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I’m a Fed.

Rigid. Rule follower. One of the good guys.

I uphold the law…when it suits me.

My loyalty lies first with my brother, Koyn, and secondly with his motorcycle club.

Jeremy Koynakov was the man I used to be.

I’m Copper now.

 

For a decade, I aided my brother in his quest for revenge.

We thirsted for vengeance. Hunted the villains together. Killed when necessary.

He finally found some semblance of peace in a mouthy pageant girl, and all was right in our screwed-up world.

 

But a certain blonde within our ranks ruined everything.

Tried to wreck our home, our lives, and our freedom.

She betrayed us.

Because of me.

 

It’s my responsibility to deal with this little storm who was set on destroying our world.

I could end her. It’d be easier. Simple and clean.

But that’s not the MC way.

We pride ourselves on being brutal and messy.

 

For a man who’s spent the better part of ten years aching to make those who’ve wronged my family suffer, it’s a simple choice: Take her. Punish her. Make her pay.

 

I’m done following rules.

That time of my life is over.

I’ll finally patch in and become how I’ve been groomed to be.

 

I’m ready to embrace this new life where I’m not a good guy…

 

Every villain needs a pet.

And she just became mine.




 

 

 

 

 

Husband—You’re my hero. Always. And you prove that over and over again.
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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 brothers’ 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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Copper

 

Buzz.

Buzz.

Buzz.

I tear my stare from the scene before me to dig my phone out of my pocket. My brother, Koyn, is finally getting revenge on the assholes who took his wife and daughter from him. They didn’t just kill them. No, the fuckers tortured and raped them.

Blaire was seventeen.

Just seventeen when they brutalized that little girl.

And now he has them, one dead and cooking in the fire. The other, his ol’ lady is helping him get the vengeance he deserves.

Everyone is here, witnessing this shit. It’s what we’ve all been working so hard to achieve. Marron Genworth and his minion, Randall Putnam, have finally been brought to justice. The good ol’ biker way.

Knives and lots of blood.

My phone buzzes again. I read the notification.

Koynakov.

I swipe open my phone and go to the app Koyn created. It’s meant to sniff down any mention of our last name and ping it to us rather than reach its intended destination. My brother is a fucking genius with computers. His program makes us untouchable. Even me—corrupt Fed.

The information bouncing in isn’t via email. It’s a text from the mole. Whoever the fuck has been snooping within our ranks. I’m confused, though, because everyone’s here and no one’s attention is on their phone.

Unknown Number: I’m outside of the location. Where the fuck are you? Jared Koynakov has Hadley! I need backup!

Unknown Number: DO YOU WANT KOYNAKOV TO KILL HER?!

Unknown Number: We can get both the Koynakov brothers at once, but you need to get here now!

Two texts roll in stating they’re on their way. That they could lose their jobs for this.

Fuck.

I stalk along the shadows, slipping out of the open slaughterhouse building door. It’s snowing and cold as fuck. I trudge as quietly as I can through the snow, withdrawing my .45 from my holster. I creep across the backyard toward the house. By the time I reach it, I hear voices. As stealthily as possible, I ease around the house.

“About fucking time,” a familiar voice hisses. “He has her in there and God only knows what the fuck he’ll do to her this time.”

“Brenda,” a guy grumbles. “We shouldn’t even be here. We’re not Feds.”

“You’re cops, Brad, and that’s close enough.”

I know that voice.

Fucking Stormy.

“We could get fired,” the other woman says. “We don’t have a warrant—”

“He’s in there as we speak, probably fucking raping her, Denise! Does that not warrant action?” Stormy practically yells. “Let’s go.”

I watch, dumbfounded as Stormy charges toward the slaughterhouse, her cop buddies in tow. I’m silent as I stalk them from behind.

“I’ll finally nail their asses. Johnson will have to bring me back because I was fucking right,” Stormy snarls.

“You’re on leave,” Brad starts, but Stormy snaps at him.

“We fucked, Brad, and now you think you know me? Know everything? You don’t know shit. These men are dangerous. They’re terrifying. If I sit around waiting for cops to get their thumbs out of their asses or Johnson to do his fucking job, then Hadley dies. That’s it. Now shut up and back me up.”

The three of them quiet down as they approach the slaughterhouse door. I’m right behind them, waiting them out. I don’t know what this dumbass trio thinks they’re going to accomplish. My brother has already destroyed one of the rats on the chopping block and the other is as good as dead. Stormy and these shady-ass cops can’t stop what’s been set into motion. It’s done.

And she sure as fuck isn’t taking Hadley away from Koyn.

I know my brother. He’s never letting that girl go.

Stormy is fucking herself in the worst way right now.

The dumb bitch, though, has no fear. She trudges forward through the snow, into the slaughterhouse, her weapon drawn. The pussy cops follow behind her like they’re a match for the Royal Fucking Bastards.

“FBI! Nobody move!”

The room is silent aside from the crackling and popping of the bodies in the fire. Cooking flesh stinks something awful, but we’re used to it. These two fuckers aren’t the only bodies we’ve burned in here.

“Stormy?” Hadley rasps out from the mattress on the floor. She looks like shit, covered in blood and vomit, but Koyn is cradling her like she’s the most precious thing on Earth.

I tear my gaze from Stormy and Hadley, seeking out Filter. He’s going to be fucking livid. This is his woman. She’s the goddamn mole. Koyn is going to want answers. Like how the fuck he didn’t know shit about this.

Filter steps out of the shadows, a murderous look on his face telling me everything I need to know. She got us. She pulled the wool over our eyes and we never expected the blond bombshell to have this shit up her sleeve.

“Agent Brenda Gale,” Stormy spits out. “Everyone on your knees, hands on your heads. Hadley, honey, I need you to make your way over here.”

Koyn’s eyes slide to mine for the briefest second, acknowledging my looming presence, before hugging his girl tighter to him. “Agent Gale,” he growls. “Hadley stays with me. Run along, Stormy, before I sic Filter on you.”

Filter cracks his neck, his body rippling with malevolence. I pull my phone out and use my access into the system that Koyn helped rig up to find out what I can from her. I find a document that tells me everything I need to know.

Brenda Stormy Gale.

Alabama.

Administrative leave.

Stormy isn’t some weak bitch, though. She doesn’t even flinch at his fury. Her anger and determination are fueling her.

“No,” she snaps. “I thought I could do this, but I can’t watch you ruin this girl. You’ll kill her.” She straightens, aiming to look taller and fiercer. “She’s pregnant with your kid, but that doesn’t mean her life needs to end.”

My brother’s patience is wearing thin. It’ll snap at any moment.

“What do you want from me?” he demands. “Spit it the fuck out. You take Hadley and I’ll find a way to take her back. You know this.”

He’ll stop at nothing.

It’s the Koynakov way.

“I want you to go to prison where you belong,” Stormy bellows.

Koyn rises to his feet, hauling Hadley up with him, using her as a shield. “Where’s your backup? Just these two?”

“It’ll be enough until the rest arrive,” Stormy lies. No one else is coming.

I shake my head at him and he mutters out a “hmm.”

This bitch will be joining those fuckfaces in the fire soon, because there’s no way in hell Koyn will let Stormy walk away from this.

“Please don’t kill her,” Hadley begs.

Except that.

Hadley has him wrapped around her little finger.

Koyn, toying with Stormy, says, “Why are you investigating me? Why can’t you leave well enough alone?”

Filter takes another step closer, the hate burning from him much hotter than the fire. His voice shakes with anger. “You fucking played me, Stormy? Why?”

She refuses to take her eyes, or her gun for that matter, away from my brother. “It’s my job,” Stormy yells at Filter. “You were the closest I could get.”

“But why do you want Koyn?” Filter demands.

I take a step closer, the snow crunching loudly, causing Denise and Brad to both tense at the sound.

“Not Koyn—” Stormy starts.

Bang. Bang.

I put a bullet in each of the crooked cops’ heads. They shouldn’t be here. Stormy shouldn’t either. This is club business—family business—and I won’t have this bitch or her ex-boyfriend or whatever the fuck he was ruin this for us.

“Me,” I growl, stalking the rest of the way up to Stormy as her friends bleed to death at her feet. “She’s investigating me. Am I right, Agent Gale?”

I’d known we had a mole. Genworth even threw that in our faces. I was working on it. With time, I would’ve figured it out, but lucky for us, Stormy showed her cards early.

She doesn’t answer, so I press my .45 to her temple and yank her gun from her hand. I toss it away with a clatter.

“Dirty Fed,” she sneers. “I smelled your stink from three states away.”

She should have stayed far away from us. The bitch fucked up.

“You should have known better than to fuck with a Koynakov,” I growl, shaking my head. “We cover our tracks.”

“I was gathering proof!”

“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.”

She trembles with rage. “They told me to let it go! That you were clean! 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.”

Koyn’s features twist into a cruel smirk that has Stormy losing some of her fire, leaning slightly back against my chest as though I’m going to save her ass from him. Yeah fucking right.

“No one will ever do anything when it comes to the Koynakovs,” he booms. “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 retrievable with a password only I know.”

I can smell her defeat. Sweet and cloying. Hadley must sense it too, because she pipes up, using her unusual powers over my brother.

“Please don’t kill her,” Hadley begs.

It would be much cleaner to put a bullet through her head too and toss her pretty ass in the fire. I cringe, though, when I see the look on Koyn’s face. He’ll complicate shit for Hadley because he loves her. He gives me a nod, confirming my thoughts. Which means Stormy is my problem now. Fuck.

“If it’s not me, it’ll be someone else,” Stormy says, her voice weak and shaky. “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 in faux bravery. “Just put a bullet in my head. Don’t do psychopathic, disgusting shit like you did over there.”

I bite back a laugh. Even on death’s door, Stormy is still her usual bitchy self.

Hadley breaks free of Koyn’s hold, rushing over to Stormy. They hug as Hadley cries.

“Why did you do this?” Hadley whimpers. “Why would you sacrifice yourself for me?”

Stormy kisses Hadley’s head. “Someone had to look out for you. I just wanted you to be safe.”

Filter’s knife glints in the reflection of the fire, reminding me that I have a job to do before he does the wrong one for me. Koyn moves toward us, the same understanding reflected back in his dark eyes.

“Time’s up,” I bark, hooking an arm around Stormy’s waist to pull her back, just as Koyn grabs Hadley.

“Don’t kill her!” Hadley screams.

I shove my gun into the front of my jeans before tossing Stormy’s little ass over my shoulder. She kicks and screams to no avail.

“Copper,” Koyn booms. “What are you doing?”

I glare back at him. “Dealing with my problem.”

She was here, investigating me, and wanted to take my brother down in the process. It’s every bit my problem.

“And what way is that?” Koyn challenges.

