want her in any more pain. I trail my hand down to her breast, and I pull down her bra, sucking her nipple into my mouth. A moan escapes her as I trace kisses down to her core, then I lick up to her belly button, back again, while my hand's caress and tease her nipples. The noises she makes are driving me wild, and the taste of her skin is intoxicating. I kneel on the bed, lift one of her legs, and kiss from her knee to her navel teasing her core with my tongue; Ruby grinds herself onto my face. Slowly I lick and suck her clit, inserting two fingers into her as she rolls her hips, and plays with her nipples. Ruby’s moans become louder, and from the taste of her, I know she’s close.

“Oh my God, oh my God, oh my—!” Ruby arches off the bed, and grabs my head with both hands, holding me in place.

Her whole body trembles, and when she lets me go, I trail my tongue up her body to her mouth. She kisses all over my face while her hands are pulling at my t-shirt. 

“Tell me what you want, baby, tell me,” Ruby whispers.

“I want to fuck you, but I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Right now, nothing can hurt me. Fuck me, Rebel, fuck me.”

I search her face to make sure she’s in no pain, and all I see is lust. I get off the bed, undo my belt and jeans, and release my cock. I stroke myself a couple of times then ask, “Do you think you could get on your knees, honey?”

Ruby says nothing as she positions herself on the edge of the bed, legs spread. I’m so hard for her, that the sight of her so exposed, makes me drive myself into her.

We cry out as I continue to pump in and out of her at a brutal speed. She feels tight and slick, and a part of me is worried that I’m hurting her, but then she arches her back and pushes backward into me. My fingers dig into her hips as Ruby matches me thrust for thrust, and my orgasm washes over me as she continues to move. I push into her one last time, and hold her in place. 

I stay inside her for a long time, stroking her back and ass, as we both return to a normal breathing pattern.

“Did I hurt you, honey?” I ask quietly.

She pulls herself away from me breaking our contact; I groan at the loss. She collapses on the bed and looks up at me.

“No, Reb, I’m good.” She stretches like a cat, and I swear she’s purring.

I turn and sit on the bed, and she reaches up and pulls me down.

“I love your baldhead.”

A chuckle escapes me. “You love my bald-head?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay then, I’ll keep it that way.”

“When do we leave?” Ruby asks.

“You tell me when.”

“How about, we have a shower, do all of that again and then talk about getting on the road?” Ruby suggests.

“I’m good with that, but I’ll need food, woman, if you want me to do that again.”

“Damn, if all you need is food, let’s get cracking!” 

She leaps out of bed, heading straight toward the kitchen, her ribs apparently no longer bothering her. Ruby’s a beautiful woman, and hopefully, she can cook as well as she fucks. I think I’ll take the long way home; I want to keep her to myself for a while. My brothers are going to want her ink when they see how good she is with her art, and I know more than a few of them will just want her. 

I’m not sharing. Ruby belongs to me.




The End.
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