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I had it all.

Family. Career. A future.

Until a couple of bikers brutally took it away from me.

They scarred me both inside and out, killing the man I once was.

Jared Koynakov is dead and Koyn rose from the ashes.

 

Ten years later, I live by a code that is shaped by hate, anger, and revenge.

As prez, I’ve built a brotherhood of men who share the same thirst for vengeance and are loyal until the end.

Together, we will find those bastards and end them.

Every last one of them.

 

All it takes is one slip, and I almost have them in my grasp.

Until a pretty pageant girl, who looks far too much like my daughter, steps into the fray, causing the ultimate distraction.

 

I must choose between my revenge and being her savior.

I’m one helluva biker with a taste for torture, but I’m an even better daddy…


 

 

 

Matt,

Thanks for listening to every single torture scene I describe in detail

and still going to bed with me each night.

Your bravery inspires every hero and each villain.

Love, Your Scarily Imaginative Wife
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PROTECT: The club and your brothers come before anything else, and must be protected at all costs. CLUB is FAMILY.

 

RESPECT: Earn it and give it. Respect club law. Respect the patch. Respect your brothers. Disrespect a member and there will be hell to pay.

 

HONOR: Being patched in is an honor, not a right. Your colors are sacred, not to be left alone, and NEVER let them touch the ground.

 

OL’ LADIES: Never disrespect a member’s or brother’s ol’ lady. PERIOD.

 

CHURCH is MANDATORY.

 

LOYALTY: Takes precedence over all, including well-being.

 

HONESTY: Never LIE, CHEAT, or STEAL from another member or the club.

 

TERRITORY: You are to respect your brother’s property and follow their Chapter’s club rules.

 

TRUST: Years to earn it…seconds to lose it.

 

NEVER RIDE OFF: Brothers do not abandon their family.
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Jared

Ten Years Ago…

 

“I’ll think about it,” I tell my brother. “I’m swamped, though, with the—”

“I haven’t seen your scrawny ass in a year,” Jeremy growls. “A whole goddamn year.”

Again with the guilt trip.

“It’s just this contract I have with the NSA. It’s huge. I can’t up and leave to eat fucking turkey with you because you miss me.”

His heavy sigh rattles through the speakers of my Escalade. “You missed last Thanksgiving.”

“Did you call me to pout because I already have enough of that going on with Blaire right now?”

“No shit? What now?”

“D.C. class trip she insists on going on.”

“Long way from Houston,” he says with a whistle. “She’d actually have to leave the bubble.”

“Which is exactly why I said no.”

“And what did Ellie have to say?”

“That I’m being an overbearing asshole and if I don’t let Blaire leave the nest some, she’ll leave me for good.” I rub at the back of my neck as I pull in front of the gate of my massive house. “She’s seventeen, for fuck’s sake. I have a death grip on her at least until May when she graduates.”

Jeremy chuckles. “It’s a class trip, Jared…”

“With boys,” I snarl.

“And now we get to the crux of the matter. Boys. One day some fool is going to deflower your daughter. You know this, right? She can’t die a virgin.”

I roll down my window and type in the code to give me access past the gate. “I’m going to sure as hell try and make that happen. She’s my little girl, man.”

“Well, at least bring my niece and sister-in-law up here to see me. T-Town is lonely without my little bro. I’m not above begging.”

“I’ll try,” I tell him and mean it. “I’m at the house. Ellie texted earlier. She’s making some low carb eggplant shit. I might be dead before Thanksgiving.”

He snorts. “The things we do for love.”

“You’re calling it love now? You and Krista back together?”

“Blake needs a mom and dad.”

“He’s eight. Practically a man now. You don’t really have to sacrifice your happiness to make your son happy,” I remind him for the millionth time as I pull into one of the four garage bays.

“He just seems happier when we’re all together. I can put up with Krista’s cunty ways for my boy.”

I roll my eyes. For how long, though? Until she fucks another one of his colleagues?

“You’re a saint.” I shut off the Escalade and climb out, grabbing my messenger bag. After dinner, I have more shit to work on. This contract will make me millions. “I need to kiss my wife and eat eggplant shit. I’ll call you when we’re on our way.”

“You’re going to come?” He fucking shrieks like a goddamn female.

“I’ll probably work the whole time, but yeah, we’ll come for the holidays.”

“Love you, bro. See you next week.”

I hang up and pocket my phone in my slacks before shouldering my bag. My mind is on Blaire and how I’ll make it up to her for not saying yes to the class trip. She’s had her eye on a new Mustang. When I step into the house, I ready myself for the assaulting scent of eggplant. The smell that hits me confuses me, though.

Body odor.

Grease.

Sweat.

Blood.

“Ellz Bellz, babe,” I call out, trying to ignore the oily feeling spreading through my veins threatening to drown me. “Did we change our mind about dinner?”

The kitchen is empty. Food is spread out all over the counter where she was in the middle of prepping dinner. My heart rate speeds up. I toss my laptop on the table and stride out of the kitchen toward the living room.

“Blaire, sweetheart, where’s your mother—” My words are sliced right from my tongue as I take in the scene, blinking my eyes several times in confusion.

And then panic hits.

Blaire and Ellie, sitting on their knees, their wrists bound behind their backs, tears soaking their red faces. Both wearing matching strips of duct tape over their mouths. Not thinking about anything but their safety, I rush to them. My fingers brush along my wife’s wet cheek before something hits me hard in the head.

Black.

Black.

Black.
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I blink away my unconsciousness, trying to make sense of where I’m at or what’s happening.

“And so he finally wakes,” a gruff voice says, stomping over to me.

He grips my hair and jerks my head back. I stare into a pair of cruel blue eyes. The bearded man has long, greasy blond hair and a wiry beard. His breath reeks of alcohol and rotting teeth.

“M-My wife—”

He pistol-whips me and I nearly black out again. What the fuck is happening? I try to take a swing at the guy, but my hands are tightly tied behind my back.

“Your wife doesn’t belong to you anymore,” the man growls. “She’s my property. My prize for a job well done.”

“Y-You want money?” I hiss out. “You can have it. Name your price and it’s yours. Just leave them alone. Don’t hurt them.”

Blaire’s squeal sets my soul on fire.

“Too late,” the man says. “They’re hurting and your money can’t stop that.”

I try to see around him. “B-Blaire, baby!”

“Aww,” the man taunts. “This is heartfelt. He needs to see his daughter.” He steps away, revealing her to me. When I see her, I’m blinded by tears.

No.

Not my little girl.

Naked and bleeding and sobbing. Her mother lies in the same state on the ground beside her, unmoving but alive.

“Let them go,” I roar, fury burning hot through me. “I’ll give you whatever the fuck you want, but let them go. Now.”

The man laughs. “What I want is for you to watch me take from you.”

“No,” I snarl, trying to stand. A strong hand from behind me holds me down on my knees. So there are at least two of them.

“Yes, motherfucker. So much yes. Watch how I make her squeal like a pig.” He licks his lips. “Haven’t had me a virgin in a fucking long time.”

I fight against the hold of the man behind me as I stare helplessly at Blaire. Her dark brown hair is sweaty and messy. Just this morning it was perfectly straight. She could barely look up from her phone as she sassed me about the fucking D.C. trip. It feels like a lifetime ago. I don’t understand how we got from there to here in a matter of twelve hours.

“Blaire, baby, listen to me,” I plead. “Just look at Daddy. Don’t look at him.”

She sobs and gags and, fuck, she looks so helpless.

The man unbuckles his belt and I lose it. “I’m going to fucking kill you, you monster!”

He cocks his head to the side. “Threats get you nowhere with me, asshole.” With practiced ease, he whips out a sharp knife and stalks over to my family. He grabs Ellie by her dark hair and drags her to her feet. Dull eyes spark to life as she makes eye contact with me. She squirms and kicks to no avail, attempting to scream past the duct tape covering her mouth.

“Ellie,” I choke out through my tears. “Fuck, Ellie!”

The man holds her naked body against his. “Rancid had a wonderful time tearing up her tight asshole. She definitely never let her husband have her ass. That was pretty fucking obvious with how she screamed and bled.” He shakes his head at me. “Should have broken her in while you had the chance. Could have saved her a lot of pain.”

“YOU MOTHERFUCKER!”

I’m yanked back and the guy behind me—Rancid—forcefully slaps a strip of duct tape over my mouth. He’s bigger and stronger than me. I’ve never been a small guy, but compared to these monsters, I feel fucking puny and useless.

“Just so you know,” the man holding Ellie says. “This isn’t personal. It was fucking delightful and I enjoyed it immensely, but at the end of the day, this was a job.”

A job?

I glower at him, wishing I could make him fucking explode on sheer willpower alone.

“So when I do this,” he says, “it’s just business.”

The breath is sucked out of me when he jabs the knife into Ellie’s abdomen one-two-three-four-five-six times. Hot tears roll down my cheeks as blood gushes from her wounds. She blacks out from the pain and I know I’ll never see her pretty brown eyes again. I close my eyes and beg God for her to pass quickly because it’s too fucking cruel for her to remain in the arms of a sick bastard, suffering.

A thud on the floor makes me snap my eyes back open. Ellie remains lifeless as the blood pools around her. I’m shocked. Horrified. Disgusted. Helpless. Blaire’s sobs demand my attention. I stare at my beautiful daughter—my sweet little girl who just wanted to see the goddamn capitol of the United States. The girl who loved shopping and going to the movies and jet skiing. My baby girl who used to not mind being trapped in Daddy’s bubble of protection.

At least we’ll all die together.

I have no doubt they’re going to kill us all.

I just wish they’d slit her throat and end it now. I can’t bear to watch them destroy my baby like they did my wife. I can’t fucking do it.

But I don’t get a say in this shit.

“This, though,” the man says, yanking my daughter to her feet. “This is personal. A prize for my hard work. Killing her seems too easy. Not before I enjoy myself a little anyway.”

I shake my head, snarling like a barely caged bull. Fury burns like lava through my veins. I try to stand, but Rancid holds me tight.

Her screams of terror become a living, breathing organism—thrashing and throbbing and moving inside me. I feel every single one to the marrow of my bones. This is hell. I was a god with more money than I knew what to do with, but I’ve been reduced to a prisoner meant to watch the most horrific thing I’ll ever have to endure. I’d give up the money, the cars, everything to rewind back to this morning and get the fuck out of this town.

I want to be there for her. To save her. To hold her. To promise her everything will be okay. I can’t, though, and that realization cracks me down the middle. My sanity bleeds from me, mixing with my wife’s blood on the floor. My child’s screams echo through me as the man tears through her innocence. As he takes what was never his. As he destroys her. I can’t watch him. I’m a failure as a father—I can’t even watch her demise. I’m a coward. I’m empty.

My blood runs cold as I harden myself.

When I die here shortly, I don’t want my last thoughts being of my daughter being brutally assaulted by a psychopath. She cries and cries and cries until she doesn’t cry anymore. The grunting and slapping flesh become distant in my mind. Everything is black. Everything is black. Everything is black.

The same sickening sounds the knife made as it ended my wife can be heard once more. This time, in my baby girl’s neck. The blood. So much blood.

Death.

Death.

We’re dying.

My family is dead.

I want to go with them.

Blackblackblackblackblack.

Rancid’s laughter haunts my soul and then his knife is on my face. Carving. Slicing. Gouging. The pain is nothing compared to the pain inside me. Blood runs down my cheeks, heavy and hot.

I get a good look at him and smell his dank breath. Looks just like the other motherfucker. Wears the same leather vest. BBB is embroidered in the material over a skull.

“X marks the spot,” Rancid says, pressing his thumb between my eyes, digging into where he cut me, and shoving me to the floor. “All the treasures hidden up there in that expensive brain of yours. It’s a shame we can’t use that.”

The men laugh and I watch with disgust as the other man pulls out his dripping cock, soaked in the blood of my daughter. Her lifeless body slumps to the floor, landing on her dead mother. My two stars have faded to black.

Mine.

They took mine.

They. Took. Mine.

Rage, explosive and out of control, detonates. No longer being held down by Rancid, I use the moment to my advantage. I burst to my feet and launch myself at Rancid. My shoulder connects with the middle of his back. He slams into the other guy, who’s still trying to put his dick back in his pants. They stumble, tripping over the other. I raise my foot and kick Rancid hard, sending his head popping against the coffee table. When he doesn’t get up, I charge the other guy.

His knife is still buried in my daughter’s neck. Thanks for helping Daddy, baby girl. I head-butt the guy and he falls on his ass. Not wasting any time, I slam my foot down on his nose, loving the sick popping sound of it breaking. Over and over I smash my dress shoe into his face. He manages to roll away from me.

“Fuck!” he yells, his eyes landing on Rancid as blood gushes down his face. “What the fuck did you do to him?”

Rancid’s head lies at a funny angle, his eyes open and dull.

Snarling like a bear, I charge this fucker again. He scrambles back. And then he turns away to run. I kick him right in the spine, making him howl, but he keeps running. Why the fuck is he running?

COME BACK HERE, MOTHERFUCKER!

But he’s gone.

The back door slams and then I hear the distinct sound of a motorcycle revving.

I should be dead.

With them.

My eyes land on my girls and a ragged sob escapes me. I need to hold them. I need to fucking hold them. With hot tears in my eyes, I back up and gently relieve my daughter of the knife in her neck. It takes some difficult maneuvering and I gouge the knife into my arms several times, but I eventually cut through the rope. As soon as I’m free, I yank off the tape and then cradle my girls. I pull them into my arms, squeezing them tight as I scream until I’m hoarse.

I scream and scream and scream.

And when their bodies feel cold, I dig my hand into my slacks pocket. With shaky fingers, I call the only person I have left.

“If you changed your mind about Thanksgiving—”

And I scream again.
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Koyn

Present…

 

Goddammit, this kid is going to be the death of me.

“Sorry, Prez,” Nees grumbles as he picks up his wrench from the garage floor and darts his eyes to the dent on the fuel tank.

I swear to fuck, Copper better come get this klutzy motherfucker before I cut his hands off and feed them to him. His eyes widen and he takes a step back, nearly knocking my 2020 vivid black Sport Glide Harley over. A growl of warning rumbles through me.

“Yo, Prospect,” Filter says, strutting over to us from his own bike. “Why don’t you go grab a water and take a break? You look about ready to shit yourself. And if you knock over Prez’s bike, you’re going to be shitting through about forty hollow-point holes in your ass.”

Nees hands the wrench to Filter and scrambles away mumbling apologies.

“I’m going to drown him in Keystone Lake,” I warn, my voice rough and annoyed.

Filter laughs as he drops the wrench on the work table with a clang. “Your brother will be pissed if you drown his son.”

“He’ll get over it.”

“Get over what?” Dragon asks, looking all too fucking chipper today, grinning like a fool.

“Me killing Nees.”

Dragon’s green eyes light up with violence, his large green and black dragon tattoo on his neck moving like it’s alive. “Oooh, goodie. Can I help?”

Filter shoves him. “Go blow up shit elsewhere. I’m trying to dismantle the bomb at the moment.”

Me.

I’m the bomb.

Always ticking.

If it weren’t for my VP, Filter, I would’ve blown up the whole goddamn world years ago. Filter keeps me grounded and focused. Mostly. I’m always teetering on the line of losing my fucking mind and going nuclear. He keeps me from doing either.

“You always spoil my fun.” Dragon pouts like the girl he is.

Filter laughs. “Get out of here, dickhead. We’ll see you at Church.”

“Why does he smell so…” I trail off, looking for the right word.

“Gay?”

“I was going to say bitchy.”

“Because he’s Dragon,” he says with a shrug. “For some damn reason, he thinks the motorcycle club life is better for him than the dance club life. Though I beg to differ.”

Sure, Dragon is a fucking metrosexual if I ever saw one with his perfect hair and celebrity smile and stupid tight leather pants, but he’s lethal. A pussy magnet killing machine. And the fucker is brilliant with social media. He’s one of my best assets, though I’d never fucking tell him that. His head’s big enough as it is.

“Tell him his sister wants her perfume back,” I grumble, walking over to my bike to inspect the damage. I’ve had this bike for three fucking weeks. Three weeks. How Nees’s wrench managed to come in contact with it is beyond me.

“You can tell him yourself,” Filter retorts. “That fucker bites.”

Unfortunately, when that asshole gets drunk, he turns into a fucking wannabe vampire. Starts fights and finishes them with his teeth. He and my buddy Drake from Savannah could be best fucking friends. But the world has enough assholes who are one bromance away from serial killer partners status. No need to set loose more crazies into the world, and I know if those two fuckers got together, the world would be a much darker place. Definitely not encouraging that shit.

“You ready for Church tonight?” Filter asks as we walk out of the club garage on my property and into a copse of trees that open up to a fucking amazing view.

“Yeah,” I grunt. “Lots of shit to go over.”

I cross my arms over my chest, staring out at Keystone Lake. Ellie would have loved this place. She wasn’t the city girl I turned her into. I should have fucking settled with her in Beaumont rather than moving her to Houston. So many should haves…

“Everything okay, man?” Filter asks, drawing me from thoughts that will only grow darker if I let them. He pulls his Marlboro reds from his pocket and offers me one. I push it between my lips and wait for him to light it. After I take a long drag, I blow it out and finally answer him.

“Fucking peachy.”

He snorts. “I think you meant to say, ‘Hey, Filter, let’s go shoot shit up so I can relax.’”

“Can Nees run around holding the target?” I ask, smirking. I inhale more of the smoke that calms my fucking soul—another bad habit I picked up after that night.

“Why don’t you ask Copper if that’d be okay?”

The crunch of a big-ass truck on gravel sounds as my brother makes his way up the long road to the compound. I had this place built about five years ago, moving our location from a shithole in Tulsa to Sand Springs where we could fucking breathe.

Copper’s Ford Super Duty King Ranch truck is gold with chrome trim. He rides around in that thing like he’s the fucking god of the roads. Filter and I walk over to him as he climbs out. My brother has been with the FBI for over twenty years. But, in the last ten, his views on justice have changed. The night those fuckers took my family, I was no longer Jared and he was no longer Jeremy. The Koynakov brothers died that day along with the sweetest girls on earth. Vengeance became what we talked about over turkey dinners. We became Koyn and Copper.

“Where’s my boy?” Copper asks, a wide grin on his face that used to match mine. Mine now bears scars from Rancid.

“Fuckin’ Prospect dinged up my bike,” I grumble, my cigarette bouncing between my lips as I talk. “Take his useless ass back with you.”

Copper just laughs and runs his fingers through his nearly black hair that’s sporting a few grays lately. “You’re such a dick, Jared. You’re his uncle. Cut him some slack.”

“You know I can’t save you if he blows a fucking gasket when you poke him, right?” Filter asks, giving my brother a playful slap to the back.

“I’ve been poking my baby brother for sport since I was four years old. He’s used to it.” Copper flashes me an arrogant smile, his dark brown eyes glinting with amusement. “He likes it.”

“I also like cutting the throats of fuckers who talk too much,” I remind him, glaring. I toss my cigarette at my feet and stub it out with my black boot.

Copper shoves his hands in his pockets and looks down at the bright yellow FBI logo on his navy long-sleeved shirt under his matching jacket. “And I’m bound by duty to arrest you if you do.”

We share a knowing look. He’s my fucking brother. Blood over everyfuckingthing else.

“While this has been a touching moment,” Filter jokes, “let’s head over to the range. I’m feeling ragey since my bitch is on the rag and didn’t feel like giving head.”

I lift my brows. “Stormy’s always on the rag.”

“Better than being fucking pregnant,” he bites back.

True fucking story. I can’t be losing my VP to a pregnant bitch who I’m pretty sure gives it up to half the other Royal Bastards when he’s not looking. They’re not exclusive, so it’s not like he’ll kill anyone for touching her, but he’s the kind of guy who lives by some sort of moral code that most of us are missing. If Stormy gets knocked up, he’ll father the fuck out of that kid.

“Let’s roll then, assholes.”
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I can hear Bermuda, my club treasurer and the big fucking redneck of the group, trying to explain to Nees how to hold his weapon. Filter gave Nees a little Glock that his green ass should be able to handle. I mean, I know the kid’s fresh out of high school, but this is common knowledge bullshit. I blame Copper for letting Nees spend so much time with Krista the cunt. It made him a fucking pussy. If I’ve learned anything in this lifetime, it’s that if you want to survive, you can’t act like a goddamn vagina.

“You coming to Church tonight?” I ask my brother as I load bullets into a magazine.

“Naw, man,” he grumbles. “I’m not patched in. Don’t change your rules for me.”

My rules.

Sure, I am president of the Tulsa chapter of the Royal Bastards MC, but at the end of the day, I abide by a different set of rules. My club follows those rules without hesitation. They may not understand where the hell my mind goes half the time, but they’re right there with me. Loyalty is everything to me. I reward them with money, pussy, and endless opportunities.

“Least stay for dinner. Stormy can cook half the time,” I offer. “You can spoon feed your baby boy.”

He laughs. “I still can’t believe you nicknamed him Nees. That’s harsh. Even for you.”

“He doesn’t act like a nephew. He acts like a vagina. A fucking niece. It’s better than Momma’s Tit, which was the other option.”

“Asshole,” he says with a smile.

Filter and Dragon begin firing at one of the targets, taking turns like two kids on the schoolyard. Nees awkwardly shoots his Glock while Bermuda watches like a proud parent.

Copper picks up one of my AKs and shoves a magazine into it. I grab my own AK and walk with him over to a dirt patch. We both raise our weapons, standing side by side, and without hesitation unload into the target tied to a bale of hay about fifty feet away. The sound is deafening as we unload our magazines. We finish at the same time and lower our guns like practiced soldiers.

Some call it target practice. I call it preparation.

The other Royal Bastards chapters are building their clubs with members.

I’m creating a fucking army.
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“Calm the fuck down,” Payne, my SGT at Arms barks out. “You dumbasses better not be drunk.”

Gibson and Bizzy try and fail to stop their laughing. I don’t have the energy for their comedy tonight. They’re the fucking bozos of this club. Goddamn children.

“Not drunk,” Gibson assures Payne. “Scout’s honor.”

Payne grits his teeth. It’s his job to keep order at Church, but sometimes these outlaws are too damn disorderly for that shit. “Bermuda, give us a rundown on finances.”

This is my favorite part of Friday nights. Discussing how much money we made. At one time, I was the breadwinner for my family. Now, I’m the leader of a club of misfits who are pretty fucking smart and can win their own damn bread. They make me lots of money. Dirty, filthy money. Money we take from those who don’t deserve it in order to further our own agenda.

Bermuda pushes his reading glasses up his nose, looking like a fucking grandma, and opens his laptop. We’re like those other Royal Bastards and other motorcycle clubs in the sense that we have a strong brotherhood and are always up to some shit. But where we differ is we don’t live in some rundown clubhouse that smells like piss and old beer. We look like bikers, but beneath the leather and hair and snarls, we’re savvy businessmen. Every single one of my guys drives an expensive-ass bike, has a fat bank account, and takes a fucking shower every day.

“I swear to God, I will tape your mouths shut,” Payne warns, snarling like a rabid wolf at Gibson and Bizzy. They live to torment him. If they weren’t loyal as fuck and great marksmen, I would’ve kicked their asses out long ago. But, like two goddamn eager puppies, they like to annoy the shit out of me and would lick my ass if I’d let them. They’d take a bullet for me and that fucking matters to me.

Church, for our chapter, is a massive boardroom-style room with a huge window that overlooks a thicket of trees. The room is outfitted with Wi-Fi, a Keurig, and a sixty-inch TV hanging on the wall. We take our meetings seriously. Well, most of us.

Gibson and Bizzy continue to snigger like a couple of girls, but I ignore them. Bermuda has my focus. He clears his throat and taps on his computer. Then, he grins at us. Bermuda is thirty something and a former ranch hand from Dallas. He ran the books for the ranch owner, but when the guy died, the kids took over, leaving him shit. The ranch filed bankruptcy not long after he left and they begged him to come back. By then, though, he’d already patched in under me and I was giving him the acknowledgments he deserved.

“I’ve been following that lead Drake gave us,” Bermuda says. “You know he hates those human traffickers, but even crazy ass Drake can’t kill everyone. He hooked me up with a few names there in Georgia. Followed the money. Siphoned a shitload out of three players’ shell accounts.”

“No shit?” I say, leaning forward in my chair. At one time, I sat in a boardroom just like this one but wearing a suit and a smile that made deals happen. Now, my smiles are evil and sinister. Vindictive. I roll my cigarette between my finger and thumb, itching to light it up. But per my own rules, no smoking in the goddamn house.

“Bannon White, some dude named Will Dartmouth, and Grady Anderson.” He turns his laptop around to show me his spreadsheet. “Two mil, six mil, and half a mil.”

Several guys slap the table and holler out praise for Bermuda.

“Good fucking work,” I tell him. “Any of it trace back to us?”

He rolls his eyes. “Koyn, you know me better than that. I ran it through so many loops, it’d take a whole damn team of digital experts and fucking Snowden to make any sense of it.”

“Good. Looks like everyone’s getting an early Christmas thanks to Bermuda.”

Bermuda scratches at his close-shaved beard and then twists the laptop around again. “I moved some of last quarter’s profit into the stock market. Been doing a little day trading to turn a quick dollar.”

Day trading is exhausting and will give you ulcers, but Bermuda lives for this shit. I trust him implicitly, so I know he won’t fuck us.

“Great, we’re rolling in the dough,” Payne says, slapping the table with his huge, tattooed hand. “Next order of business.” His eyes cut to me, imploring to move the meeting along.

It’s always the second thing we go over after finances.

Revenge.

Always revenge.

“Anything on Bastards in Blade Blood?” I ask, my voice tight as I rein in the violence thrumming through me.

Several guys shake their heads, but Dragon slaps Katana on his shoulder before leaning in. Katana—a small, quiet Asian guy who’s a fucking ninja with a blade, but can’t grow a single hair on his face to save his life—remains emotionless despite Dragon grinning in his face.

“We heard some things today,” Dragon reveals, his voice low and wicked like he’s a character on stage at the fucking performing arts center.

I don’t have patience for his theatrics when it comes to this. Never this. My blood boils and before I can punch him in his pretty fucking face, Filter smooths shit out like always.

“Dude, spit it out. Prez has been working on this shit for a decade. If you have something, fucking tell us already.”

Dragon has the sense to look ashamed. “Right. Sorry, Koyn. Katana and I rode to McHenry’s downtown. Some old biker was there we didn’t know named Bison. Bought him some drinks and he got to talking when we inquired about the BBBs.”

Katana nods, his nearly black eyes gleaming. “He’d heard of them. Started telling stories about what a bad gang of bikers they were, especially this one guy named Randall Putnam.”

I remain still, my blood freezing in my veins. Randall. The name—though I never knew it before—causes a ripple of malevolence to shudder through me.

“Bison said he was thinking of joining their club because they were out of El Paso where he lived, but then he got bad vibes. He’s one of those do-gooders,” Dragon says, rolling his green eyes. “It ended up he joined a gang out of Austin. When he asked about the BBBs again later on down the road, he learned they’d simply vanished. Every single member.” His eyes dart to mine in a knowing way.

I murdered my way through that entire gang hunting for that motherfucker. Never found him either. And my brother, the loyal bastard he is, made it all fucking disappear. Being related to a Fed has its perks after all. It was as if the BBBs never existed. No one who ever patched in was seen again.

“How do we know this is the guy Koyn’s looking for?” Filter asks. “Could have been some Joe Schmoe member.”

“That’s what I said,” Katana agrees.

“And I knew you assholes would question it, so I dug deeper.” Dragon flashes us a smug grin, the dragon tattoo seemingly pulsating with the twitch of his neck muscle. “I asked why Randall gave him bad vibes.”

Filter glances over at me to make sure I’m not about to lose it.

“He said the guy had a thing for young girls,” Dragon finally spits out. “Real young. Like land his ass in the slammer young. If you want, I can call Drake and let him handle—”

“He went to prison?” I grit out. “He there now?”

“Nah, Katana made some calls and discovered he got out eight years ago. Overcrowding. The system is fucked for letting that predator back out on the streets.” Dragon cracks his neck. “If you don’t want Drake having him, I’ll take great pleasure in hunting him down.”

And, as an Enforcer, that’s his duty to this club.

But this isn’t club business.

This is fucking personal.

“Do your social media bullshit and let me know what you find,” I order Dragon. “That, you can do.” The fucker pouts. “Halo, I’m going to need you on this one with Copper.”

Halo, our Chaplain, nods from the corner of the room. He’s the silent brooder. The shadow always watching over us. Man of God with a vengeful heart. He’s also fucking amazing at gathering intel being that he’s ex-military. Now that we have a name and with my brother’s connections as a Fed, maybe we’ll finally smoke out this rat.

“Dad isn’t a member,” my nephew complains under his breath.

I stand abruptly, kicking my chair out behind me. It rolls and slams against the wall. Nees’s brown eyes widen. “Care to say that shit a little louder, Prospect?”

“I just don’t understand,” Nees grumbles. “If he’s important, why isn’t he here at Church?”

Gibson elbows him and tells him to shut the fuck up.

Slamming my palms down on the table, I lean forward to glower at him. “It’s for me to fucking worry about, Blake, because I’m fucking Prez. I make the goddamn rules. Understand?”

Nees winces at his real name, eyes lowering like a scolded child, and nods.

“Any more questions?” I growl, meeting each member with a glare.

They all shake their heads.

Didn’t fucking think so.
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Hadley

 

Where the fuck is Milk?

I slide on my sexiest heels—because being a biker bitch doesn’t mean I have to give up my cutest shoes—and stomp out of Milk’s room I share with him.

If he’s with that skank again, I’m going to kill them both.

A few guys whistle as I pass and I sling my dark hair over my shoulder as though I don’t care. It gives me a thrill when they do that shit in front of Milk because then he gets possessive. When he’s possessive, it leads to wild animal sex. It’s hot.

“Where’s Milk?” I demand, popping my head into the room of his best friend, Hammer.

Hammer, a burly looking dude, makes a great show of drinking in my long, bare legs before looking up at me. “Hmmm?”

“Oh, don’t you hmmm me, asshole,” I growl. “Where the hell is my boyfriend?”

He smirks and strokes his long beard. “I could keep you company until he comes back. My dick is lonely and your ass would look hot as fuck planted on it.”

I roll my eyes. “Fuck off. Just tell me where he’s at.”

“You his old lady?” he taunts.

“Whatever,” I snap, storming out of the room.

My heels clomp loudly on the wood floors as I pass several more rooms. If it weren’t for meeting Milk when I was a kid and falling madly in love with him, I would have chosen any other place to run away to. Like the fucking beach. Not this pissy, hot, smoky clubhouse filled with goddamn idiots.

With each passing step, my anger morphs into something unstoppable. When I find Milk, I’m going to claw out his eyeballs. And if Juicy is sucking his cock, I’ll shove my heel up her ass because I am so over that bitch.

I’m so pissed that I don’t remember to tone it down before I pass Prez’s door. When he barks out my name, I flinch.

Fuck.

“Oh, hey, Magna.” I wave at him, feigning sweetness.

“Get in here, girl.”

Double fuck.

I suck in a steadying breath and force one of my pageant smiles on him. It works for everyone else, why not him too?

Magna sits in his leather chair in the corner of the room, a joint pressed between his lips. The room reeks. He’d shit himself if he knew I call him Skunk behind his back.

“You got shorts under that?” he asks, his eyes roaming down my legs.

“Yeah, Prez,” I say with a stupid nervous giggle. And then because I’m a complete idiot, I lift my long, flowing white tank to prove it.

His eyes dart to my belly button ring and his smile becomes predatory. “Looking for Milk?”

I bite on my bottom lip and nod as I release my shirt. “Just wanted to say hi.”

“He’s with Juicy,” he says, his blue eyes searing into me. “They’re…preoccupied.”

My initial reaction is to blow the fuck up over this revelation, but not at Magna. Never at Magna. He scares the hell out of me.

“While my son is being entertained, why don’t you come sit in my lap and share a joint with me?”

Triple fuck.

You don’t turn down Magna.

Ever.

Until now, I’ve been smart enough to stay glued to his son’s side and never catch myself alone with him.

“Uh, yeah, sure,” I say breathily.

He watches me as I prance into the room, hoping for a carefree expression on my face. When I get close, his large hand grabs my wrist and he tugs me into his lap. I let out a squeak of surprise. His arm circles around my waist and he rests his palm on my inner thigh.

“Here,” he grunts, holding the blunt to my lips.

I hate this shit.

But I don’t dare deny him.

Taking the smallest hit known to man, I inhale the pungent smoke and try not to choke. He chuckles when I fail, landing myself in a coughing fit. He sticks the joint between his lips before sliding his palm up under the back of my tank. Gently, he pats at me under the ruse of helping me recover from my choking.

Cold dread trickles down my spine, making me shiver. He caresses my back with his calloused fingertips. Every so often, his fingers curl around my ribs. I don’t like his hand on my bare flesh, but I’m more afraid if I tell him no. Magna has fucked up many club bitches for much less offenses.

“So what’s up?” I chirp, hiding my unease.

“My dick, for one.”

Oh, God.

I laugh, pretending he’s telling a funny joke. He doesn’t laugh back. Instead, he unhooks my bra.

“Oh, uh…”

His palm slides around to cup my small breast. “Uh, what, Beauty Queen?”

Our eyes meet and his are blazing with challenge. He wants me to argue with him. To fight him. The last girl who fought him got punched in the fucking face. I like my nose and teeth. Which is why I don’t say a word when he pinches my nipple. Or when he starts to unbutton my shorts.

“I’m on my period,” I whisper. A lie that’ll probably get my ass kicked.

“I like blood.”

His finger slides down into my panties, brushing against my clit, making me whimper.

“What the fuck, Hadley? I gas up my bike and come back to you getting fingerfucked by my dad?”

I scramble away from Magna like I’ve been burned. Rather than him beating the shit out of me, he roars with laughter. And even though Milk is pissed, he grabs my wrist and pulls me to him, a possessive wave pulsating from him.

“Your girl was jealous that you were with Juicy,” Magna says, sniffing his finger that was in my panties. “I was helping her manage that anger.”

Milk grabs my jaw, glaring at me. I can smell the tequila and…pussy on his breath. Tears prickle at my eyes—angry tears of course—and I fight the wobble of my bottom lip. Milk—Junior as I call him in the bedroom—was supposed to love me like I’ve loved him since we were kids. While our daddies talked business, we’d jump on my trampoline and play with my rabbits.

“I don’t need help managing my bitch,” Milk says to his dad. “I’m about to manage her real nice.”

Magna’s laughter booms. “Good boy. But if she ever becomes too much to handle, you know I can settle her down with a firm hand and my belt.”

I shudder in Milk’s grip. He releases my jaw to grab my hand. I’m all but dragged out of his dad’s room and past the other rooms in the shitty clubhouse. Hammer’s boisterous laugh should get on my nerves, but I’m too shaken up at the moment.

Milk is never mean.

Not like Magna.

Is he that pissed at me? Like it was my fault!

We make it back to his bedroom and he slings the door shut so loudly, a bunch of shit falls off a bookshelf, crashing to the floor. I open my mouth to argue my case and then it happens. He swings at me. The moment the back of his hand connects with my cheek, I’m knocked off my high heels and fall to the bed. I’m so stunned that he raised a hand at me, all I can do is hold my cheek as tears leak out.

“Fuck!” Milk yells. “Fuck, Hadley, fuck!”

I tremble at his raised voice, curling my legs toward me. Junior was all I had. I left everything and everyone for him. I gave it all up for him.

“Jesus, babe,” he mutters, his voice softening. “Fuck, I’m sorry.” He drops onto the bed behind me and curls a muscular arm around my middle. His nose nuzzles my hair as he whispers more apologies that make me cry. “I was just mad as hell my fucking father had his hands in your shorts.”

I stiffen, hating how alone I feel in his arms. With each passing day here, we grow further apart. He fucks around with Juicy and probably Prissy too, but it was supposed to be just us. It was never supposed to be all this other shit.

“Hey,” he rumbles, moving my hair away from my neck so he can kiss it. “You’re pissed at me. You have every right to be. I’m not like him. It was an accident. I—it just happened, baby. Fuck, you gotta understand that.”

But I don’t understand.

I don’t understand him at all.

His lips are revealing, though. He kisses me in a way that makes me melt at his touch. I feel his apologies. The boy from my youth kisses my neck tenderly—worshiping my flesh. His dick is hard pressed against my ass. I try not to worry over the fact it probably smells like Juicy.

“What do you need from me to make you happy?” he asks, rocking his hips against me, urging me to beg for a make-up fuck.

I’m stubborn, though.

“I need you to hold me and promise me that it’s only me, Junior. Always only me.”

He lets out a frustrated sigh but doesn’t fight me on it. “Yeah, Beauty Queen. Only you.”

His lie smells like Juicy’s pussy.
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I wake up in the dark, naked and alone. My body is sore and abused in the good kind of way. I didn’t want to forgive Milk easily, but sometimes he says all the right things at exactly the right time. It was after the third orgasm I decided I forgave him. Love is stronger than a stupid club whore trying to hoe around on my man. We’ll get through this.

Loneliness is a gnawing beast, though.

While I sit here, I wonder where he’s at and who he’s with.

Letting out a heavy sigh, I grab his laptop off the end table, knocking away the condom foils, and pop it open. I ditched my phone when I ran away from home, but I still check in on my social media through a fake profile I used to have when my dad would ground me. It’s been four months since I left home. Dad used to write shit on my wall every day, begging me to come home and making threats. He hasn’t posted anything in weeks.

Silence is worse.

I find Junior’s Facebook and check up on it. It’s mostly pictures of his bike. We have an unspoken agreement that he doesn’t put me in any pictures so my dad doesn’t trace me here. Since Dad and Magna go way back, I don’t think he’s ever considered Magna would betray him by letting me stay. While scrolling, I find that Milk is tagged in one of Juicy’s pictures. Sitting in his lap. The picture is from tonight.

That bitch!

I go to her page and find more of them together. Away from the clubhouse at some shitty dive in town. All over each other tongue fucking. What a scandalous whore!

Instead of sobbing like I want, I decide I’ll bring the monster back out and make him jealous. Then, I’ll deal with that bitch once and for all.
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The music from the clubhouse bar is loud. From the sounds of it, while I was sleeping, everyone was partying it up without me. I’m dressed to kill in a pair of tight jeans, high heels, and a fitted crop top. My dark hair is straightened into long, silky strands and my makeup is pageant-worthy. As soon as I walk into the bar, several heads turn my way, including Hammer’s. His grin is wolfish.

“My offer ssstill sssstands, Beauty Queen,” he slurs.

I mock him back. “You’re ssstill a frog, loser.”

His friend Bouncer cackles with laughter. They’re already drunk as hell. I don’t care about those idiots. I’m on a mission to confront Junior and claw Juicy’s fucking eyes out.

“Lookin’ hot, chica,” Molly says, bouncing up to me. She’s higher than a kite and grinning happily at me. Molly is one of the few girls I like around here.

“Thanks. You seen Milk?”

Her eyes drop guiltily. “In the back with Juicy. She’s such a slut.”

“I’m going to kill her.”

“Not before we get a selfie with you looking drop-dead gorgeous!”

We pose with our lips pursed and tits out as she snaps the picture. Hammer photo bombs us, copping a feel of each of our tits.