“I have my methods,” I bite back. “Don’t worry, PG, the bitch isn’t going to die tonight.”

On my way out of the slaughterhouse, I meet Blake’s hard stare. My son is a fuckin’ prospect, and because he wears a leather cut and I don’t, he acts like he’s got say over me when it comes to club business. At the end of the day, he’s my kid and I’m his goddamn dad.

“Don’t, Nees,” I warn. “Just don’t.”

He clenches his jaw but doesn’t say anything else on the matter. Stormy, on the other hand, is bitching like it’s her goddamn job. By the time I reach my truck, she’s gone silent. I dig my keys out of my pocket and hit the fob, unlocking my gold Ford Super Duty King Ranch truck. How in the hell am I going to keep her in it, though?

A chill creeps up my spine when a voice calls out, too close for comfort.

“Need a hand?” Dragon asks.

“Oh, fuck no,” Stormy hisses. “Do not let that sadistic freak near me!”

I smack her ass hard over her jeans. “Shut up.”

Dragon climbs into the back seat of my truck and his green eyes glow with violence. Couple that with the blood splattered all over his face and he looks like a goddamn psychopath serial killer. Stormy clings to me as though it’ll keep me from tossing her to him.

Wrong.

“Don’t kill her,” I warn as I yank her from me.

Like a viper, he strikes, latching onto her and drawing her into his powerful hold. “There, there, bitch. I’ve got you now,” he says in a deceptively calm tone. “Shhh.”

I pin her with a hard glare. “Behave and you’ll make it to my place in one piece.”

Genuine fear shines in her eyes because she knows I’m right.

Dragon is fucking nuts.

“You won’t get away with this,” she threatens me.

I lean forward into the truck, gripping her jaw in my hand. “Little storm, I already have.”
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Stormy

 

I’m so fucked.

But Hadley’s not dead. I’ll count it as a win as far as she’s concerned. I, on the other hand, am headed that way. Dragon has me in his wicked grip and that can only mean one thing.

Some shit is about to go down.

He doesn’t even try to cop a feel, which is my first warning about how bad this is. Dragon is one or the other. Hot or cold. Flirtatious or cruel. Playfully taunting or painfully vicious.

I’m about to be on the receiving end of his wrath. I’ve seen what he’s done to others. The last thing I want to do is become chopped meat for Dragon to later beat off to. As if inside my head, he nips at my ear.

Not a sexy bite either.

One that warns of lots and lots of pain.

My mind is going a mile a minute. How did I think I would prance in there and then make my way back out alive? I’d been so blinded by saving Hadley, I forgot to save myself. I should have known better, though. Koyn is different with Hadley. She weakens him and he doesn’t care. It was all some big game. He was never going to kill her.

Which means I blew my cover for no reason.

And the only two people who knew I was even there are lying dead on the slaughterhouse ground. Guilt niggles at me for bringing them into this situation. Brad could be a total dick, but he didn’t deserve to die.

“You killed them,” I accuse, meeting Copper’s hard stare in the rearview mirror.

“No, you did that all by yourself,” he grunts back.

“Where are you taking me? Why didn’t you just shoot me back there? We all know you’re not going to honor your word to Hadley. You’re Royal Bastards after all.”

Dragon tenses, making me want to curl in on myself. He’s the last person I want to piss off.

“I’m taking you to my house.”

“Why?” I demand.

“Because you’re my problem and I’m going to deal with you myself.”

“If you can keep Filter away from her,” Dragon says, his hot breath tickling the side of my neck.

“Filter won’t do shit,” Copper mutters.

A derisive snort leaves Dragon, making me shiver. Dragon’s right. Filter, if I’m kept alive, will want revenge. I betrayed him and used him in the worst possible way. But being in Copper’s clutches might buy me some time.

I haven’t ever been to Copper’s house, but I know where it is. Back before I weaseled my way into Filter’s bed at Koyn’s Man Mansion, I staked Copper’s place out online. He lives on some property about forty-five minutes north of Sand Springs on Skiatook Lake. The Koynakovs aren’t your typical biker and Fed. No, the Koynakovs are financially loaded and most of that Koyn obtained the legal way long before his family was killed. Of the time I spent in Koyn’s compound, I certainly got spoiled to the lavish lifestyle.

“Your heart races,” Dragon murmurs, his lips against my neck. “You’re scared.”

“No shit, Sherlock,” I bite back. “Stop touching me.”

He boldly gropes my tit. “What are you going to do about it, traitor?”

I scowl but give up my fight. Dragon loves a fighter. I’ll be damned if I give that filthy freak what he wants. My body relaxes and I give in to the fact I won’t get away under the watchful glares of Dragon and Copper. It’ll have to be when I’m left alone.

I will escape.

Even if it means having to use my body, I will. It’s not like I didn’t spend the past eight months in Filter’s bed trying to get information. If I had to, I’d fuck Copper to get my way out from under the Royal Bastards.

Dragon, on the other hand, can go to hell. I will never willingly crawl into bed with someone like him. Copper and Filter have cracks in their hard façade. I know I can slip through those cracks. Dragon is a dark, impenetrable fog I want no part of getting lost in.

All the adrenaline that’s been running through my veins for the past hour begins to drain out of me. My eyes drift closed of their own accord.

Don’t be stupid, girl.

But I am because I fall asleep in the hands of a monster.
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I wake to being hauled out of the truck in Dragon’s firm hold. My legs kick out, hoping for purchase, but I hit nothing. Copper trots ahead and whistles loud. My blood goes cold as dogs start barking from the woods surrounding his massive home. I go from kicking to deathly still.

I’m terrified of dogs.

A childhood incident made sure of that.

“Aww, Stormy’s about to piss her pants,” Dragon taunts as two Dobermans come running full speed toward us.

Copper glances over his shoulder, his brows narrowed in confusion, before he turns his head back to the dogs. The closer they get, they take note of Dragon and me, and start their vicious growls. My heart pounds so hard in my chest I grow dizzy. When one of them snaps at us, I black out from panic.
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I wake in a dark room, disoriented by my surroundings and unsure how long I slept for. Slowly, I sit up and squint. I can’t make out anything but the scent of…popcorn. The smell is confusing to me. I rise to my feet and creep across the room I’m in, careful not to bump into any furniture. When I reach the doors where a crack of light shines through, I twist the knob.

Locked.

Bastards.

Fumbling around, I manage to find a light switch. I turn my back to the doors and survey the room I’m in. A media room. He trapped me in a freaking windowless media room. I suppose it sure beats chained to a radiator in a basement. At least this cell has reclining chairs, a huge screen, a bar full of snacks and drinks, and an adjoining bathroom.

“Let me out!” I yell, pounding on the door once I’ve thoroughly searched the room for weapons to no avail.

A growl has me shrieking. Another growl joins it.

Stumbling back, I edge away from the door toward the bathroom. With a whimper, I rush inside and close it behind me. A sob lodges in my throat, but I refuse to accept defeat. I’m only trapped in here because those damn dogs are guarding me. Otherwise, I would’ve figured out a way to slip out and into the snowy night.

It’s wishful thinking but for now I take it. I need all the hope I can get.

I turn on the bathroom light and look over my reflection in the mirror. God, I’m such a mess right now. My makeup is smeared, my hair is limp, and my blue eyes flicker with defeat.

I can’t believe I fucked it all up.

That’s all I ever do.

Rather than wallowing in self-despair, I opt for a hot shower. I strip out of my clothes and climb into the steamy shower. The hot water hits my sore muscles, relaxing me. There isn’t any shampoo or conditioner or soap in this bathroom, which annoys me. Typical man. If it weren’t for me, Koyn’s place would have stunk like frat boys. Every bathroom had toiletries and candles and a variety of soaps. They didn’t deserve me.

After washing the best I can, I turn off the water and grab the towel I set out. I wrap it around my body, tucking it in under my armpits. When I don’t see my clothes, anger explodes through me.

“Seriously?” I snap. “You’re such a big man, Jeremy. You showed me a lesson by stealing my fucking clothes.”

I storm over to the door, ready to throw it open, but then hesitate. If the dogs are in here, I don’t want any part of it. Slowly, I twist the knob, peeking out.

“Are you done throwing a bitch fit?” This growl is of the human variety.

“You stole my fucking clothes—”

He shoves through the door and pushes a bag against my chest. “If you’re done being a snotty brat, I brought your shit.”

I blink at him in shock. Sure enough, one of my bags from Koyn’s is in my grip. He walks out of the bathroom, slamming the door behind him. I frown for a minute, wondering about his angle. When I come up with nothing, I dig around in my bag for clothes. Unfortunately, since I spent my time undercover as a biker bitch who was seducing the VP, my clothing selection is inappropriate at best. With a resigned sigh, I throw on a white camisole and a pair of tiny red cotton shorts. It’s not like Copper’s not used to seeing me dressed this way. After pulling my hair up in a messy bun, I peek through the door again.

“Are the dogs in there?”

“They’re outside.” A pause. “Come out so we can talk.”

I pull the door open, still nervous the dogs will attack me. They’re not here, though. Copper leans against the wall, his arms crossed over his bulky chest, a scowl on his handsome face.

“What?” I snap.

“You hungry?”

“Stop the nice guy act, Copper. We both know you’re going to torture me or rape me or whatever. The mind games aren’t cute.”

He rolls his eyes. “I’m not going to torture you and I certainly don’t have to rape you. I’m sure you’ll be begging for my dick by tomorrow morning.” He sneers at me. “That’s your MO, right? Use your golden pussy to get what you want? How’d that work out with Johnson?”

Heat floods through me, painting my skin crimson. I hate that he knows I slept with Hank Johnson, my commanding officer when I was with the FBI before I got put on administrative leave.

“Screw you,” I snap.

“Apparently everyone has.” He flashes me a maddening smirk that outrages me. “I’m not interested in your voodoo pussy, Stormy. I’m interested in answers.”

“I have nothing for you,” I grind out. “Where am I sleeping?”

“If you don’t cut your shit, it’ll be with the dogs.”

I freeze, my blood running cold. “Don’t be an asshole.”

“Too late for that, little storm.” He steps toward me, his dark brown eyes sweeping over my face as he studies me. “As much as I want to terrorize you over the fact that the dogs will rip your throat out if you try to leave, it’d be a lie. They’re not going to hurt you.”

Images of them chasing me as I run filter through my mind.

No, thank you.

“I’m cold,” I lie to explain my shivering. “Do you have a blanket?”

“I’ll get you what you need. But first things first.” He walks over to the counter beside the snacks. “Let’s get you fitted for your collar.”

My lip curls up. “Go ahead and fuck yourself with that thought.”

“If you don’t want me to string you up like a fucking hog and leave you in the goddamn barn, then you’re going to let me put this on you.”

I glower at him. “I’m not letting you collar me like one of your mutts!”

“This isn’t the Stormy show,” he snarls. “You’re going to do as I fucking say and be grateful I didn’t put a bullet in your blond head. If you don’t come willingly, I’ll force it on you. We both know if I have to assert my strength over you, you’re going to get hurt.”

Furious, but knowing he has a point, I stomp over to him, lifting my chin so he can see the hatred shining in my eyes. He laughs like an asshole as he picks up his collar. I keep my glare pinned on him as he slips it around my neck and tightens it.

“Swallow,” he instructs. “I have to make sure it’s not too tight.”

I make an exaggerated show of swallowing. The strap is snug, but I can breathe. His fingers brush against my neck as he fastens it. Then, he picks something up off the counter and hooks it on.

Click.

I reach my hand up to feel a padlock pushed through a hole on the metal mechanism that latches it closed. “What the hell, Copper?”

“It stays on. Always. Don’t try to take it off. You’ll regret it if you do.”

He pats the top of my head and walks away. My fingers touch the collar and I finger a square plastic box hanging off it. Oh no, this motherfucker did not.

I let out a scream of fury as I launch myself at him, my claws bared and ready to cause real fucking damage. As soon as I reach him, electricity jolts through my neck, making me stumble, and I land on my knees. The jolt disappears as quickly as it hit, but my eyes are watering from the sting of it.

“You bastard.”

He turns around and crouches in front of me, a remote device in his grip. “I’ll teach you the same way I did Hansel and Gretel.”

“You’re a monster.”

“And you’re a bitch who betrayed me and my brother. Seems we all have our faults.”
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Copper

 

Like the dutiful pet she’s become, Stormy trails after me. She normally has plenty to say, but at the moment, she’s as quiet as a church mouse. I hadn’t been lying when I said Hansel and Gretel were outside. They love the snow and the chilly weather. Most days, I have to drag their asses out of the lake, even if it is cold as fuck. As I wind my way through my massive home and down the stairs, I can’t help but wonder what her hang-up about dogs is. Since no one had any at Koyn’s, I never saw this side of her.

“Take a seat,” I instruct, motioning for one of my red leather barstools. “I’ll make you a drink.”

The chair scrapes across the wood floors as she hops up on the seat, shooting daggers at me. I’ll give it to Stormy. The bitch has balls. It was only hours ago she showed her hand pissing off one of the most notorious MC gangs alive, yet she sits here being a mega bitch like she has reason to be angry.

I walk into my kitchen that’s rarely used and over to my Keurig machine. Once I get a cup of coffee started, I leave her to hunt down a blanket. Her slutty biker babe clothes probably feel stupid now that she’s been ousted. I grab a gray chenille blanket off the sofa and toss it at her on my way back into the kitchen.

“Sugar? Creamer?” I glance over my shoulder to discover her already wrapped up on the blanket.

“Both,” she mumbles, absently fingering the shock collar.

I start a cup of my own and then fix them both up. After I set hers down in front of her, I sip on mine, leaning my ass against the island so I can watch her.

“Why?”

“I already told you,” she snaps. “Because you and your brother are terrible men who need to be brought down. Especially you, dirty Fed.”

“Spare me the morality lesson. You spread your legs for information. We’re not as on uneven ground as you think.” I sip my coffee, enjoying the reddening of her cheeks. “I needed information. Only difference, I didn’t suck dick to get it.”

“Fuck. You.”

“Sorry, babe, but it’s not happening. Keep trying, though. It’s cute to see you thirsty for my dick.”

Her blue eyes flash with fury. “I hate you.”

“Feeling is fucking mutual.” I sit my mug down and scratch at my scruffy cheek. “Why do you have such a hard-on for justice when it comes to Koyn and me? What did we ever do to earn your obsessive need to take us down?”

“What didn’t you do?” she huffs. “You’re awful criminals!”

I approach the counter in front of the bar, placing my palms on top and leaning forward. “I know this. Koyn knows this. Question is…how do you know this?”

“I’ve watched you kill—”

“Before, Stormy,” I bark out. “When you were a Fed in Montgomery, Alabama, how in the fuck did the Koynakovs get under your radar?”

Koyn is a mastermind at computers. Before losing his family to a psycho motherfuckers MC gang, Koyn amassed a fortune with defense contracts with the NSA and other government affiliations because of his extensive hacking and programming abilities. Koyn was and continues to be the very best in this game. Anything relating to the Koynakov name was essentially erased from existence and any new information on us was rerouted to Koyn so we’d never be under anyone’s watch.

“You were too clean, Copper. Stood out like a sore thumb.”

I shake my head at her. “Stop bullshitting me and tell me. All it’d take is letting Hansel and Gretel in to make you squeal like a pig. Do not make me be an asshole.”

“Too late,” she seethes.

My dogs are big pussies, but she doesn’t know that. I almost feel bad about using her fear against her. Almost. When I start past her, she grabs my bicep, her fingernails digging in.

“Jesus,” she yelps. “I’m trying to get to it. Do not let them in.”

“Start talking.”

She shrugs, allowing the blanket to fall off one shoulder. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t ever think Stormy was hot. Hell, any man with a working dick got a chub whenever she’d walk in the room. If she and Filter hadn’t been a thing, I would’ve probably fucked her until she couldn’t walk straight. But now, after the traitorous shit she pulled, all attraction for this woman is gone.

Her body is still fine as fuck, but a monster lives in that head of hers.

“It all started with Erin.” She sighs. “My best friend.”

“Living room. Let’s go,” I instruct. I grab my coffee before settling on one end of my L-shaped couch. She sits on the other side, as far away from me as she can get, hugging her coffee mug to her like it’s her lifeline. “Continue.”

“Erin and I met in college. She and I were friends even when I went to Langley. We kept up with each other. Erin took a job in Houston as an accounts manager for a huge oil and gas firm.” Stormy’s lips curve downward, pain etched in her features. “She called me not long after asking if I could look into someone for her. A guy named Urbano Vidal. When I pulled him up, he came out clean, but there was just something about his picture that gave me a weird vibe.”

I would tell her that Feds don’t work on weird vibes, but that’d be a lie. Being good at your job means listening to your gut. I nod for her to continue.

“Vidal is in the modeling business. Recruits some of the biggest names to ever grace the covers of magazines. He found her in a club one night in Houston and all but begged her to do some modeling for him. Erin is gorgeous, don’t get me wrong, but in more of a girl next door kind of way. She’s not magazine or runway material.” Stormy sighs. “I told her he sounded like he just wanted to get in her pants and to stay away from a sleazeball like that.” Her blue eyes lift to mine, pain flashing in them. “She got angry with me. Said I was jealous—that I was always jealous of her.” She swallows hard and absently tugs at the collar around her delicate neck. “We ended the call on bad terms.”

“I’m waiting for you to get to the part that has to do with me and my brother.” I sip my coffee, pinning her with a glare. “Is there a point to this walk down memory lane?”

She flips me the bird and gives me her signature bitchy look before continuing. “I’m getting to it, asshole. Be patient.” She leans forward to set her coffee down on the table, giving me a delicious view of her cleavage. The girl has a nice rack, that’s for damn sure. “So I continued to dig on this Vidal guy. He was a clean slate, but I noticed he came to Tulsa a lot for business. I’d discovered he was always meeting with a guy named Cypress Collins.”

One of my dogs barks, scratching at the door, and Stormy’s spine goes rigid, terror gleaming in her eyes.

“I can’t leave them out in the cold,” I explain, hating what a pussy that makes me sound like. I should want to punish her and make her cry for what she did tonight, but I just can’t use the dogs against her like that.

“Please,” she whispers, her face paling.

“I’m letting them in. They’ll sit on the floor and won’t go near you. I promise.”

Rather than waiting on an answer, I rise to my feet to go let my bad dogs in. They’re trained to know to wait so I can clean their feet off so they don’t track mud through the house. Once I clean them up, I command them with short whistles and snaps. The siblings trot into the living room, curious about Stormy, and settle on the hardwood floor near the fireplace, their eyes on her. She wraps up tighter in the blanket, her entire body trembling. I sit back down, this time beside her.

“Continue,” I instruct. “They’re not going to bother you.”

She lets out a ragged sigh that has Gretel whining in concern and Hansel cocking his head. They want her to pet them now that they realize she’s not a threat, but won’t dare come forward unless I allow them to.

“So, um, I took a weekend to come to Tulsa to look into Vidal and this Collins character. Vidal was recruiting models at a big event downtown, but he was meeting regularly with Collins. At first, I thought Collins was some super-hot guy Vidal wanted to recruit, but after some time, I realized Collins was just a suit in a tower. A partner of sorts. Whatever his business was, he kept it vague and quiet. To an outsider, maybe it seemed like investments or an accounts manager. But, something niggled at me. I had to dig deeper.”

I’m tired as fuck and have had a long day. This is the story that keeps on telling. I want her to get to the part that involves me. “Another wormhole.”

“Exactly,” she says, flashing me a brief smile. “You, of all people, know how it is. Once you get on the hunt, you have to keep pulling on all the threads until it’s unraveled at your feet.”

“So you came here looking for some douchebag who put pretty ideas in your not-so-pretty friend’s head, found a mysterious motherfucker in the process, and then somehow decided to fuck me and my brother over?”

She rolls her eyes, the action making her seem younger now that she doesn’t have her usual Stormy makeup plastered on her. If she’s a Fed, she can’t be too young, but she still has to be at least twenty years younger than my old ass who’s pushing fifty.

“I decided to meet with Collins. I found his office and went right up to it. Pretended to get lost looking for another place I was to interview for.” She frowns as she rubs the top of her mug with her thumb. “He was just a normal looking businessman, but he was interested in me. I could tell he liked what he saw. Collins asked me if I wanted to meet with his friend Vidal. A modeling scout.”

Stormy modeling is something I could imagine. She has legs for days, perfect tits, and hips that were made for digging your fingers into. Where Koyn’s woman, Hadley, has the innocent look of a pageant girl, Stormy looks like one of those sexy yet still angelic Victoria’s Secret runway models.

“Okay,” I urge. “What happened then?”

“He stepped away to make the call. I snooped while he was gone. Sitting in a file on his desk was a folder labeled Koynakov.”

I tense up, frowning. Who the fuck are these assholes and why were they looking into us?

“It mentioned an MC gang called the Royal Bastards,” she explains. “It mentioned you being a Fed and your affiliation with the gang.”

Fury surges through me. Hansel and Gretel, sensing my sudden change in mood, whine as though they’re worried and don’t know why.

“I’ve been so careful,” I growl. “Koyn and I both have. There’s no way we should have been on anyone’s radar. This makes no fucking sense.”