Molly squeals when he nips at her ear. I manage to pull away, but she leans into him. They take more selfies and point at her phone for a bit before they start making out. I scan the crowd, looking for Milk and Juicy.

I make my way to the back and stop dead in my tracks when I see Magna. Some girl I don’t recognize—and who looks a helluva lot younger than me—is on her knees sucking him off. His eyes track me, though. Wild and domineering. I pretend I don’t see him, scurrying past him. Before I pass, he stops me with a hand to my thigh.

“Honey,” Magna tells the girl. “Go practice sucking dick on Bouncer. I can barely stay hard.”

She frowns and starts to put his cock back in his jeans, but he shakes his head. “I said go, woman.”

I try not to look at his half-hard dick, hoping he’ll let my thigh go so I can bail. He squeezes me hard enough to make me yelp.

“I still want to come,” he grunts out, his eyes red from drinking. “And you’re prancing through here looking like a fine-ass treat. Since Junior’s busy, you can lend me a hand.” He pauses and cocks his head. “If you don’t make yourself useful around here, I might just have to send you back home.”

“Magna, I—”

He grabs the front of my crop top and yanks me to the floor between his spread thighs. “Wasn’t asking, Beauty Queen. Now suck my fucking dick before I make you.”
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Koyn

 

Tick. Tick. Tick.

The giant clock on the wall in my office dances forward without a care in the world. As though Dragon and Katana last night didn’t deliver me the single morsel of information I’ve been salivating over for a decade.

Ten fucking years.

No leads. Dead ends. Cold case.

Now I have a name.

Randall Putnam.

Fire burns through my veins hot and searing. The thirst for vengeance is all I’ve known since I lost my girls, and now I feel like I’ll finally get a taste. Not just a sip, but I’ll gulp down the whole damn thing. Revenge is mine. So close.

I stare out the large window in my office, taking note of the trees and the way the rain patters down on the leaves, making them bounce. Despite all the rage flying around inside me like that of a F-5 tornado, this compound in Green Country keeps me as calm as someone like me will ever be. I’ve found peace here, and soon, I’ll find justice too.

Swiveling around in my chair, I stare at my computer. In my past, I spent so much goddamn time in front of it for my company. I was the best in my field. Annihilated the competition. Made a cushy life for my family. When they were murdered, I abandoned that life altogether. I spent the next year ruthlessly hunting down the man who ran from me. All I had to go on was he was a biker and the emblem on his cut. It led me to the Royal Bastards. Unlike those motherfuckers who took from me, the RBs were different. I felt a sense of brotherhood right from the start. The moment I met Filter, I knew I needed something to connect me to this world. Something to give me purpose. I found that in the club life.

I turn off my biker mind filled with revenge and hate, tapping into my IT brain. I once had contracts all over the globe, specifically with the National Security Agency, which paid me to hack their systems. To crack their security. I was to outline where they were penetrable and design programs to safeguard them from future attacks. Because our world revolves around information technology, it was a booming business to be in. One I was the absolute best at. In fact, I drove away all the competition by hacking into their shit and dismantling it. If they couldn’t protect their own information, they certainly didn’t deserve my clients.

While Copper hunts down Randall using his work connections, Halo shakes up his military buddies, and Dragon scours social media, I’ll do the dirty work. The shit I’m really fucking good at. I’m going to hunt him down and destroy him.

I start with his criminal record. Everything from domestic violence to child endangerment to multiple counts of sex with a minor. Fucking sick bastard. From his publically available criminal record, I then trace it back to which precinct he was booked into. I crack open their database with such ease I’m embarrassed for them, and then pull up the actual police reports. The child endangerment one piques my curiosity. I discover it’s his son.

His. Fucking. Son.

Eye for an eye, asshole.

Randall Michael Putnam, Jr.

I pause on Putnam to go on a hunt for his son. He’s twenty-one now. High school dropout. Last known address in New Orleans. I locate his son’s mother, a woman named Lydia who overdosed on methamphetamines when the kid was three. Putnam was an abusive fucker, but it never landed him any prison time. Just in and out of jail. When he got caught fucking with some girls, he went to the pen in Huntsville, Texas. Then, his son bounced around foster homes until he ran away for good at age twelve. Or was kidnapped. Putnam’s release date lines up with the son going missing.

Putnam doesn’t have any bank accounts or anything legal tied to his name, so the paper trail grows semi-cold. But hopefully the guys can come up with more.

“Hey, Prez,” a feminine voice purrs from my office doorway.

Stormy.

I let out a sigh and close out of what I was looking at before turning in my seat to regard her. She looks like a total slut today in her short shorts and fitted tank that dips low, nearly showing her nipples that are poking through the fabric. Her long blond hair hangs in waves in front of her shoulders and her red lips have been painted up.

“Hey,” I grunt out.

“You seen Filter?”

“He’s busy.”

She pouts and prances into my office like it’s her goddamn right. Stormy has gotten too damn comfortable around here. Whereas the guys all live on the compound because we’re a fucking family—Stormy overstays her welcome, shacking up with Filter like she’s his old lady.

“Whatcha workin’ on?”

“Cut the shit, Stormy. What do you want?”

Her lips part in shock at my tone. “Who says I want something?”

I glower at her, not in the fucking mood for games.

“Fine, I need money. Filter always gives me some when I need to buy stuff, but I can’t find him and he’s not answering his phone.”

“How much do you need?”

“Not much.”

I pull out my wallet and drop it on the desk. I’ve got about five hundred on me.

“Six grand is all,” she says, shrugging.

Excuse the fuck out of me. “Six grand? What the hell do you need six grand for?” I bellow. “I fucking feed your ass, clothe your ass, and put a roof over your ass.”

She flinches. “No need to get all pissy, Koyn. I just thought you’d have it is all.”

“Of course I have it, goddammit. But I’m not handing it over without you telling me what the fuck it is you need it for.”

“Boobs. These are ugly.” She squeezes her tits through her tank and bites on her bottom lip.

I whip open my wallet and toss a hundred at her. “Go buy a fucking bra. There. Problem solved. Now get the hell out of my office.”

Her face burns red, but she snatches up the bill before stomping off. I stop her with a sharp bark of her name. She turns around and glares icily at me.

“The Royal Bastards are not a fucking bank,” I growl. “If I ever catch you taking advantage of any of these guys—especially Filter—I will make you a past problem, Stormy. You can be the bottom of Keystone Lake’s problem. You feel me?”

She swallows hard. “Yeah, I feel you.”

“Get the fuck out of my sight.”

I need a goddamn cigarette.


[image: ]



Most everyone’s in the garage, working on shit, when Copper and Halo strut in with their laptops. From the leather couch that sits in a corner, I nod at them to join me. Stormy is practically dry humping Filter from behind as he attempts to change the oil on his bike. Bizzy stares at her ass like it’s the best thing he’s ever seen. I’m thankful to get a reprieve from this shit.

“Find anything?” I ask, blowing out smoke and stubbing my cigarette out in the ashtray on the table in front of me.

It’s cool this late afternoon because of the morning thunderstorm, so it feels nice sitting in the garage and listening to classic rock Payne has playing on the stereo. Copper and Halo drop down beside me on either side.

“Anything from Dragon?”

“Yeah,” Halo grunts. “He’s on his way. Had to fix his hair.”

Copper snorts. “Fucking pussy.”

The pussy in question saunters into the garage, grinning like a goddamn fool. He has his own laptop tucked under his arm. If he were walking down Rodeo Drive, they’d think he was modeling for a fucking biker clothing line. He doesn’t even look like a real biker. If I didn’t know what a crazy-ass psychopath he was, I’d think he was a goddamn poser too.

He pushes away the ashtray and sits down on the coffee table in front of me, his green eyes glittering with delight. “Hey, Prez.”

“Did you bathe in Axe aftershave before coming out here?” I complain. “You fucking reek, man.”

He smirks. “I smell lickable. Ask Stormy.”

“He does smell lickable,” she confirms from across the garage.

This earns her a swat to her ass by Filter.

“Whatever,” I grumble, eager to get this shit on with. “What did you three amigos find?”

“We can save the best for last,” Dragon says in a cryptic way that makes me want to shake out everything he knows right this second.

Copper launches into his findings before I get the chance. He pulls open his laptop and shows me a series of pictures. “There’s an open case on him in Texas. A string of murders. Teenage girls. Brutally beaten and raped. DNA matches Putnam. But once he took the kid and fell off the map, the case grew cold. There’s a warrant out for him, but nothing else in the database.”

And Ellie and Blaire’s murders aren’t even on that list, because at the time, we didn’t know who the fuck did this shit.

“Halo?”

“Putnam’s name pops up with my military contacts too. Brody says the border security was having a huge issue with a local El Paso MC gang around a decade ago, but then they all just vanished.” Halo taps on the screen. “BBBs.”

Copper clutches my shoulder. “We know you were responsible for the elimination of the BBBs in El Paso, so that’s not new, but what we didn’t know was what exactly they were doing over there. Halo said his guy Brody said they were smuggling in weapons from Mexico to sell to private contractors.”

“Private contractors?”

“Firms kind of like the one you owned,” Copper says. “Those private contractors had gigs with the NSA and were basically selling smuggled weapons back to the government at astronomical prices. All in the name of national defense.”

“Putnam was with the BBBs who’d been paid to run guns, but after what happened to your family, and then the subsequent slaying of their entire chapter, he ghosted out of there,” Halo tells me. “Poof.”

“I know your next thought is back on Putnam and where he went,” my brother says, “but I wanted more information on these private contractors. So I did some digging and found a handful we still need to check out. Putnam was obviously in with someone and I want to know who. It might lead us to where he’s at now.”

Dragon, who’d been quiet until this point, leans forward, grinning his boy band smile at me, a dark curl of hair falling over his brow. “While you dinosaurs were roaming the databases, I did a little social media stalking. Found this.” He shows me his laptop screen. “Putnam is old like you fuckers, so he doesn’t have any accounts, but his son…this has to be him.”

Junior “Milk” Putnam.

He pulls up a picture of some kid who has the same dirty blond hair and icy blue eyes I remember. The kid looks just like Putnam did back then. Those eyes. Gleaming with intent. I fist my hand, wanting to punch the fucking screen. Instead, I study his black leather cut.

Roaring River MC.

“Arkansas,” Dragon says. “I looked at some of his pictures and there are a bunch with him at a bar with some chick. She tags him in a lot of shit. The bar’s four hours from here outside of Little Rock.”

“You think Putnam’s there?” I growl.

“Roaring River MC doesn’t have any legitimate shit like the Royal Bastards MC, so there’s nothing official online for them, but I did message that girl. Juicy.” Dragon snorts. “She’s just a club slut. I told her I was looking for a badass chapter to patch into in the area. The bitch just blabbed all about their club. When Church is. When they fucking party. Who to come see…” His grin turns sinister. “I asked her if Milk was her boyfriend. She said they fuck around but she’s not married to him or anything and if I’m cute she might suck my dick.” He shrugs.

Pussy magnet.

The fucker will charm his way into the pants of any woman.

“And who are you to go see when you get there?” My blood is boiling with the need to maim—destroy—kill.

“Magna. Milk’s daddy.”

No fucking way.

I’m about to explode with the information, desperate to hop on my bike and haul ass to Little Rock so I can put the bullet in Putnam’s—or Magna’s—skull tonight. But I have to be smart about this. I need Alec Walker.

“Guns. Load up Copper’s truck. He and I’ll ride together with the weapons. I want the rest of you following on your bikes. We’re going to see Alec first.” I scrub my palm down my face as we stand, thrumming with pent-up energy.

“The Animal? That Alec?” Halo asks, his brows lifted.

“We need backup. He’ll know the area and he’s a ruthless fucker. We’ll need his local connections so this shit doesn’t hit the news. I’m going to blow them all the fuck up. Magna will watch his son die like I watched Blaire die.”

All three guys hang their heads, no doubt feeling my pain.

“I want to leave by seven. This shit ends tonight.”

After they leave, I dial my buddy Alec. I met him at a bar passing through one day. He’s a fucking psycho, but these days, who isn’t? He picks up on the third ring.

“I’m going to kill Magna and every motherfucker in that club,” I blurt out in way of greeting. “You with me or not?”

He chuckles. “My man Koyn. Good talking to you, brother. Let’s see…Magna beat the shit out of my friend’s little sister and put her in the hospital last month. No proof, but her word’s good enough for me. I’ve been looking for a way to bury that motherfucker that won’t land me in the pen.”

“My brother’s a Fed. Ain’t nobody getting locked up over that piece of shit. You feel me?”

“Hell yeah.”

“We’re headed your way. Give me four and a half hours.”

“See you soon, man. About time we take out the motherfucking trash around here.”
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Hadley

 

I grab the first beer I find and chug it down, blinking back the tears in my eyes. My throat is raw, but worse yet, I can still taste his pungent, salty seed. I just sucked off Skunk. The crazy-ass prez around here. I fucking hate Magna.

Casting a glance over my shoulder, I’m thankful to see he’s got his fingers in some club bitch who seems to be enjoying his company. He’s a filthy bastard. I straighten my spine, thankful I didn’t have to fuck him, and head for the back of the bar. I’m feeling emotionally brittle and used, but I’ve made it this far. I won’t stop now.

Moans resound from behind a door that leads to a storage room. The hairs rise on my arms. Hurt, unimaginable hurt, slices through me. Milk gave me my first kiss when I was a few days from turning thirteen. I’ve been in love with the sixteen-year-old boy ever since. He’s been my first everything. Took my virginity on my trampoline under the stars when I was almost fifteen. Milk is the only man I’ve even thought about fucking around with.

But I’ve sucked his dad’s dick.

His jizz that I was forced to swallow churns with the warm beer in my stomach. I want to puke my guts up. After. First, I need to rip every hair off Juicy’s nappy head. I suck in a breath, preparing myself for the scene that will rip my heart out.

Just go.

Get it over with.

I push into the storage room in time to see Milk driving into Juicy from behind. Like he wasn’t just inside me an hour ago.

“You asshole,” I choke out, grabbing the first thing I see. A can of green beans. “You fucking asshole!”

The green bean can sails past him and hits the floor. It’s then he realizes I’m standing there watching him fuck that slut bag. I snag another can of food, lobbing it at her head. She screams when it hits her right on the cheek, splitting the skin.

“What the fuck, Hadley?” he roars as he pulls out of her and yanks up his jeans.

I launch another can his way, but he ducks out of the way. It makes impact with Juicy, who cries out. His hand finds my throat and he storms out of the storage room with me in his grip. Fire gleams in his blue eyes and he reeks of Jack Daniel’s. I claw at his hand so he’ll release me, but he only tightens his grip. My head slams hard against a wall, dizzying me.

“You cheating sick fuck!” I choke out, tears streaking down my cheeks.

“For the last goddamn time, you ain’t my old lady!”

“And she is?!”

“She’s just a warm hole. Like you, Hadley.”

His words knock me off my axis. Everything spins around me. Between my airway being restricted and his hateful words, I’m suffocating.

“We could always share,” Juicy says as she struts out of the storage room, tenderly touching the cut on her cheek. “If you weren’t such an uptight, snotty bitch.”

I struggle against his hold to try and claw at her. He pins me with his hips, tightening his grip.

“Get the fuck out of here, Juicy,” he barks out. “Hadley and I have to clear the fucking air about what we aren’t.” He loosens his grip, allowing me to gulp in cool air. “We aren’t boyfriend and girlfriend. We aren’t husband and wife. We’re nothing but two kids who used to fuck and still do. You’re my friend. Least you were before you started trying to control my every move. Before you let my father fucking finger you.”

I squirm in his hold, hot tears leaking down my cheeks. “Are you fucking serious right now?” I screech. “I’ve loved you since I was thirteen. I knew I wanted to marry you when you started driving and you fingered me for the first time in your old truck. It was always us for me.”

He curls his lip up. “Sorry it wasn’t fucking mutual, babe.”

“You’re a cruel bastard just like your father!”

His blue eyes darken. “And you’re a prissy cunt like yours!”

“Magna made me suck him off,” I tell him, my bottom lip wobbling. “He made me blow him because you weren’t there to protect me!”

“Fuck off with the damsel in distress shit, Hadley. It’s real fuckin’ old.”

He releases me and starts to walk away, but I’m not done here. I shove him, a strangled cry escaping me. Quicker than lightning, he swivels around, his icy blue eyes cutting through me, and swings his fist.

Crack!

I stumble backward and fall on my ass. Pain explodes across my jaw from the hard-ass punch that makes me feel like he broke something. Fuck this and him. I’ll go back home. Dad had his issues, but he never hurt me like this. Sure, he did some shit we fought over and that still fucks with my head, but he never punched me. I crawl away from the boy I loved, needing to escape desperately. I’ve almost made it back to the solace of the storage room when his boot connects with my ribs.

Blinding white pain bursts through my nerve endings, nearly making me black out. I fall face first onto the sticky linoleum, a sob trembling through me.

“You’re nothing but a whore, Hadley,” he sneers. “A selfish whore.”

Another kick to the ribs.

I have to get away.

It takes everything in me to crawl into the storage room. I keep blacking out and everything hurts. I can’t make sense of this Milk. He’s not the same sixteen-year-old boy who promised me forever if I’d just let him put his fingers inside me.

“You’ve been demoted, bitch, to club skank. You like my daddy inside your whore mouth. Hammer has a thing for tight assholes. We’ll pass you around until you’re used and useless. Then I’ll cut your throat myself.”

I shut down.

His words aren’t him.

It’s the Jack talking.

It’s his dad talking.

This is Milk.

Not my Junior.

Nope.

He starts yanking at my jeans and I scream. I’m not sure how he can be hard right now, but I feel his dick pressing into me as he tries to remove my pants. I grab for anything and my fingers brush over one of the cans I’d thrown earlier. With a shriek, I slam it into the side of his mouth.

“What the fuck—” He spits several teeth at me, his blood rushing heavy and hot down onto my face.

I slam it toward his head again, but this time, he moves out of the way. The can gets knocked out of my hand and it’s like a switch is flipped on him. Gone is the Milk I knew. In its place is a demon. He yanks out his knife and starts cutting at my clothes despite my thrashing. The knife cuts into me a few times, making me sob in pain.

I’m going to die.

The boy I loved is going to kill me.

I’m too young to die.

I just turned eighteen a few days ago.

With a grunt, he yanks my jeans off one leg and then pushes my thighs roughly apart. I scream when he cuts through my panties. He’s just pulling his dick out, with the sticky rubber he was wearing with Juicy still hanging on, when he freezes, his eyes widening in shock. Blood still runs past his lips from losing teeth, but he’s no longer trying to assault me.

“Get. The. Fuck. Up.”

The voice behind him is cold and evil. Bone chilling.

Milk yelps when he’s yanked off me and to his feet. The man behind him isn’t a demon. It’s the devil himself. Dark eyes. Dark hair. Dark soul. A thick, scarred “X” cuts through his skin on his face, making him look utterly terrifying. He has a fat knife pressed to Milk’s throat.

“He rape you?” the man growls, eyeing me with wild, manic eyes.

“Run, Hadley.” Milk’s violent stare is gone and he’s the worried boy who loved me at one time.

I shakily grab for my jeans, but the big man is standing on them. “You’re not going out there.” His command freezes me. “Where’s Putnam?” the man hisses, pressing the blade into Milk’s flesh so that he bleeds from the action.

“I don’t know,” Milk lies.

“Three seconds to answer.”

“I said I don’t fucking—”

Rat-a-tat-tat-tat-tat!

The deafening sound of gunfire has me shrieking. I scramble into the safety of the storage room, butt-ass naked, no longer worried about my jeans. The devil man stalks after me, hauling Milk with him.

“I was going to make him watch, but not after this shit. You don’t deserve to fucking breathe another second, you piece of shit,” the man snarls. “This. Is. For. Your. Father.”

I stare in horror as the man stabs Milk so many times I lose count. Ribs. Stomach. Chest.

“Nooooo!” I scream. “Noooo!”

Milk gushes blood from each hole and his eyes roll back. The man holds him up even though he’s clearly passed out. The gunfire is relentless in the other room, but this monster isn’t worried. He simply holds him until he stops twitching. Then, without any remorse, he drops him to the floor like a sack of garbage. A sob rattles through me as I scramble over to Milk.

“Junior!” I cry out. “Junior, wake up, baby! Please!”

So much blood.

He’s not waking up.

He’ll never wake up.

“Holy shit, Koyn,” a deep voice rumbles from behind the murdering monster. “She looks like Bla—”

“I know,” the monster growls and stalks over to me. I screech when he snags my arm, hauling me to my feet. I’m easily hoisted up and thrown over his shoulder as though I weigh nothing. My bare ass is up in the air for all to see.

“You find Putnam?” Koyn growls.

“Fucker got away. Everyone else is dead, though.”

“Goddammit!” Koyn roars, his fury rattling me to my bones.

Everyone? Hammer? Bouncer? Molly? Juicy?

Oh God.

I stop my struggling when I realize the man speaking to Koyn is wearing an FBI jacket. Am I safe? Did they save me?

“Cover this shit up, Copper. Ride back to Animal’s club with Filter. I’m getting her the hell out of here.”

Cover it up?

Copper—the fucking dirty Fed—nods, his features somber. “Fine, but you’re taking her? Why, Koyn?”

Koyn practically snarls and he grips my naked thighs hard like I might run away. “You know fucking why.”
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Koyn

 

Blaire. Blaire. Blaire.

When I looked into the girl’s deep brown eyes—the color of how Ellie used to drink her coffee—my mind cracked. Right down the fucking middle. Blood covered her face. She was half naked. And her makeup was running from her tears.

That motherfucker was going to rape her.

Just like his father did my daughter.

Just. Like. Blaire.

I had plans for Putnam’s son. Dark, twisted, nefarious plans. Plans that involved strapping Putnam to a chair so he could watch as I shaved off every inch of his son’s flesh with a dull pocketknife.

But the moment I saw the girl, I wasn’t Koyn.

I was Dad.

Husband.

Protector.

The threat stood between me and Blaire. It had to be eliminated.

She’s not Blaire, though.

I buried my baby girl ten years ago beside her mother in a small cemetery in Pearland, Texas, beneath a willow tree.

“Please let me go,” the girl begs. “Please.”

“It’s not safe,” I practically hiss.

I walk back into the bar area and it’s a fucking bloodbath. We need to just torch the place. When Dragon’s eyes widen, I realize the girl’s still naked.

Fuck.

I jerk her off my shoulder and put her on her feet.

“Don’t move.” My harsh order makes her tremble, but she nods, her bottom lip wobbling. I yank off my cut and toss it on a table so I can pull off my long-sleeved black Henley. “You’re going to put this on.”

She doesn’t fight me as I help dress her in a shirt that falls to her knees, covering enough. I tug my cut back on over my undershirt and then snag her by her elbow.

“Let’s move, girl,” I grunt. “You don’t need to see this shit.”

I haul her outside and she puts on the brakes.

“No! I’m not leaving with you!” she shrieks. “You killed my boyfriend!”

Grabbing both her shoulders, I get in her face. She shrinks back, terror shining in her brown eyes.

“He was assaulting you. Some fucking boyfriend.”

She sobs all the way to the truck. I fling open the back seat door to the truck and toss her inside.

“Buckle in and stay put.”

“Please, mister…”

I slam the truck door and hop in the front. Copper’s stupid country music blares the moment I turn over the engine and I flip the dial until something hard roars through the cab. My adrenaline is flying through my veins like I’m high on coke or some shit. I’m practically shaking with a mix of both raging anger at losing Putnam and relief at rescuing the girl.

Not her.

Not her.

Not her.

Her sobs are loud in the back seat, but I can’t talk to her. Not now. Not like this. Not when I’m seconds away from pulling the girl into my arms, stroking her bloody hair, and promising her Daddy will make it all better.

Not mine.

She’s not mine.

Yet a sense of ownership wraps its sticky tentacles around my heart. The need to protect, all-consuming. This girl looks so much like Blaire it’s fucking with my head. She’s someone’s daughter, though clearly not mine, and doesn’t deserve to be club trash and raped.

The drive out to Animal’s clubhouse flashes by in a blur. I need to get back to my compound, but I’m shaking too fucking badly to drive the four plus hours back. I need a smoke. I need a drink. I need to chase any leads to Putnam.

“Please,” the girl begs.

“You’re safe now.” My words are raspy and cold. So much for reassuring her. “What’s your name?”

“Hadley.”

“Hadley what?”

Silence.

I dart my eyes to the rearview mirror to find her staring at me with mascara streaked cheeks. Defiance gleams in her glare, reminding me so much of Blaire my chest feels like someone punched it. I tear my gaze away from her to focus on the road. By the time we arrive at Animal’s, I’m still trembling with barely contained malevolent energy.

“Why are we here? What are we doing?” she demands the moment I shut off the truck.

“Meeting,” I grunt out. “We’re going to get you cleaned up and some clothes on you. Let’s go.”

She makes no moves to get out, so I hop out of the truck and fling open the back seat door. Hadley can’t be any older than my Blaire was when I last saw her. That thought fucking hurts. Real damn bad. Slender. Frail. Young. This girl got herself mixed up with a bunch of asshole bikers. It’s a good damn thing I showed my ass up when I did.

“What’s your story?” I demand as I grab her arm and drag her from the truck. “Where are your parents?”

She hisses at me. “I don’t have parents.”

Liar.

Her brown eyes flare with the lie just as my daughter’s used to. Only thing is, nowadays, I don’t have patience for this shit.

“Guess you’ll have to come with me then.” My hand squeezes around her bicep when I feel her tugging away. “You stay right by my side until I can figure out what to do with you.”

“Are you gonna kill me?”

I bark out a cold laugh. “I’m a cruel sonofabitch, but I’m too lazy to rescue some kid only to turn around and put a bullet in her head. Tell me what the fuck would be the point of that?”

“Are you…are you going to sell me?”

Stopping right before we reach the door, I turn to look down at her. Her big brown eyes widen impossibly more when I step close enough our chests touch.

“Do I look like some sick bastard?”

“You’re a one-percenter, aren’t you?”

“I’m one hundred percent evil, but I don’t deal in fucking kids.”

Her nostrils flare. “You kidnapped me.”

“No, little girl, I fucking saved you.”

“You. Killed. My. Boyfriend.” Fat tears race down her cheeks.

“Your boyfriend was a piece of shit. It’s a good damn thing I came when I did. The fucker was going to hurt you real bad.”

“Maybe I was into it,” she challenges with false bravado, lifting her chin.

“Then you’re just another dumb, brainless bitch who’s gone cock crazy because she gets a good dickin’ every now and again. I don’t take well to liars. You’ll figure that one out real quick. Ask my guys what happens to liars. I’ve taken a belt to my nephew’s ass many times for lying. Don’t think I won’t do the same to you.”

She gapes at me. “You’re not my daddy.”

“Until you tell me who is so I can drop your ungrateful ass on his doorstep, I sure as hell am. Now get the fuck inside before you catch a cold.”
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Animal, Copper, Filter, and myself all sit at the table with a big-ass bottle of Jack we keep passing back and forth, trying to put our heads together as to where the fuck Putnam would go. Animal is going to keep an ear out for that motherfucker to resurface and when he does, I want him alive. I’ll pay Animal handsomely and he fucking knows it.

Loud music blares from the other room as both our chapters party it up in celebration for taking out most of the Roaring River MCs. My eyes keep drifting to the bathroom where Hadley last went. I already checked it. There’s no windows or anything, so she can’t get out. She’s just taking forever in there.

I catch Copper staring at me and give him a lifted brow. His lips press together in a firm line. With a heavy sigh, he picks up his shot glass, slams back the amber liquid, and then rises from the table.

“Can we talk a minute?” he asks.

I mimic his action and drink my Jack down, relishing in the burn. I follow him over to the living room near the bathroom where I keep my stare fixed.

“You okay, man?” He clutches my shoulder. “Above everything, you’re my brother. I remember…I know how all that shit irrevocably fucked you up.”

I grit my teeth. “Your fucking point?”

“That girl ain’t Blaire.”

“Tell me something I don’t know.”

He lets out a frustrated huff. “You’re watching over her like she’s yours.”

“For now, she is.”

“You can’t replace your daughter.”

The alcohol burning through me ignites into a blazing inferno. I grab the front of my brother’s shirt and slam his back into the wall beside the bathroom door. “Who the fuck says I’m trying to replace my baby girl?”

“No one,” he bites back. “But the look on your face. It’s fucking crazy.”

I clench my jaw. “Don’t make me kick your ass tonight. I’m not in the mood.”

“No,” he taunts. “You’re in the mood to play house. You need to ditch the girl. Let me take her in and get her sent back home.”

The bathroom door jerks open and Hadley steps out. Freshly showered and wearing some other bitch’s clothes now. She’s no longer dripping in blood or wearing smeared makeup. Fuck, she looks even younger. More innocent. More like Blaire.

“I can’t go back home,” she whispers. “I…I just can’t.”

“Darlin’,” Copper starts, but she shakes her head.

“Just let me leave and I’ll figure things out on my own.” She says it in such a prissy bitch kind of way like she’s used to demanding shit and everyone just bowing. I don’t know what world she came from where she was the princess, but I’m the motherfucking king around here. What I say goes. Her ass isn’t going anywhere.

“Nope.” I grab her skinny arm. “Let’s find a place to crash. We’ll figure all this out tomorrow.”

She yelps, tugging, but I have an iron grip on her. Copper scowls at me. I ignore his ass as I make myself at home. Animal may be a crazy motherfucker, but he and I are cool. He knows I’d do the same shit to help him out if he were in a bind. I push through a room with a couch and a television. There’s a window but no outer doors.

Hadley eyes the couch with suspicion. Like I’m going to actually touch her. I’m not some sick asshole. She looks like my daughter, for fuck’s sake.

“I can’t have you walking off,” I tell her. “I don’t know half those men in there. I’m by far the safest one to be with. We’re going to catch some sleep and in the morning I’m taking you home.”

“I told you—”

“My home.”

Her brows furl together and she crosses her arms over her chest. With no makeup and fully clothed, she looks all of fifteen.

“How old are you?” I drop down to the middle of the sofa and nod to the cushion beside me.

“Old enough.”

“Stop fucking playing with me, child.”

She hisses at me. “I’m not a child.”

“Then stop acting like one, goddammit.”

“I’m an adult now which means you can’t keep me here. I had my eighteenth birthday the other day. I can leave.”

Knowing that asshole was sticking his dick in some underage pussy boils my blood, because I sure as shit know he didn’t wait for this flower to blossom. She’s already claimed to have wanted that shit, but that’s not the point. The point is, she got drawn into a world she clearly doesn’t belong in and is spreading her legs for men who are too old for her when she should be in high school. If I were her father, I would’ve whipped her ass into shape a long time ago. She would’ve never run off to live with a bunch of bikers.

“You’re not leaving. Sit,” I order. “I’m tired as hell and don’t need you running off.”

She stomps over to me and plops down on the cushion. Despite her apparent anger, her hands tremble. The poor thing’s shaking like a leaf.

“You may as well let me go,” she sasses. “I’m on every milk carton from coast to coast. If anyone sees me, they’ll call the police. You don’t want to be involved in that.”

“I’ll take my chances.” I grab her thigh and drag her down the couch, ignoring her squeals of protest, before lying down on the couch. She struggles, but I pull her tight against my chest so she won’t get away in our sleep.

“Let me go! Did you hear that whole part about me being a teenage runaway and everyone is looking for me?” Her voice is shrill.

“And I think you missed the part about how I don’t care.”


[image: ]


[image: ]



Hadley

 

Thump. Thump. Thump.

My heart races inside my chest. I don’t think it’s stopped in the past several hours. I’m having trouble coping with reality.

Junior’s dead.

Dead.

My childhood friend and lover.

A cold, hollow ache settles in my bones. The same boy who cheated on me over and over again. The same boy who struck me and made vile insinuations about my future with Roaring River MCs. I was nothing more than a toy to be used and tossed away.

He’s dead, though.

All his promises were empty, even the horrible ones, because he’s no longer here to fulfill them. Tears leak from my eyes. The new Junior who couldn’t keep his dick out of Juicy’s twat wasn’t the guy I knew. That guy was a loser and an asshole. The one I remember from my childhood was adoring and loving and sweet. That’s the boy I’m grieving over.

Well, as much as one’s allowed to grieve in the arms of the man who killed him. My mind whirls as I wonder how I got myself stuck in this position. The massive man with the big X on his face has me in a death grip on this sofa, his soft snores lulling me into a false sense of security.

I’m not safe with him.

I’m safe with no one.

Dad could save me…

Having to ask Dad for anything makes my blood curdle. If it were up to me, I’d never speak to him again. I don’t need his help. I just need out. Away from these people. Away from this life.

Will Magna come after me?

I shudder at that thought.

“Cold?” Koyn’s gritty, sleepy voice makes me stiffen.

“No.”

“Liar.” He practically lies on top of me, forcing his body heat on me. “Now go to sleep.” His breathy words against my ear through my wet hair makes me shiver again.

Okay, so maybe I am cold.

And tired.

And exhausted.

And devastated.

Maybe he does feel like a giant blanket.

Despite my best efforts to remain awake so I can sneak away when he falls into a deep sleep, I drift off. The villains in my nightmares aren’t the ones at this clubhouse. They’re the villains I already know.

I wake, whimpering. The room is dark now and I wonder when he turned out the light. Koyn’s masculine scent invades my nostrils.

“Shh,” he murmurs, half asleep. “You’re okay.”

My heart lurches in my chest. It reminds me of a time I’d crawl into my dad’s bed and he’d keep all the monsters away. I felt safe back then. I haven’t felt safe in a long time. The fact that the same sense of security comes in the arms of Koyn has me reeling.

Why?

Why him?

I’d overheard him and the other guy talking about a girl named Blaire. Apparently I look like her. Maybe he won’t hurt me and will let me go.

But where would I go?

Home?

I shudder at that thought. When Mom OD’d last year, it changed Dad. It changed both of us. While he worried about his social standing and Mom’s death reflecting badly on us, I could barely breathe. She was the buffer. Calmed him before he became a storm. Now that she’s gone, I got swept up in Dad’s furious winds. His social standing woes were the beginning, but it evolved into so much more.

And when I couldn’t take any more of it—any more of him—I ran.

I was always going to run to Junior, I just thought it would be different. After college or something. Down an aisle in a chapel. Toward a future written specifically for us. Turns out, all I’ve been doing is running. This way and that. Mostly away. No future. Just reminders of the past when I dreamed of impossible things.

Now I don’t know where to run.

A helpless sob claws its way up my throat. The heavy sounds of his sleeping grow quiet and the room becomes thick with awareness. I can practically feel his eyes on me in the dark. With surprising gentleness, he strokes his fingers through my hair.

“A girl like you belongs at home with her parents,” he says, his voice gritty from sleep.

“My mom is dead.” My words clip out bitterly.

“I’m sorry.” The gruffness in his tone reverberates to my heart. I can tell he means it, which is stupid since we just met and under awful circumstances. “Your dad?”

“We’re not speaking,” I snap, unable to withhold a shiver.

He wraps his arm around my middle and buries his nose in my hair. I should be stunned by the way he inhales me in such a familiar, possessive way. Rather than my heart rate spiking with fear, I relax in his hold. His scent is a mixture of some expensive, familiar cologne and cigarette smoke with a hint of hard liquor. It makes me want to twist around and cuddle against his chest.

“A girl needs her daddy,” he says softly, his words tickling my hair.

“Not this girl.”

“And look at all the trouble you got yourself into.”

“Could have gotten myself out too.”

He makes a derisive snorting sound. “My daughter thought she was a badass too…” I can hear the smile in his voice and then he tenses all over. “It’s ingrained in a father to protect his daughter.”

Not my father.

He let me down when I needed him most of all.

“I’ll just run away,” I warn. “Wherever you take me, I won’t stay.” That’s great, Hadley, inform the bad guy of your plan.

His fingers twist around my hair and he tugs, the sting of the hairs pulling from my scalp making my eyes water. “You won’t run away from me.”

“I will.”

“Until I pass you back to your father, you’re my responsibility. And you’re really just a dumb kid if you think I’m going to let you out of my sight for a second.”

“Were you this controlling with your daughter?” I demand, eager to hit him where I can tell it hurts.

He releases my hair and smooths it down. “Worse.”

A sick feeling washes over me.

Did he hurt her?

What kind of asshole’s arms did I land myself into?

“We ride out early tomorrow. Sleep,” he orders, his arm tightening around my middle.

I stay up the rest of the night, staring into the darkness, wondering what the hell I do next.
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The men—bikers from what I now know are the Royal Bastards MC—gather outside of some guy named Animal’s clubhouse. It’s nicer than the Roaring River MCs shithole, but it doesn’t take much to outdo that place.

I glower at everyone, my eyes flicking to the open truck door. Koyn stands in front of the truck, talking lowly to the guy I’ve determined is his brother. Their similarities are uncanny. The huge difference is Koyn bears a huge, scarred “X” on his face. I could sneak over there, climb in the truck, and haul ass out of there before anyone knew what hit them.

Then what?

Outrun an entire club of pissed off bikers?

And I still don’t know where I’d go.

I never thought much past Junior.

“Putnam, hmm?” a deep, dark, and sultry voice practically purrs. “To get involved with a shit like him or his son, you’d have to be quite the girl yourself.”

I snap my head to meet the green-eyed gaze of the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen. His dark hair is styled in a just-fucked kind of way—for all I know, he probably was just fucked based on his smirk. He quirks his lips up and a dragon tattoo on his neck seems to ripple and move as though it’s alive on his skin. I become fixated on the intricate green and black ink that covers most of his neck. The dragon’s mouth is open, all razor-sharp teeth, and rather than fire, smoke billows out, covering his exposed flesh to his jaw, stopping abruptly. From the jawline down, he’s a total typical biker with leather and black and swagger. His face is straight out of a magazine or a freaking cologne ad.

“You shouldn’t stare, jailbait,” he says, his smile widening to reveal a perfect set of white teeth.

Bikers aren’t this hot.

Hell no.

They stink and belch and are hairy.

“Still not done,” the man says, his perfect brow arching up. “Stare all you want, little one, but Prez is going to lose his shit in three, two, one—”

“Dragon,” Koyn growls. “I need your hog.”

The purring, seductive dragon man whines, making him less biker and total runway diva. “What? Why?”

“I need to think. You can ride bitch with Copper.”

Dragon’s smile becomes predatory. “With jailbait here? Want me to sit her in my lap and keep her safe?”

Koyn’s jaw ticks and before he can respond, another goddamn beautiful biker steps over to us. Tall, massive, his golden blond hair glistening like the sun.

“Dragon,” the guy warns. “Prez’ll drag your ass behind your own bike by your hair if you keep that shit up.”

“Don’t give him any ideas, Filter,” Dragon complains to the golden god of a man.

Filter smirks. “It’s my job to give him ideas.”

Koyn holds out his hand and Dragon tosses his keys to him with a grumble.

“Hadley’s with me,” Koyn tells them, surprising the hell out of his guys based on the widening of their eyes.

“You’re gonna put this young bitch on the back of my bike and haul her around like she’s your old lady?” Dragon asks, bursting into a fit of laughter.

Koyn grabs Dragon by the front of his shirt and drags him until they’re face-to-face. Dragon’s hand is already around a knife at his belt, but he makes no moves to stab his prez.

“I’ll never have an old lady,” Koyn rumbles. “Stop fucking with me.”