She shrugs. “It was there in black and white. Knowing a Fed was working with an MC gang, I had to dig deeper. I wanted to take a picture, but Collins returned with Vidal.” Her lip curls up. “Vidal told me I was incomparable, and he could make me a star. Tried to get me to have dinner with him to discuss it more. I played it off like the real place I had an interview at had called to check on where I’d gone to. They weren’t happy that I bolted, but I was no longer interested in Vidal or Collins. I was onto something bigger.”

I scrub my face with my palm, overcome with nerves. A conversation needs to happen with my brother and me, but first I’m going to have to do some digging on my own. When I start to stand, Stormy grabs my hand.

“Where are you going?” Her voice is shrill and panicked, making my dogs whine in response. “Don’t leave me with them.”

Stormy has done nothing but create a shitstorm in my life and the bitch has me feeling sorry for her ass.

“You’re going to have to learn to get along with them,” I rumble. “They’re good dogs. Protective. Why are you so terrified?”

Her grip tightens around my hand. “I…” She huffs. “It doesn’t matter. I don’t like dogs.”

“Stop bullshitting me,” I bite out. “Did you get bit when you were a kid?”

“Bit?” She scoffs, a tremble wracking her body. “You make this fear seem trivial and unwarranted.”

“What then? You’re clearly traumatized as fuck. Why?”

“It doesn’t matter. We’re talking about you, not me.”

“You have three seconds to tell me or I’m leaving your ass here with them.”

“I watched three pit bulls maul my mother to death when I was ten years old and there was nothing I could do about it because the twins were toddlers. I had to get them out of there before the dogs got to us too.” She angrily swipes at her tears. “You fucking happy now, Copper?”

I sit back down beside her. “You really do see us as monsters. It’s like you weren’t even there all those months hanging out with us and having fun. Like you forgot the good times.”

She stiffens, unable to meet my stare.

“No, I’m not happy your poor mother was killed by dogs. That’s fucking horrible.” Since she’s still holding my hand, I squeeze it. “Were the dogs put down?”

“No,” she snarls, “because they belonged to him. Her meth dealing boyfriend. The cops couldn’t keep the drugs out of our town, so they sure as hell weren’t worried about a few dogs. If the Feds had done their job when I was a little girl and taken down the web of dealers in Montgomery back then, I wouldn’t have had to see my mother die in a bloody, tragic way. Too many people dropped the ball that ultimately led to her death.”

I whistle for my dogs and they jump to their feet. Stormy curls against me, a terrified moan rasping from her.

“Listen,” I say gently. “These dogs aren’t like the ones that meth fucker owned. They’re only vicious when provoked and extremely protective. Hansel and Gretel are intuitive. They can sense you’re afraid and are worried about you.”

“They can probably sense how you want to rape and kill me too,” she hisses. “Please make them go away.”

I motion for the dogs to approach. They’re curious about Stormy but a little apprehensive too. Hansel reaches her first, nosing at her blanket covered foot. Gretel whimpers from behind him.

“This is Stormy,” I tell my dogs. “You have to protect her.”

Stormy tenses against me. “Like they’ll listen.”

I grip her hand tight, pulling it forward. She’s frozen in fear as Hansel sniffs her fist. Then, he licks it. Gretel mimics his action, familiarizing herself with Stormy’s scent.

“Speak to them,” I tell Stormy.

“No.”

“If you speak to them, I’ll let you come into my office with me.”

She tilts her head up to look at me. “Will you carry me?”

I’d thought this girl would try and get to me using her pussy that I know she wields like a weapon. Turns out, she’s going to use her vulnerability instead—something I didn’t even know she had. And, because I’m not the sick fucker she thinks I am, I’m going to let her use me.

Fuck.

“Yeah, little storm, I’ll carry your bratty ass.”
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Stormy

 

Fear consumes me, but the dogs don’t do anything but stare at me, as though they’re waiting for me to say hello. Both of them whine, but they’re well-behaved and obey Copper’s command.

“Don’t bite me,” I say to the dog closest to me.

Copper laughs and I don’t hate the sound. I never have. What sucks about being undercover all those months is I actually grew to like those bastards. Some more than others. Knowing Bermuda probably hates me is gutting. He reminds me a lot of my little brother, so it fucking sucks losing him.

“Talk to them. Blue collar is Hansel and pink collar is Gretel.” He reaches out to scratch behind Hansel’s ears that point straight up in the air. “Go on, little storm.”

I sneak a look at Copper as he smiles fondly at his dogs. Same smile he gets when he watches Nees, his son and prospect, at the Q—our monthly family barbeques.

Family.

I’d grown to think of them that way, hence why I blew my cover with Hadley. She was like a little sister—like my own little sister—and I couldn’t let them destroy her. It was all for naught, though. I should have known Koyn wasn’t going to hurt her. As soon as I stared him in the eye when he used her as a shield, I’d seen it.

Love. Loyalty. Fierce protectiveness.

And if it weren’t for that love toward her, my ass would be dead.

“Hi, Hansel,” I murmur. “Hi, Gretel.”

Hansel barks, causing me to squawk, burying my face into Copper’s arm. He smells like cologne and leather. The smell is calming.

“He said hi back,” Copper says. “Come on. We have work to do.”

True to his word, he scoops me up like I weigh nothing. I try not to look too closely at my captor. Of all the guys who could have taken me, Copper seems the sanest. Koyn and Dragon scare the shit out of me. And Filter…

Guilt clogs my throat. I used him. Slept with him and pretended to be stupidly in love with him. Filter is fucking hot and his body is built like a god, so it wasn’t a total hardship. Certainly beat having sex with any of my past lovers. At least Filter knew how to service a lady. Problem with Filter and I was he kept me at arm’s length. Never made me his ol’ lady. I think, deep down, he probably saw through my façade. If he got his hands on me now, I shudder to think what he would do for revenge.

“Why are you being nice?” I ask as we enter a room that must be his office based on the impressive oak desk and iMac sitting on top. “If we’re honest, I expected the same treatment as those men tonight.”

He sits me down in the chair across from his desk. “We’re assholes, but we don’t torture women.”

I’m not sure if I believe that. I think Koyn or Dragon wouldn’t think twice about hurting a woman if it served their purpose.

“You might not,” I grumble as he sits down in his leather desk chair, “but the others will if they get their hands on me.”

He shoots me a sharp glare. “I took responsibility for you, which means you’re my problem to deal with. They can answer to me if they’ve got something to say about it.”

A flare of appreciation for Copper ripples through me. As he powers up his computer, I take a moment to admire his profile. Strong, sharp jaw line. Dark scruff from not having shaved recently. Tattoos peeking out from beneath the arm of his white V-neck T-shirt on his massive bicep. His nearly black hair is styled in a messy way that suits him—longer on top and short on the sides. Even though he’s in his late forties, he doesn’t have the hard lines in his face like his younger brother, Koyn, does. Where Koyn lost his wife and child to a brutal rape and murder he witnessed, Copper still has his son Nees—also known as Blake—and even his ex-wife Krista. Koyn’s lived a life of revenge and Copper has remained as a federal agent with the FBI. They may be brothers who are both affiliated with the same MC gang, but they’ve lived very different lives in the past decade.

“Whatever happened to Erin?” Copper asks, turning slightly to bore his dark brown eyes into me.

I shudder at his words, fighting tears. “She went missing. I know that bastard took her, but there’s no proof. Besides, by the time I realized she was missing, I was already…with you guys.”

The reminder of my betrayal has his concerned expression melting into an irritated one. It bothers me, though it shouldn’t. Copper and his brother are monsters. The entire Tulsa chapter of the Royal Bastards MC are. They steal, beat, kill and never blink an eye while doing it. I shouldn’t care what Copper thinks of me, yet I can’t help feel the sting of his disappointment.

He taps away on his computer, not looking my way. “What happened when you left Collins’s office here in Tulsa after you got the lead on me and my brother?”

I let out a heavy sigh. “Went back to Montgomery. I told Johnson to look into the Koynakovs. He’d been irritated at my vigilante mission. It took some convincing, but I finally got him to promise he’d look into it.”

“Convincing?” Copper turns, his dark gaze sweeping down my face to my chest.

Heat burns at my cheeks with shame.

“I slept with him. So what?” I snap, irritated by the fact he’s judging me.

“Did your golden pussy work on your boss man?”

I let out a heavy, annoyed sigh. “I thought so. At least he led me to believe so. But then…” Disgust churns in my gut. “He put me on administrative leave.”

“Was he even a good lay?” Copper asks.

I close my eyes, remembering the way his man tits jiggled and how he dripped with sweat. It was disgusting. He came quickly much to my relief. Fucking Johnson was gross and humiliating, but I needed his help. When he put me on administrative leave, I wanted to kill him. Hell, I still do.

“No,” I bite out. “Not at all.”

Copper smirks at me, clearly amused by my story. “So you came back here and joined our group?”

“Not exactly. I did come back, but I went straight to the police here in Tulsa. I wanted them to open an investigation on you and your brother.” I cross my arms over my chest and lean back. “That’s how I met Brad and Denise.”

Brad was just another guy I slept with trying to further my agenda. I would have thought after Johnson, I would’ve learned my lesson. Apparently not. At least Brad was my age and not half bad in bed.

Now he’s dead because of me.

He and Denise both are.

“How’d you get in with dirty cops?” Copper asks, leaning back in his chair and swiveling around to face me.

I could lie and say they weren’t dirty, but I won’t. When I’d gone down to the station to try and open the investigation, Brad was the detective on duty. His partner, Denise, joined us. They were curious about my vigilante investigation. Both Brad and Denise had a successful side hustle selling confiscated drugs on the streets. Their interest in the Koynakovs was because they were hoping to score more product. I certainly played that to my advantage, promising that the Royal Bastards MC would be an opportunity to not just confiscate drugs, but also weapons, too. While we plotted and planned, I fucked Brad, hoping to keep him interested and eager to help.

“They wanted your drugs,” I mumble, not meeting his eyes.

“You know we don’t deal drugs.” His chair squeaks. “But you lied, didn’t you, Stormy? It seems like you lie a lot to get what you want.”

“Fuck you and the judgmental horse you rode in on,” I snarl out. “Do you want the story or not?”

His eyes narrow and his jaw clenches. I can tell I’ve pissed him off, but I don’t care. I’m not about to let him make me feel like a shit human because I was trying to save Erin while also taking down the Koynakov brothers.

“So you decided to infiltrate our group,” he says, lifting a brow. “And somehow ended up riding another dick in the process.”

Tears prickle at my eyes, but I refuse to let this man see me cry. I did what I had to do. Looking back, I regret it. I’ve slept with exactly four men in my life. A random guy at Langley so I could get rid of my stupid V-card, Johnson, Brad, and Filter. It’s a bit sickening when I realize not one of those was because I actually wanted to. Each one was an agenda.

“I got into the group through Filter after meeting him at a bar,” I mumble. “I wanted Koyn, but he’s a tough nut to crack.”

Copper’s features harden. “If you had fucked my brother, I would’ve probably put a bullet in your head too.”

A chill ripples through me, but I ignore it. “I’m not into getting raped, so your brother was spared having to sleep with the whore.”

Copper rolls his eyes at my flippancy. “So you got in. Then what?”

“Then I snooped. Everyone was tightlipped around me, but I learned a lot. I saw what you guys did. The torture and murder. The fact you were robbing people blind to pay for Koyn’s fancy-ass compound.”

“You got your proof we’re monsters,” Copper grunts out, irritation in his tone. “Fucked your way almost to the top. You found out Erin was missing but were no longer in a position to look for her since you’d fixated on us.”

Guilt claws at my heart. Erin is still out there because I thought there was more to the big picture. If the bad guys had stuff about the Koynakovs, then maybe they were the heart of the entire operation. As I got involved with the Royal Bastards, I soon realized I’d opened a can of worms, but it strayed from my original investigation. I became so fixated on the Royal Bastards, specifically the Koynakovs, since I was living with them, I lost sight of my goal.

“I’m not perfect,” I snap, scowling at him. “I think we’ve established that.”

He studies me for a beat and then sighs. “So back to Collins and Vidal. Why were they looking into us?”

“I’ve wondered that a lot, but I can’t seem to find an answer.”

He begins tapping away on the computer. I can’t see, so I stand and round his desk to get closer, abandoning my blanket on the chair. Copper doesn’t seem annoyed at my nosiness and continues to search through the FBI database for information regarding Collins and Vidal.

“The company name was Watcher’s Group. Check there,” I tell him. “There’s got to be something on Collins in the system.”

But, after a lengthy search, we come up short.

“I’ll have Koyn break into Collins’s server if we can locate one to see what we can find out.” He shoots Koyn an email and then leans back to look at me. “We’ll find out what happened to her.”

For a brief moment, we’re both Feds working on a case. I feel a swell of gratitude for this man. It’s quickly dashed when reality rears its ugly head. He’s just as bad as Vidal and Collins.

“Anything else you can remember about the file?” Copper asks. “Any emails or letters that stand out?”

“Nothing of any significance.”

“Then tell me all the insignificant things instead.”

I place my hands on my hips and shrug. “I saw notes like ‘follow the money’ and ‘he’s in hiding’ and ‘no emails or text correspondence because Koynakov is a tech genius.’”

Copper frowns. “Who’s in hiding?”

“I assumed they meant Koyn.”

“Koyn’s not in hiding. Everyone knows he’s a Royal Bastard and that his brother is a Fed. His property is under his legal name. My brother doesn’t fucking hide.”

“You then? A dirty rat?”

His jaw clenches at my dig. “I’m not hiding either.”

“I was the only female until Hadley came along,” I grumble. “How the hell am I supposed to know who ‘he’ is?”

“We need to find out who they were truly after. They clearly stumbled upon us looking for someone else.” He cocks his head to the side, his brows furled in confusion. “Who could they possibly be looking for? Why? Who would be hiding from these motherfuckers and keep that from us?”

His nostrils flare as he slams his fist down hard on the desk. He seems more pissed about this betrayal among one of his brothers than what I’ve done to them.

“I don’t know, but you’re going to find out, Copper.”

“Damn straight I am.” He stands up, sending his chair hurtling backward. “Let’s get you settled in your new accommodations.”

I crane my neck so I can look up at him. “You make it sound like I’m at the Ritz Carlton.”

“Stop sassing,” he growls. His hand grips my jaw as he angles my head back even further. He leans in and I’m forced to grip onto his T-shirt, ready to knee him in the balls if he tries to hurt me. “Let’s go.”

He releases my jaw to grip my bicep. His touch isn’t rough, but he’s not exactly sweet either. More like efficient in the way he drags me out of his office and into the hallway. I’m all poised and ready for a fight until I see one of the dogs. I squeal and damn near climb him like a tree.

“Such a pussy,” he complains, but I hear the smile in his voice as he grabs my ass.

Unashamed of my actions, I spread my legs, hooking them behind him as I hold on to his neck. It’s intimate for him to hold me this way. I try not to focus on the way my skin heats and my heart stammers. I certainly don’t allow myself to think about what sex with a man like Copper would be like.

He walks us into a guest room with a woodsy theme. I’ve noticed his rustic décor travels throughout the rooms of the house I’ve been in. I don’t tell him I like it because who admits to enjoying their prison cell?

“You have a bathroom and cable. I’ll bring you a snack before bed.” He grips my hips, sending a shock of a thrill shooting through me. “Let go.”

I huff but release him. He tosses me onto the bed. My tiny shorts and cami leave me underdressed and exposed. Because he’s a man and I have a body most men can appreciate, he drags his heated stare over every inch of me, settling on my tits.

“Be good,” he says as he leaves. “If you try to escape, you’ll pay for it, Stormy. Don’t make me regret bringing you here when it’d be easier to toss you into the fire at the slaughterhouse.”

“Never,” I lie.

Our eyes meet and I don’t hide the fact that one day I will leave this place.

“Always lying to further your agenda,” Copper states, penetrating me with a hard stare. “One day soon, you’re going to learn how much I don’t like liars.”

It’s on the tip of my tongue to taunt him like old times. This isn’t like before, though. I’m not a guest. I’m a captive. Because I’m a Fed, I know I can escape. I’ve been trained for situations like this. I’ll run at my first opportunity.

Unlucky for me, he’s a Fed too.

I’ll have to run fast and hide well because he’s been trained to find people.

I know for a fact the next time he catches me, he won’t be as nice. I have one shot and I can’t fuck it up.
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I file out of the briefing room at headquarters, my mind still on the fact I have a captive in my house. But, unlike most captives, mine is bitchy and unappreciative over the fact I don’t have her chained to a bed. There was a calculating glint in her eyes this morning, but with the shock collar and cameras on my house, I’m not too worried. Plus, she’s scared to fuck over my dogs. I think she’ll barely venture out of her room, much less try to escape.

“Koynakov. A word.”

My superior and good friend, Dan Greene, motions for me to follow him into his office. As I get older, I’ve taken less leading roles on investigations, hoping to move toward retirement sooner than later. Today, I could barely focus on Dan’s words as he gave intel on a cell of drug traffickers all the way up from Mexico who’d moved into the Tulsa area. I’m sure he’s going to chew me out.

I follow him into his office and shut the door behind me. Dan is a few years younger than me, but he’s already a grandpa. I’d kill Blake if he made me a grandpa before I turned fifty.

“What’s up?” I ask, settling into my seat across from him.

He fusses with the knot on his tie before letting out a heavy sigh. “What’s going on with you, man? Your mind is elsewhere all the damn time. You’re my best man and I can’t even rely on you anymore.”

Ouch.

“My brother,” I say, because it’s not a total lie. “He’s been having family problems. I’ve been doing what I can to help. I’ll get to work on this drug case and give it my focus.”

Dan visibly relaxes. “You’re close to your brother. I get it.” He sighs and scrubs his palm over his face. “I actually need your focus elsewhere, though.”

I cross my arms over my chest. “You didn’t mention any other cases in the briefing room.”

“That’s because it’s unofficial.” He leans forward like he’s afraid of being overheard. “I got a call last night from an untraceable number. The voice was muffled on purpose, but they told me I needed to look into the Royal Bastards MC here in Tulsa.”

My thoughts immediately go to Stormy. Did she somehow get a call in before she tried to play hero at the slaughterhouse?

“Male or female?”

“Most definitely male,” he says, making me relax a bit knowing she didn’t also betray us this way.

“The Royal Bastards are just a biker gang who like to work on Harleys and drink beer,” I say slowly, watching his eyes for any tells that he knows I’m connected with said gang. “Hardly feels worth our time.”

“But it is,” Dan argues. “When I search it in our database, it comes up empty in Tulsa. Nothing. No record of them existing. There are chapters all over and all kinds of shit on them, but nothing in the Tulsa chapter.”

“You want me to dig in and learn more about them?”

He nods. “I know calls like this are often bogus and a distraction, but I wouldn’t feel right about ignoring it. But, since it was just the call and no other information to go off of, I can’t exactly open up an active investigation.”

“If you get me the number, I’ll do what I can to figure out what’s going on.” I go to stand, but he stops me, pointing to his computer.

“Keep this between us,” he says in a near whisper. “I think we might have been hacked.”

The hairs on my arms stand on end. “The FBI has a whole department to make sure that doesn’t happen.”

“I know,” he grinds out. “Makes me sound like a conspiracy theorist. But watch this.”

He logs into the program and opens a new investigation with Royal Bastards MC Tulsa chapter as the title. After typing in some random information, he saves it. Then, when he goes to look for it, it’s gone.

Because Koyn designed it that way.

Fuck.

“Sounds like a computer glitch. It’s worth looking into, though. I’ll see what I can come up with.”

Dan’s features relax. “Thanks, Jeremy.” He smiles at me, no longer stressed from before. “Come out and visit Miranda and the girls. Valerie and her boyfriend have been staying with us, so we’re getting our fill of the new baby.”

I like Dan, but I have too much shit on my plate to come play with his grandbaby.

“I’d like that,” I lie. “Maybe we can go downtown for dinner or something one weekend. I’ll let you know.”

As soon as I leave his office, I’m on the phone to Koyn. He doesn’t pick up, so I leave the office and head out to his compound. I drive along the long dirt road toward Koyn’s and notice Katana sitting up in a deer stand, a rifle pointed right at me. I give him a slight wave and he nods. After Genworth and Putnam last night shooting out half the windows at Koyn’s as we lured them in, everyone seems to be on high alert. I notice Payne in the woods near the house, a rifle in his hands too.

All the windows have been boarded up. Bermuda is outside talking to a couple of guys who are standing near a truck with the logo Robertson Glass Company emblazoned on the side. If I had more time, I’d listen in on whatever story Bermuda is spinning for these guys. Most times, money is enough. When Bermuda hands them a wad of cash, I can tell they’ll do their jobs of replacing the windows without argument.

Inside, Bizzy and Gibson are sweeping up glass. In the conference room where they have Church, Blake is inspecting a hole in the flat screen made by a bullet.

“Nees,” I greet. “How you doing, Son?”

“Copper.” He gives me a stupid little chin lift that used to piss me off when he lived under my roof because it felt disrespectful.

“Where’s Koyn?”

“Office.”