Dragon relents. “I know, Prez. Sorry, man.”

Koyn releases the grip on his shirt and then clutches Dragon’s shoulder in a brotherly way that has me confused as hell. Two seconds ago, I was sure someone would get slashed to death. Now they’re looking at each other like they’re best fucking friends.

“Get her a helmet,” Koyn barks out to Filter. “A jacket too.”
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A cacophony of rumbles vibrates me to my bones as I stand beside Koyn on the nice, new Harley he pretty much stole from Dragon. I’m supposed to be looking for escape options, not noticing how domineering he looks straddling the big, noisy piece of metal. His thighs strain against the blood-stained denim, showcasing the solid muscle beneath. Everything about Koyn is huge and hardened. To some outside girl, he’d be terrifying.

Especially to some girl whose boyfriend he killed.

But I’m no outside girl.

I’m embedded so deeply in the MC world, I will never get out. Outside of the protection of the lawless, I’ll be thrust back into society. Been there, done that. Not doing it again.

So, rather than be terrified of Koyn, I pull on my helmet and straddle the bike behind him. It’s a smaller bike, meant for a guy like Dragon, so I feel as though I’m perched on a tiny piece of leather real estate. I’m forced to lean in, pressing my tits against this man, and spreading my legs for him just so I don’t slip off the back and become sexy-ass roadkill.

He grips my wrist, pulling my body closer, and then molds my arm to his body. I mimic the action with my other arm until I’m hugging him like a koala on a tree. His body radiates warmth that soothes the shivering parts deep inside me. I hate admitting it, but he does provide a sense of comfort for some insane reason I don’t want to mentally examine right now.

The crux of the matter is…I have daddy issues.

And Koyn is one hundred percent a daddy.

He takes off, kicking up gravel in his wake, and speeds down the driveway. The roar of the bikes behind us makes me relax. So often, I’d lose myself to daydreams on the back of Junior’s bike. He’d ride me around everywhere, taking me to eat and to see cool shit. Sometimes we’d even fuck on his bike. All those moments are gone. I’ll never get them back. Tears burn at my eyes and I close them. I don’t want to see the Arkansas trees—all brilliant with orange and brown and red and yellow leaves—whizzing by. I don’t want to appreciate their beauty.

It seems unfair that I’m having to hold on to my boyfriend’s killer.

Hold on to him or die.

Like I’m forced to choose him over myself.

I don’t get fucked-up Magna vibes off Koyn. I’m fairly sure he’s not going to drag me all the way back to his clubhouse just to torture me or kill me or fuck me. He would’ve done any of those already if it were on his villain agenda.

But something lurks within him.

A calmness that is felt before a catastrophe. Dark. Sinister. Foreboding. It seems to vibrate through him. As if it is magnetic energy making all the hairs on my arms stand on end. I can feel it through every molecule in my body. Buzzing. Humming. Warning.

Dad was that way.

A series of calms and storms. Whipping and thrashing. A constant back and forth like on a boat in choppy waters until I was damn near seasick from it all.

Dad’s storms weren’t ones I could ride like a wave until I hit the shore.

He tried to drown me.

It makes me wonder what sort of storm Koyn is. A powerful hurricane like my father? A tornado like Magna? Or something more cataclysmic. Something earth changing. A violent volcano, rumbling the very foundation I stand on.

His palm covers my thigh and he squeezes it in a reassuring way. The simple, brief gesture has my heart tightening in my chest. I don’t like the way he can silence my fears with a touch.

A healthy dose of fear has been what’s kept me alive this long.

I don’t need someone silencing my inner warning sirens, because who the hell knows what sort of trouble would sneak up on me then.

I’ve had enough trouble for one lifetime.

I need to always be ready for it.
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Koyn

 

I stand inside the open truck door with my hands on the top of the frame as I lean in to talk to Dragon and Copper, my cigarette dangling from my lips. Bermuda took the girl to the restroom. He looks the most like a good ol’ boy. Dragon and I stand out as possible psychopathic kidnappers to the normal public. Definitely a good idea Bermuda took lead on this stop.

“Anything yet?” I ask my brother, nodding at his phone as he scrolls. I blow out a plume of smoke over the top of his truck and then flick my cigarette across the truck into the gravel.

“Nah. When we get back, I’ll get on the computer and run through all my channels. Putnam is off the grid.” Copper scrubs at his face with his palm.

“I’ll stay on Junior’s social media and check to see if I can pick up any clues there,” Dragon offers. “Putnam was a ghost, but we found him. We’ll find him again.”

I glance over at the McDonald’s and wonder what the fuck is taking them so long. If she tried to run off, I’m going to make good on my promise to whip her ass.

“What about Hadley? Anything on her?” I arch a brow at my brother.

“Without a last name, it’s difficult. I’ll run a search on all the missing person reports with that name, but you’d probably get further than me on this.”

I’ll find out where this little girl came from and send her back, even if I have to spank the answers out of her. I’ve done a lot worse in my lifetime. This is a cakewalk.

As though I have a sixth sense, I feel Hadley when she exits the restaurant. Bermuda is beside her, grinning. He may be wearing a leather cut, but his worn baseball cap, holey jeans, and shit kickers make him look like the Oklahoma boy next door. In an alternate reality, those two could be siblings maybe. I track her with just my gaze, watching her every moment.

The dart of her eyes to the tree line past the parking lot.

The fake smile.

The tensing of her muscles.

The slowing in her gait.

“Fuck,” I grumble. “She’s gonna run.”

I no sooner get the words out of my mouth when she takes off. The girl is tall and skinny, her long legs eating up the distance before Bermuda even realizes she bolted. Without another word, I tear off after her. I may be a lot older than her, but I’m not some fat-ass biker. I’m in shape and I can catch a little runaway like it ain’t shit.

Her brown hair billows out behind her as she seems to fly with inhuman speed. My boots kick up gravel behind me on my chase. I can hear Gibson and Bizzy laughing while Dragon catcalls me. Fucking bastards.

Hadley never makes it to the tree line.

I snag her by her hair, jerking her to a stop. She screeches, but I don’t relent. I drag her flailing body to my chest and bring my mouth to her ear. Her chest rises and falls with each ragged pant of breath.

“Stupid, child.”

“I’m not a child.”

“You are.”

“I hate you.”

I laugh, twisting my grip in her hair so my knuckles are against her scalp. “Fucking hate me. I don’t give a shit. You’re mine to look after and I told you running away wasn’t going to work for me, goddammit.”

“I’m not yours,” she says fiercely, emotion in her voice. “I’m no one’s. You made sure of that when you killed Junior.”

Here we go again.

I’m tired of hearing about that dumbass punk.

“You’re going to stop this shit right now. We’re going to hold hands like you’re my fucking girl and then we’re going to leave. You fight me on this and I’ll make your life miserable when we get back. Feel me?”

Her body trembles. “I won’t be your slave.”

I roll my eyes. Girl watches too many fucking movies. “You will if I demand it.”

My threat has its intended effect because she submits. Good girl. Her body relaxes as she mutters out an “okay.”

Releasing her hair, I grab her shoulders and twist her to face me. Her eyes are watery but no tears have fallen. In the sunlight, she has a few visible freckles on her nose and cheeks. It’s cute. Dark lashes bat against her apple cheeks and her plump lips are pursed together in a pout.

Blaire.

My sweet Blaire.

I’m struck by how similar they are. Dark brown eyes. Pale skin. Pert nose. My palms cradle her sweet face and I lean in so I can memorize every detail.

“W-What are you doing?” she whispers.

“Lookin’ at you, kid.”

“Why?”

“I like what I see.”

“You trying to make me your old lady?”

Her words jar me from my selfish little fantasy of where she’s Blaire and I’m her daddy and all is fucking safe and right in the world.

“What?” I hiss. “Fuck no.”

My words seem to wound her because she flinches. “Oh.”

The moment is gone. I don’t see Blaire. Hadley’s eyebrows are different. One brow is naturally arched in a way that seems as though she’s always giving you a challenging look. Her lips are redder, fuller—the focal point on her face. Even the shape of her face is longer whereas Blaire’s was rounder. Hadley has a harder edge to her—a more womanly aspect that my baby girl never had. Blaire was innocent.

Hadley is not innocent.

I clear my throat and step away. My thumb brushes along her soft cheek before I release her. Her brows furrow together as she studies me. I take her hand and thread it with mine.

“Smile and try to act as though we belong together,” I grumble.

She lets out an annoyed huff. “I took drama. I know how to act. In fact, that’s how I won Miss—oh. Doesn’t matter where. I won.”

This girl is slick.

“You were a pageant girl?”

“Junior and them called me Beauty Queen,” she says in a regal tone before flinching. “You can call me Hadley.”

“Pageant Girl fits you better than Beauty Queen.”

“It makes me sound like I’m a kid.”

“You are a kid.”

“You’re an asshole.”

I smirk and shrug. “Takes one to know one, PG.”

“Ugh,” she groans. “Don’t call me that.”

“Too late,” I say, letting go of her hand to swat her ass. I address my group of grinning brothers. “PG is ready to play nice now.”

“PG?” Gibson asks, scratching at his beard.

“Pageant Girl.”

Dragon whistles, half hanging out of Copper’s truck. “You gonna put on a show for us, PG?”

She puts her hand on her hip, cocking it out to the side, her eyes flaring with attitude. “You couldn’t handle my show.”

“Prez,” he argues. “I can handle the girl. Tell her. Let me handle it. Please let me handle it.”

I shake my head. “You’re not touching her.” Then I pin her with a narrowed stare. “And you won’t be showing these guys anything.”

She shoots a challenging glare my way. “We’ll see, Daddy.”

I grit my teeth, staring after her.

“Oh, fuck,” Filter groans. “We’re in trouble with this little shit.”

“I’ll keep her in line,” I grind out. “You let me worry about her.”

“All yours, Prez. All fucking yours.”

Satisfaction slides through my veins.

Until we find her real daddy, she is mine.
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Clouds darken the sky, warning of nasty storms, but I’m not worried. We’re pulling up to my compound and soon we’ll be safe from the rain. The drive up my gravel road is long. I love being nestled in the woods away from everyone. One day, it’s our hope to grow our chapter to fifty or sixty good, loyal brothers. Right now, there are ten of us. Not many compared to others like Animal’s chapter. But that’s okay. When I took on this gig, it was because I had a plan. I wanted nothing but loyalty, even if I had to breed it myself. Never again would I be caught with my pants down. I’m always prepared, and my brothers have my back, even if some of them can be total shitheads.

When I built my massive home, I did so considering the future of my MC. It’s built much like a hotel—plenty of suite-like bedrooms and lots of gathering rooms. We drink and cause a ruckus like the rest of the bikers out there, but we do so in style. Our beer is craft and local, none of this cheap QuikTrip shit. The place smells like motherfucking oranges thanks to Stormy’s wickless candle crap she spreads around the house. And we have a pool. Whenever we visit the other clubhouses, I see it in my guys’ eyes. They’re fuckin’ snobs just like me. I’ve given them a silver spoon and they won’t eat with anything else. The MC gives them a brotherhood, and I give them everything else.

I pull Dragon’s hog into the garage beside mine and then shut off the engine. The sound is deafening, echoing off the concrete as all the guys pull in around me. I pat Hadley’s thigh, indicating for her to get off the bike. Once she’s standing beside me, I climb off and then grab her wrist.

“I’ll show you to your room where you’ll stay until we find your dad,” I grunt over the loud sounds of motors running.

She follows me inside. There’s a pep in her step that instills an inkling of satisfaction inside me. I’m sure a place like this is much different than what she was used to. Putnam’s clubhouse reeked of piss and stale old biker balls. We did the state of Arkansas a service by burning that shit to the ground.

“You’re back—oh!” Stormy rounds the corner, her tits all but spilling out of her top, with a shocked look on her face. “Who’s this?”

“Hadley, meet Stormy. She’s the cook.”

I smirk when Stormy’s lip curls up and her eyes flare with anger. “I’m Filter’s girlfriend,” she bites out. “And you’re…”

“Just Hadley.”

I shrug off Stormy’s confused look and then set to showing Hadley all the rooms in the house. It smells like motherfucking apple pie today and fuck if that doesn’t make me smile. This home is my sanctuary. My fucking peace in a violent and emotionally painful life I’ve been forced to live for the last decade.

At the end of the hall between my room and Filter’s is an empty room. It’s smaller than the others but has a great view of Keystone Lake. Stormy didn’t want it because she wanted to shack up with Filter. I think she just wanted more room for all her clothes and makeup and shit.

“This is you,” I say, rapping my knuckles on the open door.

“Until when?”

I cross my arms over my chest and lean against the doorframe. “That’s up to you, little girl. You could help me out here.”

Her eyes narrow.

“Or,” I grunt, “you could continue to be a stubborn bitch. Just know the only person you’re punishing is yourself.” I smirk at her. “I’m well versed in dealing with a teenage brat. You, on the other hand, look as though you haven’t been daddied properly in quite some time.”

With a hateful glare, she stomps past me and slams the bedroom door in my face. My palm itches to waltz right in there after her and spank her disobedient ass. I’ll have that girl straightened out in a week.

“I don’t tolerate disrespect around here,” I growl through the door. “That’s your one and only warning. You pull that shit again and I’ll take my belt to you.”

Silence.

Good. She heard me loud and clear.

I leave the girl be and go find Payne. He’s in his room, taking apart his Glock.

“You headed to the gate?”

Sure, we have cameras and security, but Payne likes to stay on the gate as often as possible just in case. He’s a paranoid motherfucker.

“Unless you need me around here,” he grunts.

“I do.”

He frowns, his brows curling together in a villainous way. “Yeah, Prez. Whatdya need?”

“The girl. Hadley. I can’t fucking babysit her while I deal with Putnam shit. As soon as we can return her, we will. In the interim, I need someone to shadow her.”

His face sours. “Bermuda? Bizzy?”

“She’ll walk all over Bermuda. And Bizzy is ADD as fuck. I need someone…less obvious. Someone she won’t interact with. I need you.”

He squares his shoulders and runs his palm over his buzzed head. “I can do that. I won’t take no shit talkin’ from her, though. You know that.”

“I already warned her. If she gets too mouthy, come find me. I’ll deal with it. You don’t have to take that shit, but I also don’t want you punishing her. This girl is barely eighteen, man. A runaway. Not some club whore like Stormy or her dumbass slut sister she brings around here sometimes. Just let me deal with it.”

“On it.” He cracks his neck. “Who’ll watch the gate? With Putnam slipping through our fingers, we need to be on high alert. I doubt he’s ballsy enough to come here, but you did gut his kid.”

“Nees is still on my shit list. I’ll send him out there with Katana. We’ll have our guard up. While they play defense, I’m going to find where the fuck Putnam has gone to.”

He clasps my shoulder and nods. “Ten years, Prez. We got your back. We always do. Everything’s finally coming to a head. And the moment we end that fucker, maybe you can retire.”

“Retire. I don’t think guys like us ever do.”
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I find Dragon, Copper, and Halo all sitting in our boardroom with their laptops open. When I owned my own company, the guys who worked for me were geeks. Polos and khakis and twitchy awkward types. Now, they wear leather and have tattoos and cuss a lot.

“This bitch likes beating on women,” Copper says, shaking his head. “What a fucking pussy.”

“His son was a wannabe,” Dragon chimes in. “There’s a goldmine of shit on Junior.”

I sit in a chair and roll around to where Dragon is. “Hadley? She was his girlfriend. What do you find on her?”

“Nothing yet. From the looks of it, some bitch named Juicy was all over Junior. Not sure why he’d fuck that when he had PG, but it’s evident he did. She’s still a mystery.”

“Anything on the missing person reports?” I ask my brother.

“Nope. Either she gave you a fake name or one hasn’t been filed for a Hadley.”

Of course not. That’d be too easy.

“What about you, Halo?”

Halo leans back in his chair and it creaks against his solid, muscular frame. “Still hunting down my leads from before. I smell something big. Give me time to sniff it out.”

I give him a nod. “Dragon, cull through Junior’s friend list. If Hadley really was his girlfriend, she’ll be on there. Check profiles with no pictures or anything remotely vague. We’ll narrow down from there.”

“Narrow down by…” he implores.

I flash a wicked grin at him. “I have my ways.”

My ways involve diving into the code to isolate their IP addresses. Shit only I can do. I don’t have time to go through his three hundred friends on his list, but if they can get me twenty or so to work with, my hunt will be easier.

“Yo, Prez,” Gibson says, stepping in the doorway. “Got a call from my brother. He’s got brisket going. We still on for a Q tonight?”

Our monthly Qs—short for barbeque—are something I both hate and love in equal parts. It’s nice to kick back, drink a little, shoot the shit with my guys’ friends and family, but it also fucking hurts because my family is gone. I tend to get a little too fucked up sometimes and Copper has to drag my blubbering ass to my room before I do something stupid like cry.

“Yeah. Round up Hadley and make her help Stormy. I don’t trust Hadley on a grocery run, but when you guys get back, get her out of her room, even if you have to drag her.”

Gibson laughs. “You got it, man.”

Unlike Payne, Gibson won’t hurt her. Maybe try to serenade the bitch or some shit, but not hurt. Gibson, when not being a dumbass with Bizzy, is our entertainment in the literal sense. He can sing and play anything on his guitars. His room is full of them, both electric and acoustic. Some cost more than cars. I know this shit because it’s all he talks about some days. I’m pretty sure if he could figure out how to put wheels on his custom PRS, he’d ride that fucker around town, strumming it like it’s some sort of special pussy he has to play.

“We’ll continue this shit tomorrow,” I tell my guys. “Tonight, let’s celebrate the fact we killed everyone Putnam knows and cares about.”
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Hadley

 

A knock on my door has me jolting upright and fear ratcheting inside me. I’d fallen asleep on the comfortable bed, lulled into a false sense of security. I can’t forget that I’m in enemy territory. Trapped and kept like a prisoner. I glance around my “cell” and frown. It’s the nicest room I’ve ever been in and that says a lot considering what I grew up in.

“Who is it?” I croak out.

“Stormy Jean.”

The blond club whore who was eyeing me like I was an alien. No, thank you.

“I’m not allowed to have visitors,” I lie.

She snorts. “And I’m probably not allowed to visit, but here we are. Put your panties on. I’m coming in.”

I roll my eyes because I’m still dressed in the horrible outfit I borrowed at Animal’s clubhouse. Stormy walks in, a picture of Southern biker babe perfection. She’s beautiful and not quite hardened like most of the club bitches are. There’s a predatory glint in her eyes that I home in on.

“What do you want?” I say not unkindly. “I was napping.” Okay, so that part didn’t come out exactly nice.

She tosses a handful of items onto my bed. “The guys let girls visit, but so far, I’m the only one they allow to stay. This is exciting.”

Yes, because being held prisoner by the man who killed your boyfriend is so very exciting. My chest aches whenever I think of Junior. I try not to let my last memory be of him hitting me or balls deep inside Juicy’s filthy cunt. I try to think about stargazing on the trampoline, heavy make out sessions when we were younger, and long phone calls where he spoke freely without his father’s influence. The good ol’ days.

“I brought you clothes and some shoes. Makeup. Whatever shit they have you wearing doesn’t fit well and looks homeless. If you’re going to be staying at the Man Mansion, then you gotta look hot. There are a ton of hotties to choose from. Except Filter. He’s mine.” She bats her lashes at me and smiles. “Surely you were eyeing one of them? Dragon maybe? You two would make beautiful babies. He’s crazy and I’m talking batshit crazy, but I bet he has a big dick.”

You don’t have confidence and swagger that practically drips from you unless you have the dick to back it up. I have no doubts Dragon is hung.

“Man Mansion, huh?” I’m amused by this. This whole MC is so different than the Roaring River MCs. Like characters out of a comic book.

“That’s my nickname for it. Koyn hates it. He calls it, and I quote,” she says deepening her voice, “‘the compound.’”

The compound.

Man Mansion does sound better.

“Is he always a dick?” I ask, picking up a silky top.

“Always. Without fail.” She grins. “It’s because he lost his wife and daughter. They were murdered.”

I gape at her. “Murdered?”

“Yep. It’s totally hush-hush, but everyone knows. I wouldn’t bring it up if I were you. He gets a crazy look in his eyes sometimes and it scares me far worse than Dragon ever could.”

“Are you in love with Filter?”

My question must catch her off guard because her smile falters and her eyes dart to the side. “Yes. Of course I am. Just gotta convince him I’m good enough to be his old lady.”

I’ve been around Magna long enough to sniff out liars. It’s what he was best at. I had to become the best to outsmart him. Tell my lies and believe them as truths.

“Hmm,” is all I say.

“I could fuck Dragon if I want. And believe me, girl, I want. Just to see what he feels like. To see if he’s as wild in bed as he is in real life. It could be fun.” Her brows knit together. “But I’m not here to have fun. I’m here to be with Filter.”

Stepford wife, much?

And I thought the bitches my dad knows and runs around with were bad.

“They kidnapped me,” I tell her boldly. “Killed my boyfriend and everyone I knew.”

Her gaze darkens. “Did they…touch you?”

No, that was my boyfriend and his dad.

“Not like that. No.”

Relief floods her features. “Good. I…I did not want to deal with that today.”

“How exactly were you planning on dealing with it if it were the truth?” I challenge, curious about this woman.

She plasters on a fake smile. “I’d whip their asses. Now put on something cute and fix your face. Bermuda and I went to the store. Got all kinds of fixins for the Q.”

“Q?”

“Barbeque, baby. Everyone’ll be here. It’s the best part of the month because I’m included and not treated like an outsider.”

“Who is everyone?” My heart rate picks up as I ponder my escape plan. If I can slip into someone else’s car, maybe I can ride on out of here.

“Family and friends. The Tulsa Royal Bastards chapter is small. Probably one of the smallest. Koyn is super fucking paranoid and doesn’t let just anyone patch in. It’s also why this joint’s not overrun by club whores. Not sure why I got the free pass, but I’ll take it.” She waggles her brows. “Must be all the anal.”

I snort. “I wouldn’t brag about that.”

“Why not?” she asks, clearly offended.

“You want them to keep you around because you let Filter put it up your ass?”

She shrugs. “It’s my claim to fame.”

A giggle erupts from me and she smiles happily at my response. “Fine. I’m ready to get out of these clothes anyway. And if I’m going to be a prisoner, at least I can be a hot one.”

“Then, maybe Prez can get laid for once.”

I scowl. “I’m not fucking that psycho. Besides, I remind him of his daughter. That’s what I gathered anyway.”

Her head cocks to the side. “How old are you, hon?”

“Eighteen.”

“Too young, baby.”

“So I’ve been told by Dragon. But don’t worry, I’m not planning on sleeping with anyone, especially Koyn. He’s old.”

Stormy cackles. “Oh my God, bitch, don’t let him hear you say that!”

“He acts like he’s my damn dad, so I’m sure he already knows. How old is he anyway?”

“Late forties, I think.” She stretches out on the bed, her boobs nearly falling out of her tank. “He’s a tough nut to crack. I flirt with him every chance I get. Since Filter doesn’t want to claim me as his old lady, I figure maybe it might do Prez some good to get laid. He never bites, though. Maybe he’ll bite you.” She smirks. “Though that’s kind of a huge age gap and kinda weird.”

I don’t tell her just last night I sucked Magna’s dick and he’s hella old. I’m not a schoolgirl virgin. Age means nothing in the MC world.

“I’m not sleeping with him. Ever.”

“Just swear you won’t bone Bizzy. We so can’t be friends if you have sex with that idiot.”

“I’m not having sex with anyone here.”

“Not even me?” she purrs, waggling her brows.

“Especially not you. I don’t have a dick, anal girl. You’re on your own.”

Her giggles are infectious and I find myself feeling lighter for the first time in a long time, which makes zero sense considering my past twenty-four hours.
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Turns out, Stormy isn’t their cook. She just pretends. If anyone is the cook, it’s Bermuda. He knows his way around the kitchen and doesn’t burn, spill, break anything in his path like she does. The girl tries, though.

I like Stormy.

It’s not her fault she’s in love with the VP of a murdering MC. I think of her as someone like me. Victims of our hearts. She’s bubbly and sassy and fearless. Unlike Juicy and some of the other girls back at my old clubhouse, she’s refreshing.

“It’s not that hard,” Bermuda says as he skins a potato. “Just like cutting the flesh off some asshole.”

I curl my lip up and he laughs.

“Bermuda is a softie,” Stormy tattles. “Look at those cheeks. A face only a momma could love.” She tries to pinch his cheeks and he swats her away.

“Do they always make you cook for the barbeques?” I ask, frowning.

“Nah. Prez says we could cater in sides and shit from Rib Crib, but I like cooking. Gibson’s brother Randy makes the best brisket. Nees’s momma will bring desserts because she’s a fucking baking queen. We all pitch in.”

It’s all so…cute.

They’re like a family.

I’m not sure why, but it ruffles my feathers. Irritates me. Makes me nervous.

I throw my attention into my tasks. The three of us make potato salad, pasta salad, a broccoli type salad with crunchy noodles in it, baked beans, and some fluffy fruit nonsense that I can’t seem to keep my fingers out of.

“Randy just pulled up,” Gibson calls out, peeking into the kitchen.

Bermuda flips his ball cap around and gives my bottom a pat on the way out. I frown and shoot a look Stormy’s way.

“These boys are ass grabbers. Get used to it. They’re affectionate in that sense and don’t mean nothin’ by it.”

I scowl as I stick the fluffy fruit bowl back into the fridge so I won’t eat any more of it. “It’s a good way to get their asses kicked.”

She puts her hands on her hips and lifts a brow. “You gonna kick their asses? Bermuda used to play football for OU right out of high school. He’s probably slapped every ass on that team the same way he slapped yours.”

It’s not like he made me suck his dick.

I guess I am being a bitch.

“Whatever,” I grumble.

“Now if Dragon grabs your ass, you gotta watch him. His hand will wander right into your pants.” She shrugs. “I mean, it’s not the worst thing to happen. You’ve seen the guy.”

My thighs clench. Ugh, ignore the hot bad guys. “I’ll cut his hand off if he tries.”

Her eyes flash with worry. “Don’t tell him that.”

“Why not?”

“Because…” She frowns. “You should go home.”

I’m stung by her sudden change of heart toward me. “Why? Because I don’t want Dragon’s hand in my pants?”

“No,” she hisses. “Because you look like you might get off on taunting him and Dragon isn’t one you taunt. I don’t think he’d hurt a girl, but I don’t know. You’d do best going home. Don’t you have a family that’s worried about you?”

“I’m not going home.” I let out a sigh of defeat. “And I won’t taunt the dragon.”

Her shoulders relax. “Good girl. Now let’s go find something to drink. Momma’s thirsty.”

I follow her outside where “A Country Boy Can Survive” by Hank Williams, Jr. plays on the outdoor speakers. People are milling about as several of the guys are setting up outdoor tables. I see a few women chatting it up as Bermuda, Gibson, and some guy who must be Randy unload big metal trays of food from the back of a Tahoe.

It’s all so…easy.

I don’t do easy.

Easy makes me uneasy.

My hackles rise and I search out the threats. What’s hiding behind the false sense of security? Dragon sits in a lawn chair, kicked back and talking to the guy named Katana. They’re both sharpening knives. Definitely the threat in this homey scene.

A little girl with brown pigtails runs over to Dragon and bounces into his lap. He grins at her, dropping his knife into the grass to tickle her.

He may look like an adoring uncle, but I’m not fooled.

Stormy prances over to Filter, who emerges from the garage, grease smeared on his bare chest. I rake my gaze down the golden god’s body, appreciating the view for a moment, before looking for him.

Prez.

Koyn the boyfriend murdering bastard.

As I search through the growing crowd of people, I take note of the property. Trees surround the compound. The house is massive and so is the garage beside it. The back patio is covered and filled with chairs. I walk to the edge of the house and peek around the corner. A giant pool fills the space and to my surprise there are kids already diving in. It must be heated.

What kind of Twilight Zone am I in?

Man Mansion. Giggling kids. Heated pools. Fucking brisket.

The shindigs we had with the Roaring River MCs were wild and insane and filthy. This reminds me too much of a time when I lived at home and was part of a real family. The urge to escape intensifies.

I need a plan.

One that doesn’t involve blatantly sneaking off. Because I’m not stupid. I see the cameras. I notice the way Dragon’s smile is for the little girl, but his green eyes are locked on mine. It doesn’t get past me that Filter watches me like a hawk even as he gropes Stormy’s ass. These guys aren’t your usual run-of-the-mill bikers. They’re smarter and more calculating. Vicious monsters who choose to hide behind smiles and money.

I’m not fooled.

I gaze at the woods, wishing it were that easy. It’s then I see someone. Hidden in the shadows. It’s the one they call Payne.

“What the fuck?” I mutter. What a creep! How long has he been standing there watching me?

I beam at him and give him my middle finger. I see you, asshole. Problem is, they all see me. My plan has to be smarter. More detailed. Intricate. I need to warm these people up, earn their trust, and then skip the fuck out of town when they least expect it.

For tonight, I’ll drink, maybe dance a little, and eat more of that fluffy fruity nonsense.
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Koyn

 

I snap my laptop closed and pinch the bridge of my nose in frustration. For hours I’ve stared at this screen hunting for Putnam. I’m tired as fuck but tonight is the Q. I need to get out there and make an appearance.

With a grumble, I leave my office and saunter through the empty house toward the back where the party will be in full swing. It’s dark out and Gibson is already entertaining the masses with his own rendition of Bad Company’s “Shooting Star” on his favorite Gibson that he named Bocephus—a replica of Hank Williams Jr.’s all-maple guitar from the ’70s. His deep, raspy voice has a Southern twang but with just enough of a rock and roll growl to be cool. He’s got his own little fan club—all female.

We’re all used to Stormy’s flirty ass shaking her tits and singing along. What we’re not used to is her.

I stop dead in my tracks.

Anger swells up inside me, hot and violent.

Fucking Hadley.

She’s wearing a pair of Stormy’s pink booty shorts that barely cover her ass. Her fucking cheeks are hanging out like it’s not goddamn November. The black Pantera sweatshirt she wears hangs off her shoulder and from this vantage point, it reveals nothing but bare skin. I don’t see a bra strap and for some reason that sets me off.

“What the fuck is going on?” I snarl, stalking over to her.

She swivels around as I approach, her fingers pushing up her hair as she works her hips perfectly in tune with the music. Her eyes are glassy—a telltale sign someone’s been allowing her young ass to drink. The bitch winks at me and then turns her back to me, continuing her seductive dance.

Bermuda eye-fucks her as he sips on his beer and mutters words to his brother beside him. Bizzy looks seconds from nutting his pants. Filter and Copper seem amused. Katana is disinterested. Payne’s probably watching from the shadows. Fucking Nees is dancing like the little bitch he is. Hell, even Halo’s eyes are glued to her teenage ass.

And Dragon…

That fucker is pacing, his eyes on the prize.

On my prize.

“Pageant Girl,” I bark out. “Get your ass over here.”

She shoots me a scathing look, before dancing right into the line of danger. Dragon stops his pacing to cock his head at her. He’s going to pounce. And when he gets that evil glint in his eyes, he’s either going to fuck or kill. I’ll be damned if I let him do either.

I stalk right over to her, sling an arm around her narrow waist, and drag her away from Dragon. My eyes sear a warning into his.

Calm. The. Fuck. Down.

Filter, becoming aware of the silent showdown, walks over to play peacemaker. Katana nudges Dragon with his shoulder to pull him out of his trance.

“Let me go!” Hadley shrieks.

Nope.

Not after this.

I fucking warned her.

Not only did she ignore me and undermine my authority, but she taunted the deadliest guy around. She knew what the fuck she was doing.

And now she needs to be punished for it.

I wasn’t kidding when I told her I’d whip her ass if I had to.

Someone needs to and her daddy’s not around.

She kicks and screams to no avail. No one’s going to save her.

I drag her unruly ass into the house. She bellows, but I’m focused. I’m reminded of the time Blaire used my credit card to buy a bunch of bullshit online when she was thirteen. I’d told her she was going to work it off and she fucking laughed at me. Like a little ungrateful shit who thought she could walk all over her daddy. It was the last time I whipped her, but I got her good. She never sassed me quite like that again.

“Stop!” Hadley yells.

Ignoring her, I push her thin body over the arm of the sofa and hold her down with my hand as I work at my belt buckle. Her entire body freezes.

“I don’t want to have sex with you,” she whimpers, almost cracking my resolve to punish her. Almost.

“I’m not some fucking perv,” I bite out. “I’m going to whip your ass for that stunt.”

“What?!”

She starts squirming a lot worse than when she thought I was going to stick my dick in her teenage pussy. I yank out my belt from the loops with a swish.

“Stay still. I’m giving you three licks. You fight me, and so help me, PG, I’ll give you ten.”

I crack the leather against her ass over her booty shorts and she screams, her back arching. The girl doesn’t listen to a goddamn word I say because she tries to crawl away. I fist her Pantera sweatshirt, keeping her in place, before whipping her again. I’m able to land one more lick of the leather before she launches herself out of my grip and scrambles to the other side of the sofa.

“You whipped me!” she accuses, sobbing.

“Fucking right I did. You’re under my roof and you’re going to follow my damn rules.”

“YOU ARE NOT MY DADDY!”

I grab a fistful of her hair, dragging her to her knees on the sofa. Tears streak down her red cheeks, leaving black lines of despair. Her bottom lip trembles.

She looks so broken.

Fuck.

Rather than whipping her some more or getting in her face, I haul her up further and into my arms. Her fingernails dig into my shoulders like she’s about to go fucking crazy trying to get away, but then her body deflates in defeat. She relaxes, giving in to her tears. I toss the belt, grab her tender ass, and hoist her up like she’s my little girl. Her body is wrapped around me like I’m the only tree in a storm and she’s gotta hang on to survive. I stroke my fingers down her spine and kiss her hair.

“Good girl. I’ve got you.”

She sobs louder and hugs me tighter. I bounce her like she’s a toddler, gently and in a soothing manner, as I pace around the living room. I catch Stormy and Filter peeking in, but they don’t come inside.

“I know you have me painted as a bad guy, and I am, but I don’t enjoy spanking,” I grumble. “I’d rather you behave. Then I don’t have to remind you that you’re not the boss around here.”

“I was just having fun,” she whines tearfully. “I was dancing.”

“Half naked.”

“I’m not half naked,” she growls.

I pat her bottom again, and then run my finger along the hem of her shorts. “Your ass was hanging out.”

She shivers. “No one was looking.”

I roll my eyes. “PG, everyone was looking.”

“So? Why do you care?”

“Because you’re not theirs to look at.”

“What? I’m yours?”

“Not like that.”

“Like what?”

“Like you’re mine to fuck. But you’re not. I’m just looking after you, PG.”

She pulls away slightly to regard me with her messy, teary face. Her brown eyes flash with anger. “Maybe I don’t need to be looked after.”

“Had I not intervened when I did, Dragon would have been on you. Sure, he’s got a pretty face, but you do not want to taunt that man. He would devour you.”

“Maybe I wanted to be devoured by him.”

“You’re too young.”

“To fuck?”

My nostrils flare. “Yes.”

“I fucked Junior plenty of times. Probably would have fucked his dad too.”

Her words make fire burn through me again. “What the fuck did you say?”

“Magna. I already sucked his dick.” She shrugs. “He would’ve eventually fucked me.”

I snag her jaw in my grip, staring at the young girl with the sassy mouth of an old lady. “Now you’re taunting me.”

Her brow hikes up. “Why do you care who I fuck?”

“Because you’re not old enough.”

“I’m not your daughter. I can fuck whoever the hell I want.”

“No,” I growl, biting my fingers into her jaw. “You fucking can’t. When you’re here, you will fuck no one. If you want to fuck again one day, I suggest you tell me who the hell your dad is so I can send you on your goddamn way, brat.”

I release her jaw to grab her shorts, pulling them up her ass crack. I smack her ass cheek hard, reveling in the surprised wail that escapes her. Her thighs clench around my waist.

“Keep talking,” I warn. “I’ll whip your ass all night if I have to.”

Her bottom lip wobbles and tears pool in her brown eyes. I’m thrust back to the night when Blaire stared at me with teary eyes silently pleading for me to save her from the bad man. Just like this. Except Hadley needs saving from herself. Once again, I pull her to my chest and stroke my fingers through her hair.

“You ready to behave?” I ask, my palm sliding down her back to gently pat her exposed ass.

“I guess.”

It’s the best answer I could have hoped for.

“Good girl. Now go have fun. With Stormy. No one else. Stay away from those men.”
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I knock back another shot, the world in front of me blurring. Ever since I had to take the belt to Hadley’s ass, my mind has been on my wife and daughter. Fuck, I miss them. Having Hadley around makes my heart yearn to have my little girl back. It’s majorly screwing with my head.

Bizzy started a huge ass bonfire and everyone that’s left is sitting around it getting shitfaced. The women have gone home with their children, leaving us Royal Bastards with a few stragglers, including Randy. Stormy is in Filter’s lap, straddling him, and dry fucking him for all to see. My eyes, though, are on Hadley.

After our come to Jesus meeting, she changed into a pair of sweats. She sits curled up in the chair, a blanket wrapped around her, staring into the fire. Bermuda sits close enough that his foot taps against her chair in a steady way that seems as though he’s rocking her. Dragon has lost his fire and animatedly tells a story about this orgy he was a part of when he was at church camp. There’s so much wrong with his story, I don’t even intervene. Just let him tell us some wild shit that’ll have us sent right to hell along with him.

“Prez,” Gibson says, passing me another shot.

I suck this one down and lick my lips. Hadley’s stare locks on me. When she yawns, a sense of fatherly duty washes over me.

She needs to get to bed.

I rise unsteadily on my feet and stumble. Stormy cries out when Filter grabs her hips, sitting her back in her own chair. He stands and stalks over to me. I try to shake him off, but he’s not having any of it.

“What’re we doing, man?” he asks, his voice low.

“My little girl needs to go to bed.”

His fingers bite into my bicep. “Koyn, man, that’s not her.”

I yank my arm from his grip, anger surging through me. “The fuck she ain’t.”

“That’s Hadley,” he says in a calm tone.

Hadley.

Not Blaire.

“She’s mine,” I argue, heat flaring inside me.

“Not your daughter, though.”

“I still want her in bed,” I snap.

“As long as it’s not yours, I can help with that.”

“The fuck you say?” I snarl, shoving his chest. “Did you just accuse me of some pervert shit with my little girl?” I shove him again, the liquor fueling me on. “I’m not some sick child predator, Ryan.”

Filter flinches at his real name.

“Koyn, dude, calm down.” He reaches for me and I swing at him.

Crack.

There’s a scuffle of grunts and groans before I’m being dragged away by Payne. Halo helps Filter up off the ground, shooting me a penetrating glare. And Bermuda…I’m going to kill him.

Hadley is on her feet and Bermuda has her in a protective embrace.

I charge, hell-bent on ripping him away from her, but Payne yanks me back.

“Get her to her room,” Filter instructs. “Prez has had a little too much to drink. Get him some fucking water, Payne.”

I watch as Bermuda guides her back to the house. She looks over her shoulder at me, her features pinched. Payne slaps my cheek just hard enough to get my attention. I turn my angry glare on him.

“Water, Prez. Get some fucking water before you do something you regret.”