It was hard making the change to call Blake by his road name Koyn gave him. It was even harder every time he’d call me by mine rather than Dad. But, it was either let him join up with the Royal Bastards or watch him ruin his fucking life. My son is a mouthy sonofabitch who typically bucks at authority. I blame Krista for that one. The Royal Bastards allows him to run his fucking mouth, but also learn a little respect. Koyn doesn’t cut him any slack either, even if he is his nephew.

I find my brother in his office chair, pounding away on his keyboard like it personally wronged him. Filter sits across him in a chair and Dragon is leaned up against the wall, hiding in the shadows of the office where the light fixture was damaged and the window is boarded up.

“We have a problem,” I bark out as I enter the room and close the door behind me.

Filter’s glare is murderous as he sweeps it over me. I can see the questions dancing in his stare, clearly wondering how I’ve made Stormy pay, but I ignore them for now. Koyn turns his dark, serious eyes my way, mild annoyance flitting in them.

They’re all pissy over Stormy. I get it. I’m fucking pissy too. But that bullshit has to be shelved for a later date. We have bigger fish to fry.

“Koyn, we need to find out who called from this number. Any and all calls going to my superior or anyone at the FBI for that matter from this phone number need to be rerouted or blocked.” I slap a sticky note down on his desk. “They called and told Dan he should be looking into the Royal Bastards MC Tulsa chapter. Imagine his surprise when he can’t even search or save the name.”

“Fuck,” Filter growls. “Stormy?”

“A man,” I grind out. “If I had to guess, it’s Vidal and Collins.”

Koyn scowls at me. “I suggest you start talking fast, big brother, because I don’t know what the hell you’re going on about.”

I pace the room, running my fingers through my hair that’s far too overgrown these days. I need Krista to cut it, but she usually comes over to do that. There’s no way in hell I’ll ever be able to explain Stormy at my house wearing a fucking shock collar.

“I got some information out of Stormy last night and—”

“How?” Dragon asks, emerging from the shadows like the goddamn Boogieman. “Are you punishing her? You should be. She deserves it. Hell, I can do it if you’re not up for the task.”

Fucking sadistic freak.

“I was persuasive,” I spit out. “I can handle my own shit. Now let me get this out.”

Koyn nods at me to continue.

“She said she wound up in Tulsa looking into some guys for a friend of hers. When she went to see them, there was a file on the desk with our names on it plus the Royal Bastards,” I say to my brother. “She got sidetracked and went on a wild goose chase looking into us. Her superior ignored her requests to investigate, fucked her because he could, and then put her on administrative leave.”

Filter mutters out something hateful about Stormy, but I ignore it for now.

“She wouldn’t let it rest, because, well, it’s fucking Stormy we’re talking about here,” I mutter. “She came back, weaseled her way in, and has been gathering intel ever since.”

Koyn nods at my words. “Which lines up to what you said last night. She was here and no one really knew about her agenda. What about the two cops you killed?”

“Dirty. Using her as much as she used them.” I shrug as I glance over at Filter, who is boring his stare into me. “The cops won’t be a problem. But Collins and Vidal might be. If they were looking into us, there might be a reason. With the anonymous call to Dan, who knows what the fuck they’re up to now.” I point at the number on the sticky note. “We need to find everything we can on Collins and Vidal. Have Bermuda pull up any financials if there are any on them to follow the money. From what Stormy says, she thinks they’re trafficking women because her friend ended up going missing after coming in contact with these guys.”

“We’ll find them,” Koyn growls, “but I want to know why in the fuck they want us? Do you think they were involved somehow with Genworth or Putnam?”

“I don’t think so,” I mumble, my eyes darting between Filter and Dragon. “There’s more.” My eyes land on Koyn’s. He reads me like he’s done since we were kids.

“You can say what you need to say in front of them. They know what we say in here stays between the four of us,” Koyn assures me. “Spit it the fuck out.”

“They’re looking for someone,” I rush out. “Someone in this house.”

Koyn’s jaw clenches. “If they try to take Hadley—”

“Him,” I bark out. “They’re looking for a man, not a woman.”

The room goes deathly quiet.

“A fucking rat inside my house?” Koyn asks in a low, menacing growl. “Again?”

“Maybe not a rat. Just someone they want.” I bounce my gaze between Dragon and Filter, who wear matching pissy frowns, but neither is giving off a guilty vibe. “If it were me, I’d drag each man in here and interrogate the fuck out of them.”

Koyn is quiet for a long moment. “You’re not me. This is my club. I’ll get to the bottom of it.”

I know he’s more than capable, even if he does things a little differently than I would.

“I need to get back home. Keep me posted,” I say, starting for the door.

“You need to get rid of her,” Filter barks out, stopping me in my tracks. “Stormy is relentless. She’ll get under your skin through your dick and that mouth of hers she’s always running. Before you know it, you’ll have given the bitch the keys to your castle. She’s a liar and will do whatever is necessary to further her own agenda.”

I turn around and pin him with a glare. “I can handle my captive. Why don’t you worry about the intel I’ve given you before it lands every one of our asses in prison?”

A vein in Filter’s forehead pops with homicidal rage.

Koyn slaps his hand down on the desk. “Enough. Both of you.” To Filter, he says, “Get over your shit. She betrayed us. Boo fucking hoo. We have bigger shit to stress about. Copper can handle her skinny ass.”

Filter deflates, giving his prez a sharp nod. “The bitch is his problem now.”

A problem I’m eager to get back home and deal with.

“And you better make her sing like a fucking canary with any other information that can help us,” my brother growls. “Don’t make me send Dragon to do the job for you.”

Dragon grins like the Cheshire cat.

His dick is probably hard as fuck imagining how he’ll cut out all her organs one by one. Fuck that. She knows what a psychopath Dragon is, which means she’ll give me whatever I want and I won’t have to touch a hair on her pretty head.

“Everything I’ve come up with so far is in our shared folder,” I tell Koyn on my way out. “We’ll get these fuckers.”

All three of them grunt in agreement.

If there’s anything I’ve learned since my brother became prez over this area chapter, it’s that you don’t fuck with the Royal Bastards.
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Stormy

 

Boredom is going to kill me.

I’ve searched the house from top to bottom to no avail. Copper keeps his office locked tight, but other than that, I’ve had free rein. He was even kind enough to let the dogs out this morning when he left for work. I caught glimpses of them playing like puppies in the quickly melting snow. It would have been cute if they weren’t so terrifying.

Being around Hansel and Gretel makes me think about Calla and Cove, my twin siblings who are in college now. I haven’t seen them or spoken to them since I joined the Royal Bastards undercover. It was too risky. Now, I’ve probably jeopardized them even more by blowing my cover. Copper may be easy to get along with, but Koyn is a fucking tool. And smart as hell. He’ll have my entire life stripped apart before I know it.

I need to get the hell out of here.

If I can get to Fayetteville where the twins attend the University of Arkansas, maybe I can convince them to take off with me. We can go into hiding together. I’ll take care of them like I always did growing up. They’ll be safe. I can keep them safe if I can just get to them.

The dogs bark at something outside, making the hairs on my neck prickle. It’s because of them I haven’t just waltzed out the front door. Copper makes it seem as though they’re harmless, but I’ve seen what vicious dogs can do when in multiples. Hansel and Gretel have sharp teeth and are solid muscle. Between the two of them, they could take me down and kill me like those dogs killed Mom.

A tremble of fear ripples down my spine. I try to ignore it, but my hands won’t stop shaking. If I have any hope of getting out of here, I need to put my big girl panties on and just leave.

I suck in a deep, calming breath.

I have to do this.

Just like all those years ago, I snatched the twins up and got them to safety so those dogs didn’t kill them too. And, like then, their safety is what prevails over my fear.

I have to protect my siblings.

Quickly, I assess my outfit in the mirror. I threw on my warmest outfit—black skinny jeans, black riding boots, and an OU hoodie I stole from Bermuda’s closet once while putting away his laundry. It still smells like him, which makes me tear up.

He’s a bad guy like the rest of them.

Try telling my heart that.

Bermuda, of all the guys, really was like a brother to me. He reminded me of Cove in so many ways. Wore his heart on his sleeve but loved intensely. I know Bermuda loved me right back. It sickens me knowing he hates me now.

I swipe at the stupid tears forming and grab my bag. It’s bulky and I wish it were a backpack instead, but I can’t worry about that now. I need my stuff and I need to get the hell out of here now. After pulling the hood over my head, I make my way to the front door, peeking out the side window.

It’s eerily quiet.

The dogs are off somewhere rather than horsing around in the front yard.

It’s now or never.

Slowly, I creak open the door. The alarm panel on the door doesn’t beep because it’s been shut off. I already tried to access the police earlier, but Copper had been two steps ahead of me, deactivating the alarm completely. Slowly, I creep out the front door and onto the porch. The afternoon sun has melted most of the snow. It’s muddy as hell and I cringe knowing I’m going to ruin my boots.

Focus, girl.

I take ginger steps down the slick steps on the front porch, craning my head to listen for any threatening sounds. When I hear nothing, I sweep my gaze over the yard, trying to make sense of which direction I should go. The lake wraps around two sides of his property. It leaves the long driveway or the woods. Since I have no idea when Copper will return, I decide to take my chances in the woods.

Despite the sun being out and the snow melting, my body temperature drops quickly since I’m underdressed. I couldn’t find a jacket or a coat. The one I’d worn the night before was missing and Copper’s bedroom was also locked, so I couldn’t steal one of his. Bermuda’s hoodie is the only thing keeping me warm.

I reach the edge of the cleared property and stare into the thick woods, nerves threatening to consume me. I’m more of a city girl than a country one. I prefer shopping malls and restaurants than the great outdoors. Trekking through the woods unprepared and while escaping a captor is going to be trying.

Sucking in a deep breath, I attempt to calm myself. This is easy. It’s just walking. I don’t even have to run because Copper isn’t here. I’ll get a massive head start on him. By the time he can even try to track me, I’ll be long gone to Arkansas to grab the twins. Then, I’ll be a ghost, hiding so far away and under the radar, Koyn and the others will never be able to find us.

I’m imagining the soft, shy smile on Cove’s face when I roll my ankle on a fallen branch, sending me crashing to the still-snowy earth floor. I cry out in surprise and curse the moment I realize I’ve cut my palm open on a sharp branch. The pain is a dull throb at first and then it begins to burn. Blood runs down, dripping into the pure white snow, tainting it.

“Shit,” I complain as I drop my bag to rifle through it.

I locate a black tank top and use it to wrap around my bleeding hand to staunch the flow. Once I’ve tucked in the ends under the fabric and made a makeshift bandage, I snatch my bag up and toss it over my shoulder.

A moan escapes me when I take a step, putting pressure on my rolled ankle. The sound of dogs viciously barking from far away has terror clawing up my throat.

Oh God.

I whimper, limping forward, eager to escape the Dobermans. With each step, tears roll down my cheeks, dripping from my jaw. Sure, the pain hurts, but the image of being mauled by Hansel and Gretel is terrifying beyond my wildest nightmares. I’m frantic as I hobble through the forest, growing dizzy and lightheaded with each step. The barking gets louder as it nears. My ears ring as they rush with blood and my chest hurts with how hard my heart is beating.

I try to remain calm, but when I hear the barking grow nearer, I let out a yelp before breaking into a full-on sprint despite the searing pain in my ankle. Branches whip at my face as I run and I stumble more times than I can count.

The dogs are closer than before, their barking making my skin crawl. I consider climbing a tree when I’m hit with a sudden painful jolt of electricity that makes me collapse to my hands and knees.

The collar.

I’d tried getting it off earlier, but Copper didn’t even leave me with a butter knife. I sort of forgot about it until now.

This will be how I die.

Just like Mom—a product of all my bad decisions literally biting me in the ass.

A gut-wrenching sob pierces the air as I claw at the collar. Another painful jolt has my eyes rolling back in my head. I crawl blindly searching for the perimeter line, hoping I cross it before I pass out.

Jolt after jolt assaults me to the point I begin to puke. Still, I crawl back toward the barking, hating every second of the last moments of my life. When I go more than a few seconds without the electric shock, I collapse, my chest heaving from exertion. Branches crack from nearby followed by a vicious growl.

As soon as I see the blue collar on the Doberman, I begin to black out.

“Don’t bite me, Hansel.”

He runs straight for me, but I pass out before I meet my final fate.
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I wake to licking.

On my face and hands.

I’m confused and disoriented. Parts of me are cold and I shiver, but two warm bodies are pressed against me. When I realize it’s Hansel and Gretel licking me, I let out a terrified mewl. Both dogs whimper as though they’re afraid, which confuses me.

Why aren’t they eating me?

Gretel nudges at my hand that hurts like a motherfucker. She whines, sniffing the blood. I tense up, wondering if she’ll bite it. When she doesn’t, I take a chance at petting her. The dog nuzzles me as though she’s happy for the touch.

Every muscle in my body aches from exertion. My ankle throbs fiercely and my hand will need stitches. I’m in dire need of medical attention, but I can’t move. I could scream at myself for being so stupid and careless. I had my chance at escape and it’s gone. I’ll never get Calla and Cove away safely.

Defeat floods through my veins, immobilizing me. The cold snow seeps into my bones, making me sleepy. Either I’m going to die out here from the elements, or I’ll die when Copper gets home. He’s going to want to strangle me. Maybe he’ll decide I’m too much trouble and let Filter or Dragon have me. Both of those men would get their rocks off on torturing me to death. It’s best if I just die now.

Of course it wouldn’t be that easy.

I drift in and out, only waking when one of the dogs whimpers or licks me. If it weren’t for their warmth, I would’ve probably already died. All my fear has taken a back seat. I’m grateful they’ve decided to cuddle me rather than tear me apart limb from limb.

A deep voice calls out from far away. Both dogs tense up and begin barking in response. Traitors. I squeeze my eyes shut, dreading the inevitable. Once again, sleep steals me away, and I only wake when someone curses.

I blink open my eyes to see Copper glaring at me. He’s handsome as ever in his navy and yellow FBI jacket. His hair is messier than usual and frown lines appear between his brows.

“They didn’t eat me,” I whisper.

Copper grunts. “No. They didn’t.”

I’d expected screaming or for him to lash out at me. Instead, he stares at me like I’ve disappointed him. Of all the things he could have done, this is the worst. I burst into tears, which makes the dogs whine.

“Enough of that,” Copper mutters. “I can’t deal with you crying.”

This only makes me cry harder.

I’ve failed.

The Royal Bastards. My siblings. The FBI.

And especially myself.
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Copper

 

Stormy’s wet lashes flutter and her head lolls to the side as she passes out. Alarm chases away the fury that had been raging through me the moment I realized she’d run off. Now, all that matters is getting her skinny ass back inside where I can see to her injuries and warm her up.

“Good dogs,” I praise Hansel and Gretel. “You kept this idiot from freezing to death.”

Both animals whine with worry for our new “guest.”

“She’s going to be okay,” I assure them as I shoulder her bag and then slide my arms beneath her. “And when she’s feeling better, I’ll whip her ass for this stunt.”

Hansel barks at me as though he understands every goddamn word and doesn’t like that idea. Ignoring my dog, I scoop her up and start back to the house. Her body is cold, which is worrying, and her clothes are drenched from the melting snow. I’ll need to assess the cut on her hand too that’s bleeding through her shirt she wrapped around it.

I did not want to deal with this shit when I got home.

I wanted to drill her for more answers, not play fucking hero.

But, just looking at her blue lips has me feeling like a goddamn pussy because I’m worried she went and got herself hypothermia. Regardless of what Hansel thinks, I’m definitely whipping her ass for this.

The walk back to the house is a treacherous one with all the snow covered fallen branches. It’s no wonder she hurt herself. If she’d walked down the road like a normal person, she wouldn’t be in this predicament. I would’ve seen her ass and could have just grabbed her.

Filter was right.

I’ve been too soft on her. I’ve just let her be Stormy rather than a captive traitor like she truly is. That shit changes now. Clearly, I can’t trust her at all.

I make my way back inside, hating that we’re tracking mud into the house. When her ass heals, she’s going to clean it up too because this is all her fault. I’m fuming again by the time I reach the guest room. But, when I lay her down on top of the covers, her wrecked state has my chest squeezing again.

Her boots are soaked and caked with mud, so I rip them off along with her socks first. I manage to get her jeans unfastened and pulled over her hips before she wakes in a panic. She kicks out at me, terror wild in her blue eyes. I grab her foot to keep from getting my balls smashed and she howls in pain. Relaxing my hold, I take in the bruising, swollen flesh.

“I have to get these wet clothes off of you and get you cleaned up,” I growl as I set her foot back down. “Kick at me again and I’ll leave your ass in here to die.”

A sob shudders through her, but she doesn’t fight me anymore. I’m able to remove her wet jeans and then her hoodie without any resistance. Once she’s in nothing but her bra and panties, I drag her blanket over her body.

“I’ll be right back,” I grunt out before stalking out of her room on a hunt for my first aid kit.

After unlocking my bedroom, I locate my kit in the bathroom closet and wet a washcloth with hot water. I snag a few more towels and head back to her room. She’s asleep again by the time I return, which suits me just fine. I unwrap her hand first to assess the damage.

She fucked herself up good.

With a heavy sigh, I set to cleaning the open wound with alcohol that makes her scream out in pain. We struggle a bit, but I manage to subdue her enough to get it clean enough I can suture it up. Having a boy who loved the outdoors and didn’t listen to a damn word his parents said, I did my fair share of stitching cuts up. Stormy remains still as I sew her flesh closed and wrap her up with new gauze. I work on making a compression wrap for her ankle to keep the swelling at bay. Once her injuries are seen to, I clean her up with the washcloth as best as I can before tucking her tight inside the blankets.

“Rest until I get some soup made,” I instruct.

I put away my mess and then set to making her some chicken broth. The dogs, still muddy and whiney from the day’s activities, follow me around with their tongues hanging out like I might slip them their own bowl of soup. I toss them a few treats and take the soup back to Stormy.

She’s sitting up in bed, her hair a tangled mess and her blue eyes wild, when I return. The blanket is clutched in the grip of her uninjured hand, holding it just above her breasts.

“W-Where are my clothes?” she demands, her brows pinching in confusion.

“They were soaked.” I try to keep my cool, knowing she’s still kind of out of it. “Now you’re going to eat this soup—”

“Stay away from me!”

I set the bowl down on the end table. “You can cut this bullshit right now,” I growl. “I just went and rescued your ass, treated your ass, and was about to feed your ass. What I don’t need is you making my ass feel like shit when you’re the one who fucking bolted!”

She flings the covers off and launches herself off the bed. The moment she puts weight on her foot, she cries out, flailing. I snag her before she hits the ground, drawing her into my arms.

“No!” she shrieks. “Don’t touch me, you monster!”

“Calm the fuck down!” I roar.

She wriggles and screeches in my grip. I toss her back on the bed, already over her shit. When she bares her ass to me, barely covered in a pink thong, as she tries to crawl away, I decide it’s time to punish her now rather than later. I grab her good ankle, dragging her back toward me. With a hard smack, I strike her white ass. Her entire body goes still before she snarls out every curse word known to man. I smack her ass harder this time.

Apparently it’s going to take a lot more than my hand.

She howls, her voice dripping with terror when I undo my belt. I yank it off with a swoosh as I pin her down with a strong hand on the middle of her back. Her scream is otherworldly when I strike her ass hard, just like I used to have to do to Blake when he was going through a shitty-ass pre-teen stage. She squirms and sobs, fighting me to no avail.

Whack. Whack. Whack.

I stripe her ass crimson until she stops trying to escape. Her sobs become hysterical, but she gives in to the punishment. Once I’ve deemed she’s had enough, I caress her hot, abused flesh.

“Good girl,” I praise. “Now, I want you to—”

“Please don’t rape me.”

And just like that, I’m pissed again.

“We’ve already established no one has to rape you, Stormy. All they have to do is possess something you want and you spread those pretty legs all by yourself.” I smack her sore bottom again, pleased at how she flinches. “Question is, what do you want from me, little storm? Freedom? You willing to let me fuck you for that.”

“Fuck. You.”

The fire in her tone has me fighting a smile. At least I know she’s getting back to normal. I drop my belt and flip her onto her back. She sucks in a breath when I pounce on her, pinning her wrists to the bed and crushing her with my massive frame. Hate burns bright in her blue eyes, making them sparkle like never before.

“I want you to listen real good,” I murmur, fixating on the way her lips slowly return to their pink color now that her blood is flowing hot and angry through her. “You’re mine now. I fought to keep you and I’ll keep fighting. You owe me answers and your discomfort will bring me great pleasure. Spanking you was the highlight of my day.” I smirk at her, loving the blush that creeps over her pretty makeup-free face. “When we fuck, you’ll beg for it, woman. Your pussy will be so wet and so fucking needy you’ll slide right over my cock, eager as hell to finally be getting my dick.”

“You can go right to hell,” she snaps.

I push her wrists together above her head, locking them in my grip of one hand so I can free up my other. She cries out when I grab her knee, pushing it to the side. I wedge myself between her thighs, settling my cock against her cunt. Slowly, I rock my erection against her, loving how her lips part with a gasp.

“I’ve never had to rape a woman,” I rumble, grinding against her. “I never will either.”

A whimper escapes her and she bites on her bottom lip, unable to hide how much she likes what I’m doing to her.