I regret letting that fucker walk away with my little girl.
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Hadley

 

I wake with him inside me. Him. Oh God. What is happening? I sob, confused and betrayed, but then his mouth is covering mine. Silencing me. Poisoning me. My world darkens as I check out. This is not my life. This is not my life. This is not my life.

A scream tears from my throat, jerking me awake for real this time. My clothes are drenched with sweat and I’m trembling. The room is dark, but I can feel even darker shadows lurking.

Is it him?

Has he found me?

A terrified whimper crawls up my throat as the door swings open. Heavy footsteps stalk forward. Despite sweating, I drag the blanket to my chin, blinking tears from my lids.

“Who’s there?” My voice is small and afraid.

“Daddy.”

Not my daddy. Koyn.

“I’m scared,” I admit in a whisper.

“Don’t be scared,” he says in a soothing voice. “I’m here.”

He crawls into bed with me, curling his strong arm around me. I expect for the anger to flare up, but it’s gone. Completely absent. All I want is for him to hold me and chase away the fear.

“You’re safe with me,” he vows. Somehow I believe him. “Go to sleep, baby girl.”

And I do.
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I squint against the morning light and take stock of my situation. There’s a man in my bed. Not just any man, him. Koyn. And my needy ass is wrapped around him like I belong there. Worst part is, he wears nothing but a black pair of boxers. His body is on full display for my morning viewing pleasure.

God, what a pleasure it is, too.

He’s muscular and a tangle of thorns in the shape of a heart is inked over his heart. I see their names woven in: Eleanor and Blaire. His body is smooth with a dusting of chest hair over his pecks and upper torso. Then, there’s a dark trail of hair from his bellybutton that disappears into the waistband of his boxers. The blanket covers what’s hiding in those boxers, but I’m curious. So curious, I drag the covers down to see what he’s packing.

Nice.

Really nice.

Of course my captor would be hung like a horse. I try to ignore the jittery feeling that instills inside me. I’m not supposed to be attracted to a monster, but he’s here and I’m fucking attracted. Ignoring the need to stare at his boxers covered cock any longer, I trail my stare back up his chest to his face. His arm is resting over his eyes and his bicep bulges. I’ve never had the urge to touch underarm hair before, but his looks dark and soft and clean. I curl my hand into a fist so I don’t do anything bizarre like pet his armpit.

Besides, this is the guy who spanked me last night. Like a little kid.

He also held me and kept the nightmares away.

I’m torn between being thankful and angry.

I settle for agitated and focus on his full, pink lips and the dark facial hair that’s grown in some along his jaw. From beneath his arm, I see the mottled scarring on his face. I’m curious as to how he came to get a giant “X” permanently gouged into his skin. It’s creepy, but also kind of sad. Stormy said his family was murdered. Did they try and murder him too?

I notice the moment he wakes because he tenses. His arm remains over his eyes, but I can feel him taking in his surroundings. He doesn’t speak. Just continues to hide as though he didn’t crawl into my bed last night. To test him, I brush my fingertips between his pecks, marveling in the way his nipples harden, before walking my fingers down the groove between his abs right toward his—

“Stop,” he growls, his hand gripping my wrist almost painfully.

“Stop what?”

“Whatever the fuck you were about to do.”

His arm slides away just so he can glower at me. In the morning light, he seems extra grumpy.

“Jack you off,” I taunt.

He clenches his jaw. “I need a smoke.”

Rolling away from me, he gives me a prime view of his muscular back and tight ass. For being an old guy, he’s fit as hell. Even Junior wasn’t cut like this. I don’t miss the semi he’s sporting in his boxers and stare unabashedly until he disappears from the room.

Now that he’s gone, the bed feels cold again.

Lonely.

Whatever.

I jump out of bed and stalk over to the shower to wash his manly scent off me.

Fucker.
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“I’m bored.”

Stormy sits back, recaps her mascara, and frowns. “What do you want to do?”

“I don’t know,” I grumble. “Not this. Not while they have their closed door meetings and we do nothing.”

“Want to watch a movie?”

“Ugh, no. I want to…explore.”

She shakes her head. “Not gonna happen.”

“Why not?”

“Because you’ll run away.”

I roll my eyes and let out a huff. “I’ll die of boredom before I could ever even dream of leaving.”

“We could go swimming,” she offers.

“It’s November, dummy.”

“The pool’s heated, asshole.”

“Skinny-dipping?”

“Hell no, PG. I’d get shot for allowing that to happen.”

“For a biker bitch, you’re awfully conservative.”

She flinches at my words but then laughs. “My bikinis sure as hell aren’t conservative.” She digs around in her drawer before producing two. “White for the innocent, virginal young bitch. And black for the queen.”

I roll my eyes but accept the white swimsuit. She peels off her top and flashes her tits at me. Everything about Stormy is perfect. It makes me feel inadequate. Ignoring those self-loathing thoughts, I change into the white suit.

“This is a bad idea,” she says and bites down on her bottom lip as she peruses her gaze up my body.

“Why?”

“Because you look like a snack, Hadley. There are like ten bikers in there who would probably like a bite.”

“Not all ten,” I argue. “Koyn thinks he’s my daddy.”

“I could tell by the ass whipping he gave you last night.” She walks into the bathroom and grabs two towels. “You kind of deserved that.”

“Rude,” I scoff, but I know I did. I wanted to see how far I could push him.

“Try not to taunt any of those dickheads, m’kay?”

“Can’t make any promises.”
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It’s cold out today. Really cold. The steam from the pool clouds around us. Both Stormy and I are standing as deep as we can and still keeping our heads above water. It’s quiet aside from the wind whistling.

The back door opens and several deep voices start chattering. I hear the flick of a lighter. Someone coughs. A laugh.

Stormy opens her mouth, but I shush her with a hand over it.

“…it’s an alias…”

“…has to come from money…”

“…Dallas…”

I freeze, my eyes going wide, and my hand slides away, splashing the water.

“Someone’s in the pool,” Payne growls, stalking around the side of the house.

Behind him, Filter and Koyn come to stand. Koyn’s gaze is razor-sharp as his cheeks suck in, inhaling a drag from his cigarette.

“Spying?” Koyn growls, his fury directed at Stormy.

“Yeah,” I huff. “I was. She didn’t want to.”

Stormy doesn’t deserve Koyn’s wrath.

“Get out of the pool.” Koyn drops his cigarette to the concrete and stubs it out with his black boot.

“Too cold.” I smile sweetly at him.

Filter curses under his breath and Stormy glowers at me.

At least Koyn’s not boring.

“Get. Out. Of. The. Pool.”

I swim to the deepest part, away from the sides, and unhook the back of my bikini top. “Nah, I’d rather stay here where it’s hot.”

As soon as Koyn realizes I’m taking off my top, he loses his shit, pacing the side like a bull ready to charge. But I’m safe. I flash him a wicked grin before pulling the bikini top out of the water and slinging it at him. It makes a splash near the edge. What makes a bigger splash is him.

I gape, stunned and treading water, as he dives in fully clothed.

“Oh, shit!” I screech, turning and swimming toward the side.

Several more voices join the fray and then there are splashes everywhere. Well, today got a lot less boring. I’ve nearly made it to the side when his strong arm wraps around me. His weight drags me beneath the surface and I claw, desperate for air. He pushes from the bottom and we resurface. I sputter and choke as he manhandles my body, crushing my bare chest to his fully clothed one.

“Bad, bad girl,” he says, his voice deceptively calm.

Rather than running from him, I cling to him, inhaling his scent on his wet neck. He rubs a circle with his fingertips on my back and kisses my head.

Maybe I’m not in trouble after all.

“You know I can’t let this slide.”

I pull away just enough to look up at him. His hair flattened over his brows and hanging in his dark, violent eyes. Everywhere he touches me, I seem to be electrocuted.

“I’m sorry,” I croak out.

“Me too.”

I remember last night when he said he doesn’t like to spank. So why the hell does he do it?

“Please, Koyn,” I whisper, our lips almost touching. I could kiss him. Maybe convince him not to spank me.

His eyes darken. “I have to get you out of here without flashing your tits to every goddamn person out here.”

“Why?”

“Because I have to protect you.”

Giving up, I wrap my arms around his neck and do the same with my legs around his waist. With his hand gripping my ass, he swims us out of the deep end. He ignores the taunting and laughter of his guys as he climbs out of the pool. The chill of the air against my wet skin makes me shiver. I burrow against his warm body.

“I’m cold,” I whine.

“Me too.” His voice is harsh and gritty.

He walks us inside and it gets impossibly colder. I tremble violently as I cling to him.

“The couch,” I murmur as we pass it by.

“I’m not whipping your half naked ass where Bermuda or Bizzy can wank off to it.”
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Koyn

 

Anger boils my blood, heating my chilled flesh to inhuman degrees. It pisses me off that she took her fucking top off for anyone to see. She’s too unruly. Worse than Blaire ever was. I’m too pissed to spank her. I’d bruise her ass for sure. Right now, I need to focus on getting her warm. Her teeth have begun to chatter. I stalk through my massive house and up the stairs.

When I make it to my bathroom and turn on the shower, she refuses to let go.

“On your feet,” I grind out.

She shakes her head. This fucking girl.

“You’re freezing and you need to get warm.” I squeeze her ass in an affectionate way. “On your feet.”

“I don’t want you to spank me.” She lifts her chin and frowns at me.

“You pissed me off too much. If I spanked you, I’d hurt you. All I want is to warm you up.”

She narrows her eyes in a suspicious way, but doesn’t move to stand. I’m going to have to peel this naked girl off me. Or shower with her.

I kick off my boots and then walk into the hot shower. Her nervous laughter makes me fight a smile.

“You should take off your clothes.” Her words are breathy and almost needy sounding.

“No.”

“Koyn…”

“It’s not fucking cool if I get undressed in here with you.”

“Why not?”

“Because you’re a fucking kid.”

“And you’re an asshole. Get naked already. It’s not like I didn’t see that monster cock tenting the blankets this morning.”

I scowl at her. I’d been pissed when I woke up in bed with her. My dreams last night had been confusing. A memory rather. Me rushing to Blaire when she was little. She’d cried after a nightmare. Then, somehow, I was living my memory but with Hadley.

“Koyn.” She lets go of my neck to slide down my body, her pussy rubbing right against my dick. To my horror, it hardens.

Wickedness gleams in her eyes as she looks up at me. I drop my stare from her eyes to her smiling mouth to her perky tits.

Fuck.

My dick strains in my jeans. I grip her ass, glaring at her.

“What in the hell are you doing?” I demand.

“Feeling you.”

I close my eyes and grit my teeth. “Stop.”

“But you don’t want me to,” she taunts, working her body along my now achingly hard cock.

She slides her legs down and then her hands are at my button of my jeans. Unsnapping and unzipping. I shake away my lust-filled daze, coming to terms with what’s happening.

Fuck no.

I seize her neck, pushing her against the tile wall. My leg presses between hers and I pin her with my body. “You think you can play me?”

Her eyes widen. “W-What? No.”

“Two days ago, you were in love with that piece of shit’s son. Now you’re ready to fuck me?”

“I’m not—”

“You’re rubbing on me like a cat in heat. Is that what you want? For me to dick you into submission? Will that make you fucking behave?”

“You’re being an ass—”

I grip her throat tighter, cutting her off mid-sentence, and lean in to her ear. “We’re not going to fuck. You’re not going to escape. What you are going to do is wash your body, put some fucking clothes on, and stay out of trouble.”

Releasing her, I step back to sneer at her. My eyes, of their own accord, flit down to her tits and then down her smooth, taut stomach to her tiny scrap of her white bikini bottoms. This girl is trouble.

Before I can leave, she swings at me, her palm cracking against my cheek. Anger explodes through me. I grab her by her hair, twist her around to face the wall, and then I yank down her bottoms, baring her ass to me.

Smack!

She cries out, her ass clenching after the first hit. I don’t relent and lay into her, spanking her over and over until my hand goes numb. Her choked sob has me jerking away from her, shaking away my daze. My dick is hard as fuck in my jeans and I fixate on her bright red ass. Tight, curvaceous, small.

Fuck.

Fuck.

Fuck.

She turns just her head and looks at me. Sad and broken and ashamed. Goddammit.

Blaire.

Blaire.

Not Blaire.

“Hadley,” I grind out to remind myself this girl isn’t my daughter.

Her face crumples as she bursts into tears. Everything in me screams to run away from her. And yet, I go right into the role of daddy.

“Oh, honey, come here.”

She throws herself into my arms, clinging to my soaked clothes. I kiss her hair and whisper apologies. I fucked up. I spanked her too hard. Too many times. And then I’d gotten aroused over it. I’m a fucking mess.

I shut off the water and walk her out of the shower. Quickly I grab a large towel to wrap her up in. I kiss the top of her head before stripping out of my cut and shirt. Her eyes are lowered and tears continue to fall. Since she’s not looking, I peel off the rest of my clothes and stride naked into my bedroom. I throw on some sweats and grab a T-shirt for her. She’s still in the same spot I left her. Shivering and feeling sorry for herself.

Tugging the towel away, I bare her to me so I can pull the shirt over her head. It falls all the way down to her knees. It makes her look so young. So helpless. Like she’s a little girl, I scoop her into my arms.

My bed is huge.

But no one has ever been in it but me.

I’d be a liar if I said I didn’t fuck from time to time to release tension, but I don’t form any bonds or connections with the opposite sex. The pain from losing my wife is still raw as fuck. No one’s been in this bed.

And yet I climb onto it, setting Hadley right in the middle. She seems so small. So lost. So fucking lonely. It makes me want to wrap myself around her and keep her safe. I know it’s fucked up. I know I’m projecting my daughter onto her, but for the life of me, I can’t bring it in me to care.

“Let’s get you warm.” My voice is low and gravelly.

She slides her long, slender legs under the covers and cuts her eyes my way. Gone is the taunting, sassy girl. This one is vulnerable and scared. I get beneath the blankets with her and tug them up over us.

I pull her against my chest, toying with her hair. Neither of us speaks. She tangles her leg between mine. Holding her feels natural. It did that first night at Animal’s. And last night too. Right now, it soothes my battered soul.

“Rest, baby girl.”
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I wake to thrashing.

Crying and begging.

“Daddy.”

My heart races in my chest. I reach for her in the dark, brushing my fingers through her sweaty hair.

“Shh, I’m here.”

She seems to relax at my voice, the nightmares chased away. I stroke her hair from her face and run my thumb along her silky skin. Leaning down, I kiss her. Softly. On her cheek. Once on her lips. On her nose. She lets out a soft sigh.

“You okay?”

“Yeah,” she whispers. “Sorry.”

“Want to talk about it?”

“No.”

“You’re safe now.”

She sniffles. “Am I?”

“With me you are.”

Her fingers thread through my hair and I rest my forehead against hers. The touch is tender. Gentle. Soothing. Fuck, I’ve missed affection. She tilts her head and then her pillow lips are pressing to mine. A peck. Another peck. And then she parts her lips.

I stick my tongue inside.

I think I shock us both because she gasps.

The room spins the moment her tongue lashes with mine. Curious and explorative. I kiss her hard, desperate for the touch of someone who makes me feel alive again. In my mind, it’s Ellie. It could be Ellie. But then Hadley’s big brown eyes flash in my mind, chasing away my memories.

Young.

So young.

And yet I kiss her harder—with more desperation. Her fingers claw at my hair. She moans, waking my dick right the fuck up.

Stop.

I need to fucking stop.

But I part her thighs, rolling myself on top of her, and nestle my body between her legs. We both groan when I grind against her center. My mouth decimates hers, nipping and sucking and owning as I roll my hips, seeking pleasure from her body. Her heels dig into my ass as her fingers claw at my scalp.

She’s every bit as aroused as I am, soaking right through my sweatpants. It’s maddening. I fuck her with just my pants keeping us separate, taking every mewl and every scratch of her nails so I can commit them to memory.

For so long I’ve needed this.

A tether to this life.

I’d been drifting.

“Koyn,” she pleads. “I need you.”

“I can’t, PG.”

“Then let me feel you at least.”

With a groan of defeat, I shove my sweatpants down far enough to grab my dick. I slap her pussy with it and then rub along her smooth slit. We both shudder from the sensation. All it would take would be one thrust inside her. It would feel so fucking good.

But I know why I shouldn’t.

Sex will bind us and I’m not sure I want that.

Girls like her grow obsessed.

She thought she loved fucking Junior. What happens when she thinks the same about me?

That can’t fucking happen.

I slide against her clit and then grip my dick to tease her juices that are dripping from her body. We both moan when I nudge the head against her opening, but don’t penetrate her. I slide down, between the cheeks of her ass, and then back up to slide against her clit.

“Why won’t you fuck me?” she growls, using her heels against my ass to lift her hips, seeking out my dick.

“Because I’ll never get rid of you.” I nip at her bottom lip. “And I can’t have that.”

“I have nowhere to go.”

“For now, you’ll stay here and let me make you come.”

I intensify my efforts, bucking against her pussy, wishing like fuck I could just impale her with my dick. Instead, I rub and rub and rub until she cries out in pleasure, her entire body jolting. My nuts seize at the sound of her breathing and hot cum shoots out of my cock, jetting up onto my shirt she’s wearing. It makes me wish I’d torn off her shirt so I could rub my cum all over her skin, claiming her.

But fuck…

I don’t want to claim her.

Not like that.

I sit up on my haunches, thankful I can’t see her face in the dark. Absently, I reach out, seeking my cum, and find a glob of it. I smear it between the lips of her pussy, rubbing it against her throbbing clit. She whines and whimpers, but I use my cum to bring her to another orgasm. And because I can’t help myself, I slip my finger inside her, hating myself for not manning up and fucking her like she deserves.

With all the self-control I possess, I pull my finger out of her and give her pussy a pat.

“Go to your room, Hadley.”

She scoffs. “W-What? Why?”

“Because if you stay…I don’t know what’ll happen if you stay.”

“I’m not scared.”

“You should be.”

“Koyn…”

I climb off the bed and storm into the bathroom, slamming the door behind me. Walking over to the mirror, I take a long hard look at the man reflected in it.

Scarred.

Old.

Angry.

Villain.

My mouth is red from our kiss and my dick is flaccid, still dripping.

Go to your room, Hadley.

Fucking please.

A man only has so much self-control.

Her bedroom door slams shut.

I let out a long sigh and mutter, “Good girl.”
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Hadley

 

He’s going to pretend like nothing happened.

Unbelievable.

“What did he do last night?” Stormy asks, dragging me into the pantry and away from my perch at the window where I was happily glaring at Koyn, who’s outside smoking.

I roll my eyes. “Nothing.”

She lets out a sigh that could be misconstrued as relief. But why? “Probably for the best.”

“Because I’m too young?” I taunt, my voice turning mean.

“Because he’s Koyn. He’d…I don’t know…chew you up and spit you out.”

Her words feel false to me. If anything, Koyn has a problem with being too much of a gentleman. Last night, he was pissed. Furious. He even spanked my ass again.

But then…

Then he was tender and gentle and affectionate.

I’d been sucked right into that side of him. Something about him pulls me. When we kissed, it’s like someone threw a lit match into a puddle of gasoline. We ignited and I didn’t think we’d be put out. I was sure he’d fuck me and make me see stars. But, as quick as it started, he doused the heat with his cold, callous words. Sent me back to my room as though I were a child he was punishing.

Ugh, fuck him.

“Where’d you say you’re from again?” Stormy says, drawing me from my inner rage.

I snap my eyes to hers. “I didn’t.”

“I can help you,” she says softly. “You’re still a baby. You need to get back to your family. They can protect you.”

I recoil and stumble back, bumping my ass into the shelves of canned goods. “I don’t have a family. There’s nowhere to go back to.”

She opens her mouth like she might speak again, but then we hear deep voices. Her caring face is wiped off as she affixes a flirty grin.

“Filter, baby, what do you want for dinner tonight? I’ll make a store run.” She gives me a long look before slipping out of the pantry.

I follow her out to find several of the guys congregating in the kitchen. My gaze seeks out Koyn. He’s staring at his phone, scowling. Feeling brave, I walk right up to him. Before I can ask him what the hell his problem is, his phone rings and he takes the call.

“What’s up, Copper?”

And then he’s gone.

“Who kicked your puppy?” Dragon asks, throwing an arm over my shoulders.

He smells damn good.

“Koyn.”

“Koyn’s mean like that.” He turns his head and inhales my hair. “If you want sweet, I can be your sugar.”

A chill ripples down my spine. Dragon doesn’t seem sweet at all. Just yesterday I was interested in taunting him, but not now. He kind of spooks me.

“I’m good, Pete.”

“Pete?”

“The dragon.”

He snorts. “I breathe fire, PG. Where do you want me to make you hot?” His palm slides to my ass and he caresses it. “Here?”

Katana steps right in front of us and his dark eyes sear into Dragon’s. The small, Asian man looks like he’s right out of BTS or some other pop group with his porcelain features and perfect, inky black hair. His face is pretty, but in a dangerous way. It’s not a surprise that the two creepiest fuckers are friends.

“Yeah, yeah, K,” Dragon grumbles. “Just poking a little fun.”

They walk off and I sigh in relief.

“Hey, Hadley,” Bermuda says, grinning his adorably boyish smile at me. “Wanna help me plan the Thanksgiving menu?”

I stare at him.

Aside from his innocent smile, he screams biker dude. Tall, bulky, dangerous. He’s as good-looking as the rest, maybe better because he has that whole football player redneck vibe going on. He’s tatted, though, and I know he carries a .45 all the time. His leather cut stretches over his broad frame and his black boots have buckles on them. So it’s weird as hell that he’s grinning at me like his grandmother let him plan the family feast this year.

Once again, the whole family feel of this place gets under my skin.

“Not really,” I snap.

His grin widens. “I could make more orange fluff.”

“Is that what the fluffy nonsense was called?”

“You ate almost the whole damn bowl by yourself. We could make some more of your favorites. Just let me know and I’ll make a list.”

I cross my arms over my chest and try to ignore the memories of my childhood assaulting me. Running through the kitchen with my cousin Jake. Mom telling us to slow down, but with a smile in her voice. We had people to cook for us, but not on Thanksgiving. Mom always chose that day for us to be like every other American family. She slaved away in the kitchen while Dad watched football with the other male relatives. It was always my favorite and not just because my birthday was near Thanksgiving. It’d been one of the few holidays that felt normal and happy.

“Green bean casserole.”

His eyes flash with satisfaction. “You got it, PG.”

He ruffles my hair on the way by, reminding me of how my cousin Jake would do it, and leaves the kitchen. Stormy is moaning from where Filter has her pinned against the fridge.

Don’t want to watch them fuck.

I slip out of the kitchen and realize no one is paying attention to me. With that thought, I slip out the back door and start walking. The air is chilly and it whips my hair around. All I have on is a Poison sweatshirt, a pair of black leggings, and tennis shoes. Not ideal running away attire, but it’ll do in a pinch.

My gaze skims along the tree line that runs parallel with the long driveway. I could walk down the driveway, but then my chances of being caught are higher. I’m squinting into the trees when I see a small clearing. Curiosity gets the better of me and I hurry over to it. The clearing is more like a path through the trees. I follow it for several hundred feet before coming to an old building with a large chimney looking thing on one end.

Several old, decaying pens surround the building. No grass grows. Just mud. Looks like this place once housed pigs. The wind whistles through the trees, making me shiver. I walk over to the building’s entrance and frown when I realize it’s locked.

“I could give you a tour inside, but then I might accidentally leave you there.”

The deep voice makes me squeak out in surprise before whipping around. Payne. He’s scary and stealthy and totally gives me the creeps. Upon first inspection, he’s hot. All these fuckers are. The shaved head and unhinged glint in his eyes, though, make him kind of scary. The fact he’s been following my every move is even more freaky.

“Don’t you have anything better to do?” I spit out, hands on my hips.

His eyes drag down my front in a dismissive way. “Nope.”

“Pervert.”

He laughs. Deep and husky and cruel. “Not my type.”

Even though I don’t care, his words sting. Being a former pageant girl, I really did prance around and seek approval from others in the way of awards and crowns and trophies. People not liking me or not being attracted to me is, quite frankly, new.

“What is your type?” I demand. “Boys?”

He shrugs. “Anything but you.”

“Rude.”

“I’ve been called a lot of things, but never rude. Asshole. Violent. Mean. Not rude.”

“I wouldn’t fuck a freak like you anyway,” I tell him, ignoring the sting of my pride.

“That’s okay,” he says, shrugging. “I wouldn’t fuck my brother’s girl either.”

I scoff. “Your what?”

“You’re Koyn’s.”

I gape at him. “I most certainly am not his.”

“I’m here to keep an eye on you and that means an ear too. Were they or were they not your moans coming from his room last night?” He smirks in a wicked way.

“Fuck off.”

“Sorry. Can’t help you there. I’m on babysitting duty until otherwise noted.”

“You listened to us?” I accused. “You are a pervert.”

“No,” he growls. “Jacking off while listening would have been perverted. I just listened. My dick was soft and safe inside my jeans. Happy?”

“No, you’re still sick.”

“You’re not in fucking high school or Disneyland, PG. You’re at Koyn’s compound. Everything we do is sick in some form. It’s fucking rich coming from you. Acting like you’re some prissy bitch. Like you weren’t sleeping with the enemy’s son.”

“Why is Magna the enemy?”

He shrugs. “Not my story to tell.”

“Useless bastard.”

“Useless to you because I don’t want your teenage cunt. But not useless to Prez.”

“Want a fucking cookie? I’ll have Bermuda put it on the shopping list.”

“Did your daddy ever wash that mouth out with soap? You’re mouthy as shit, PG.”

I scowl at him and shove him before stalking back toward the house. He’s soundless, but I feel his oppressive presence behind me.

“If I tell you who I am, you’ll just let me walk out of here?” I ask over my shoulder.

He laughs. “You’re not walking anywhere. Prez will deliver you himself.”

The thought of leaving and going back home makes me shudder. Nope. I quite like my freedom, even if it means being held in a swanky Man Mansion surrounded by trees. There are worse prisons—like under Magna’s nose.

“Get lost, loser.”

“Nice try,” he says with a sigh, stopping his stalking after me the moment I reach the back patio. “I’ll be around, little girl. Always watching. Remember that.”

Fucking prick.
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Koyn

 

“Two of Magna’s guys got out.”

I lift my gaze from my computer to frown at Copper. “How do you know?”

“I pulled the report after the fire to make sure nothing incriminating was left behind. The notes showed a picture of the row of bikes out front, but a few were missing from the formation. After pulling the tags on them all, I found that Junior’s was there. Putnam was off the grid, so his bike must have been under an alias and one of the ones missing.”

“How many others?”

“Two.”

“So he’s got two of his men.” I scrub my palm over my face and sigh. “They haven’t popped up anywhere. You’ve called all the local chapters?”

“And checked out the local police databases. They ghosted out of there.”

“Putnam may have disappeared once before, but he won’t do it again. Not like that. This time he’s running from me, not the law. He’s too arrogant to stay hidden for long.”

Copper and Halo nod.

“Where’s Bermuda?” I ask, scanning my light group of men today.

Dragon looks up from his laptop and laughs. “He’s with Stormy.”

Filter doesn’t even flinch, which means not in a sexual way.

“The store?”

“They’re planning Thanksgiving,” Dragon says with a grin.

“Tell ’em I want sweet potato casserole,” Bizzy chimes in. “Not with that marshmallow crap on it. Momma used to make it with brown sugar and pecans—”

“Go tell him yourself,” I snap, cutting him off. “Dragon, what’s the status on Hadley’s social media.”

His eyes narrow as he shoves his laptop my way. “Found this.”

I’m expecting a narrowed list like I’d asked for, but instead, I find one Facebook profile. Jane Don’t. The fakest name ever. I click on the profile picture. A picture of long legs in a pair of black heels. Same long legs that were wrapped around me last night.

As I study the picture, I will my hard-on to go away. I almost fucked her. Rubbed all up on her like she was fucking mine. My dick strains against my jeans as I skim my eyes along her bare flesh on the screen. The girl is maddening. I need to quickly figure out where the fuck she lives so I can get rid of her. Last night felt…too good. I don’t do good. Good makes you weak and blind and vulnerable. I’ll be goddamned if I’m ever weak again.

“You’re sure this is her?” I ask, though I know for a fact.

“Come on, Prez, we both know those are her legs.” Dragon lives to fucking taunt, and most days I find humor in it. Not today.

I cut my eyes over to his and Filter stands, clutching Dragon’s shoulder.

“Wanna grab a smoke?” Filter asks Dragon.

They both rise and Bizzy follows after them, leaving just me, Copper, and Halo.

I return my attention back to the screen and start skimming through Jane Don’t’s friend list. Several of the men and women affiliated with Putnam’s MC are on that list, including Junior. I get lost down a rabbit hole for a bit searching for the two guys that got away with Putnam. When I don’t find anything, I go back to her friend list.

Nicolette Genworth.

I click on the “friend” of Jane Don’t and am stunned by what I see. Hadley. Plain as fuck. Prissy, beautiful, rich. In every picture she’s making one of those stupid duck faces Blaire used to make. You can tell Hadley is used to being a princess based on all her pictures. Both guys and girls seem to look at her as if she’s royalty. Her wicked smirks in several of the photos tells me she knows she’s hot and popular. It’s so reminiscent of Blaire that it makes my stomach clench violently.

“What is it?” Copper demands. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

Nah, just nearly fucked one.

I’m such a sick fucking freak.

Rubbing bare on the pussy of some girl who looks like my daughter. What the fuck is even wrong with me?

“Nicolette Genworth of Dallas, Texas. Run it through your systems. Halo, you too. Find out everything you can about her. From what I can tell, she’s just like every other spoiled little rich girl. She wanted a taste of a darker life and went for it.” I lean back in my chair and meet Copper’s gaze. “We’ll get through Thanksgiving, gather more information, and then we’ll ditch the girl.”

Copper seems relieved, which is annoying as hell. It’s not like I actually did fuck the teenager. I have some semblance of self-control. I may be a ruthless MC prez, but I’m nothing like Putnam.

My brother nods and Halo grunts. They both go back to work on their computers while I stalk out the girl a little more. In every picture, she’s wearing a different headband. Like it’s her signature thing. I haven’t seen her in one the entire time I’ve had her.

After scrolling through a lot of pictures, I come across one of her and an older man who looks just like her. His face is familiar to me, though I can’t place it. The caption says, “We miss you, Momma.”

She didn’t tag the man in the picture, because from experience I know it’s uncool to tag your parents, but it’s evident he’s her father.

“Genworth,” I tell Copper. “Find out everything you can about the Genworth name—specifically about Hadley’s father.”

I email him the picture of the two of them and then snap my laptop closed.

“Where are you headed?” Copper asks, his brows furling.

“Talk to Hadley.”

Before he can open his mouth, I wave him off.

“Not about this. I don’t need her running off until we have a clearer picture. I’m just going to see if I can find anything else out.”

Halo looks up from his screen. “Payne said he followed her into the woods earlier.”

I scowl at him. “And?”

“He brought her back. She wasn’t happy.”

“What was she looking for?” I demand.

“Probably an escape. Found the slaughterhouse instead.”

“If she doesn’t want to go back home to her cushy palace and no longer has Junior, what the fuck is her end game? Where does she think she’s going to run off to?” I muse aloud, frowning.

Copper shrugs. “Putnam?”

My blood runs cold with that thought. Surely she’s not loyal to that piece of shit. If that’s the case, she can’t ever leave here because then she’ll run straight to him with information about my club and the way we do shit.

I definitely need to talk to her.

“Keep at it and give me an update at dinner,” I tell them before leaving the conference room.

I stalk down the hallways on a mission.

Find Hadley.

Or Nicolette Genworth.

Voices from the kitchen tell me everyone is gathered there. They’re talking over each other, discussing Thanksgiving that’ll happen in a few days. When I peek around the corner, Hadley sits in a chair, frowning at everyone as they laugh and cut up. Our eyes meet and she stiffens her back.

I give her a chin lift to indicate she needs to follow me. To my surprise, she does. We walk through the house and up to her room. She eyes me with suspicion. I sit down on her bed and then lie back.

“What do you want?” she asks, hurt in her tone.

I study her for a moment. She’s a mystery to me. Hates me and this place, but was begging for my dick and affection last night. Claims she was in love with Junior, but then bragged about sucking his old man’s dick. Refuses to tell me her name so I won’t take her home even though she’s clearly loaded and spoiled.

“Come here and let me hold you.” My words are gruff and commanding.

Her nostrils flare, but then she walks over to the bed and crawls on. I pull her to my side and run my fingers through her silky brown hair. She’s stiff at first but then relaxes, splaying her palm over my chest.

“You’re confusing to me,” she mutters. “So hot and cold.”

“We shouldn’t be hot.”

She tilts her head up to look at me. “Why not? Because I’m only eighteen? Not a big deal. You’re a biker, for fuck’s sake. Lawless.”

I grab her thigh, pulling it up over my groin. I rub her silky, bare flesh. My fingers skim along the backside of her thigh, just under her denim shorts. Her breath hitches.

“I don’t have to explain myself,” I grumble, pushing her thigh against my dick as I slightly buck my hips up.

She wiggles from my hold and straddles me. Her palms press to my chest and her eyes sear into mine as she works her hips. Like a pro, she grinds against my dick through our clothes. This girl is going to be the death of me.

“I’m not fucking you,” I tell her. “I’ll never fuck you.”

Hurt flashes in her eyes, but then determination wins over. “We’ll see.”

“You fucked around with Putnam and his son.”

She slowly rolls her hips. “Why is he the enemy?”

Ignoring her, I buck my hips up, loving the whimper that escapes her. She peels off her shirt and I groan, raking my eyes over her naked flesh. Her black bra seems useless as her tits nearly spill out of the cups. Reaching up, I pull each black, lacy cup down to reveal her nipples to me. Small, rosy, hard. I run my thumb over one and she sucks in a sharp breath.

“I thought you weren’t going to fuck me,” she moans, grinding harder against me.

I grip her throat, hauling her to me. “I’m not. I’m just going to bite and suck on you.”

When I suck her small nipple into my mouth, her fingers tangle in my hair and she cries out. She uses my body to chase her pleasure as I abuse her nipples with my teeth. I’m about to nut in my jeans when she suddenly pulls back. With a quick flip of her fingers, she tosses the bra away. Her deft fingers go to her shorts, unbuttoning and unzipping quickly.

Stop her.

Tell her to fucking stop.

I lick my lips and watch as she strips away her panties and shorts.

Young. Naked. Mine.

I don’t tell her to stop. Just watch with anticipation as she undoes my jeans. Her hand is hot around my dick as she pulls it out. I lift my hips and she pulls my jeans down to my knees. Then, with a wicked grin, she pushes my shirt up my chest.

“I’m not fucking you,” I growl, gripping a handful of her tiny ass.

“Why not?” She fucking pouts.

I reach between her spread thighs and rub my knuckle on her clit. “Because you look like my daughter.”

She bites on her bottom lip, situating herself so she can rub her wet pussy along my length. “Why is that a problem?”

“It’s fucking sick, Hadley.”

Her cheeks turn pink for a moment and then she practically hisses at me. “But we’re not related, Koyn. So it’s not sick. Just because I look like her doesn’t mean I’m her. If you fucked her, that’d be a different story.”

I smack her thigh. “Enough.”

She rolls her hips, up and down my dick, getting it nice and juicy. “Do you want to fuck me?”

I pinch her clit. “Fuck yeah I do.”

“So you’re denying yourself. And me.”

“Yep.”

“Asshole.”

“It is what it is, PG. Now make yourself come all over my dick.”

She leans forward to kiss me. Hot and messy and needy. I grab her ass, pulling and pushing, so I can feel her on every inch of my dick. I want nothing more than to push my cock inside her, but I refrain. I collect some of the juices she’s left on my dick and rub at her ass crack. She whimpers but doesn’t move away from my touch.

“I’m going to fuck you here,” I murmur. “One day.”

“You said—”

I push my long finger into her tight asshole, loving the squeal that rips from her. Her ass is so fucking tight. If it were my dick, I would’ve come already. I’m reminded about what that fucker said about my wife. How I should have prepared her. Not gently, I probe and stretch Hadley’s ass as she slides her needy cunt along my dick.

“Koyn,” she whimpers. “This feels good. I want you inside me.”

My dick thumps in agreement. “No.”

“Please.”

Her breathy begging is nearly my undoing. Rather than give in, I slide another finger in with my other. A sob escapes her. I know it hurts. But she needs to be ready for anything in this life. Anal included.

“Relax, baby,” I murmur against her lips. “Let me stretch you. Someone’s going to put their dick in there and they won’t be as gentle as me. You need to be ready.”

“I don’t want someone,” she chokes out. “I want you.”

Possessiveness curls itself around my heart.

“In this life, we don’t always get what we want.”

I fuck her hard with my two fingers in her ass, devouring every whimper and sob that comes out of her mouth. When I think she’s good and stretched, I slip my fingers out and slap her ass.

“Now come all over my dick, Hadley. I want to come with you.”

With newfound determination and tears streaming down her red cheeks, she sits up. Her hands find mine and she threads our fingers together. I hold her as she uses my body to find release. She tilts her body, making the head of my cock barely breach her opening. I nearly come right then. Instead, I growl out a warning at her.

“Hadley.”

She trembles and then bites down on her bottom lip before painfully sliding back off.

“Good girl,” I grit out. “Good fucking girl. It’s so much better when you listen.” I work my own hips in tandem with hers. “When you listen, it makes me want to keep you and take care of you.”

Her body quakes at my words. All it takes is a little bit more sliding along my dick before she tenses up. She screams out my name loud enough to tell the whole house what we’re up to. My nuts seize up seeing her lost to passion. I groan as my jizz shoots out of me and all up the front of my chest. She sits up on her knees as though she’s going to get off the bed. I grab her with one hand and then drag my fingers through my cum with the other. Our eyes meet and then I slide my wet, cum-drenched fingers along her slit. She gasps when I push them inside her cunt, fucking her gently and marking her with me. I pull my fingers out and scoop up another glob of cum, daring her to tell me no. The good girl just smiles at me. Her pussy sucks my fingers in, thirsty for my cum. As though I’m in some sort of fucked-up trance, I continue this until my chest is clean. Knowing she’s filled up with my cum does something to me.

Mine.

Mine.

Mine.

I pull her to me and hug her, nuzzling my nose in her hair. She relaxes against me. For a long time, I simply hold her and stroke her and kiss her. Eventually, I speak, breaking the spell.

“You don’t want to go home and you don’t have Junior. Is it Putnam? Are you trying to get back to him?”

She stiffens in my embrace. “No.”

“Are you sure you’re not just a whore for power?” I taunt, hoping to push her buttons and get some information from her.

“If I were a whore for power, I would’ve stayed my ass at home.” She sits up, breaking from my hold, to glower at me. “Fuck you, Koyn.”

“Nah,” I mutter. “You’ve already been dicked by a Putnam.”
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Hadley

 

He can’t ignore me forever.

I cross my arms over my chest, knowing my outfit today is hot. Based on the looks of everyone besides Koyn, they agree. Koyn won’t even fucking look at me.

Bastard.

After he all but made love to me the other day, he just left me in my bed. Naked. Upset. Sated. Confused. Angry.

When we were in the middle of our intimate moments, I felt needed and wanted and desired. We were connected. Then, he just severed our link like I was an appendage he could do without.

He hates Magna.

He thinks I’m going to run off to be with Magna.

A shudder ripples through me.

Over my dead body.

Problem is, I think Magna might go to those lengths to get me—to get back at me. Surely by now he’ll have assumed I traded sides. Technically, I have. Koyn may have kidnapped me, but it’s not like I haven’t settled right into this cushy life. It’s not a hardship. His club is way better than Magna’s ever was. Magna is possessive and wild. I know him. If he catches wind I’m here, he’ll come for me. Not like some valiant hero to save his son’s girlfriend, but more of a petulant child who wants his toy back.

I’m a toy.

It was only a matter of time and I would have been.

His.

Magna made me suck his dick.

I hated it. And had we had more time, he would’ve probably forced me to do more shit. I loved Junior, but not Magna. Magna is a violent psychopath. If he ever gets his claws in me, I’ll never get free.

“Excuse me, princess,” Bermuda says, patting my ass as he reaches to grab a hunting knife off the counter.

I feel a hard stare on me.

Ahh, so he’s done ignoring me.

If all it took was for Bermuda to flirt with me, I would’ve taken this route days ago. Ignoring Koyn’s hot glare, I turn to regard Bermuda. They’re all decked out in camo as they get ready to hunt. Stormy and I are to stay back, heating up the casseroles Bermuda prepared and to watch the turkey. Bermuda looks the most like a country boy in his getup. I slide my arms around his neck and stand on my toes to press a kiss to his cheek.

“Good luck, Bermuda.”

He’s frozen in my embrace, his pink lips parted in surprise. If I didn’t think Koyn would kill him for it, I would kiss his lips. But Koyn is like Dragon. It’s unwise to taunt. A little poking is fun, though.

“You gonna catch me a deer?” I ask sweetly, grinning at him.

His hands go to my ass again. “Kill, PG. I’m gonna kill you a deer.”

“Brutal.”

He grins. “We’re savages.”

Before I can utter another word, I’m yanked forcefully from him. I let out a screech as someone big and strong drags me away. Koyn. I stop fighting it and relax as he carries me down the hallway and into a powder room.

A big Man Mansion filled with badass bikers and they have a powder room.

They’re fucking confusing, that’s what.

He flips on the light and pushes me against the sink so I’m forced to look in the mirror. I’m wearing a white dress Stormy loaned me. A short, poufy skirt, but the bodice part fits like a corset, forcing my tits up and out. It’s the most pageant thing I’ve worn since I’ve run away. I love it.

Behind me, Koyn looks like the devil. He may not be wearing his cut, but he’s dressed in dark green camouflage and wears a black beanie on his head. The scars on his face are more prominent without his tousled hair distracting me. He presses his body against mine, pinning me to the sink. Then, with the gentlest of touches, he skims his palms down my bare shoulders and down my arms. His nose buries itself in my hair and he inhales me.

“You’re not Bermuda’s.” His gruff words send a chill down my spine.

“I’m not anyone’s.”

“You’re mine.”

“Am I?”

Our eyes meet in the mirror. His are dark and cruel and possessive. “You are.”

My bottom lip trembles and I bite down on it, fighting tears. “Then why do you always act like what happens between us never happened. I can’t forget what you do to me, but you always do.”

“I never forget,” he murmurs, cupping my tits over my dress. “Ever.”

“Then why won’t you fuck me?” I yell, hating that tears are welling in my eyes. I spent way too much time on my makeup for it to get ruined. “I’m old enough where it counts.”

“It was never about your age and you know it.”

“Because of Magna?”

His eyes flash violently. “Do you want old man Putnam?”

I shake my head, sending tears streaking down my cheeks.

“Why’s that?”

“Because he hurts me.”

“I hurt you.”

More tears leak out, dragging my mascara down with them. Ruined. I’m ruined now. I think I was the moment Koyn threw me over his shoulder the night he killed Junior.

“It feels good when you hurt me,” I choke out, my chin wobbling.

“If he came here for you today, what would you do?”

“Beg for you to kill him and keep me.”

His brow lifts slightly. “You want to be mine?”

“Who else’s would I be? Bermuda’s? Dragon’s?”

He shoves my dress up my hips and swats my bare ass. The thong I’m wearing is nude and blends in with my flesh. “You’re mine,” he states. “So stop fucking flirting with my guys.”

“What if I do?” I taunt.

“I’ll whip you.”

“Whipping me turns you on, Daddy.”

He groans and swats me again, harder. “Stop with the fucking taunting, PG.”

“I wonder who has the bigger dick. Bermuda or Dragon.”

His palm cracks against my ass again, making me cry out. “Me. I have the biggest dick.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“Naughty fucking girl.”

Our eyes meet in the mirror. He ripples with violence and rage and sex appeal. I’m a mess with my mascara stained face and teary eyes. He grips a handful of my hair, yanking my head to the side. His lips crash onto my skin, sucking and biting and licking. Seeing him devour me is one of the single hottest things I have ever witnessed in my life. His cock through his camo presses against my sore ass.

“I can be good,” I promise. “Fuck me and make me yours.”

He slides his palms to my breasts and yanks down on the bodice, freeing my breasts. The material is tight and uncomfortable dragged down over my ribs. I take shallow breaths as he works at his pants. He frees his cock and slaps it against my bare ass.

“Are you wet?” he murmurs. “Does getting punished make you horny, PG?”

I hold his stare in the mirror as I reach down to touch my panties. “Soaked. I like it when you daddy me.”

His features darken. “You like fucking with my head.”

“If it makes you lose control with me, hell yeah.”

He shoves me down so I’m bent over, my face practically in the sink. I grip the edge of the porcelain, bracing myself. His large, rough fingers pull my thong to the side. He rubs the tip of his dick along my slit and then, without warning, he pushes his thickness inside me. I gasp as he stretches me with his massive cock.

“Fuck, Hadley,” he growls. “You make me insane.”

I push back against him, taking him as deep as possible. “It’s mutual.”

He grabs a handful of my hair, yanking me up so we can look at each other in the mirror once more. I have nothing to hold on to, so I reach back and tug off his beanie so I can touch his soft hair. His hips piston hard. I cry out as he claims me with one powerful thrust. One of his hands dives under my dress to find my clit. The moment his expert fingers find that throbbing nub of pleasure, I lose all sense of reality. His mouth is on my neck, sucking and biting hard enough that I sob.

He’s everywhere all at once.

I feel consumed and claimed and owned.

It’s addictive.

I give in to his power and let him use me—to take everything he wants from me. I want it too. I want to be taken from and used. I want to be obliterated.

Koyn doesn’t disappoint.

He fucks me to the point of pain, but his fingers bring such pleasure. My orgasm detonates like a bomb and I explode. Every nerve ending in my body comes alive as I thrash uncontrollably. He lets out a groan and then his hot seed floods inside me. With each throb of his cock, I feel the tentacles of his claim over me twisting like vines around my heart and mind. Squeezing. Suffocating. Making a promise.

Mine.

I feel it to the marrow of my bones.

His lips brush against my neck and then he pulls out. I’m barely able to speak a word to him when he tucks his cock back in his pants and slips out the door.

What. The. Fuck.

Fat tears well in my eyes and skate down my red cheeks. I’m a mess. His cum slides out of my body, running down my thighs and dripping to the rug at my feet. He fucked and ran. Why do I have such poor luck with men?

Look at you, Pageant Girl.

Wrecked and ruined.

My hair is a mess. Purple bruises are forming on my neck. I can even see teeth marks. My dress is pulled down, revealing my tits, and the skirt portion is twisted and ruffled. It’s my face that gets me. The black makeup has been smeared down my cheek and my eyes are red.

Disgraced princess.

Escaped her perfect tower to end up with a villain. Always a villain.

Another sob escapes me.

I clutch the sink, feeling bile rise up my throat. It burns and stings. I swallow hard, refusing to throw up and make things worse than they already are. More tears leak out. I bring a shaky hand to my cheek and hastily rub away the fresh tears with the heel of my hand.

Click.

Koyn is back, his powerful aura nearly knocking me over.

I was just bawling my eyes out over him and I’m already wishing he’ll fuck me again. Ruin me so good. What the fuck is wrong with me?

“Don’t cry.”

His gruff words have my tears staying in my eyes.

“You’re pretty when you cry, but it makes me feel like shit,” he admits, his brows furrowed. He stands behind me and runs his fingers through my tangled hair. Then, he lifts something that sparkles in the light.

“A princess needs a crown, PG.” He places a tiara like headband on my head. It sparkles beautifully and I gasp.

“You bought me a present,” I whisper.

And not just any present. A headband. My heart aches.

“Happy belated birthday, PG.”

I’m shocked. Junior didn’t get me anything for my birthday aside from a few spankings that led to a blow job. This is unexpected and surprisingly sweet.

Koyn’s palms slide down and then he straightens my dress. He gently tucks my breasts back into the bodice portion of my dress, righting everything as it should go. He releases me to open a cabinet. After pulling out a cloth, he wets it.

“Are you going to clean up your cum?” I ask, my brow arched.

He smirks. “Nah. I like it running down your legs. I’m going to clean up your face, Hadley.”

I melt as he turns me to look at him. All sexual thoughts vanish as I stare up at this man. It reminds me of when I didn’t place at my first pageant. I’d been nine and devastated. Momma tried to calm me, but I was too upset. Daddy pulled me aside, dried my tears, and told me next time I’d win. That’s what Genworths do.

The next pageant, I did win.

Koyn dabs at my cheeks, cleaning the mascara and regarding me with a concerned stare. So fatherly. It makes me want to throw myself into his arms and beg him to hold me forever. I want him to care.

He washes every bit of makeup from my face and then kisses my forehead. “There. Perfect.”

I bite on my bottom lip. “Thank you for my headband.”

For one moment, the hardness in his eyes is gone. I’ve never seen him look so vulnerable and soft. I can see how he once was a caring father and husband. His lips press to mine sweetly and I whimper.

“We’ll be back in a couple of hours.” He pulls back, his mouth just inches from mine. “Can you be a good girl while I’m gone?”

“Yes.”

His hand cups my cheek. “You know it’s wrong for me to want to fucking own you.”

I shrug. “Because I look like your little girl did.”

“Yep.”

“I don’t think either one of us care about wrong or right. Just what feels good.”

He rests his forehead to mine, closing his eyes. “Putnam raped my wife and daughter before killing them.”

I freeze. “I’m…oh my God. I’m so sorry, Koyn.”

“Jared.” His nose runs along mine and then he kisses me. “My real name is Jared.”

“Magna hurts a lot of people. He would have hurt me too had he had the chance.”

“He won’t hurt you,” he vows.

We both know that’s a promise he can’t keep. If he couldn’t protect his wife and daughter, how will he protect me?

“I’m safe here. With you.”

His features darken. “I need to go.”

And with those words, he leaves me.

This time, I don’t cry.
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Koyn

 

Hunting with the boys is the closest thing to normalcy I have. Back before my life ended ten years ago, Copper and I would head out every Thanksgiving to hunt. It brings back nostalgic memories and something I selfishly keep as a token of my former self. When we’re out in the woods, silently prowling, I feel more connected to those guys than any other time.

Today both Filter and Bermuda shot bucks. Filter got a four-point and Bermuda got a massive eight-point. We’re in high spirits as we drag those fuckers back home. As soon as we break the tree line onto my cleared land, Payne stalks over to us. Some of the guys had to stay back since we’re on high alert. Katana took the gate and Payne was to keep eyes on Hadley.

“We killed two—” I start, but Payne waves me off.

“I have one of Putnam’s men.”

My smile is wiped away as I growl. “What the fuck?”

“The asshole snuck onto the property. Got past Katana surprisingly. He was creeping around the side of the house when I saw him.”

“He still alive?” Filter asks, coming to stand beside me.

“Of course,” Payne snaps. “Though it was hard not to pummel his fucking face in. He’s in the slaughterhouse.”

I give him a clipped nod. “Take the deer there. I’ll meet you guys out there.”

Breaking from the group, I stalk into the house. Stormy is flitting about the house. Hadley looks young as fuck with no makeup on and scooping out orange fluff with her finger at the table.

“PG,” I bark out. “Your friend came to see you.”

Stormy swirls around, concern on her face. “What?”

This doesn’t concern her, so I ignore her.

“Put on some clothes,” I bark out. “You need to come see this.”

Stormy snaps her head over to Hadley, fear shining in her eyes. Wisely, she doesn’t say a word. Hadley rises from the table, sucks off the rest of the orange fluff on her finger, and then walks over to me. I give her ass a small swat as she passes. She looks over her shoulder at me, eyes questioning if I’ll follow.

Fuck.

I didn’t want to, but I do anyway.

We make it up to her room and she starts stripping out of her dress. My dick hardens when I notice the dried cum on her inner thighs. It makes me want to lick her clean.

“Lie down,” I bark out sharply.

She frowns at me. “I thought we were leaving.”

“Take your thong off.”

With her lips pressed together, she shimmies out of the material. Completely naked. Fuck, she’s hot. I wave at the bed. She lets out a heavy, annoyed sigh, reminding me of Blaire. It makes me want to redden her ass.

“Spread your legs and let me see my pussy.”

She obeys because she’s better at being a good girl than being a bad girl. Her pussy—still slightly pink from getting fucked—opens like a pretty flower. Arousal glistens at her opening. I drop to my knees at the foot of the bed and grab her hips. She lets out a yelp when I drag her to the end. I push her thighs open, crudely spreading her further for me. A small groan escapes her when I inhale her cunt.

She smells like sin and me.

I thirst for her.

Flicking my tongue out, I taste her sweet honey. We should be eating our Thanksgiving meal right now, but instead I have to deal with Putnam’s fucking man. This will have to be my sustenance.

“You taste like me,” I murmur against her pussy lips. “Sinful and dirty.”

She moans when I drag my tongue along her juices. I circle her clit and tease it. Her fingers yank off my beanie and she threads them into my hair. Using my thumbs, I pull back her outer lips to give me direct access to all the soft flesh hiding beneath. I suck and lick it all, wanting to taste every inch of her. She cries out when I lick her asshole. I smile against her skin, pressing a soft kiss to the puckered area, before making my way back to her cunt. I push my tongue inside her tight pussy, reveling in the salty taste of me that still remains. My dick is aching in my pants. I fuck her pussy with my tongue until she’s whimpering. All it takes is a couple of expert rubs on her clit for her to come. A flood of her sweet honey drenches my tongue that’s still shoved deep inside her as her pussy clenches with her orgasm.

I want to drag her off the bed and fuck her face, but the need to claim her wins out. Standing, I shuck my clothes until I’m as naked as the day I was born. I scoop an arm beneath her, dragging her up the bed and settling between her thighs. Her eyes are hooded and her mouth pouty as fuck. I kiss her hard, allowing her to taste her sweetness. She moans and wriggles her hips.

Reaching between us, I grab my throbbing dick and rub along her wet slit. I tease her asshole, with the tip of my cock, barely pressing into her and making her claw the shit out of my arms.

“I could fuck you right here. Right now. You’d have no say so in it,” I taunt. “You’d cry like a little girl.”

She whimpers, tears welling in her pretty eyes. “It hurts. You’re so big.”

I grin at her, pushing slightly deeper. Tears streak down her temples, but she doesn’t shove me away.

“Beg for me to hurt you, Hadley.”

“Koyn.”

My dick inches into her asshole. She’s so fucking tight and hot. I’m a cruel bastard. I didn’t even lube her up. It must burn like fucking hell.

I pull out and ease into her cunt, making her gasp before pulling all the way out again. Gripping my cock, I attempt to breach her asshole again. It clenches, refusing me entry. Sweat races down my brow and into my eye.

“Hadley, open the fuck up for me.”

She sobs but relaxes. “Hurt me.”

“Good girl,” I praise. We both hiss as I push into her ass. Her nails score my flesh hard enough I know she’s probably drawing blood. “Stop fucking clawing me and spread your cheeks.”

She shudders and releases my arms to obey. Such a good girl. So pretty and compliant. Her body opens up, letting me in. I have to thrust hard to get my cock all the way inside her. Her body doesn’t suck me in, it tries to squeeze me out. To reject me. Fuck that. She’s mine. I buck my hips hard, making her scream.

Sobs tremble from her and her fingers are back on my arms.

“Does it hurt, baby?” I croon.

She nods.

“Want me to stop?”

She shakes her head.

“Because you like it when I hurt you?”

More tears. More sobs. Another nod.

“That’s because you’re a good girl,” I praise. “My good girl. Takes a fat cock in her ass even though it hurts.”

I slide two fingers into her cunt, hooking her with them. She arches her back up off the bed, squeezing her ass around my dick. It’s easy to find her G-spot. It practically throbs with need for affection. I stroke and pet it. Her cunt is slick around my fingers. Needy as fuck. As I fuck her with my fingers, I buck my hips. She cries and trembles and squeals. It hurts. It hurts so fucking bad, and yet she craves it. Fucking needs it.

“Come all over my fingers, pretty girl, and I’ll let you have my cum in your ass. Is that what you want? Or do you want me to stick my dirty dick in your pussy? You want me to fill you up so you can fucking carry my kid? You want to be my old lady, don’t you?”

My words drive her mad. She writhes and whimpers and begs. Nothing coming from her mouth makes any sense. Just crazy, garbled words mixed with moans.

I fuck her with my fingers until she loses it. Her body seizes with her orgasm, squeezing the fuck out of my fingers and dick. Juices leak all over my fingers. I yank out of her ass, loving the scream that rips from her lungs, before replacing my fingers with my cock. I stuff her teenage pussy with my big, daddy cock, knowing I’m going to mark her and fill her as mine.

She makes me lose control.

And I do.

In this moment, I lose all sense of reality.

I fuck her hard, bruising, punishing. I fuck her until her screams become sobs. Then, I groan out my release. I dig my fingers into her hips, pinning her as I grind my body against her, as deep as I can go. My dick swells and then releases every bit of cum in my balls. I fill her the fuck up until I’m spent and exhausted. Collapsing on her, I nuzzle my nose in her hair, trying to memorize her scent.

I can’t keep her.

Not with these fuckers coming up on my property looking for her.

She’ll be caught in the crossfire.

Gently, I kiss her ear. “Good girl. So fucking good. Now get dressed. We’re going to see your friend.”

“He’s not my friend,” she says stubbornly.

“Then it won’t upset you to see me kill him.”
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Everyone stares at me as I enter the slaughterhouse with Hadley tucked under my arm. She’s changed into jeans and a hoodie. The girl is clingy as fuck now that I broke her with my dick. Her fingers stay tangled in my shirt and her head rested against me. I can’t say I hate this. It feels good to have her glued to my side. Too good.

I slap her sore bottom—the little asshole I ravaged only fifteen minutes ago—making her whimper. “Go sit over there next to Bermuda.”

Bermuda scoots over on the bench and pats the wood. I give him a warning glare that he no doubt interprets. She practically reeks of my scent. My cum drips out of her pussy still because I wouldn’t let her clean up. I want them to smell my claim on her.

“Prez got some pussy,” Dragon says with a chuckle. “Must be nice.”

I ignore him to walk over to the man sitting in a chair in front of the now blazing fireplace. He has a sack over his head and has been tied to the chair with unforgiving rope.

Yanking the sack off his head, I glower down at him.

“Hammer?” my fucking girl croaks. “Why are you here?”

His face is bloodied and bruised, no doubt Payne’s doing. “Came for you, bitch. Miss me?”

She trembles and Bermuda hugs her to him. Normally, I’d get pissed at Bermuda touching her, but I’m more angry at the way Hammer looks at her as though she’s a piece of meat he wants to eat.

Mine.

I walk over to a hacksaw hanging on a peg before turning a wicked look his way. “Hammer, huh. You look more like a hacksaw.”

His eyes widen. “Dude. What the fuck?”

“I should be saying the same goddamn thing. You came up on my property. Big balls to do that.”

“W-What do you want? Information?” He eyes the tool warily. “I ain’t loyal to Magna.”

“Apparently loyal enough to come here,” I growl. “Why does he want Hadley?”

He shakes his head. “I don’t know. Because he wants her pussy?”

“Wrong.”

“I said I don’t fucking know!”

I take a step toward him and he shudders. Dragon laughs.

“Is she valuable to him?” I demand.

“I don’t know, man. Come on. Let’s talk about this.”

“I’m trying, but you don’t have the answers I want.”

He starts struggling when I kneel in front of him. His wrist is bound to the chair. I line the jagged metal strip of the saw just past the rope where his wrist meets his hand. His screams are otherworldly as I begin hacking through the flesh and bone. It doesn’t take long before his hand falls to the dirt.

“Dragon,” I growl. “Fire.”

Dragon pounces on the hand. He slaps Hammer in the face with it a few times, laughing wildly. Payne walks up with duct tape and starts staunching the bloody stump with the tape. Hammer continues to scream. Dragon has a little too much fun face fucking Hammer with his own fingers before he unceremoniously tosses the hand into the fire.

“Tell me why Putnam wants the girl,” I say calmly to Hammer.

He chokes on his sobs but nods quickly. “He…He loves her like a niece.”

His words startle me. “What? He was gonna fuck her eventually.”

“Can you blame him?” Hammer chokes out. “She’s fucking hot.”

Gritting my teeth, I drop to my knee. He starts screaming again when I begin sawing through his leg, just below the knee. The man thrashes to no avail. It takes a bit of effort, but I eventually relieve him of his leg. Dragon happily scoops it up and tosses it in the fire. Payne is back with more rope to serve as a tourniquet. This isn’t our first rodeo.

“What should I cut off next?” I taunt. “Your dick?”

Hammer, the big badass biker, passes out.
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Hadley

 

I’m going to puke.

This is sick.

And here I thought Magna was a psycho. Koyn tops the psycho list right now with his buddies trailing in at a close second. Bermuda hugs me tighter like he might be able to calm my erratic heart.

It’ll never calm.

Not after witnessing such horrors.

One of the guys is doing something from the shadows. I see a flick of a flame. I’m unable to look as I’m focused solely on Hammer. Filter steps out with a syringe. His features are dark and fierce as he approaches Hammer.

“What’s that?” I hiss to Bermuda.

“Crystal meth. Wake his ass up. Prez isn’t done with him.”

I cringe as Filter shoves up the sleeve of Hammer’s good arm. He presses the needle into his skin and then pushes the contents into him. Like a man being electrocuted, Hammer jolts and his eyes open.

“What. The. Fuck?!” he roars, once again thrashing.

“We were at the part where you were telling me why Putnam wants Hadley,” Koyn says in a cold voice. “And then you were going to tell me where the hell he is.”

“Fuck you,” Hammer spits. “Fuck all of you.”

Koyn shrugs and starts sawing on Hammer’s shoulder of the arm he just took the hand from. The man screams but doesn’t pass out. Even when Koyn rips the appendage off with a grunt. This time, Koyn throws the body part into the fire.

“Will he keep trying to get her from me?” Koyn asks.

Hammer just glares at him.

“Stubborn ass. I’ll kill you right now if you just give me that.” Koyn’s negotiations must work because Hammer nods emphatically.

“Y-Yes. He wants her. Needs her. Now fucking put a bullet in my head already.”

Koyn grins at him—wicked and evil. “That’s just too easy, fuckface. I don’t do anything easy.” He nods at Dragon and they both pick the chair up. Together, they heave Hammer into the giant fireplace.

Screams.

So loud.

He falls back in the fire, still bound to the chair. The screams are pained and horrified. They echo inside my head. All I can do is stare, tears leaking from my eyes. I hated Hammer, but this is too much.

The building goes deathly quiet.

Then, the men start filing out. Bermuda leaves my side and cold wraps its deadly claws around my heart. I’m alone. With Koyn. It fucking terrifies me.

“Please don’t kill me,” I whimper when he starts for me the moment the last guy leaves.

Rather than stopping or looking offended, he stalks right up to me and hauls me to my feet. My entire body trembles. I black out—most likely from fear. When I rouse, I’m held in his tight embrace.

“I’m not going to kill you, PG.” His voice is soft. Warm. Protective. Fatherly. “I do what I do to keep you safe.”

Spoken like a true psychopath.

I’ve heard those same words before.

“I do what I do to keep you safe. To keep you mine.”

A new kind of fear snakes its way in and joins this one with Koyn. And because of that past fear, I cling to this one in front of me like it’s the safer of the two. I’m unhinged too. What twisted little girl clings to a monster?

“I’m scared,” I tell him, shaking so much my teeth chatter.

He slides his wet, bloody hands into my hair and tugs my head back. His dark eyes are shadowed with his back to the fire. It’s as though I’m staring into the eyes of a demon. He’s so warm and safe, though. Fuck, I’m losing it.

“Shh,” he murmurs, slicking my hair back from my face with Hammer’s blood. “I will keep you safe. Trust me.”

I almost laugh in his face.

I can’t believe I let this man fuck me.

I have to get the hell out of here. I’ll die trying and that’s okay as long as I don’t die like Hammer did.

“We’re going to walk into my house and enjoy our Thanksgiving,” he tells me. “And then, tomorrow, things will change for you, Genworth.”

I freeze, tears welling in my eyes. “Koyn…”

“It’s time for you to be quiet now, Nicolette.”

Cringing at the name, I tear my stare from his. My heart gallops in my chest. No. Fuck no. How does he know my name? Hammer didn’t tell him. Oh God.

“Please, Koyn,” I whisper.

“Close your mouth, beautiful. You’re not allowed to speak. Not right now. I’m in a mood to punish. We both know I shouldn’t punish when I’m furious. So keep that pretty mouth closed. It’s your turn to protect both of us.”

My lips tremble, but I press them closed, nodding rapidly as tears race down my cheeks. He kisses my forehead and then licks up my tears.

“Good girl.”
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We walk into the house, hand in hand. I’m in shock. Frozen in fear. An animal strangling itself on the leash it’s tethered to. When I hear Stormy’s voice, I cower, hiding my face against Koyn’s blood splattered shirt.

“What did you do?” Stormy screeches. “Did you fucking hurt her?”

Filter snaps into action. “Not now, Stormy!”

Koyn tenses. Fuck, everyone does.

“What are you going to do about this, Jeremy?” she yells, her words directed at Copper. “Tell me what the fuck you’re going to do—”

Filter’s hand goes around her mouth and he drags her away, kicking and screaming. The men exchange a few uneasy looks.

“Want to tell me how the fuck she knows your name?” Koyn demands, his voice a low growl.

“Fuck if I know,” Copper snaps. “She’s nosy as fuck.”

“The plot thickens,” Dragon sings like he’s in a Broadway show.

“C-Can I t-take a s-shower?” I chatter out.

All eyes land on me.

“Not until you eat,” Koyn says in a bossy, fatherly tone. “Bermuda. Make her a plate.”

Koyn hauls me over to the kitchen table and then sits. He pulls me into his lap, making me straddle him. His brown eyes are wild and unhinged. I don’t know him like this. Why do I always get myself into terrible situations? Moments later, a plate clanks down on the table behind me.

Koyn reaches past me to grab the fork. He scoops up some food and then begins to feed me. Bile is in my throat and my stomach churns. Through my tears, he feeds me. I choke it all down because I’m afraid what’ll happen if I don’t. When I’m full, I whimper and plead with my eyes.

He smiles and pets my hair. “All done, baby?”

I nod, sending more tears leaking out.

“Let’s get you cleaned up and ready for bed.”
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By the time our shower ends, I’m nearly catatonic. And I’m succumbing to his gentle caresses and sweet words. Crazy always finds a way to burrow itself inside me. After we’re dry, he carries my naked body bridal style to his big bed. Like I’m his little girl, he tucks me in before joining me. His stomach rumbles and it reminds me that he didn’t eat when I did.

“You’re being quiet,” he says, stroking his large palm over my breast. My nipple pebbles in response. “Too quiet.”

“Oh.”

“I like when you make noises.”

My breath catches when his palm slides down my stomach. Everything in my mind screams for me to push him away, but my body craves his touch. It makes no sense. I’m fucked in the head. I gasp when his fingers rub at my clit. A small mewl escapes me.

“Good girl. That’s what I like. You going to let me fuck you one last time?”

One last time?

“Please don’t kill me.”

His mouth presses to mine. “Silly girl.” He lashes his tongue out, dominating mine with his. So easily he plays my body as he kisses me. With embarrassing quickness, I come, crying out into his mouth. He devours every sound.

Then, he’s between my thighs.

Large.

Imposing.

Powerful.

All I can do is spread my thighs and welcome him. On some sick level, I need this. I need him. His demanding mouth overtakes mine and distracts me from my horrible memories of earlier. He slides his cock along my slit in a teasing manner.

“You’re the sweetest thing, Hadley.”

I revel in his praise and claw at him, needing him inside me more than my next breath. Fucked in the head. So fucked in the head. He complies by pushing his dick inside my slippery body. I take in every inch of him like a greedy whore. I kiss him harder. Fiercer. Needier than ever before. Rather than fucking me like a madman like before, he thrusts gently as though he’s trying to memorize every moment.

It makes me sad.

He really is going to kill me.

I don’t want to die.

I want to stay here with him, I realize. I don’t want to see him murder people, but I still want to stay. It’s the best place I’ve been in a while.

“Look at how sweet you are on my dick,” he croons. “So mine.”

I cave at his tender words, stroking my fingers through his hair. “Yours.” Please keep me. Please.

He kisses me like he might.

Possessive. Caring. Thoroughly.

“Fuck, sweetheart, I’m going to come.”

So nice. So gentle.

I hate him.

I don’t.

A sob tears from my throat and he kisses it away. His fingers slide between us and with expert movements, he brings me to orgasm again through my tears and emotions. I come with a choked sound. His cock seems to swell and then he’s pumping cum into me.

Hot.

Furious.

Claiming.

I’m not on the pill. He doesn’t seem to know what a condom is. Either he plans on keeping me, or he’s going to kill me. Men don’t fuck without protection unless they don’t care about the consequences. He either doesn’t care I could get knocked up with his baby, or I won’t ever live to see that day anyway.

I hate him.

I don’t.

Selfishly, I hug him to me like I could keep him. Like I could convince him to change his mind. Like I might make him see that I matter.

He slides out, his dick dragging a trail of wetness over my thigh before he settles beside me. His mouth finds my temple and he kisses me.

“Sleep, PG. Big day tomorrow.”

I pass out seconds later, even though I’m terrified of what tomorrow will bring.
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Koyn

 

She looks like an angel.

With her plump pink lips pouted and her dark lashes fanned over her cheeks, she seems so innocent. She is innocent. And if I don’t untangle her from me, he’ll kill her.

Which is why I shoved the sleeping pills down her throat in the middle of the night. She thrashed and fought me. As soon as she swallowed them all down, I pinned her body beneath me and whispered assurances while I stroked her hair. Eventually, she succumbed to the effects of the pills.

Two hours later, and she’s zonked out.

I take a quick shower, beat one off to memories of her tight ass, and then dress in dark jeans, a black Henley, my combat boots, and my cut. The house is quiet. I step outside in the brisk night air and smoke through half my pack of cigarettes before Copper joins me. He’s quiet for a long time. Eventually he clears his throat.

“You’re taking her home.”

I give him a clipped nod. “For the best.”

“Yeah.”

“You don’t think so?” My chest squeezes, but I ignore it.

“No, I think it’s for the best. The girl…” He sighs. “She doesn’t exactly bring out the best qualities in you, brother.”

I turn to regard my older brother with a scowl. “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”

“You lose your fucking mind around her. The MC, me, the past—none of it matters when she’s in your sights.”

I shrug and take another drag. “So?”

“It’s not like with Ellie—”

“Stop.”

“I won’t. You need to hear this.”

“Don’t go fucking badass cop on me now, Jeremy. You know everything I’ve done—everything you’ve done. We’ve been in this together. This whole time.”

He sighs heavily. “We’re still in it together, man. I’m not leaving your ass. Nor will I ever. You can keep the girl and fuck her forever if that’s what makes you fucking happy.” He clutches my shoulder. “But you’re blinded by her. She makes you weak.”

I pull away from his grasp. “It’s why I’m sending her home to her dad. He’s legit?”

Copper nods. “I checked him over. Marron Genworth. He runs Genworth Enterprises. Billion-dollar company. Dude’s loaded. There was a missing person report filed for Nicolette Genworth. The files claim the man was distraught. He lost his wife to an overdose, so his daughter was all he had.”

“Hadley’s just a made-up name?”

“Nah, it’s her middle name.” He holds out his hand and I pass him my cigarette. After he takes a drag, he hands it back. “Genworth lives in a fucking fortress.”

I lived in one too and my family was still taken from me.

“Hmm,” is all I say, unconvinced.

“Private security team. Pays more for them than the White House pays for the Secret Service. She’ll be safe there.”

“Any word on Putnam?”

“Not yet, but I’ve been checking for any local chatter about bikers. Putnam lives by violence, so wherever he goes, he will cause a stir. We’ll catch him,” he assures me.

I take another hard suck off my cigarette before tossing it down and stubbing it out. “How’d Stormy know your name?”

He stiffens. “I don’t fucking know. I’m going to find out.”

“Where is she?”

“Filter took her to their room and they’ve been up there ever since.”

Filter will take care of it. He’s loyal to me, not some nosy club whore. I knew she was always listening in.

“Since you’re awake, grab a coffee and let’s do this shit.”

“Now? How are we getting her there?”

“I slipped her some shit to knock her ass out for hours.”

His lips press together in a disapproving frown, but he nods. “Give me five.”
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Daylight breaks when the GPS takes us down a long road toward Genworth’s palace. I don’t say palace fucking lightly. It’s ten times bigger than my massive estate ten years ago. The guy’s a billionaire, so it’s no surprise. The gate is huge and heavily fortified with armed guards. Knowing she’ll be safe has me relaxing. I cast a quick glance into the back seat. She sleeps heavily still. I’d thrown on one of my hoodies and sweatpants on her sleeping body. The clothes swallow her, but it makes me feel good knowing she’ll be leaving covered from head to toe in me.

“Can I help you?” the voice on the intercom says in an unfriendly tone.

“Here to see Genworth.”

“You’ll have to book an appointment with his secretary during normal business hours.”

“I have Nicolette. I’m delivering her to him. Let me fucking through or I’ll turn my ass around and keep her.”

He doesn’t respond.

For five long minutes, we don’t get a response. Still, we wait.

The gate opens and Copper gives me a wary look.

“I don’t like this,” Copper grumbles.

“You don’t like anything.”

I drive his truck through the gate down the long driveway to Genworth’s castle. Two black SUVs sit parked out front with several men standing beside them. They look ready for war.

I’m not here for war.

I’m bringing a gift.

As a father myself and a man who has everything, I know what a truly priceless gift this is.

Once I park Copper’s truck, I climb out, ignoring the weapons trained on me. I fling open the back seat and pull Hadley’s thin body into my arms. Several of the men curse once they realize I wasn’t bluffing.

She stirs, moaning a little, but doesn’t wake.

“Where’s Genworth?” I demand.

A man moves forward like he’s going to take Hadley from me, but I shake my head at him. He frowns but nods.

“Come inside.”

Copper and I follow him up the steps and through the massive mahogany door. We step into a cavernous entryway that leads to an open area with two sets of staircases leading to a second floor. In the center of the open area is a large marble sculpture—a man riding a stallion that’s bucking.

The man walks over to a closed door and raps. “Sir. They’re here.”

A few moments later, the door opens and a man exits. He’s wearing a suit, but his hair is disheveled like he just woke up. Dark bags circle his eyes and his face is lined with creases.

“Hadley,” he chokes out, his hand flying to his chest. “Please don’t hurt her.”

Copper and I exchange a foul look.

“I fucking brought her to you,” I snap, drawing the man’s attention. “Kind of insulting to insinuate I’d hurt her now.”

His face pinches in confusion. “I’m Marron Genworth. Billionaire. People make it their job to hurt what’s mine.” Fear shines in his brown eyes that match hers exactly.

“Putnam wants her,” I bark out. “Can you promise she’s safe with you?”

He blinks rapidly at me. “I’m her father.”

“No fucking shit, Sherlock. Is she safe here?”

Slowly, he nods, as though he’s trying to figure me out. “Of course she is. I won’t let her out of my sight ever again. She’s eighteen now. No need to go to school. If she wants an education, I’ll bring someone here to give it to her.”

“Men on her. Round the clock,” I warn. “Because the moment you turn your head, he’ll be there.”

“What do you want?” he asks, his attention darting to his daughter. He rakes his gaze over her as though to assess her for damages.

“Her safety.”

“That’s it? You don’t want my money?”

This fucker is arrogant as shit. “I have my own.”

Despite my biker attire, he nods as though he believes me.

“Well, is that all?” he asks, impatience in his tone.

“Nope. That’s it.”

“I can take her from here.”

I shake my head. “Show me to her room. I’ll put her down there.”

The man grits his teeth, his face turning red, but gives me a clipped nod, motioning for the staircase on the left. I follow after him, looking at all the pictures of Hadley with her mother and father hanging on the walls. They go from when she was about a year old to sixteen or seventeen. She’s smiling her pageant-worthy smile in every one of them. At the top of the stairs, he leads us down a long hallway. He pulls out a set of keys and unlocks the door.

“It was hard looking in this room when she ran away,” he admits, his voice choked up. “I refused to let the cleaners come in here. I wanted to preserve the space—preserve her.”

The pain in his voice stirs something in my gut.

It feels familiar.

“I understand,” I grit out.

He narrows his eyes but then nods. We go into her room and I’m speechless. It makes me realize how young she really is. Band posters line the walls. She has a ton of shelves stuffed full of glittery crowns and trophies. Clothes are strung all over the place messily. Her drawers are open as though she was in a hurry when she packed a bag and left. The bed is rumpled and cans of soda sit on the end table.

Messy girl.

Genworth grabs the blanket and shakes it out, laying it flat. Then, he peels back the covers. I walk over to the bed, inhaling her scent one last time before laying her down. Pulling away, I watch bitterly as he tucks in his little girl.

Not mine.

His.

It’s a tough pill to swallow, but it’s for the best.

Here, she’s safe from Putnam.

At my compound, she’d be in danger.

I’m just stepping away when her eyes flutter open. She slowly takes in her surroundings and her lips part. A tear of betrayal leaks from her eye.

I’ve seen enough.

“Goodbye, PG.”
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Hadley

 

I can’t pretend to be asleep for forever.

It’s been hours and hours since Koyn and Copper left me in my bedroom. I’d been so devastated, all I could do was close my eyes and pretend it was a dream.

I’m not here.

I’m not here.

I’m not her—

“Mr. Genworth wants to see you for dinner,” his second-in-command, Renaldo, grunts from my doorway. “It’s a black tie event.”

I sit up, rubbing at my eye with my fist. “What? Why?”

“A celebration.”

My stomach twists violently. “I don’t want to celebrate with all those people.”

Renaldo laughs. “Not all those people. Just you and Mr. Genworth.”

A shudder ripples through me. I mask my fear with a hiss. “Well, get the fuck out, loser. I’m not undressing in front of you.”

His smile widens. “You know I’ve seen everything.”

I grab one of the remotes off the end table and chuck it at him. He closes the door and it bounces off the wood. I wait for the familiar reminder I’m in prison.

Click.

Locked in.

Fuckers.

On shaky legs, I ignore the pounding in my head from whatever pills Koyn shoved down my throat, and make my way into my bathroom. I strip out of Koyn’s comfortable clothes and frown at my reflection. I’m littered in bruises and teeth marks. His cum is smeared on my thighs, dry and crusty. Tears well in my eyes.

How could he do this to me?

I turn on the shower and hug myself. I’ll need to come up with a new plan. Last time was pure luck that I managed to escape my dad’s greedy clutches. Now, he’ll really fortify this place and his efforts in keeping me detained. I step into the shower and let the hot spray wash away all the pain. So much pain. It’s like all the horrible men in the world find me. They want to feed on me. They want to use and abuse me.

Quickly, I wash my hair and then my body. My pussy is sore from all the pounding it took from Koyn and my asshole is still tender. I wonder how long I’ll wear the reminders of him on my body. After my shower, I go into socialite daughter mode. Hair. Face. Nails. Skin. I spend an ungodly amount of time getting myself to Daddy’s specifications. He only accepts perfection. Just ask my mother. She never quite could achieve the level he required, hence why she took her own life. Then, his obsession went from her to me.

The bruises on my neck and tits are too dark to cover up. Not that I want to. A small part of me craves to rebel against my father. To let him know I went out into that world and was used by men. It’ll be the worst fuck you. With a smirk, I search through my closet for the most revealing dress, to showcase all my bruises. I settle on a fitted, red silk gown. It hangs off the shoulders and dips low on the chest. The slits are high on each side of the long skirt, revealing all the fingerprint bruises Koyn left behind. I step into some nude Jimmy Choo pumps and then dress up my ears and wrists with glittery jewelry. A pang of loss hits me in the gut when I realize my tiara headband was left at Koyn’s.

I blink back tears and straighten my spine. I can’t be weak. Not here. I walk over to my door and knock, knowing Renaldo will be waiting. With a soft click, he unlocks the door and rakes his greedy stare down my front.

“Cover those,” he snipes.

“I already tried,” I lie. “Now move, asshole.”

He allows me to push past him. I storm down the hallway with false bravado. Inside, I’m trembling. I don’t want to see my father. I don’t want to be here. Carefully, I make my way down the stairs and into the dining room. Daddy sits at the end. A chair is placed beside him. All the other chairs have been removed. A half empty bottle of cognac sits on the table and his face is ruddy, which means he’s halfway to being fucked up.

Great.

He turns his head and points at his cheek. Like the trained dog I am, I walk over to him and plant a wet kiss there. Before I can pull away, his hand captures my throat. His bloodshot eyes rake over my exposed flesh, making him snarl with fury.

“Koynakov did this to you?”

Koynakov?

“Yes.”

“Motherfucker.” He caresses my neck. “To get back at me?”

I tug from his hold and rub away the soreness. “What? No. Why would you say that?”

“Francis, bring dinner. My daughter is famished.”

I’m used to his ignoring me or changing the subject. This time, I don’t mind because it means he’ll leave me alone while we eat.

But what happens after we eat our meal?
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After an exhausting dinner watching my dad get drunk as shit and ranting about how fucking rich he is, I managed to escape back to my room. Even though I was locked back inside, it felt like a haven. I stripped out of the dress and threw on a nightgown before falling back into bed. I tossed and turned, dreaming of Koyn.

Warm hand on my stomach.

Up, up, up to my breasts.

I moan and push my ass out, seeking the feel of his cock pressed against me. He ruts against me, his fingers tweaking my nipples. I beg and plead for him to push inside me. To come and make me his. He ignores my pleas, but instead slides his hand between my thighs. Rubbing and rubbing until I’m whimpering with pleasure.

More.

I need more.

He tears off my gown and pushes me onto my back. His body nestles between my thighs. I hear the familiar tear of the foil on the condom before he rolls it on his dick.

Wait.

No.

Koyn doesn’t—

All thoughts escape me as he thrusts all the way inside me. I run as fast as I can in my head. Away. Away. Oh, God. So far away. With each thrust, he reminds me I belong to him in every way.

I want to scream, but no one will come. They never do.

Instead, I slap and claw and shove to no avail. He easily pins me down, calls me Juliette, and groans out his release. Then, he pulls roughly out of me, stumbling to pull off the condom. The bathroom light flicks on. I hear him peeing. A cough. He clears his throat. Then the room goes dark again.

I remain frozen in the bed, caught between dream and reality. The throbbing between my thighs reminds me it’s not a dream at all. Hot tears roll down my temples as I bite hard on my lip to keep from sobbing. Please go away.

“Goodnight, sweetheart,” he slurs. “See you at breakfast.”

Click.

The moment he’s gone, I curl into a ball and drag the pillow to my face. I cry and scream into it, wishing I could suffocate.

I’m in hell.

Koyn delivered me himself.
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Two months later…

 

They took away all the sharp things. My crowns and trophies could be used as weapons. Or tools for self-destruction. The mirrors have been removed because glass is bad. My room has been stripped to nothing. When I behave, I’m allowed out to eat with my father and to hang out with him in his office. Sometimes he lets me browse the Internet because it keeps me from asking him questions. I use that time to look up my obsession.

Koyn.

Or should I say Jared Koynakov?

All the pictures of him are from ten years ago. He was much like my father, a business mogul. Rich. Famous. Revered. In his expensive suits, he was mouth-wateringly handsome. Such a far cry from his rough, dangerous older version of himself. From my hunts, I learned that his wife and daughter were brutally murdered and he fell off the grid after that. Closed up his company and retired. His brother is Jeremy Koynakov, federal agent of the FBI. I’d remembered him wearing the FBI jacket when they took me, but now it’s been confirmed. I wonder if the FBI knows what shit he gets up to in his spare time.

I’m lying in bed, staring at the wall, thinking about all the information I came across on Koyn when I hear voices. Deep and loud. My heart rate ratchets as hope snakes its way into my heart.

Koyn.

He’s come to save me.

I sit up in bed, not worried about hiding my nudity. Clothes were taken from me days after I came back. I’ve gone so long without them, I don’t even miss them. All that matters is seeing Koyn’s handsome face. The “X” scarred into his brutal face. I want to crawl into his lap, push his dark hair to the side and kiss every scar. Beg him to take me back home.

Click.

“You have a guest, Miss Genworth,” Renaldo grits out, anger lacing his tone.

I grin at Renaldo. “Let him in.”

My smile falls when he steps out of the way. A biker walks in, but it’s not my biker. It’s Magna. His eyes are wild and feral. The knife he wields is bigger than my forearm. I gasp in shock.

His anger melts away as he rakes his stare down my naked body. “Been losing too much weight, Beauty Queen.”

I lift my chin and glower at him. “Get the fuck out of my house. My daddy will kill you.” It’s an empty threat and he knows it.

He flashes a predatory grin at me. “He’s the one who gave your bodyguard permission to let me in. A deal’s a deal after all.”

“What deal?” I demand, pulling my sheet over my body.

“You.”

I shake my head. “No. You can kill me.”

“Nah, killing you isn’t part of the deal.” He unbuckles his pants. “But this is.”

Scrambling back, I all but fall off the side of the bed in my attempt to escape. He takes his time, amused at my fear, as he strips away his clothes. My heart races inside my chest.

“On your knees, Beauty Queen.”

“No,” I hiss out. Then, I yell to Renaldo, “Help!”

Magna laughs. “No one is going to help you.”

And then he pounces. Quick like lightning. His hand strikes me, sending me flying into the wall. I’m dizzied by the hit and I blink away my daze. He hits me again, this time with his fist. Pain explodes over my cheek as I’m knocked onto my ass. I flip over and crawl away, headed for the bed, hoping for escape.

It’s then his heavy body covers mine.

Naked.

Flesh to flesh.

No.

I check out.

Completely shut down.

Give up.

This life is too much.

I’m vaguely aware of the pain. The stretching. A bare cock inside me. Fucking hard and cruelly. My mind drifts to Koyn. At least that pain I enjoyed. I craved that pain.

Seconds feel like hours.

Minutes take eternities.

When I think I’m completely dead inside, I feel the flood of heat. I wait for more abuse. A blade. Taunting.

What I get is glorious nothing.

Shuffling. Footsteps.

Click.
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Koyn

 

“Want some company, Prez?”

I tear my eyes from my computer screen, blinking several times to wet my eyes, and then glower at Stormy. “I’m working.”

“Same as every day for the past two months,” she hedges, eyes narrowing as she steps closer to my desk. “You did the right thing, you know? Letting her go.”

I crack my neck, trying to ease the tension there. “What do you want?”

“Can’t I just want to hang out?” she asks, turning on her Southern charm as she sits on the edge of my desk.

Her eyes flit to my screen but there’s nothing to see there. The moment I heard her voice, I flipped out of the screen I was working on. What has my hackles raised is why the fuck she keeps looking at it. Stormy’s a nosy bitch, but sometimes it goes beyond that. If I had more proof, I’d say she was a rat.

The thought of having a rat at my compound makes me want to rip the heads off any motherfuckers who even dare to think about crossing me.

“It’s snowing,” she says in a pouty tone. “It’s boring.”

“Where’s Filter?” I ask, casting a glance past her into the hall. “Or do you care anymore?”

This gets her attention because her back straightens. “Of course I care.”

“You’re awfully cozy with my brother lately. What did you call Copper?” I smile evilly at her. “Oh, that’s right, you like calling him Jeremy.”

I lift my brow, waiting for her to lie to me and tell me he told her.

Her face goes blank. “Krista called him that a while back. It just slipped out when I was mad.”

I cross my arms over my chest and study Stormy. She has this beautiful biker bitch vibe going on, but she’s not stupid. In fact, her eyes always gleam with intelligence. It’s why she and Filter have always been a good fit. He’s smart as hell too. I just hope she’s not smarter than him. That could be a problem.

“Where did you say you came from again?” I ask, cocking my head. “Afton?”

She bites on her bottom lip. “I said it was a small town outside of Afton.”

Smart girl.

Cover your tracks.

“Hmmm.” I rake my gaze down her front, inspecting every detail. I want her to know I see right fucking through her. She’s stuck her nose in my business one too many times and now I’m fucking suspicious. “Get me Halo and go find someone else to bother.”

She flashes me the fakest smile ever. “On it, Prez.”

The moment she’s gone, I go back to what I was working on. Obsessing over Genworth. I should be focused on Putnam because he’s ghosted once again, but I can’t let go of the uneasy feeling. Copper says it’s because I want to keep the girl. Maybe. I just have a hunch. Something I can’t quite put my finger on it.

I flip open Genworth’s network and continue my combing. His firewall was airtight as fuck, but I needled my way into it because that’s what I do. What I’ve always done. What I’m really fucking good at. I analyzed the setup and located the soft areas right away. Once I found them, I wormed into it. His network is beautiful. I admire the handiwork of someone similar to myself, who is obsessed with perfection and order. Everything is airtight. For everyone else. It’s admirable. I locate his contracts right away with the NSA. His hands are dipped into about every pot available. It’s no wonder he’s a billionaire. I skip past all the obvious stuff and start looking for the hidden stuff. A man like Genworth is a man like me—we hide in plain sight. His deepest, darkest shit won’t be in some file labeled: Don’t Touch. It’ll be in something regular and orderly.

A folder stands out and seems to blink at me.

November 2009.

I rub at my chest over my shirt where my tattoo is. I try desperately not to think about that month or that year. But just seeing it has my heart clenching painfully.

The file is corrupt inside the folder.

Or so it seems.

It’s hidden behind a file named November_2009.error and from the looks of it to just anyone, it’s unusable and broken.

I’m not just anyone.

I pretty much wrote the fucking book on this shit.

Quickly, I rename the file to an exe file. When I open it, it blossoms like a rose, revealing to me hundreds of video clips, recordings, documents, screenshots, pictures, and more. What has my blood freezing in my veins is the name on the first picture I see.

Koynakov.

I click the picture open to find my old building in downtown Houston. The next picture is my Escalade. Another is a headshot I had on my website. So many pictures of me from when I was the owner of my company all those years ago. My stomach turns when I find a picture of Ellie at the gym. Ellie at the store. Ellie on the front porch.

What. The. Fuck.

It gets worse…there are multiple pictures of Blaire.

At the salon. At school. At the movies.

Why in the fuck does Genworth have all this shit on my family?

Tears burn my eyes as I stare at my daughter. So innocent and young. She didn’t fucking deserve to die. I choke on a sob, grief threatening to suffocate me, and drag every goddamn file off his network. I don’t just copy. I take. I take what’s mine. I replace the file with a dummy one encrypted with a virus that will blow his shit up if he even thinks of trying to open it. Once I have it off his network, I start combing through the entire folder. There are recordings of Genworth and Putnam. Plans. All it takes is one listen to the first recording to learn that Genworth hired Putnam to kill me and my family.

They failed at taking me, but they took my girls.

This motherfucker was instrumental in destroying my fucking soul, and I turned around and handed his baby girl back to him like it was the honorable goddamn thing to do.

Rage billows up inside me. Black. Thick. Toxic. I want to get my hands around the throats of every motherfucker who was a part of this.

Why?

How in the fuck did these two assholes get together in the first place?

I dig until I find something that Halo had been sniffing out, but just hadn’t arrived there yet. Weapons across the border. I remember back to what Copper had said.

“Firms kind of like the one you owned. Those private contractors had gigs with the NSA and were basically selling smuggled weapons back to the government at astronomical prices. All in the name of national defense.”

Genworth was a private contractor.

This was their one gig with the NSA.

Until I was out of the picture.

It smacks me right in the fucking face. I was Genworth’s competition. He wanted me gone so he could steamroll through and get all the contracts. Greedy fucking asshole.

He’s going to pay.

Holy shit, he’s going to pay.

I spend the next three hours creating a web only I can walk on and then keep the string tucked away for later.

But now?

Now I make a plan to take his most valuable asset.

His daughter.

It’s only fair since he fucking took mine.
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It’s conveniently Church night, not that it would have mattered. I was going to call a big ass meeting regardless. Even Copper was allowed in on this meeting, despite not being patched in, because this was bigger than the Royal Bastards.

This was revenge.

Something we’ve all been thirsting for since the day I met each of them.

“So what’s the plan?” Halo asks, frowning more than usual.

He’s pissed. They’re all pissed. We delivered Genworth’s prized possession right to him. Fucker probably laughed his goddamn face off. She’s been back home with her daddy for two months, living the pampered life, all while he celebrates at having pulled a fast one on us. It explains why he seemed afraid to see me and then surprised when I handed her back. He also must think that with an army of security guys and cameras galore, he’s safe.

He will never be safe.

I’m coming.

But not for him. Not yet. Not until I make him suffer. Make him feel one fraction of how I felt all those years ago.

“We’re going to take his daughter,” I grind out, crossing my arms over my chest.

Copper scowls because he fucking knows me.

The rest of the guys think I’m some goddamn hero.

“She’s safer with us,” Bermuda agrees, nodding.

Dragon snorts, popping him in the back of the head hard enough to send his ball cap flying. “Not to rescue, dumbass.”

Copper’s jaw clenches and I can hear his teeth grinding together. “What are your plans exactly with PG?”

“Her name is Nicolette Hadley Genworth. Not PG. Not Pageant Girl. Not Hadley. Not sweetheart or angel. She is a tool,” I growl out. “A tool we’ll use to poke and cut and stab at Genworth until he’s been wrought of every single drop of who he is.”

Dragon’s green eyes glitter with violence—the only one of my men who doesn’t need to be told twice.

The rest need convincing.

“I watched Putnam rape my daughter. My little fucking girl.” My voice cracks. “She begged for me to save her. I was helpless.”

Halo frowns and Bermuda pinches the bridge of his nose.

“Everything I have ever done in this life is to get to this point. To seek justice on the ones who stole from me. Putnam and Genworth are the ones responsible. There will be casualties along the way.” I meet each of their stares with a hard one. “If you want out, rip your patch off now and go. I thought we were brothers.”

No one moves.

“We’re one-percenters. Fucking outlaws. We’re not the heroes in anyone’s goddamn stories. Understand?”

Everyone nods, even Copper.

“This is justice and it will be served.”

More nods.

“We’re going to get her and I’m going to tell you how.”

I’m met with no more resistance. As it should be.

We’re brothers.

Until the end.

Even if it’s a fucking terrible journey.
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Hadley

 

Magna has come by three times this week. Each time, more brutal than the last. He doesn’t seem to care that I completely go blank while he uses my body. To any sane person, it’s rape, but to me, I’m not present for it. If I escape in my head, it didn’t happen.

Nope.

I didn’t have my dead boyfriend’s father inside me. Three times. Did not happen.

It’s funny how easily I can convince myself. In the darkness of my room, I can almost pretend I’m somewhere else. Somewhere warm and safe. Like Koyn’s bed. In his arms.

A happy sigh escapes me.

There are worse men out there than Koyn.

Like my father.

My father, who apparently didn’t think fucking his daughter was enough sin for this lifetime, negotiated my pussy to the highest bidder.

I shudder violently, ignoring the crusted cum still on my thighs. At least with good ol’ Daddy, he uses a condom. Magna is probably infecting me with God knows how many diseases.

The hot shower seems so far away. I want to crawl over to it, but I’m too tired. Sick to my stomach. Broken in the mind. Depression eats me from the inside out. No matter what food they bring me, I turn my nose up to all of it.

I just want to die.

A hot tear leaks from my eye, but I don’t have the energy to swipe it away.

Click.

No.

Magna was just here.

Right?

Or was that yesterday? Hours ago? Minutes ago?

My mind spins as I try to remember.

“Is it still a fairy tale if the dragon comes for the princess instead of a prince?” a cold, evil voice growls, making my hairs stand on end.

“Dragon?”

Fingertips slide up my bare spine. A shiver trembles through me. His hand strokes my hair before gripping me hard and pulling the roots. I stifle a cry.

“Seems you got yourself nice and punished,” Dragon observes. “Daddy took away all your shiny toys.”

“Koyn,” I croak out. “Please.”

“Don’t worry,” he croons in a deceptively calm and soothing voice. “I’ll take you right to him.” He wraps the sheet around me and scoops me up with surprising gentleness. “Let me out,” he barks out through the door.

Someone opens it and Dragon steps through.

“What the fuck?” Payne growls. “She’s a mess.”

“Most princesses are when they’re in their tower,” Dragon explains like he knows me. “To their loyal subjects, they’re perfect. We know better, though. PG is far from perfect.”

I squint against the harsh light and burrow my face into his shoulder. I don’t care what sort of cruel shit he spouts so long as he takes me to Koyn. Away from Magna. Away from my father. Safe.

We descend the stairs quickly and Dragon stops outside of my father’s office. For a brief moment, a whine crawls up my throat as I fear he’s going to hand me back over to my dad. Instead, he makes a clucking of his tongue.

The tapping sounds I’d heard when I first arrived go silent. I crack open my eyes and peek over at the men in the room.

Not Daddy.

Thank God.

Koyn sits in Daddy’s chair like he owns it, fucking around on his computer while Bermuda stands behind him. I’m used to Koyn’s hard stares, but I’m not used to Bermuda’s indifference. He always smiles for me or looks as though he feels sorry for me.

Not this.

Not such cold emptiness.

Something’s wrong.

I start to wriggle in Dragon’s hold, but he’s too strong. He grips me tighter. Koyn barks out a bunch of quick, harsh commands that I’m too delirious to try and interpret. All I know is it has Dragon hurrying me out of my house and into the freezing January air. He carries me over to Copper’s truck. Copper hops out of the front seat and walks around to the rear passenger side door. He opens it and Dragon deposits me on the seat.

“Stay,” Dragon warns before closing the door.

I pull the sheet tighter around me and dart my eyes out the window. Sleet hits the windshield. Glancing around, I see several vehicles I don’t recognize. They didn’t bring their bikes here.

The heat blasts from the vents and I’m thankful for the warmth. I’m not sure when I ate last, and I’m feeling sick because of it. Bile rises up inside my throat. A wave of dizziness washes over me. I squeeze my eyes shut tightly and breathe through the moment of illness.

I just want to sleep.

I want to wake up to Stormy’s voice or Gibson singing. I want this whole return to my father to have been a horrible nightmare.

Blackness steals over me and I pass out.

Finally.
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Warmth.

Soothing scent.

Someone stroking my hair.

Masculine voices are speaking in low tones, but I’m not afraid. I snuggle against the soft person holding me, inhaling the leather of his cut. The familiar expensive cologne. God, I’ve missed him. Absently, he strokes my spine with his thumb. His chest rumbles as he speaks to the other guys. I’m not interested in his words, just him.

Tears of relief flood down my cheeks. I want to cling to his chest forever. It’s the safest I’ve felt in a long time. His thumb runs up my back again and I let out a happy sigh. He halts his movement, stiffening.

“She awake?” Copper asks from up front.

“Yep,” Koyn grunts.

“Oh, goodie,” Dragon says with glee from the front.

Someone is on the other side of me, but I’m too weak to turn and find out.

“What now?” It’s Copper again.

Koyn lets out a sharp breath. “We get to the compound.”

My fingers fist the leather of his cut and I inhale his unique scent. Home. He’s going to take me home. To his home. Safe.

“I’m scared,” I croak out, hot tears rolling down my cheeks and soaking into his shirt.

“You’re supposed to be.” Koyn’s words are cold. They feel as cold as Bermuda’s stare earlier. As chilling as Dragon’s touch.

“I don’t want to be,” I whisper only for Koyn to hear.

“We don’t always get what we want.” He follows up his words with a gentle stroke through my tangled hair.

No more words are spoken.

I grow dizzy again and allow sleep to steal me once more.
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Warm.

I roll toward the warmth licking at my skin and smile. Finally. Safe. I can feel it. The oppressiveness of my father and Magna is gone. I feel free. Weak, but free.

Cracking open an eye, I attempt to make sense of my surroundings. The fire in front of me blazes. I’m in front of a fireplace. On the carpet? No, a mattress. At Koyn’s house? I scan the fireplace and realize it’s not the nice stone one inside his home. This one is old and crumbling. I roll onto my back and stare up at the rafters of the dilapidated slaughterhouse.

Why am I here?

I curl my knees to my chest and wrap my arms around them. Still naked but under a blanket. Not tied up to anything from what I can tell. Better situation than Hammer was in last time I visited this place. Still, it’s not right. Koyn came for me. I should be in his bed or on his couch or in his fucking arms.

Sadness washes over me, chasing away the numbness. The fire is hot and crackling, but the air in the slaughterhouse is bone-chilling. I sense another person with me and I wonder if it’s Koyn. Will he tell me what the hell is going on?

I try to sit up, but the room spins. So dizzy. So weak.

“I don’t feel well,” I croak out. “Water.”

Boots crunch on the dirty wood floors. Step. Step. Step. Stop. I can feel an ominous presence looming over me. Shadowed. Angry. Large.

“Koyn?”

A golden god squats before me, normally passive features screwed into a scowl.

Filter.

“How you liking your new accommodations?” He flashes me a cruel smile. “Warm enough, Genworth?”

Genworth.

Not PG or Pageant Girl or Hadley.

“Where’s Koyn?” I demand, trying and failing to sit up.

His eyes narrow. “Out.”

“I’m thirsty. Hungry.” My eyes burn with tears. “I need clothes.”

He rakes his eyes over my form and lets out a snort. “Here, you’re no longer a princess. Your wants and needs aren’t above everything else. Here, Koyn is king. Here, you are under his command.”

“Let me see him then,” I hiss out. “He’ll take care of me.”

Filter rises and pops his knuckles. “Cute. He knows you were fucking Putnam. Saw him on the surveillance footage coming and going. You have his cum all down your legs.” He makes a repulsed sound. “You’re fucking disgusting.”

I’m stung by his hateful words. He was always the nice one.

“I…you don’t—”

“Save it for the big man,” he snaps. “You’re about to pay for all your sins.”

“What? What sins?” A sob catches in my throat. “Filter…”

“My shift’s over,” he grinds out. “Thank fuck.”
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I wake to the scent of food.

Something savory and rich.

Barbeque.

My stomach revolts at the offending smell. Too sweet. Too disgusting. I whimper and crawl to the edge of the mattress. With a gag, I attempt to expel the contents in my stomach, which is nothing. I dry heave over and over again. Finally, I fall onto the makeshift bed, crying.

“Help.”

“Prisoners don’t get help.”

Prisoner?

“Payne,” I croak out. “Please. I didn’t do what Koyn thinks. I didn’t willingly f—”

“Eat.” His barked command is followed with the slam of a plate onto the floor beside the mattress.

One quick glance and I notice sliced brisket, potato salad, chips, a pickle, and orange fluff. With a weak hand, I reach over to stick my finger in the fluff. I lick it off my finger, thankful it doesn’t come right back up.

“Eat,” Payne orders once more. “I can’t promise when it’ll happen again.”
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I wake throwing up.

Did they poison me?

Oh God.

My stomach muscles clench violently as I lose every bit of the food I consumed earlier. Tears leak down my face as I gag and heave. I’m dying. They’re killing me.

Why?

Because they think I had some torrid affair with the enemy?

Fuck them.

I need to get the hell out of here. But it feels like a useless endeavor. I’m being watched round the clock—this time by Katana. It was hard enough trying to get off Koyn’s property when people weren’t breathing down my neck twenty-four-seven. When I was healthy and able-bodied.

It feels like a pipe dream now.

I’m destined to die on a mattress in a slaughterhouse.

Cold. Hungry. Sick. Alone.

I wipe the vomit from my lips and turn away from the puddle of it on the bed beside me.

Death feels close and I welcome it.
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Koyn

 

We don’t get much snow in Oklahoma, but when we do, the whole goddamn state closes down. It was a miracle we made it back from Dallas without getting detoured until the roads cleared. Copper drives like a bat out of hell. He would’ve found us a way back anyway.

My land is eerily quiet as I trek through the snowdrifts toward the trail that leads to the slaughterhouse. Gibson is on watch, but even if I didn’t know that, I would’ve guessed it by the sounds coming from the building. “House of the Rising Sun” by The Animals plays a haunting tune on his acoustic guitar. A dark lullaby.

Time to wake up, baby girl.

I slide open the door and step inside. The music dies down and Gibson stands. His features are stony. I get it. I really do. Babysitting fucking sucks. Lucky for them, it’s time to shake shit up a little, which means I’m taking over.

“I’ve got this,” I tell him with a nod.

Gibson, normally a playful and easygoing guy, clenches his teeth as though he’s trying to hold his words in.

“What?” I bite out.

“Nothin’, Prez.”

“Your attitude says fucking something.”

His nostrils flare. “She’s just a kid.”

“Genworth’s kid,” I remind him, squaring my shoulders.

He winces at the reminder. “I know. I just…never mind.”

Soft fucker. Always has been.

“Get out of here,” I grunt out. “Let me worry about all this.”

After a heavy sigh, he nods in resignation before exiting the slaughterhouse. The moment the door is closed shut, I turn to look at her.

The fire blazes bright and her small form remains curled up under a blanket. I can smell vomit and a pang of worry cuts through me before I have a chance to push it away.

She’s not Blaire.

I walk over to the mattress and nudge it with my toe.

“Wake up.”

“I’m awake,” she croaks.

Silence.

I’d expected begging and crying. She has to know we didn’t rescue her, we kidnapped her.

“Daddy’s little girl was nothing but a fucking mole, huh?” I taunt. “Had a scheme with your little fuck buddy, hmm?”

She doesn’t respond.

Truth is, I know this shit had nothing to do with her. She’s involved because she’s a Genworth. In last name. The information I found on Genworth and Putnam’s relationship goes back to when she was truly a little girl, which explains how a prissy rich girl got in with a kid like Junior. Their fathers were business partners of sorts.

And when her boyfriend was killed, she started letting his daddy dick her instead.

I think back to the times she tried to hurt me and throw in my face that she sucked Putnam’s cock. At the time, I’d thought maybe she had just been pushing my fucking buttons just to piss me off. It did. I hate that fucker and with her words, she opened that old wound. It’s been bleeding ever since.

I drag the chair Gibson had abandoned closer to her. He left a bottle of Jack, so I snag that before sitting down. It’s a shame this girl shares that motherfucker’s blood. She was a good fuck and one I might have actually kept around had the circumstances been different. I was an idiot to let my guard down and think I could enjoy sex and affection once again.

What a fucking lie.

Every part of myself that deserves such a thing died that day along with my family.

I unscrew the lid to the bottle and suck down a long, burning gulp. It heats me from the inside out. My stare roams over the exposed skin of her bare shoulder. Her pouty, but cracked lips. Those brown eyes that gleam with fury despite her weakened state.

“Thirsty?” I ask, offering her the bottle.

She shakes her head.

“Do you like Putnam’s cock inside you?” My words are cruel and filled with venom that stings. She’s not immune because she flinches.

“Fuck you,” she rasps.

“I did. And apparently, so has everyone else.”

Her brown eyes glisten with tears. I’m forced to look away because it makes my chest ache. Fuck her. I will not feel sorry for her. “What do you want from me?”

I take another swig of the Jack. “Everything.”

“You want to fuck me? Fine, do it.” She tosses the blanket aside, revealing her pale, bony, naked body to me. Bruises litter her thighs. Anger swells up inside of me for a brief moment, but I swallow it down.

Not mine.

Not Blaire.

Genworth.

I take a deep breath and then drink more of the Jack.

“Cover yourself,” I growl. “I’m not here to fuck your skanky ass. I’m here to tell you a story.”

She jerks the covers back over her and glares at me. “I hate you.”

“Feeling’s mutual, baby girl.”

We both wince at my pet name.

Fuck.

I let out a deep breath and launch into my story.

“Before I was this”—I wave my bottle of Jack around me, sloshing some out onto my fingers—“I ran an international cyber security threat firm. I was the fucking best.”

Her brows furrow together. “Same as my dad?”

“Same, but better.” I’m not gloating. It’s the goddamn truth. “I made a lot of money because I could break into anything, which meant I wrote programs that could protect against anything.” I take another sip of the Jack. “I was in deep with the NSA. Life was good for me.”

Heaviness settles around us.

Black, cloying, suffocating.

“And then I walked in on the most horrific scene. A couple of fucking bikers had my wife and my daughter tied up. They were hurting them. They…” I choke on my words. “I went crazy and was knocked out. When I woke up, Ellie had been brutally raped and was dying. My sweet…fuck, my sweet baby girl was so upset and there wasn’t a goddamn thing I could do about it.” A tear races down my cheek and I don’t bother wiping it away. “I watched Putnam rape my daughter. And then I watched as he stabbed her to death.”

Hadley’s bottom lip wobbles and her eyes are red as she silently cries. “I’m so sorry.”

Her words are a cold blade cutting through me. I sit up and stare at her with as much hate as I can muster, enjoying the way she flinches.

“Your fuck buddy Putnam was friends with your father. Am I right?”

She nods, her eyes sad with realization.

“I broke into your father’s network. I found everything. He paid Putnam to kill me and my family. To eliminate the competition. All so he could send his pretty little princess to every pageant she could ever want to compete in.” I crack my neck and glare at her. “How does it feel knowing you Genworths won? Was it worth all the fancy shit your daddy gave you?”

“Koyn,” she chokes out. “You’re not being fair. I knew nothing about this or my dad’s business affairs.”

“Business affairs?” I roar, heaving the bottle at the fireplace. It lands in the fire, sending a little burst of flame billowing out. “It was an ambush and cold, blooded murder all for the name of greed.”

She sniffles and sits up, her entire body shaking. “The ‘X’ on your face?”

“‘X’ is where the treasure is located on the map. They branded me. I stare into the mirror every day and am reminded that the shit inside my head is what got my family killed.” I scrub my palm down my face and bark out a sinister laugh. “But they didn’t kill me. I was supposed to die. It was too late for me to save my girls, but I broke free. I killed Putnam’s friend and have been hunting him down ever since.”

She sits up on her knees, her chin quivering. “So now you’re going to hurt me? To make my father pay?”

“It’s exactly what I’m going to do.”

“It’s no better than what they did to Blaire!” she accuses. “You’re doing the same thing!”

I shrug. “Casualties of war.”

She shakes her head, her eyes wild. “N-No. You can’t do that. I’m like her. Like Blaire.”

“You’re nothing like her,” I snarl.

Shakily, she crawls toward me. “I am. I’m still a teenager. Before all this, I watched Netflix and obsessed over my hair and loved to shop.”

“Stop.”

“I took more selfies than was humanly possible. I spent a lot of time thinking about my dead mother. Missing her. I was just a lonely girl who was sad.”

“Stop.”

“Did Blaire like school? I hated it. I always wanted to be free because at my house, it felt like a prison.”

“Stop saying her name!”

“I bet we would’ve been great friends. Someone like her would have spent the night with someone like me.” She crawls closer, sobbing. “We’d stay up late talking about boys and watching movies. We’d eat M&Ms and drink too much soda. What was her favorite candy?”

I close my eyes.

M&Ms.

Not peanut. Plain.

“Please stop,” I beg, my voice hoarse.

Her palms cover my knees. “Was it M&Ms?”

I nod, refusing to open my eyes.

“Can we get some, Daddy?”

Blaire. Blaire. Blaire.

I remember looking over at her in the passenger seat as she happily ate her candy and rambled on about her school day. Blaire wanted to be an artist. Drew all over everything with pencils and sharpies. Hearts and flowers and doodles. She’d pour a bunch of M&Ms on the table and absently eat them while she would sketch.

“I’m scared, Daddy.”

Oh, fuck.

“Please help me, Daddy.”

Deep in the recesses of my mind, I know it’s not Blaire begging for help, but try telling my heart that. I pull my girl into my arms and cradle her to me. Her hair is greasy and dirty. Another man’s cum—fucking Putnam—remains on her thighs. She stinks of body odor and vomit. Fuck, she’s so skinny. And cold.

“Daddy,” she sobs. “I’m cold and scared and hungry.”

“Shhh,” I whisper, stroking her hair. “I’ve got you now. I’m going to take care of you.”

Not Blaire. Not Blaire. Not Blaire.

Everything is murky and confusing. Maybe it’s due to the Jack or maybe it’s the huge crack splintering right down the center of my mind. All I know is the girl in my arms needs to be taken care of. She needs me.

“I’m going to make everything okay,” I vow, kissing her dirty strands of hair. “I promise, baby girl.”

“I know, Daddy.”

Everything spins when I stand with her in my arms. Her legs go around my waist and her arms hook around my neck. She clings to me like a toddler would. It makes my heart fucking bleed. I yank up the blanket from the mattress and wrap it around her. As we walk out of the slaughterhouse, I hug her tight and try my damnedest to keep her warm. The trek back to the house is cold and windy.

The moment I fling open the back door, voices hush to silence. My hackles are raised and I’m ready to fight any motherfucker who stands in my way.

“Bermuda,” I bark out. “Make my girl some food and bring it to my room.”

“What the fuck,” Dragon rumbles.

I shoot him a scathing glare that has him rising and cracking his neck. Katana stands, placing his body in front of him.

“Prez,” Filter starts, but I stop him with a shake of my head.

“She needs to eat and bathe and be warmed the fuck up,” I explain, my words coming out choppy and angry. “Who the fuck wants to argue with me?”

Filter and Halo exchange a look and then Filter holds his hands up in surrender.

“Do what you gotta do, Prez. We got your back,” Filter assures me.

Some of the guys mutter angrily, but I ignore them all. I carry her up to my room and into the bathroom. With her still clinging to me, I start a hot bath. She whimpers when I try to peel her away from me.

“Want bubbles?” I ask, patting her back.

She nods. “Please, Daddy.”

Not Blaire. Not Blaire. Not Blaire.

But she feels like mine.

Gently, I manage to pull her from me and make her stand on her own two feet. I add in some bubbles that are under the sink. More of Stormy’s weird girly shit she leaves all over the house that I am suddenly thankful for.

Soon, the bathroom smells like lavender.

“Get in,” I instruct, motioning for the steamy bathtub.

She drops the blanket and gingerly steps into the hot water. She hisses and whines but then settles in the water. With the bubbles rising around her in the large tub, she seems so small. Her dark hair hangs in her face as she stares down at the water.

“Do you want me to bathe you, baby girl?”
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Hadley

 

Holy shit. It worked. I knew poking at him about his daughter was chancy considering how much it still haunts him, but it worked. He felt sorry for me. Somehow projected her onto me. Now he wants to save her.

Survival is the only thing on my mind at this point. If it means playing the part of Blaire, I will. Anything to make him treat me like a human rather than a prisoner. It was as though he flipped a switch. Went from being a psychopath to a father. I don’t care why or how it happened, just that it did.

He kneels down beside the bath and sets down a bar of soap, two bottles of what must be shampoo and conditioner, and a washcloth. He grabs the cloth and dunks it under the water that’s slowly rising. I groan when he runs it over my cold back, chasing away the chill. The heat feels good on my aching muscles. Gently, he washes my back and shoulders and then my face and neck. It’s done so efficiently like one would bathe a child. I don’t fight him or try to seduce him. I simply let him clean the horrors of the past two months off me. His hand dives between my thighs and he removes any lasting remnants of Magna, making me sigh a breath of relief. Once he’s finished, he motions for the water.

“Dunk your hair so I can wash it.”

I do as I’m told and then sit back up. He squirts some shampoo into my dirty hair and then massages it into my scalp. His gentleness breaks something inside me. I start to cry because I just want someone to care for me like this all the time. I hate my life and the people in it. It’s nothing but heartache and pain. This, right now, feels anything but painful. It feels right.

“Shhh,” he croons, “don’t cry, sweetheart.”

“You’re being so nice and gentle. I don’t want it to go away.”

He grips my jaw, tilting my head up to look at him. “It’s not going away.”

Tears flood down my cheeks and I nod, though I don’t believe him. He surprises me when he leans forward and kisses my nose.

“Let’s get you finished up here.”

The rest of the bath goes by quickly and soon he’s wrapping me up in a giant towel. He scoops me into his arms, but I touch his cheek, halting him.

“Can I please brush my teeth? I can still taste the puke.”

He frowns, his dark eyes filled with pain. “Of course.”

The counter he sets me on is cold and I shiver. He grabs a toothbrush and puts toothpaste on it. He watches like a hawk as I scrub my teeth clean. Once I’m done, he carries me into his room and sets me on the edge of the bed. He scrounges in some drawers before finding sweats and a hoodie. I let him pull the towel away and then dress me.

“Warm yet?” he asks, his brows knitting together in concern.

“Yes, Daddy.”

My words seem to please him because he smiles. The smile is wiped away when someone knocks.

“What?” he barks out.

“Brought food,” Bermuda bellows back.

Koyn strokes his palm down the side of my face before stalking over to the door. He flings it open and takes a plate from Bermuda. Bermuda also hands him a Coke. Koyn dismisses him with a slam of the door. Then, he walks back over to me before sitting down.

My stomach rebels against the smell. Pot roast. Rich and overpowering. Shakily, I grab for the buttered roll instead. Slowly, I tear off pieces and eat the bread. It helps the sick feeling go away and soon hunger takes over. I end up eating the entire plate of food much to my surprise. After drinking most of the Coke, I become so tired I can barely keep my eyes open.

He stands and I start to panic.

“Please don’t leave me, Daddy.”

His features grow soft. “Not going anywhere. Just going to run this downstairs. I’ll be back.”

But I don’t want him to go. If he goes downstairs, they might try to talk some sense into him. The last thing I need is Koyn finding his right mind again.

“Please,” I beg, choking back a sob. “I don’t want you to leave me.”

“I’m coming back.” He gestures to the bed. “Get under the covers.”

Those five minutes are the longest, but he returns, still rippling with protective fatherly instincts. He changes into some sweats and a T-shirt before crawling into bed beside me. His body warms mine as he curls his large frame around me. It only takes a few whispered words and kisses to my temple before I fall fast asleep.
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No!

I scream and fight to no avail. I thought I could block him out, but I can’t. He’s here. Stretching and filling me. Tainting me. I hate him. I hate my father.

The sobs die and I start convulsing with shivers.

This life is too hard.

I don’t want this one anymore. I want a new one.
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I wake with a start, shudders from my nightmare still tremoring through me. Koyn hugs me to him and nuzzles my hair.

“I have you now.” His words are whispered and sleepy but reassuring. I shouldn’t be comforted by this man considering what he’s done and what he’s capable of. I must be fucked in the head too, though, because I am. I find comfort in him much like he finds comfort in me when he sees me like his Blaire.

It’s on my tongue to tell him I’m not like Dad and Magna. That I’m different. That I can be good—good for him. Admitting what Magna did is one thing. But my father… It’s incest. I can barely stomach the idea of it, much less vomiting the words as some sort of confession that might absolve me from this monster corner he’s painted all three of us in.

Would that disgust him?

Would he feel sorry for me?

Would he know how fucked up that shit makes me?

I snuggle against his chest, clinging to his T-shirt. He strokes his fingers along my arm in a comforting way. If I could just freeze time and stay in this moment, I would. Ever since Mom died, life has felt especially hard. For once, I just want it to be easy.

My mind drifts back to the days when my family was normal and Dad didn’t do the horrible things he did. Back then, I was like any sassy teenager with a shopping addiction. While my friends crushed on boys from our school, my heart was dead set on marrying Junior one day. Before he was Milk and his father’s little bitch.

It feels like a lifetime ago. What would I even be doing if my life were normal? Probably be applying to colleges. Dad wanted me to go to school to learn computers so he could pass down his company to me, but deep down I had no interest, even before he ruined me so badly.

I always thought it’d be fun to do interior design or design clothing. Something fun and creative. Something so far on the opposite end of the spectrum of what Dad did it’s not even funny.

Now I’m just fighting to survive.

Hopes and dreams seem silly when you wonder if someone’s going to beat or fuck you because they can.

God, I just want some fucking peace.

As though attuned into my thoughts, Koyn hugs me tighter. His comforting embrace makes me relax. I drift back to sleep, desperately seeking the peace I’m after.

In his arms, in the dark, I find what I’m looking for.


[image: ]



He’s not here.

He’s not here.

He’s not here.

Panic claws its way up my esophagus as realization sets in. I can hear raised male voices somewhere within the house. If he’s with them, will they convince him I’m the enemy?

Bile burns the back of my throat and I stumble out of the bed, rushing to the bathroom. I barely make it to the toilet before I’m heaving up everything I ate last night. It’s bitter and disgusting, but the moment it’s gone, I feel better. I’m just flushing the toilet when I feel a presence behind me. I whirl around to face Koyn.

But it’s not Koyn.

“Oh, honey,” Stormy says, her eyes watering as she regards me. “What did he do to you?”

It feels as though I’m punched in the chest. I missed her. The only friend I’ve made in a long time and she’s here. I burst into tears and run over to her. We hug and both cry, neither of us able to talk. Once we’ve calmed, she pulls away to cup my clammy cheeks.

“You’re sick.” Her brows furrow together in concern. Stormy might be a badass biker babe, but most times she feels like a worried big sister.

“Yeah.” I tug from her grip. “I need to brush my teeth.”

She watches me as I scrub away the filth. “Did he rape you?” Her expression is unreadable.

I freeze at her words and spit into the sink. “Who?”

“Koyn.”

Not my father.

“No. We just cuddled.” I rinse and spit again before wiping my face on a towel.

Her blond eyebrows hike up her forehead. “Cuddled?”

“But then he was gone this morning.” My shoulders fall forward. “He’s gone now.”

“And throwing all kinds of a bitch fit downstairs.” She lets out a heavy sigh. “I’m so sorry about all of this.”

“It’s not your fault,” I say fiercely because it’s not. She’s my friend.

“If I could have stopped it…I mean…I should have…” She drifts off and bites on her bottom lip. “Just give me some time. I’ll find a way.”

Her cryptic words are confusing. I cross my arms over my chest, cocking my head at her. “What way? How?”

Before she can answer, a wave of sickness hits me again. I fly to the toilet but don’t puke this time. I just hug the porcelain bowl, feeling sorry for myself. Stormy squats beside me and pulls my hair back.

“Is this a virus or…” she trails off, leaving the question hanging.

Or am I pregnant?

My first thought is Dad and I almost throw up again. The moment passes when I remember the condoms. Dad and Junior always used them. The only ones who don’t are Magna and Koyn. Magna fucked me a few times this week. But I haven’t had a period in a while, which means it can’t be his, thank God.

“I, uh,” I croak out, doing the math in my head. I should have started my period a couple of weeks ago. “I think I’m pregnant with Koyn’s baby.”

“Fuck,” Stormy curses. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

“This is bad, huh?” My chest aches as tears form. Why can’t anything ever be good?

“Really bad,” she mutters. “For so many reasons. Reason number one and the most important at this time is that he’s going fucking insane down there. He’s furious at himself for getting drunk and letting you use him.”

“Use him?” I shriek. “I did what I had to do to get out of that cold hell hole and into better living conditions. I was surviving not using.”

She strokes my hair and purses her lips together. I can tell she’s torn by an inner decision in her head, but I don’t know what. “I can’t get you out of here just yet,” she says in a pained voice. “The timing isn’t right.”

“They’ll kill you if you try to get me out of here,” I warn. “You know how crazy they all are. Even Filter.”

I expect her to be offended or argue, but she nods. “I know, honey. I know.”

The door to the bedroom flings open as men barge in. They file into the bathroom. Stormy stands, taking a protective stance on my behalf. If the situation weren’t so shitty, I’d hug her for it.

Koyn, looking cruel and hateful, glares down at me with Filter and Halo at his sides.

“Get up,” he commands, his voice icy.

“She’s sick,” Stormy snaps.

Filter’s eyes narrow at her and his jaw clenches. Halo stares on with cool indifference.

“I don’t give a rat’s ass,” Koyn roars. “I said get the fuck up. You’re going back to the slaughterhouse like the piece of shit Genworth pig you are.”

“No!” Stormy cries out, shoving Koyn in the chest. “You can’t do that to her!”

I stand on shaky legs and hug my arms around my middle. I don’t want Stormy to get hurt because of me.

“Filter, get your bitch before I do something that’s gonna piss you off,” Koyn warns. “Right the fuck now.”

Filter grabs Stormy and hauls her to his chest. She kicks and screams, trying to get away.

“Calm the fuck down,” Filter warns.

“She’s pregnant with your baby, Koyn. Remember that when you decide to use her in your fucked up revenge game,” she spits out at Koyn.

His hard features go emotionless as he darts his gaze my way. He roams his eyes down my body, settling at my stomach, before meeting my stare. “This true?”

I grit my teeth and shrug.

His dark eyes flash with fury. “Everyone out.”

Halo leaves and Filter has to drag Stormy out. I stare after them and shiver when I finally meet Koyn’s eyes again.

“You think this absolves you from your part in this game?”

My eyes water. I just want him to stop with the bullshit. I want him to hug me and promise me everything will be okay. A tear leaks out, races down my cheek, and drips from my jaw.

He prowls over to me and roughly yanks off my hoodie. I yelp in shock when he grabs my shoulders and turns me toward the mirror. With him standing behind me in all his hot biker glory, he appears to be some demon sent to capture me and take me to Hell with him. His hands slide down my arms and to my stomach.

“Pregnant.” Not a question. A statement. His voice and demeanor are so cold, I’m not sure how he feels about the news. “Mine.”

A shiver ripples down my spine. “Yours.”

“This changes nothing,” he growls, his palms sliding to my tender breasts. “You’re Genworth’s little girl.”

I don’t want to be.

My bottom lip trembles. He pinches my nipples and my breath hitches.

“I could fuck you right now because you’re my pretty prisoner. All mine.”
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Koyn

 

Minutes ago, I was resolved in my thinking.

Use. Take. Ruin.

It’s only fair. She’s Genworth’s kid. Return the fucking favor tenfold. But Hadley does something to me. Worms her way inside my head, gnawing away at all my good sense. The moment I lay eyes on her, it’s like I forget everything. All I see is her.

Thin. Bony. Sad.

My chest aches—cracks right the fuck open.

Why?

Why does she do this to me?

Anger rears its ugly head, but it’s snuffed out the moment she bites on her bottom lip, her wide brown eyes shining with tears and innocence.

Like Blaire.

Blaire was fucking innocent.

I can’t reconcile the woman before me with who she really is.

Genworth’s.

She leans her head back, despite my previously spoken menacing words. This girl takes comfort in the arms of a monster. But why? She’s the daughter of a billionaire. I’m holding a money princess in my arms and she seems quite content to stay here. Her head tilts to the side slightly, baring her neck to me. My dick hardens at the gesture. Submissive in nature. Offering me the tenderest parts of her. Like the predator I am, I run my nose along the soft flesh and inhale her unique scent that I missed for two months. I close my eyes as I smell her hair.

Honey.

She smells like honey and I want to devour every sweet, sticky part of her.

“Koyn,” she breathes so softly I barely hear. “I’m scared.”

Her words set fire to the part of me that blazes to protect her. I simultaneously love and hate how she says all the right things to make me bend to her will. It’s an imbalance of power where she stands precariously above me. As a man who thrives on power, it’s unsettling to give this to her. Yet, much how she bares her neck to me, I give her this power over me.

“I want to protect you,” I admit, my lips trailing kisses along her hairline to just behind her ear. “But I also want to hurt you.”

My palms slide up to her breasts and I pinch her nipples hard to show her what I mean.

She groans and wriggles her ass against my cock that pokes her through my jeans. “You hurt me so good, though. As long as you protect me from everyone else, you can hurt me all you want.”

“No one else wants to hurt you. Only me.” I push down her sweatpants and they drop to the floor at her feet.

Naked.

So beautiful and perfect with all her lovely skin begging to be marked up by me.

I swat her ass, loving the way she cries out.

“You’re wrong,” she murmurs, her teary eyes meeting mine in the mirror. “You’re the only one who’s tried to keep me safe.”

At this, I frown.

What game is she playing now?

Her brown eyes plead with me to understand. To see right into that thick head of hers and know what it is that makes her tick.

Annoyed that I can’t seem to figure her out, I push her down onto the counter, nudging my jean-clad thigh between her bare ones.

“I want you to watch me fuck you hard. We’re going to practice for when I make your daddy watch.”

She gapes at me, her body going rigid. “W-Why?”

“To punish him.”

“And me?”

“Collateral damage.”

I undo my belt and unzip my jeans. When I free my cock and slide it down the crack of her ass, she shudders.

“Koyn, please…” She swallows hard and her lip trembles.

I should feel like an asshole for wanting to fuck her in her wrecked state. But she’s so fucking pretty. It makes my dick practically drip with cum, eager to press into her warmth. I don’t even have to worry about getting her pregnant because she’s already knocked up with my kid.

The same sort of pride that filled me when I found out Ellie was pregnant with Blaire bursts inside my chest. I can’t even fucking enjoy it because Hadley is tangled up so badly with the enemy.

But she’s not the enemy.

Right?

Same last name. Same eyes. Same blood.

The enemy carries my child in her womb.

I should hate her because of who she is, and my fucked up self wants to fucking hold her and keep her.

“Please what, Hadley? Please stop?” I taunt as I push my dick between her slick pussy lips. Her cunt sucks me into her hot, inviting body.

“No,” she moans. “Please don’t leave me with them.”

I grip a fistful of her hair and yank her back upright so I can access her ear. My dick is buried deep inside her from this angle, fully impaling my sweet, pregnant enemy.

“I’m going to kill them.” I buck my hips, loving the scream that echoes in the bathroom from her lips. “But first, I’m going to make your daddy watch me rape his pretty little girl. It’s only fair after what he paid Putnam to do to mine.”

She starts to sob, fat tears leaking down her red cheeks. I possessively grab her pussy and slide my finger between the lips to find her clit. Her whimpers turn into moans as I coax her body to the edge of bliss. I suck on her ear as I roll the bud of nerves between my finger and thumb. She writhes and gasps at my touch.

“Fuck, baby,” I croon. “Your pussy is so fucking juicy right now. You like it when I hurt you. That makes you so fucked in the head, baby girl.”

Her tits jiggle each time I thrust up into her. I love how she’s forced to hold on to my head to keep from falling as her knees keep giving out. I stop tweaking her clit to smack it with my hand. Her body clenches around my dick, making me groan.

“See,” I tease, nipping at her earlobe. “Watch your face when I do it.”

I smack her pussy harder this time. Her lips part, her cheeks redden, her lashes flutter. She fucking loves this. This girl makes me insane in the fucking brain, but I can’t find two shits to care. I like going a little crazy for her. She chases away the pain and heartache, replacing it with something hot and filling and heavy. I want to fucking drown in it.

“I want to bite you there,” I growl, “but hitting your juicy cunt is nearly as satisfying.”

I use my fingers to spread apart her lips, exposing her clit, and slap it hard. This causes her to detonate like I pushed a fucking nuke button. Her body shudders hard and she nearly flies off my dick as she screams. I pull her to me, fucking her cunt brutally as it clenches with each pulse of her orgasm. When she’s coming down from her high, I push her back down onto the counter, her palms pressed flat against the surface. Her hair is wild and her eyes are manic. I yank out of her roughly and replace my cock with my fingers. She groans as I fuck her juices onto my fingers.

“When we see your daddy, I’m going to take your ass, baby girl. I’m going to make him watch as I fuck your hole.” I slip my fingers out and then push one brutally into her ass.

She screams, but the masochistic bitch pushes against me, silently begging for the brutality. I’m just as sick as she is, because I give in, fucking her tight hole hard with my finger. I yank it out and then grab my throbbing cock. We both hiss when I begin pushing the fat head of my dick into her puckered hole. It opens for me, stretching to accommodate my massive girth.

“Your hole is a nasty slut for my dick,” I tell her, satisfaction in my tone. “You’re not supposed to like an ass raping.” My words are slightly amused. “You’re supposed to cry and beg me to stop.” I smack her ass hard.

She sobs. “Don’t stop.”

Bad girl.

Good girl.

Confusing fucking girl.

I slide almost all the way out before slamming into her with all the force I can muster. She cries out, her head nearly smashing into the glass. I grab her hair, yanking back, just in time. Fisting it tight, I meet her stare with mine as I brutally take her ass with no softness or apology.

But fuck how she wants it.

She trembles and moans.

Licks her pink, fuckable lips.

Pushes against my dick, meeting me thrust for thrust.

“I’m going to come inside your ass,” I tell her. “So much and so hard, you’ll be shitting me for a week.”

Instead of being grossed out or disgusted, she whimpers. Begs for it all with her pretty brown eyes locked on mine. God, this girl is going to be the death of me.

I come with a groan and do as promised. Fill her the fuck up. Her ass sucks it all in like a thirsty little bitch. I caress her ass cheek, unable to keep up the cold, hateful act.

Truth is, I want to fucking hold her.

I want to kiss away her tears and wash away the sweat and filth I’ve managed to create on her.

I want to keep her and own her and play with her.

I want to love her.

Which is why I really need to fucking get rid of her.
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“Let me deal with her,” Filter grinds out, pacing in front of my desk.

I crack my neck and swallow down the rage. “No.”

“Prez,” he starts, pinning me with a glare. “I’m here to be your backup, man. To protect you…”

“From a little girl?” I spit out.

“From yourself, asshole.”

I bristle at his words. “I don’t need protecting. I know what I’m doing.”

“Do you, though? You kidnapped her for revenge only to rescue her from the slaughterhouse. All night long, you held her like she was a fucking kid having a nightmare. This morning you wake up pissed at yourself, seeking guidance from your brothers. We fucking guide you. Then, you undo all the goddamn pep talk shit we went through just to fuck her so loud the whole house heard. Now what? Is she a prisoner or your old lady, because I’m getting real confused, man.”

I don’t take lightly to disrespect, but this is Filter. He never loses his cool with me. Ever. If he’s flipping his shit, it’s out of worry for me. I get it. I really do. I just don’t give a shit.

“I know what I’m doing,” I state again, my tone firm.

He runs his fingers through his golden hair and lets out a frustrated breath. “All right. Based on the fierce as fuck look in your eyes, I’m going back to treating her like your old lady.”

I don’t confirm or deny his words.

I’m not sure what Hadley is to me. When it’s us, alone, it feels good and right and fucking perfect. But when I let myself think about the past and the transgressions against me by her father and her dead boyfriend’s fuckface dad, I want to use her as a fucking tool in my revenge.

Truth is, I lied to Filter.

I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing.

But I’m doing it anyway.

“So what’s the plan—”

His words are cut off by a beeping on my computer. Someone is trying to video chat with me. A sinister smile curves my lips up.

“Daddy’s calling,” I tell Filter before mashing the accept button.

Marron Genworth’s worthless face fills the screen. His cheeks are red with fury and his nostrils flare. “Where the fuck is my daughter?”

I arch a brow at him. “What makes you think I have her?”

“The cameras, asshole. I saw your men take her.”

“We all took turns fucking her ass until she bled out and died.” I smirk at him. “Or did we feed her to the pigs? I can’t recall.”

“Listen here, motherfucker!” he roars. “I know you didn’t kill her. You’re too goddamn smart for that, hence the fucking ‘X’ on your face. I know you’re going to use her to get to me!”

“Are you done?” I say in a calm tone.

“I want her back. Tonight.”

At this, I laugh. Cruel. Hard. Evil. “You want her? Come get her.”

“You think I’m going to walk into a trap of yours unprepared?” he sneers. “I’m not you.”

My mind flits back to the night I walked in on Ellie and Blaire. To Putnam and his crony hurting my girls. Rage bubbles up to the surface, making me fist my hand. I want to ram my fist through the screen. Instead, I cock my head at him. “You think you’re the smartest fucker around here, don’t you?”

His grin is wolfish. “I undid that virus bullshit you put on my computer while you were here. I hacked into your computer for this call. I found out where your stupid house hidden in the woods is.”

I lean in and narrow my eyes at him. “You may have caught me with my pants down a decade ago when you slithered into my life and cut out my family.” My mouth turns up in a sinister grin. “My family are snakes now. We know how to deal with your kind.”

“I will ruin you,” he threatens. “Everything you’ve built in the last decade. I will turn it inside out and fucking destroy it if you touch one hair on Hadley’s head.”

“Oh no,” I mock. “I’m in trouble now.”

He glowers at me. “You better not—”

“I. Fucking. Did.” I laugh in his fucking face. “In fact, her asshole is probably still dripping.”

The dickhead goes into a curse-filled rant while Filter laughs at my taunting.

“When you get here,” I warn, “I’m going to make you watch every horrible thing I do to your little girl. I’m going to hurt and defile her. I’m going to rape every little hole on her while you watch, strapped to a goddamn chair.”

He starts to rage again, but I cut him off. With a couple of buttons, I shove him out the backdoor I created solely for this purpose. The asshole thinks he has me. All he has is what I allow him to have.

Soon, that’ll be fucking nothing.
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Hadley

 

The house is quiet.

Too quiet.

I’ve been lying in bed all day, fighting sickness, but by evening it fades and I’m left feeling antsy. My curiosity gets the better of me and has me exploring Koyn’s massive home. Though I’m checking out the rooms of the other guys, my mind isn’t on them. It’s on me. I’m pregnant. I still can’t believe it, though it’s not completely shocking considering Koyn’s inability to use a condom or pull out. The thought of my stomach swelling to accommodate our baby has my heart stuttering. Absently, I stroke my nearly flat stomach through the hoodie I’m wearing.

“Everything’s going to be okay, little one.”

I peek my head in a room that must be Dragon’s. Everything’s been painted black and there are knives of all variety sticking out of the sheetrock. It makes me wonder if Koyn cares that Dragon has destroyed the walls. Knowing Koyn, he doesn’t care.

All Koyn cares about is revenge.

The thought is paralyzing because I’m a part of his revenge plan. I’d much rather be a part of his happiness. I’m carrying his child after all. My eyes water as I think about my near future. Dad will find out where I’m at since they took me and he’ll find a way to take me back.

And I can’t go back.

Never again.

I need to talk to Koyn. To convince him to let me stay and not as his prisoner.

As I wind my way through the house, I eventually hear the murmur of voices behind a closed door. I’m just turning the corner to find Stormy hovering near the door.

“They started the meeting without us,” I joke as I approach.

She nearly jumps out of her skin. “You scared the shit out of me, brat,” she hisses and smiles broadly at me.

I fall into her embrace the moment she opens her arms. After the year I’ve had, it feels really good to just be held by a friend. Stormy is a good person and I like her.

“How are you feeling?” she asks, stroking her fingers through my hair, but not pulling away.

“Better.”

“Good. Did Koyn hurt you?”

I squeeze my ass cheeks. Yes, I’m sore as hell after the way he took me earlier, but he didn’t hurt me. “We had sex. It was typical Koyn sex.”

She pulls away to frown. “Consensual?”

“Yes, Detective Nosy.”

Her eyes roll so hard I think they’re going to fall out of her head. “I just worry about you, kid.”

At least someone does.

“Why do you stay?” I ask, my brows knitting together. “With Filter, I mean. Is it that serious?”

Her gaze darkens. “I do what I have to do.”

“Because you want to be his old lady?”

“Maybe,” she says, a far cry from what she told me before. Before, she said she loved him and was trying to get him to commit. I wonder what’s changed.

“Do you still want to be his old lady?”

“No.” She pauses, seemingly flustered over her admitting it to me. “I mean, I want to be someone’s old lady one day. I just don’t know if Filter and I will last.”

“How come?”

She shrugs. “He doesn’t want to commit. He keeps me at arm’s length. Always has.”

“So why not break up with him and date someone else?”

“Like Koyn?” she taunts, her lips curling up on one side.

“I was thinking his brother.” I smirk at her.

My words throw her for a loop because she presses her lips together and her nostrils flare. “No. Why would you think I would want Copper?”

“Because he’s hot…” I say slowly. “And he’s Koyn’s brother. Next best thing, I guess.”

“Oh.” She lets out a sharp breath and laughs. “Oh. Hmmm. Guess I never thought about him in that way.”

“Better scratch him off the list then,” I tease. “What about Bizzy?”

Her lip curls up. “He’s a manchild. No.”

“Dragon?”

“I’d like to live to see thirty-two.”

“Thirty-two?! Damn, Stormy, you’re old enough to be my mom!”

She slaps my shoulder. “Bitch!”

We both giggle. The door we’re standing in front of flings open. Both of us snap our heads to meet the amused face of Bermuda.

“Can you take the slumber party elsewhere? You’re distracting as hell,” Bermuda says, his brow lifted and a familiar smile tugging at his lips. He was so cold, but right now he seems more like himself. It warms me to my soul.

“Actually,” Koyn calls out from the room, “Hadley can come in. Bermuda, take Stormy and cook us some fuckin’ grub.”

Bermuda does a playful salute and then escorts Stormy away. As soon as they walk off, I close the door behind me, eyeing each of the men sitting at the conference table.

Intense.

Brutish.

Mean.

All of them stare at me with accusation in their eyes. As though I’m enemy number one. I shuffle on my feet, shooting Koyn a questioning look. Where the others look angry, his eyes are alight with madness. A predator about to kill. He seems victorious as though he’s conquered something big.

He has me.

Little ol’ me.

Daughter of billionaire Marron Genworth.

Okay, so maybe not so little.

“How are you feeling?” Koyn asks, his voice even. Curious. Surprisingly caring.

“Fine. Should I, uh, sit?”

Koyn’s face morphs into a wolfish grin as he pushes back slightly from the table and pats his lap. “Here.”

Ignoring the stares of the other bikers, I saunter over to Koyn as though I’m prancing across a pageant stage, vying for the number one spot. In this competition, I am. I know these bikers are brotherhood above all else. I need to somehow take the throne above brotherhood. As I pass Dragon, I fear he’ll snatch me or stab me or do some other crazy ass thing, but all he does is chuckle under his breath.

These men wear leather cuts. Some have beards. Most have tattoos. Each has a weapon within reach. They give off the dirty MC gang vibe, but intelligence gleams in each pair of eyes, even Bizzy’s. They’re smart and loyal and rich. I’m not sure how Koyn created this band of brothers, but he did it with precision. Each man here is a reflection of the man at the head of the table—brilliant, calculating, hard. They’re obviously a team—a force to be reckoned with. And though I’m technically their prisoner, I’m rooting for their team.

Because the other team…the other team is scary.

Magna and my dad have always made for a wicked team. My dad is rich and has connections, therefore he gets Magna to hop around on his feet, trying to get the carrot he dangles. When not dazzled by Dad’s ungodly amount of dollars, Magna is on his own team. Hell-bent on creating the best world he can for himself. It was never about his son or his old MC or my father. It was all about Magna.

With Dad’s money and power coupled with Magna’s brutality, I wonder if Koyn and the other Royal Bastards will even stand a chance against them.

“You going to stare all night or come sit in my lap?” Koyn asks lowly, his dark eyes pinning me in place.

I suck in a deep breath, lift my chin, and strut the rest of the way toward him. My heart is racing in my chest, but I try not to seem affected by him or his men. Plopping down on his thigh, I try not to wince at my sore asshole.

“What now?” I demand, feigning irritation at having to be at a boring meeting.

Koyn splays a possessive hand on my stomach and pulls me back against his chest. “We were just discussing how poor your father grows by the second.”

“Poor?”

Koyn leans forward and hits a button on his laptop. I stare in fascination at my dad’s online banking. All the accounts are down to zero aside from his checking account, which has five hundred bucks in it.

“You missed some,” I mutter.

Koyn laughs. “I had to leave him some gas money for the trip up here.”

I tense in his arms, my fingernails digging into the flesh of his forearms. “He’s on his way?” My throat aches as bile creeps up. A wave of dizziness has me sucking in sharp breaths of air. Tears burn and sting my eyes.

“Scared I’ll hurt your precious daddy?” His taunted words are low and menacing.

A tear leaks free and I catch Filter’s somber stare. Quickly, I look away from him and swipe my cheek with my thumb. “No,” I utter, five seconds too late.

“You’re mistaken,” he growls, his fingers brushing along my stomach. “You should be scared. I won’t go easy on him. I’ll make him fucking pay and then I’ll kill him.”

“I’m not scared you’ll hurt him.” I swallow and look over my shoulder at Koyn. “I’m scared of what he’ll do now. To you. To them.”

Koyn’s eyes narrow to slits as he inspects me, searching for truth in my words. I feel as though he can see right inside my head. Disgust washes over me. Can he see the filthy, dirty parts I hide from everyone? The ones that solely involve my father? My throat tightens as I blink rapidly to rid myself of memories of the past year. Magna may have fucked me like I was his, but I could handle him. It was Dad who tore pieces of my soul away each time he stepped into my bedroom. The wrongness of what he did will haunt me until the day I die.

Which very well could be soon.

Today even.

Will Koyn have any use for me if he manages to kill my father?

Or will I be expendable?

What about our baby?

Feeling a fierce protectiveness ripple through me, I clutch my stomach as though I can somehow protect the tiny life from the horrors in my world. But Koyn’s hand is still there. Still holding my stomach like I own a piece of him. My fingers flitter over his skin, unsure if I should link my fingers with his or pull away. His other hand covers mine, making the decision for me.

“A man like your father is a coward,” Koyn states, matter-of-fact. “He’s nothing without his money and his minions. Take away his checkbook and he’ll freak the fuck out. Take away his muscle and he’ll piss his pants.” His thumb strokes over the back of my hand. “Take away what he owns—something he created with his own blood, and it’ll end him.”

If only it were that easy.

Dad is rich and powerful because it’s not easy to take him down. He’s ruthless and cunning. A shark in all aspects of his life. When Mom killed herself, I was left alone in the deep end with the shark.

She was disgusted by pictures she’d found in his study—erotic pictures of me that Junior had taken when I was around fifteen when we’d first started having sex. Pictures Dad was using to pleasure himself with. I’d heard the yelling as I hid behind the stairs. She’d called him every name in the book. Threatened to take me far away from him. Vowed to financially drain him and ruin his reputation.

And the next day she was dead.

Overdose.

She was depressed. At least that’s what Dad told them. Not a word was spoken about his sick compulsions.

Though I don’t have definitive proof, I know my father had a hand in her death. Either he drove her to suicide after what she found out, or he forced her to end her life. All I know is she was gone.

I was all alone.

In the water.

With a shark.

Circling and circling and circling.

Each day, I avoided my father’s predatory stares. Tried not to think about the horrible things I’d overheard. Stayed busy with school and friends and activities.

But I was tired.

Losing Mom and trying to keep my head above water was nearly impossible. I almost drowned. Fell into the depths of my own despair, curling up in my bed for days at a time as I tried to make sense of my life.

And waiting at the bottom for me was a shark.

Him.

My father.

He drew blood. Took that forbidden bite. Sank his teeth into my soul. Devoured all the good, innocent parts left inside of me until I knew I had to get away or I’d end up just like her.

So I ran.

Straight to Junior and Magna.

To safety.

A choked sob escapes my throat. It’s then I realize the room has long since emptied and Koyn holds me against his chest, stroking his fingers through my hair. He’s supposed to be my enemy because he hates my dad, but he’s the safest haven I’ve ever known.

“I’m scared,” I whisper tearfully, clutching his leather cut. “I’m so fucking scared, Koyn.”

Same words I’d muttered late at night to Junior. Words he never understood. He thought I was scared of leaving the MC life with him and getting pulled back home to my rich girl life. He didn’t know who I was afraid of. He didn’t understand.

I’ve told Koyn nothing, but something shifts in the air.

I can almost taste it.

Knowledge. Understanding.

His possessive palm clutches my hip and he nuzzles his nose in my hair. “I’m going to ruin him,” Koyn murmurs, violence dripping in his words. “I’m sorry.”

He knows and yet his revenge is still the most important thing to him.

He’s sorry he’s going to ruin him.

Because that means ruining me.
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Koyn

 

The whole house goes dark.

One moment I’m holding a shivering, silently crying angel, and the next, we’re bathed in darkness. Several of the guys hoot out somewhere within the house. I can hear Stormy bitching in the kitchen.

“Oh no,” Hadley whines.

Yes.

He’s here.

Her fucking father.

I almost laugh trying to imagine the victorious look on his face. He’s somewhere nearby because no matter how good he is, he can only do what I allow him to do. And in this instance, it requires him to be within a certain distance. The motherfucker wanted to take me out because he knew he’d never be as good as me. Nothing’s changed. Same shit, different day.

Now he’s here.

Walking right into the trap I laid.

He thinks he’s the master of our fucking universe.

Someone should tell him he’s only a puppet on strings—strings I’m going to strangle him with.

“Koyn.”

Hadley’s worried voice does something to me. Plucks me out of the vortex of mindless revenge and forces me to face the present. For so long, all I’ve thought about was the past and what happened.

Then she happened.

Present.

Inside her is a future.

Rather than dwell on shitty things like hope and family when monsters like Genworth and Putnam roam the world, I decide to focus on the past. At least for now.

“Have you eaten?” I ask, patting Hadley’s thigh, indicating she should stand.

She obeys and shakes her head. It’s dark, but the moonlight pours in through the window, allowing me to see her pretty, somber features.

“Find Bermuda and eat.” I stand and grab my sheathed knife from the table so I can clip it to my belt. “Put shoes on while you’re at it. Without heat, it’s going to get cold real quick.”

I start to walk away and she grabs my wrist. Turning, I regard her half shadowed face. Tentatively, she steps toward me and traces her fingertips down along my scruffy jaw.

“All I ever wanted in life was to do things that make me happy,” she murmurs. “I wasn’t sure what it would be. Now that Mom is gone and I’m clearly pregnant, I’ve found some direction.” She smiles the prettiest smile in the goddamn world. “I want to be a good mother to this little one. I want to protect him or her from the horrible people in the world.” She swallows and drops her gaze to the floor. “I don’t want to do it alone.”

Lifting my hand to her chin, I nudge her head back up so I can see her face. My thumb rubs across her dry bottom lip. “You flirt with danger, little girl. You don’t know what you ask for.”

Her gaze hardens. “I know exactly what I ask for. I know what I want.”

“Princesses don’t always get what they want.”

“Maybe I don’t want to be a princess,” she says hotly.

“Yeah, Pageant Girl? Were you thinking queen instead?”

She stands on her toes and presses a chaste kiss to my lips. “I was thinking old lady has a nicer ring to it.”

Damned if my dick doesn’t get hard.

“Go eat,” I growl.

She smirks, her playful spirit finally finding its way back inside her. “Yes, Daddy.”

This fucking girl.
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Silence.

Complete and utter silence.

I’m freezing my balls off outside, but I don’t move a muscle. They’re coming. Walking right into our trap. I thought maybe they’d roll in on their Harleys like a mob of mean motherfuckers. And if Putnam was taking lead, he’d probably do just that, despite the snow. But since Genworth is in charge, they’ll be sneakier about it.

Crunch.

My eyes dart to my left to where Bizzy’s dumb ass shoots me a guilty look. Fucker can’t sit still to save his life. I drag my gaze back up the road, squinting against the darkness and the flurries of snow falling.

I catch Katana’s dark eyes and give him a nod. He disappears into the night to search farther up the road. Payne prowls after him. We have the house completely surrounded and protected from all angles.

Buzz. Buzz. Buzz.

Pulling my phone from my coat pocket, I swipe it and press it to my ear but don’t breathe a word.

“I have access to everything, Koynakov.” Genworth’s words are spoken with cool confidence, but I don’t miss the slight strain in his words.

He’s in the lion’s den now.

“You already took the only things near and dear to me,” I remind him. “You think my electricity going out hurts?” I pause. “Nothing you could ever do could hurt me again. As far as you’re concerned, I’m unfuckingtouchable.” I let out a cold laugh. “But you? I have your tiny beating heart in the palm of my hand.”

“Do it.”

His barked words are my only warning before I hear the rat-a-tat-tat coming from the tree line. Windows shatter as bullets spray through my house. Irritating as fuck but expected. I step behind a stone column off the porch, waiting out the assault.

Second by slow second the shooting stops as my men find their targets.

“I sent Hadley to the kitchen to eat,” I say into the phone that’s still pressed to my ear. “Might as well just turn the fuck around and go home at this point because after that stunt, she’s dead.”

“You really must think I’m stupid,” Genworth says with a cruel laugh. “That I wouldn’t have already sent someone in to get my kid the second you fuck faces came out?”

I dart my head to the right, finding Filter. He nods and holds up two fingers—our signal that Putnam was the one to take her.

“Are you at the rendezvous point?” I taunt. “Are you in the clear? Ready to run off with all my fucking money with my fucking prize?”

“You know I’m not leaving until I watch him gut you—ahh!”

The line goes dead.

“We got disconnected,” I deadpan to Filter. “Let’s get to the slaughterhouse. Time for a pig roast.”
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I love to hear the squeals of my enemies.

Seeing Marron Genworth and Randall “Magna” Putnam tied to chairs, side by side, in my building is the most gratifying experience in my entire life. The moment I’ve waited on for ten long years. The beginning of the end.

But seeing Genworth’s little girl sitting on the mattress in front of the fireplace with her knees drawn up and a haunted look on her face is not gratifying at all. It’s fucking disturbing. Twisted and wrong. Something I don’t want to see.

I look away.

Focus.

As I approach, I notice Dragon’s already been fucking with Putnam. Putnam has the word RAPIST PIG cut into his forehead in impressively neat handwriting. Dragon is a master with a blade.

That’s for what you did to my girls, asshole.

I scan the room and find all my guys watching and waiting, some in the shadowed parts of the slaughterhouse and others in plain view. They want this every bit as much as I do. It makes me wonder what the fuck Church will be like without spending half the meeting contemplating revenge. I can’t even begin to imagine a life of peace.

So I don’t.

My life is war. It has been for a decade. A war I will win in the end.

Gibson hums something that sounds oddly like “Don’t Fear the Reaper” by Blue Oyster Cult. It’s an appropriate song. Genworth and Putnam don’t need to fear the reaper. They need to fear me.

Putnam garbles out something, but from behind the strip of duct tape, it makes no sense.

“What’s that?” I ask as I bypass him to walk over to Hadley. She doesn’t flinch when I reach out and stroke her hair. I flit my gaze over to Genworth. His eyes blaze with fury, zeroed in on the way I touch her. No father wants to watch his daughter get defiled. “You know,” I say to Genworth. “I’ve spent a long time contemplating this moment. Killing the people responsible for taking my family away from me. I’ve imagined everything from a quick slit of your throat to more creative ways for you to die like carving out each of your organs one by one and feeding them to you until you fucking choke to death on them.”

“Gross,” Hadley mutters.

“I thought about making Dragon wreck your asshole, Putnam,” I growl, pinning him with a hard glare. “This isn’t business.” I mimic his words from the past. “This is personal.”

Dragon makes a salacious gesture of grabbing his dick through his dark jeans. Someone snorts out a laugh from the shadows. Probably Katana.

Putnam doesn’t seem fearful of the prospect of having Dragon sodomize him, just pissed. Well, fuck him. This is my show and he has to stay until the end. He’ll endure whatever fucked up plans I have for him.

“Do you miss him?” I ask Hadley as I point at Putnam.

She turns her head up to look at me, hate shining in her eyes. “No.”

“But you fucked your dead boyfriend’s daddy, didn’t you, Pageant Girl?”

Hadley shakes her head, tears leaking down her pretty, angelic face. A tide of anger begins rising around me, threatening to drown me at any moment.

“Are you lying, sweet girl?”

“I never fucked him.” Her bottom lip wobbles. “He fucked me.”

Putnam howls through the tape when Dragon viciously cuts his ear off. With a roar, he heaves it across the room toward the fire.

“You mean to tell me the rapist pig also raped you?” My words are deceptively calm as I cradle her soft face with my hand that shakes with rage.

“I didn’t want it, Koyn. I was scared.”

Another scream. Another ear.

Good Dragon.

I run my thumb along her wet, tearstained cheek and then bring it to my tongue so I can taste her salty sadness. “What I want to know is why your daddy would allow Putnam to defile you. Was this a part of the trade? Was this business or personal?” I arch a brow at Genworth, who glowers at me. “Did Daddy even know his precious princess was getting tainted by a sick sonofabitch?”

“I don’t know,” she whimpers.

The hateful look on Genworth’s face tells me he knew. Probably fucking okayed it. I’ll deal with him soon. For now, I want to make Putnam suffer.

Dropping my hand from Hadley’s face, I stalk over to Putnam. Dragon offers me his knife, but I use my own. Big. Gnarly. Lethal. I don’t want to kill him…yet. I want him to bleed. I want him to hurt. I want him to fucking cry.

“Hold him,” I bark out. “He’s going to squirm.”

I rip off the tape on his mouth and stick it to the side of the chair before unsheathing my knife. Putnam starts cursing up a storm.

“You can torture me to death, but I will always be the man who fucked your wife in the ass before I stabbed her to death. I’ll always be in your nightmares as you relive me raping your daughter’s tight, virgin, teenage cunt—ahhhh!”

His words are cut off and followed by a scream the moment I grab his scraggly beard and start sawing. I dig the blade into the side of his face near where his ear once was, just deep enough to carve off his skin, taking the beard with it. I slice along his jaw bone, the blade scraping against the hardness of it. As I pull on his beard, lifting the skin, I’m able to slice off his skin, only leaving the meaty muscle in his cheeks visible. Blood gushes all over the fucking place and it’s beautiful. Vengeance is a beautiful color. His screams go silent as he passes out from the pain. I continue my sawing all the way to the other ear hole. Once I have his slab of skin and beard in my grip, I pry open his mouth and shove the messy shit inside. This wakes him up, making him gag and groan. I grab the strip of tape, but my hands are too bloody to make use of it.

“Tape,” I hiss out, nodding at Payne, who hovers nearby, violence gleaming in his eyes. He rips away a long strip of the duct tape and then circles around Putnam’s head, sealing up all the bleeding face wounds and keeping all that skin and hair and shit in his mouth. Dude looks like something straight from a horror movie.

I can hear Hadley gagging from behind me, but I pay her no mind. My focus is on Putnam. On what he did to Ellie and Blaire…and Hadley. He’s a monster. One who needs eliminating.

“I want him to suffer,” I bellow, my words echoing off the walls around us. “I want him to fucking suffer.”

Dragon smirks at me. “I’m not putting my dick inside this piece of shit.”

We share a dark look. Wordlessly, he begins cutting through the tape that holds Putnam to the chair. He’s too weak to fight Dragon. Dragon manhandles Putnam over the side of the chair and starts yanking down his pants. I walk over to where I can see him and squat right in front of him. Putnam’s eyes are wide and pain filled. Stark fear shines in them. It’s so reminiscent of the look on my daughter’s face that I want to scream in victory.

But the war hasn’t been won yet.

“Make him hurt, Dragon.”

Dragon nods and then swiftly swings his fist. The same fist holding his knife. Right into Putnam’s worthless ass. Literally. Putnam squeals like a pig at slaughter—fitting as we’re in the old slaughterhouse. Dragon withdraws the knife and a splat of blood hits the dirty floor. Then, he stabs him again. Right in the fucking asshole. I take pleasure in the way Putnam’s face—what little skin remains—pales and his eyes roll back. He’ll be dead soon. I wish I could make it last longer.

“I think he’s had enough,” I tell Dragon. “I think he’s going into shock. He’s shivering. Put him by the fire to warm him up.”

Dragon’s face curls into a sinister smile. “You got it, Prez.”

He shoves Putnam back into the chair and Payne assists in taping him back down. Blood drips down in rivers from the chair that’s no doubt leaking from his ass. Dragon stuck him like the pig Putnam is. Together, Dragon and Payne carry the chair over to the fire. They sit him halfway in the fire. It’ll take him a bit to burn.

The screams coming from him now are fucking wonderful. I close my eyes and revel in the sounds. I feel vindicated somewhat. I’ll never be able to undo what happened to Ellie and Blaire, but there’s no other way I’d rather see him die. I reopen my eyes, marveling over the way his clothes catch fire. How his head smokes. How he squirms in a desperate attempt to escape despite his life-threatening injuries. The room fucking stinks like burning hair and human flesh, but I don’t care. Hadley wretches over and over again, choking on vomit and tears. I give Bermuda a nod to go check on her. When my eyes meet Genworth’s finally, I don’t see arrogance or fury or coolness.

I see fear.

Total, utter fear.

It’s so fucking addictive, I want to drink it up. Put it in a vial and shoot it into my veins. Light it up and suck it into my soul. Though I’ve dreamed of his death for far less of a time, I feel every bit as desperate to have it. The moment I discovered he was the mastermind behind it all, I wanted to end him in the worst possible way.

“Putnam made me watch as he raped my little girl,” I tell Genworth, though he already knows this. “On your command. You know I’m going to force you to watch what I’m going to do to your girl.”

Genworth’s nostrils flare and then he closes his eyes.

Just like I’d closed mine, unable to watch what Putnam did to Blaire.

“Dragon,” I snarl. “He’s going to watch. He’ll be forced to watch. Payne, hold his head.”

My guys don’t disappoint. Rather than holding his eyes open, Dragon grabs one of Genworth’s eyelids, pulls it away from the eyeball, and carefully cuts off his upper lid. Genworth screams like a little bitch. Where Putnam was used to a rough life, Genworth is a fucking pussy who hides behind money as a thin veil of power. Putnam continues to cook, completely silent now. Genworth, though, is the one bellowing through his tape now. Dragon makes quick work of removing Genworth’s other eyelid.

He looks creepy as fuck with no eyelids and blood running down his cheeks.

Creepy, but I still let loose a dark, satisfied laugh.

“Hadley, come here,” I growl out, holding my hand out toward her.

Bermuda gives her a pat on the back before urging her to walk toward me. She seems so tiny in my huge hoodie. Her dark hair is messy and wild. The poor girl is white as a fucking sheet like she might pass out at any moment. Which means she’s really not going to like this.

“Get on your knees, little princess. Show your daddy who you worship now.”

Genworth yells through his tape. I ignore him.

She sways as she starts to get on her knees. I reach out, gripping her shoulders, and steady her. Then, I guide her down to her knees. Her hands are shaky and weak. I save her the efforts and unbutton my jeans. Once the fly is unzipped, I run my bloody fingers through her hair.

“Suck, PG.”

She looks up at me with teary eyes. I expect to hear her beg me to let her rest or escape or something. Her eyes plead with me to keep her. To fucking love her. Before I can decide what I want to do, her plump, dry lips wrap around my dick. Genworth throwing a fucking fit makes it all worth it. I’d originally wanted to fuck her right in front of him, but then I decided I didn’t want that. I didn’t want them all to see. Even villains have fucking standards.

I groan when her tongue rubs against the underside of my dick. My fingers fist in her hair. Our eyes meet. Without words, I warn her. Her fingernails dig into my jeans, bracing herself. I let out a pleased grunt as I skullfuck her. I shove my dick in her little mouth, past the sharp sting of her teeth, and down her wet, tight throat. My girl gags and sobs, but she takes my dick like it’s her goddamn job. She chokes and I feel hot vomit rush up her throat around my dick and damned if it doesn’t feel fucking good. Quickly, I pull out, letting her deal with her situation. Despite the vomit running down her chin, she grabs my dick and strokes me.

Good girl.

Good fucking girl.

I’m going to come all over her pretty, ruined face. Mark her in front of her daddy. Show him who she belongs to now.

“Beg for it, baby girl.”

“Please,” she whimpers.

“You want me to make you messy, hmm? You want me to make you mine?”

She nods, stroking me harder. “I want to be yours…Daddy.”

My nuts seize up and cum jets all over her face. This girl is going to need a long, hot shower if she makes it out of here alive. Thoughts of her naked in the shower as I wash away every dirty part on her has my chest tightening in response.

I want to keep her.

As soon as my dick stops twitching with my release, I pull away from Hadley. She doesn’t wipe away the mess that’s on her face. Simply stares up at me with a hopeful expression. One that pleads for me to protect her and love her.

“Look, Genworth,” I taunt as I put my dick away. “Your little girl chooses me over you. Why the fuck would the little princess want to be my little whore?” I nod at Filter. “Take his tape off.”

Seconds later, Genworth is yelling at me.

“YOU MOTHERFUCKER! SHE’S MINE!”

I arch a brow at him. “Wasn’t your cock she was sucking, now, was it?”

The yelp that comes from Hadley is one that cuts right down to the bone. I jerk my head to look at her. My words physically pained her. Her entire body trembles with fear. Not of me. Of him. She buries her face against my shirt, hugging me around my waist from her position on her knees. I can’t help but caress her hair with my sticky, bloody fingers.

“Stand up, Hadley,” I say so soft only she can hear.

She trembles as she rises, weak and ruined. I hug her to my chest, ignoring Genworth’s ranting. My mouth finds her ear.

“Your daddy hurt you?”

A sharp nod.

“Your daddy fuck you?”

A sob.

“You didn’t want that, did you?”

A shake of her head.

These words are just for us. Not my guys. Not Genworth. Not the dead ass motherfucker cooking in the fire. Just us.

“We can’t let him live, can we? Not after what he did to my girls. All of you.”

She sags against me. “W-We c-can’t.”

“Do you want to hurt him?”

“Yes,” she breathes.

“Dragon,” I bark out. “Bring me your knife.”

Dragon, eyes glittering with interest, hands over his blade. I put it in Hadley’s hand. Gripping her jaw that’s smeared with vomit and cum, I admire her face. Her brown eyes no longer stream with tears. No, they are bright with hate and violence.

“You’re so fucking blind,” Genworth bellows. “Can’t even see the big picture. You’ve lost your game, old man. You’re not on top of shit like you used to be. I am where I am because I figured out how to play this game. You’re nothing but a loser.”

“Keep fucking talking,” I warn.

Genworth sneers. “You have a rat in your ranks. One I easily discovered while you had your thumb up your ass.”

I tense and dart my eyes to Filter. His expression is unreadable. When Genworth glances at Dragon in a knowing way, I bristle. Not Dragon. Dragon simply smiles—dark, evil, taunting. He’s the villain you read about in all the books growing up. He’s a dragon, not a rat, though.

“While it’s been fun playing Clue,” I mutter, “I’m not in the mood for games. I’m in the mood for torture and pain. Make him suffer, baby girl.”

She pulls away, wobbling slightly, and then walks over to him. A hush falls over the room as she stands there, staring, like something right out of a horror movie with her knife in hand at her side.

“Hadley, sweetheart—” Genworth starts.

His words are cut off when she slices his cheek. He yelps and then starts moving his mouth a mile a minute, pleading for her mercy. Begging. Making every promise in the book.

“It was an accident,” he sobs when she slices along his throat, but not deep enough to nick a good vein. “You have to believe me. I was sad about your mother. You look just like her. Then—”

She stabs him right in the mouth, the small blade piercing his tongue. Blood sprays out, dirtying up my girl even more. With a shriek, she yanks the blade out, sending a hunk of his tongue flying.

Everyone remains still as we watch Hadley go fucking crazy. The knife is small enough that she probably won’t hit anything that’ll kill him—just everything that will hurt. I lose count after fifty stabs of the knife. Chest. Face. Shoulders. Neck. Stomach. Thighs. Dick. Dick. Dick. Dick. Pride surges through me as she mutilates his cock through his slacks, punishing him for using it against her. He’s a bloody mess, groaning and begging for his daughter to stop. I think she’d keep going if she had the energy, but she stumbles over to the mattress and falls into a heap.

I walk over to Genworth, admiring her work. I know it hurts like a bitch.

“Take his balls,” I tell Dragon, tossing him my knife. “Make him fucking eat them.”

While Dragon takes evil delight in cutting off Genworth’s pants, I kneel down beside Hadley. I turn her body so she can watch what Dragon does to her father. Lying down, I curl up against her, pulling her to my chest so I can keep her safe and make her feel protected.

Dragon manages to grab hold of Genworth’s balls and saws right through the thin, sensitive flesh that holds them onto his body. Hadley gags again as Dragon starts shoving the bloody, hunk of hairy balls into Genworth’s mouth. He uses the butt of my knife to cram the shit down his throat. Before he can throw them back up, Payne is there, taping his mouth shut much like he did Putnam.

I watch as my men take turns fucking with Genworth. Stabbing. Kicking. Taunting. Torturing. As much as I’d love to make him suffer more at my own hand, I much prefer what my hand has chosen to do. It splays over Hadley’s bare stomach beneath the hoodie in a protective, possessive way.

Mine.

She’s mine.

She and our baby.

Nothing can change that. Not anymore.

Dragon and Filter this time drag the chair of the near dead Genworth over to the fire. Putnam is charred and smoking. They place Genworth right beside him so he can burn alive for whatever moments remain in his ridiculous life. As he dies, a peace washes over me.

Fucking finally.

And then all hell breaks loose when Stormy bursts into the slaughterhouse.

“FBI! Nobody move!”
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Hadley

 

I sit up on my elbow and stare in confusion. Standing in the doorway with her gun drawn and two people with her, Stormy glares at Koyn, who’s still lying beside me.

It feels like only a bit ago, she was in the kitchen with me. Bermuda made me a sandwich, and then he took me upstairs. She must have slipped away sometime after that.

“Stormy?” I croak.

“Agent Brenda Gale,” Stormy says in a fierce tone. “Everyone on their knees, hands behind their backs. Hadley, honey, I need you to make your way over here.”

Koyn’s arm tightens around me. “Agent Gale,” Koyn barks out. “Hadley stays with me.” I can feel murderous rage rippling from him as hot as the fire from where two bodies cook. “Run along, Stormy, before I sic Filter on you.”

“No,” Stormy says sharply, her gaze hardening. “I thought I could do this, but I can’t watch you ruin this girl. You’ll kill her.” She lifts her chin. “She’s pregnant with your kid, but that doesn’t mean her life needs to end.”

“What do you want from me?” Koyn demands. “Spit it the fuck out. You take Hadley and I’ll find a way to take her back. You know this.”

“I want you to go to prison where you belong,” Stormy barks back.

Koyn slowly stands, pulling me up with him. Probably wise putting me between him and the undercover agent considering I’m the one she’s trying to save.

“Where’s your backup?” Koyn asks. “Just these two?”

“It’ll be enough until the rest arrive,” she says, false confidence in her tone.

“Hmm,” is all he says in return.

“Please don’t kill her,” I whisper.

“Why are you investigating me, Stormy?” Koyn demands, ignoring my words. “Why can’t you leave it well enough alone?”

Movement catches my eye. Filter steps forward, anger burning from him.

“You fucking played me, Stormy? Why?”

Her lips press together. She won’t look at him. Her eyes are trained on me.

“It’s my job,” she yells out. “You were the closest I could get.”

“But why do you want Koyn?”

“Not Koyn—” she starts and gets cut off by two deafening shots.

Bang. Bang.

The two agents beside her go down. Stormy’s eyes widen in fear.

“Me,” Copper growls from behind her. “She’s investigating me. Am I right, Agent Gale?”

He presses the .45 to her temple as he wrenches her gun from her hand. With a quick toss, he rids her of her weapon, but thankfully doesn’t shoot her.

“Dirty Fed,” Stormy sneers. “I smelled your stink from three states away.”

“You should have known better than to fuck with a Koynakov,” Copper says, shaking his head. “We cover our tracks.”

“I was gathering proof!”

Copper laughs. “At the expense of your career. I may be a dirty Fed, but I am one. You, little storm, were put on administrative leave for disobeying a direct order.”

“They told me to let it go! That you were clean!” Her body trembles with anger. “I knew you weren’t. I knew I could gather so much shit, they’d beg me to come back. I’d take you and your brother down along with the entire Royal Bastards MC.”

“We’re still here, bitch,” Filter snaps. “All that dick sucking you did didn’t get you anything but a gun pressed to your head.”

“No one will ever do anything when it comes to the Koynakovs,” Koyn tells her, his voice booming from behind me. “I wrote programs years ago and put them out there so that any time anyone saves even a simple web page with my name on it, it’ll encrypt it. CIA. FBI. NSA. Every goddamn police station in a five-hundred-mile radius. Any reports or files with the Royal Bastards Tulsa chapter or my family name, the programs lock it down. They’re only retrievable with a password only I know.”

“Please don’t kill her,” I mutter again, this time a little louder.

Copper flinches at my words, his eyes darting my way. He lifts his gaze to look at Koyn. They share a stare and then Copper gives a nod.

“If it’s not me, it’ll be someone else,” Stormy warns. “The NSA will catch wind and they’ll hire people like Genworth. Someone will crack your stupid codes and dump out everything you’re hiding.” She lifts her chin. “Just put a bullet in my head. Don’t do psychopathic, disgusting shit like you did over there.”

I break free from Koyn’s hold and run over to her. No one stops me. She hugs me tight when I start to cry.

“Why did you do this?” I whisper. “Why would you sacrifice yourself for me?”

She kisses the top of my head. “Someone had to look out for you, Hadley. I just wanted you to be safe.”

“Time’s up,” Copper barks, yanking Stormy back just as Koyn tugs me away.

I cry out, reaching for her. “Don’t kill her! Please!”

“Copper?” Koyn booms when Copper throws her over his shoulder, ignoring her kicking and screaming. “What are you doing?”

Copper glowers our way. “Dealing with my problem.”

“And what way is that?”

“I have my methods.” Then he lets out a frustrated huff. “Don’t worry, PG, the bitch isn’t going to die tonight.” With those words, he exits the slaughterhouse and slips into the snowy night.

“Time for a bath, baby girl,” Koyn says. “You’ve had enough excitement for one day.”
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Three days later…

 

Energy buzzes through me as I watch Koyn sleep. With his eyes closed and his lips slightly parted, he seems innocent. Like an angel who fell from heaven right into bed with me. The “X” scarred into his skin on his face could very well be turned into a cross just by looking at it with my head cocked.

I know better.

Beneath the angelic looks is a demon.

My demon.

A smile tugs at my lips. Having the scariest guy I’ve ever known on my side has done wonders for my mood lately. My two months with Dad and the visits from Magna destroyed a part of me I’m not sure I’ll ever get back. I’d been drifting in the darkness until I was back here. When I discovered I might be pregnant, light shone through, lighting my way. At first, tiny cracks. But the cracks have widened with each passing day. Both of the horrible men who hurt me are dead. Because of Koyn. They died painfully and horrifically. It’s such a relief.

Unable to keep my hands off him, I brush my fingertips along his scruffy jaw. I want to shake him awake, but I don’t. My mind drifts back to the night he killed Dad. Once Copper left with Stormy, he carried me into the house, past all the shattered windows and debris from the shooting, and straight to his office. After tapping away on his computer for a moment, the electricity came back on. Then, he bathed me with such care and gentleness, all I could do was cry. I’ve stayed cuddled at his side for three days now, slowly regaining my strength and mind back.

“When you stare at me like that, it’s fucking creepy,” he grumbles, his eyes still closed, a smile tugging at his lips.

“Oh thank God,” I cry out. “I thought you were going to sleep forever. It’s not creepy when you like it, by the way.”

My sass makes him smile bigger and he squints against the morning light to look at me. I love how his brown eyes shine with pride and delight at seeing me. The shadowed, haunted look that used to always be in his eyes is gone. Killing Magna and Dad freed him. It freed me too.

“I took one of those tests Bermuda picked up at the store. For sure pregnant.”

He dives a large hand into my hair and tugs me to his mouth. I groan as he kisses me, uncaring that we both have morning breath. Koyn’s a biker who’s tortured men in the most heinous of ways. The last thing this man cares about is morning breath.

My breath hitches when he starts tugging off my T-shirt. We haven’t had sex since he brutally took my ass in his bathroom after he took me from my home. Since I feel more like myself, I’ve been craving him more than the peanut butter and jelly sandwiches Bermuda seems to make so perfectly well for a pregnant woman. But Koyn has treated me carefully. He’s reserved in his actions. I don’t miss the regret that sometimes flashes in his eyes.

“Don’t regret us,” I blurt out, searing him with my stare. “All the stuff that happened between us did because it was supposed to. We were living in the moment and taking what we could get.” I run my fingers through his dark, thick hair. “We have a future now, Koyn.”

Something breaks inside of him as he fully gives in. I yelp when he tears my panties in two, making me completely naked for him. With insanely quick movements, he shoves his boxers off and then pounces on me. Rather than fucking me like the stallion he is, he rubs his dick against my pussy while peppering me with kisses. His playful, teasing side is one only I get to see. Out there, he’s hard for his men. In here, he shows me what a good man he can be for the ones he loves.

Does he love me?

I hope so.

I don’t think a man can kill with such passionate brutality and not love the woman he preserved amidst the violence. Maybe not the love he had for his wife, especially toward the end of their long marriage, but definitely a new kind of love. One that is just budding and one day will bloom into something beautiful. I try to imagine Koyn—big and fierce—holding a tiny baby we created. It brings tears to my eyes.

“Hey,” he croons, his features softening.

“Pregnancy hormones,” I grumble, blinking my teary eyes. “I’ll be glad when I’m back to my bitchy self.”

He grins before taking my mouth with possessive tugs of his teeth on my lips. His cock slides against my most needy place over and over again until I’m begging for him to push it into me. He reaches between us to grip his dick and then thrusts hard. I cry out, sinking my fingernails into his shoulders as I lift my hips, aching for more of him. He doesn’t disappoint and begins a punishing assault as he fucks me in an owning way. I’m not sure Koyn does anything sweet anymore. Not in the way he probably once did for his wife. But that man died with her. This man is a brutal prez and fierce leader. He’s dark and filthy and dangerous. I’m not attracted to his sweet side, though it’s a bonus. I love the fiery, dominant elements of him. The possessive glint he gets in his eye. How his powerful body crushes mine as he takes pleasure while simultaneously giving it.

I moan when his fingers rub against my clit. He easily sends me to heaven, this naughty fallen angel of mine. I scream his name loud enough for the whole house to hear. His lips find my neck and he nips at the flesh before whispering my name like a prayer. Heat floods into me, marking and claiming me as his. The moment his dick stops twitching with his release, he falls against me, kissing and licking my neck. I love that he keeps his dick inside of me for as long as it’ll stay. As though he wants to keep us linked for as long as possible.

“Do you want a girl or a boy?”

He answers without hesitation. “A girl.”

“That was quick. Why?”

“You’ve seen Nees. He’s a fucking punk. That’s my nephew. We don’t need another Koynakov boy running around.”

I giggle, which makes my pussy clench, forcing his softening cock out of my body. His semen leaks out of me. “That’s mean,” I tell him. “Mean uncle.” I sober up as I absently run my fingers through his hair. “Is Stormy okay?”

“Agent Gale is fine. Alive. Under Copper’s watch now.”

“For how long?”

“I don’t know, but I trust Copper. He’ll do what needs to be done.”

“Thank you for not letting him kill her.”

He lets out a heavy sigh. “Can’t promise that death won’t be more preferable for her.”

I can’t imagine Copper torturing her like the guys did Magna and Dad. No matter what Koyn says, Copper isn’t as mean as him. I don’t think he’ll hurt her.

“How is Filter?”

“She wasn’t his old lady,” he grumbles. “She was a good lay, nothing more.”

“And me?”

The anger fades from Koyn’s features and he smiles. “You’re so much more than a good lay.”

“Gee, thanks.”

“You’re old lady material.”

“Is that so?”

“Carrying my kid. Damn straight.”

“You’d get married again one day?”

“It’s not a question, PG. You’re mine. As soon as you’re well enough, it’ll be official.”

A silly smile stretches across my face. “Can I still call you Daddy?”

“I’m getting to dick you on the regular now. You can call me whatever the fuck you want, baby girl.”

“You’re such a romantic.”

We both laugh.

God, it feels good to laugh.

My laughter soon becomes moans and my man shows me what it means to be “dicked” on the regular. It feels good. Really good.
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Koyn

November

 

“Goddamn, Nees,” I mutter when he drops another tool, making it echo loudly in the garage. “Gonna change your name to Butterfingers.”

Dragon laughs from across the garage where he’s doing pull-ups on a bar. Bare chested and barely fucking clothed. It’s November. This asshole acts like it’s August. “When he has a bitch in his arms, he’s pretty fucking solid,” Dragon tattles. “Doesn’t drop shit except cheesy ass pickup lines that somehow work.”

Katana, who’s leaning against the wall watching Dragon, nods with a smirk. “Those cheesy pickup lines drop panties,” Katana agrees.

Nees fucking preens. Prances around the garage waving his offending wrench. “Bitches like my dick. What can I say?”

“How old are you again?” Filter grunts from beside me on the sofa. “Twelve? Have your balls even dropped yet?”

Nees flips him off while Gibson strums his guitar and starts singing “Teenage Dirtbag” by Wheatus. Gibson gets the bird too.

“How about you teach me some of these lines, man,” Bizzy says grumpily. “I haven’t been laid in like a year.”

“Bitches can’t find your dick, dumbass,” Dragon grunts from the pull-up bar. “Do something about that stomach hanging over your belt.”

Bizzy rolls his eyes. “Thick is in.”

Dragon drops to his feet and shakes his head. “Thick bitches, yeah. Not pot-bellied loud mouths.”

“Bizz, bro, I got you,” Nees assures him. “Bitches like to be wooed. They don’t care if you look like a psycho runway model.” He looks pointedly at Dragon. “And they certainly don’t give a shit about Fabio.” He tosses a smirk at Filter. “Bermuda…fuck, bitches love dudes like Bermuda.”

Bermuda, with his baseball cap flipped backward, looks up from his laptop, a boyish grin on his face. “Who loves me?”

“My dick,” Dragon says, grabbing himself through his shorts.

“Bitches,” Nees grumbles, ignoring Dragon. “Bitches love that whole Oklahoma good ol’ boy vibe you have going on.”

The music stops and Gibson nods. “You’ve stolen bitches right from my arms with your stupid dimples, man. And I play guitar and can fuckin’ sing!”

Now Bermuda is fucking preening.

I live with a bunch of females.

Everyone’s laughter and cutting up stops when the queen of this castle storms out. Halo and Payne—her honorary guards—silently follow after.

“What part of ‘Go outside and play with your stupid bikes so I can study’ did you assholes not understand?” Hadley looks fine as fuck in a pair of yoga pants and an off the shoulder TU sweatshirt. The moment she mentioned an interest in college, I made it happen. Sure, her high school grades were okay, but not stellar. But what the fuck is the point of being a hacker if you don’t use your shit to help the ones you love. I adjusted some of her grades and wormed my way into TU’s admissions system. Signed my old lady up because she wanted to go to school. I can’t deny her a goddamn thing.

“Hello? Dumbasses. Talking to all of you.” She taps her shoe on the concrete. Then, she looks over at Halo and Payne. “Well, not you two because you’re perfect little shadows, who also happen to know a thing or two about college algebra. I love you two.”

Halo smirks and Payne winks at her.

All right. Enough of that fucking shit.

“Get over here, brat,” I bark out.

She flashes me a silly grin, no longer angry at being interrupted, and saunters over to me. Filter scoots over to give her some room so she can squeeze between us.

“How’s my baby girl?” she croons, stroking her thumb over our daughter’s dark hair.

“She sleeps like her momma.”

“Nees tried to wake her up,” Dragon tattles. “Want me to kill him for you, PG?” He waggles his brows at my old lady. Fucker.

“Hmmm,” Hadley says, pondering his words.

“I could help,” Katana offers.

“Aww, I love you, Katana.”

Nees groans. “Seriously. You all suck.”

“I like it when you take me to Sonic,” Hadley admits. “You’re my cherry limeade guy.”

“’Cause that’s not gay or anything,” Bizzy says with a snort.

“Even gay, Nees gets more action than you, Santa,” Dragon reminds him.

Jesus Christ.

These guys bicker like little fucking girls.

And I love it.

My family.

This small MC gang. My wife. Our sweet little angel.

“Have you talked to Copper about Thanksgiving?” Hadley asks me, turning her sweet eyes on me. Fuck.

Filter grunts in annoyance and stands. He makes up some lame excuse about taking a nap. Once he’s gone, I let out a sigh.

“Copper said he’ll think about it.”

“Not good enough,” Hadley sasses. “I want to see her. She hasn’t seen Caydence yet.”

The big badass bikers who are supposed to back me up slowly retreat. Stormy is a touchy subject around here. Ever since that night she blew in like the fucking cavalry, I researched every bit of information I could find on her. It’d be better if she were dead. Might even give Filter some closure because he feels deeply betrayed by the fact he was literally sleeping with the enemy.

But Copper is a stubborn ass with his own agenda.

“I didn’t want anything for my birthday except this, Jared. Just this.”

Fuck.

She’s throwing out the big guns now. My real name. Her birthday that we recently celebrated.

“Fine,” I grunt. “I’ll make it happen.”

“Yay!” she squeals, waking our daughter. “I love you!”

I lean in to accept her kiss. She tastes like coffee. If I didn’t have a curious infant trying to tug at her momma’s hair right now, I’d pull my woman in my lap and try to knock her skinny ass up again.

“You know it’s going to be a fucked up Thanksgiving if he brings her,” I mutter against her lips.

“I know.”

“Filter will probably bail.”

She sighs. “I know.”

“Copper will probably be an asshole.”

“Yeah, I know.”

“But…”

She smiles. “But they’re family. Copper and Filter are yours, and even though it pisses all of you off, Stormy is mine.”

And now that my brother officially quit the FBI and has patched in as a Royal Bastard, his word is binding when it comes to Stormy. He’s claimed her as his—even if she ain’t his old lady. The fucker has had her this entire time. No matter what bullshit Stormy pulled on us, the brotherhood of this MC is what’s going to save her lying ass. One of our main rules is never fuck with another member’s old lady. Stormy is his unspoken old lady. Even if he hates her and treats her like a prisoner. She’s still his.

“Let me see my cuz,” Nees says, holding his arms out.

I clutch my daughter tight. “And risk you dropping her ass on the floor? Fuck no.”

“I already told you, man. I’m good with the ladies.” He fucking smirks like he wants me to punch it right off his face.

“Call me man again and I’ll make you scream like a girl.”

“Dude, er, Prez,” he grumbles. “I was just trying to give you and your old lady some alone time. I’ll take little Cay to her room.”

With a groan, I relinquish my angel to her dumbass cousin. As soon as he’s safely inside and away from bikes, tools, and concrete, I pull my old lady into my lap. The guys scatter, which is a good goddamn thing because I’m about to fuck this woman right here on the couch.

“Pull your pants down and sit on my dick, baby girl,” I command, nipping at her throat.

She moans, grinding her pussy against my hard dick through our clothes. “Someone will see.”

I laugh. This bitch gets off on that shit. Once, right before she gave birth to Caydence, I fucked her in the pool. Dragon sat on the edge and jacked off like it wasn’t no fucking thing. She came so hard and was so responsive, I decided to let it go. Since then, she’s lured me a few times into doing nasty shit with my guys nearby.

Dirty girl.

My dirty girl.

She stands to shimmy out of her yoga pants and panties while I work at getting my cock out of my pants. Once I’m free, she straddles me again. Her sweatshirt is annoying, so I rip it away so my girl is fully naked in the chilly garage.

“Fuck me like you want me to put a baby in you.”

She slides down my length and groans. “No babies.”

“Oh, we’re having a whole litter of babies, baby.”

“You’re such a gross male,” she complains. But she isn’t complaining about my dick because she fucks it like it’s the best she’s ever had.

I grip her fleshy ass and squeeze. “I’m going to come deep inside of you, PG. By next Thanksgiving you’ll have two of my babies.”

“Mmm…”

I thrust my hips up, loving the moans coming from her throat. I can hear a commotion just outside the garage. When I glance over, Bermuda and Gibson are attempting to look casual as they toss a football back and forth. Dragon and Katana blatantly watch my wife fuck me.

“You got yourself an audience, bad girl,” I murmur, nipping at her earlobe.

“They should look the other way.”

“Should. They’re bikers, for fuck’s sake. Not one of them is going to look away from this porn show you’re putting on.”

“Better remind them who I belong to then,” she taunts. “Can’t have them getting any ideas.”

I smack her ass hard before flipping her onto the couch on her back. She screams as I fuck her like it might be our last. Everything around me disappears as I devour her pretty mouth and work pretty fucking hard at putting a baby in her sexy ass. Eventually she comes with a loud moan that has my dick flooding its release inside her. The moment my dick stops throbbing, those fuckers cheer for us.

“Assholes.”

“Your assholes,” she reminds me.

I kiss her plump lips and stare into her dark eyes that no longer look haunted. “Are you happy?”

She nods. “I am. You?”

“Better fucking believe it.”

“Do you love me, Prez?”

I roll my eyes. Girl is always fishing for praise. Lucky for her, I like giving it.

“Yeah, I love you, Koynakov.”

Her silly grin is my undoing. “Say it again.”

“I love you, Mrs. Koynakov. My sexy little pageant girl. The dirtiest wife in all of Green Country. A bad girl with a good heart.”

“Love you too, Daddy.”

I dick her again for good measure—fast and hard and claiming. This time, I tell those assholes to get lost.

 

The End

 

If you enjoyed Koyn in the Royal Bastards MC world, check out the other chapters.

This is a standalone “world” but sometimes the characters make cameos in other books!

www.royalbastardsmc.com
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Ingredients:

1 tub of Cool Whip

1 small package of orange Jell-O mix

1 can of mandarin oranges (drained)

1 can of crushed pineapple (drained)

1 small container of sour cream

 

Directions:

Completely drain fruit until no juice remains. Add in orange Jell-O mix. Fold in sour cream and Cool Whip. Chill for a few hours or make the night before.
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Listen to the full playlist on Spotify here.

 

“Kill My Mind” by Louis Tomlinson

“Cupid Carries a Gun” by Marilyn Manson

“Bad Things” by Machine Gun Kelly and Camila Cabello

“Back to Black” by Amy Winehouse

“River” by Eminem and Ed Sheeran

“Bullet With Butterfly Wings” by The Smashing Pumpkins

“Tainted Love” by Marilyn Manson

“Take Out the Gunman” by Chevelle

“Piggy” by Nine Inch Nails

“Sweet Dreams” by Marilyn Manson

“Don’t Fear The Reaper” by Blue Oyster Cult

“Terrible Lie” by Nine Inch Nails

“Oh My” by Big Wreck

“Testosterone” by Bush

“House of the Rising Sun” by The Animals

“Insane in the Brain” by Cypress Hill

“Six Underground” by Sneaker Pimps

“Afraid” by The Neighbourhood

“Way Down We Go” by Kaleo

“#1 Crush” by Garbage

“If Ever” by Foo Fighters

“Criminal” by Fiona Apple

“Stand by Me” by Ki:Theory

“Creep” by Radiohead

“Snuff” by Slipknot

“Ain’t No Sunshine When She’s Gone” by Black Label Society

“Heart-Shaped Box” by Nirvana

“SAY10” by Marilyn Manson

“Right Turn” by Alice in Chains

“Bad Guy” by Billie Eilish

“Man That You Fear” by Marilyn Manson

“My Name is Human” by Highly Suspect

“Eat You Alive” by Limp Bizkit

“Stack It Up” by Liam Payne

“Strip That Down” by Liam Payne

“A Country Boy Can Survive” by Hank Williams, Jr.

“Shooting Star” by Bad Company

“Teenage Dirtbag” by Wheatus
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Thank you to my husband. You’re amazing and I love you bunches.

 

I am so thankful the other Royal Bastards MC authors for letting me join in on the fun!

 

A huge thank you to my Krazy for K Webster’s Books reader group. You all are insanely supportive and I can’t thank you enough.

 

A gigantic thank you to those who always help me out behind the scenes. Elizabeth Clinton, Ella Stewart, Misty Walker, Holly Sparks, Jillian Ruize, Gina Behrends, Wendy Rinebold, Ker Dukey, J.D. Hollyfield, Nicole Blanchard, and Nikki Ash—you ladies are my rock!

 

Thank you so much to Misty Walker for being you always and forever.

 

A big thank you to my author friends who have given me your friendship and your support. You have no idea how much that means to me.

 

Thank you to all of my blogger friends both big and small that go above and beyond to always share my stuff. You all rock! #AllBlogsMatter

 

Emily A. Lawrence, thank you so much for editing this book. You’re a star!!

 

Thank you, Stacey Blake, for always making my books so pretty! You’re an angel and I love you!

 

A big thanks to Nicole Blanchard with Indie Sage PR for being there for me every step of the ways! Love ya, lady!

 

Lastly but certainly not least of all, thank you to all of the wonderful readers out there who are willing to hear my story and enjoy my characters like I do. It means the world to me!
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K Webster is a USA Today Bestselling author. Her titles have claimed many bestseller tags in numerous categories, are translated in multiple languages, and have been adapted into audiobooks. She lives in “Tornado Alley” with her husband, two children, and her baby dog named Blue. When she’s not writing, she’s reading, drinking copious amounts of coffee, and researching aliens.

 

Keep up with K Webster

 

Newsletter

Website

Email

Facebook

Twitter

Goodreads

Instagram

BookBub
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Psychological Romance Standalones:

My Torin

Whispers and the Roars

Cold Cole Heart

Blue Hill Blood

Wicked Lies Boys Tell

 

Romantic Suspense Standalones:

Dirty Ugly Toy

El Malo

Notice

Sweet Jayne

The Road Back to Us

Surviving Harley

Love and Law

Moth to a Flame

Erased

 

Extremely Forbidden Romance Standalones:

The Wild

Hale

Like Dragonflies

 

Taboo Treats:

Bad Bad Bad

Coach Long

Ex-Rated Attraction

Mr. Blakely

Easton

Crybaby

Lawn Boys

Malfeasance

Renner’s Rules

The Glue

Dane

Enzo

Red Hot Winter

Dr. Dan

 

KKinky Reads Collection:

Share Me

Choke Me

Daddy Me

Watch Me

Hurt Me

Play Me

 

Contemporary Romance Standalones:

Wicked Lies Boys Tell

The Day She Cried

Untimely You

Heath

Sundays are for Hangovers

A Merry Christmas with Judy

Zeke’s Eden

Schooled by a Senior

Give Me Yesterday

Sunshine and the Stalker

Bidding for Keeps

B-Sides and Rarities

Conheartists

 

Paranormal Romance Standalones:

Apartment 2B

Running Free

Mad Sea

Cold Queen

 

War & Peace Series:

This is War, Baby (Book 1)

This is Love, Baby (Book 2)

This Isn’t Over, Baby (Book 3)

This Isn’t You, Baby (Book 4)

This is Me, Baby (Book 5)

This Isn’t Fair, Baby (Book 6)

This is the End, Baby (Book 7 – a novella)

 

Lost Planet Series:

The Forgotten Commander (Book 1)

The Vanished Specialist (Book 2)

The Mad Lieutenant (Book 3)

The Uncertain Scientist (Book 4)

The Lonely Orphan (Book 5)

The Rogue Captain (Book 6)

 

2 Lovers Series:

Text 2 Lovers (Book 1)

Hate 2 Lovers (Book 2)

Thieves 2 Lovers (Book 3)

 

Pretty Little Dolls Series:

Pretty Stolen Dolls (Book 1)

Pretty Lost Dolls (Book 2)

Pretty New Doll (Book 3)

Pretty Broken Dolls (Book 4)

 

The V Games Series:

Vlad (Book 1)

Ven (Book 2)

Vas (Book 3)

 

Four Fathers Books:

Pearson

 

Four Sons Books:

Camden

 

Elite Seven Books:

Gluttony

Greed

 

Royal Bastards MC:

Koyn

 

Truths and Lies Duet:

Hidden Truths

Stolen Lies

 

Books Only Sold on K’s Website and Eden Books:

The Wild

The Free

Hale

Bad Bad Bad

This is War, Baby

Like Dragonflies

 

The Breaking the Rules Series:

Broken (Book 1)

Wrong (Book 2)

Scarred (Book 3)

Mistake (Book 4)

Crushed (Book 5 – a novella)

 

The Vegas Aces Series:

Rock Country (Book 1)

Rock Heart (Book 2)

Rock Bottom (Book 3)

 

The Becoming Her Series:

Becoming Lady Thomas (Book 1)

Becoming Countess Dumont (Book 2)

Becoming Mrs. Benedict (Book 3)

 

Alpha & Omega Duet:

Alpha & Omega (Book 1)

Omega & Love (Book 2)
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