“I know you have me built up to be a monster in your head, but you can just quit that shit right now. I’m a man who does what he has to in order to protect his family. That includes the Royal Bastards.” I cup her breast over her bra, appreciating the way it fills my hand. “And you may be my captive, but that includes you too, little storm.”

She hisses when I curl a finger beneath the cup of her bra so I can rub across her nipple. Her breath catches when I pull back the cup, revealing the pale skin to me. I pinch at the tender flesh that’s peaked and begging for attention. Her thighs clench around my hips.

“Stop, motherfucker,” she spits out.

I tug my hand away, pleased when her eyes turn dull with barely hidden disappointment. Rather than pinch her nipple some more like I want to, I grip her jaw, holding her face still so I can see her eyes when I finally make her come. The fiery hatred mixed with lust returns in her gaze. Like the brave bitch she is, she glowers at me. Unable to stop myself, I brush a kiss against her soft lips and keep my mouth near hers so when she begins to pant, her hot breath tickles my face.

“Oh God,” she chokes out, her eyes fluttering closed.

I work my hips harder and faster, wishing like fuck my dick was bare and inside her instead. She comes with a yelp and then her entire body trembles with her orgasm. Slowly, I ease off my punishing pace until I’m simply resting against her.

“Now, you’re going to drink that soup like a good girl,” I rumble, stroking my thumb over her bottom lip. “And then you’re going to tell me every detail of Collins and Vidal you can remember.”

I pull away from her and stand. Her eyes fall to the way my dick strains in my work slacks.

“Keep staring at it like you want it in your mouth, Stormy, and I’m going to put it in your mouth. Eat the soup, woman.”

She scoots to the edge of the bed, wincing when she lowers her injured foot to the ground. I pick up the bowl of broth and sit beside her before handing it to her. As she sips on it, I grab the blanket to wrap over her shoulders.

“Tell me everything you can remember.”

She turns her head, her blue eyes studying me. “We already discussed it all last night.”

“There’s been a new revelation. Someone placed an anonymous call to my superior stating we need to look into the Royal Bastards MC.”

Her features pinch into a frown. “It has to be Collins and Vidal.”

“Agreed.”

“Why are they so fixated on you guys?” she ponders aloud before sipping on her broth. “None of this makes any sense.”

“We have to make it make sense real fucking quick, though. Right now, they have an edge on us. Tell me everything about what they were wearing, what they looked like, and where Collins’s office was. I need to know every detail so I can give Koyn as much as I can.”

She gulps down the rest of the broth before setting the bowl down on the end table. “I’m cold.”

“That’s what happens when you run through the woods in the dead-ass of winter wearing nothing but a hoodie,” I grind out. “Stop stalling.”

“I’m not stalling,” she snaps. “I can’t feel my fucking toes. Run me a bath and I’ll tell you what I know.”

Fuck my life.

If Filter saw me running this bitch a bath and feeding her soup like she’s a goddamn princess, he’d shoot us both in the heads. Thank fuck he’s not here.

“Fine. But you’re not bathing alone. I’m going to sit my ass in that bathroom and get answers. You can take or leave the deal.”

“I’ll take it.” She glowers at me. “Asshole.”

My palm itches to flip her onto her stomach and take a hand to her ass again. Instead, I curl my hand into a fist and storm out of the bedroom toward the master bath. I start a hot bath and locate some old bubble shit Krista left behind from when she and I were still married. I’m just dumping it in when I feel Stormy’s presence. She limps into the bathroom, looking pitiful as fuck.

I walk over to her and tug the blanket from her grip. She curls her arms around her waist, not looking me in the eye. Since her hand is fucked up, I take it upon myself to help rid her of the rest of her undergarments. With a quick flick of my fingers, I unhook the back of her bra and then pull the straps off her shoulders. She uncrosses her arms, allowing the bra to hit the floor. Shamelessly, I rake my greedy stare over her perfect tits. My dick is roaring to life once more as I admire the tanned round globes and hardened pink nipples.

“They’re real,” she sasses. “Everyone always says they’re fake, but they’re not.”

I cup one in my palm, squeezing hard enough she gasps. “Feels pretty real to me.”

She smacks my hand away. “Don’t touch me, motherfucker.”

A chuckle rumbles out of me as I stand behind her. Her red striped ass gets my dick really hard. I hook my thumbs into her thong and tug it down her thighs. The inside of her thong is wet from her arousal. I’d give my left nut to pick them up and inhale her scent. Unfortunately, Koyn will kick my ass if I don’t get answers soon. Sniffing her panties like some sort of lovesick dickhead isn’t going to get those answers. I squat down beside her and remove the compression wrap on her ankle so she can soak her foot in the tub.

She cries out when I scoop her into my arms. Carefully, I lower her into the hot bath, soaking the arms of my jacket.

“I’m going to change out of these clothes and then I want you to tell me everything. No more stalling.”
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Stormy

 

I’m losing my mind.

I thought Copper was the safest choice for captivity, but I’d been wrong. So wrong. He’s the worst choice because he’s just compassionate and good-looking enough that I drop my guard.

Boy did I drop it.

I’d loved the way his heavy body pressed into me, pinning me like I belonged to him. His rough, yet reverent touches sent me spiraling. It woke something up inside me that’s better off sleeping. I have no business getting turned on by a man like Copper.

He fucking spanked me.

I’m burning with rage over that fact, but even more angry because I liked it. I liked how after, he held me down and made me come. The soft, sweet way he brushed a kiss over my lips.

Unlike the men before, Copper feels. He’s not a cold bastard like the rest. I’m not a body to sink his dick into. No, Jeremy fucking Koynakov is affected by me and isn’t afraid to act upon it. He’s no gentleman like I’d originally thought.

I need to get my head out of the bedroom and into the game. There’s no way I can outsmart someone like Copper—an equal as far as occupation and personality go—if I’m swooning over him.

Yuck.

I hate that motherfucker.

Those thoughts fade away like the steam from my bath when he returns. This time, he’s changed into a pair of gray sweatpants that hang low on his hips, revealing cut V muscles on his bare torso that even someone like Dragon can’t achieve. Some men were born with good genes and Copper grabbed every single damn one up. Tattoos cover his chest and arms, but it’s the smattering of chest hair between his pecks and the dark trail leading below his waistband that have me damn near drooling.

I’ve seen all of the Royal Bastards in some various state of undress having had to live with them for so long, but Copper was always elsewhere. When he did visit, he was fully dressed. I’ve never seen him like this. It chases away all my resolve. All I can do is stare at the way his abdominal muscles flex and tighten with each step.

“Ready to talk?” His brows are furrowed as he places his hands on his tapered hips, once again drawing my attention to his delicious V. The cock that had been rubbing against me is visible beneath the fabric of his sweats—thick and long, even when not hard.

“I’m thirsty,” I blurt out, unable to keep from licking my lips or even looking away from his stupid tempting cock.

“Unbelievable.”

He stalks out of the bathroom, taking all my crazed hormonal need with him. I gulp in a lungful of air, swiping through the sweat on my brow from the hot bath. My body thrums with need, but I’ll be damned if I ever ask Copper to fulfil that need.

I try to think about the way I felt with Filter. It was always just sex. Good sex, but almost robotic. The emotions were never there for either of us. Filter kept his guard up and me essentially out, and he was always a means to an end for me. So, yes, we orgasmed plenty, but he never truly looked at me—seeing all the parts of me both good and bad.

Copper, when he had me trapped beneath him on the bed, saw it all. He saw me at my worst. In the slaughterhouse when I fucked it all up. When I broke down in front of the dogs. How pitiful I was in the forest, injured and freezing. And, finally, when I came from his touch.

I’ve always prided myself on being strong and unstoppable—like a storm. With him, I feel like a soft breeze, barely blowing through a field of wildflowers. Weak and uneventful. I’m nearly in tears of self-defeat when he returns. As soon as I see the bottle of icy cold vodka, I perk up. He unscrews the lid and offers me the bottle. My fingers brush against his strong ones. I yank the bottle back, trying not to be affected by his touch.

He rolls up one leg of his sweats and sits on one corner of the tub. His foot sinks into the hot, bubbly water beside me. A thrill shoots through me when it brushes against my hip. I don’t move away from it like an idiot and revel in the way my nipples harden. Like we’re lovers and we actually like one another, his foot caresses me in an absent way.

In another world, I could have been with someone like Copper. Had we met on the job and gotten to work together I know I would have fallen head over heels for the confident, sexy older man. I have no doubt he was good to Krista when they were married. And seeing how he looks at Nees, I know he was a good father too.

But this is our fucked-up world.

We didn’t meet taking down bad guys together. We met because he’s the bad guy and I’m trying to take him down alone. Another twist in my crazy-ass life. It shouldn’t be a surprise considering the life I’ve lived. Though it’s not a surprise, it still sucks. I can’t ever catch a break.

Blinking back bitter tears, I swallow down the cold, burning liquid, seeking out the oblivion it offers.

He leans toward me, his bicep flexing in a way that makes me want to lick it, and takes the cold bottle from my grip. I shamelessly watch as his full lips part and wrap around the bottle. He tips his head back and swallows. My gaze fixates on the way his Adam’s apple bobs. I wouldn’t mind licking him there too. Dragging my stare from his throat, I run it down along his firm pecks and back to his abs that may as well be cut from stone they’re so hard.

A smirk tugs at his handsome mouth when he catches me staring. My face burns with embarrassment and I look away. His chuckle annoys me, but he hands me the bottle back, so I forgive him. I manage two long pulls from the bottle, loving the way the alcohol burns through my veins, numbing me from the inside out.

“Talk, little storm.” His toes rub along my ribs, making me squirm, and I shoot him a death glare. He lifts a brow. “Ticklish?”

“Fuck off, Copper.”

All playfulness fades and he scowls. “I’m tired of your shit. Talk to me.”

I let out a heavy sigh and shrug. “Vidal was cute. Hispanic. Dressed well. Charming. Collins was the older of the two men. Maybe your age. Salt and pepper hair but fit. Handsome. He was different than Vidal. There was a cold, calculating glint in his gray eyes. Like everything he does is with purpose.”

“You remember where the building was?”

“Downtown. Right at Second and Detroit. Not the nicest building but certainly not the worst. It was obscure and meant to blend in.”

“Any signs you can remember?”

“Just the Watcher’s Group sign.” I scowl at him. “I already told you everything, Copper. This is a waste of both our time.”

He snatches the bottle from me and drinks another swallow. “You know as good as I do that each time you revisit something in your mind, you find more. Already, you’ve described what they look like, which is more than what you had for me the first time. Stop being a difficult bitch and think.”

I know he’s right, but I hate that he is.

It’s quiet as I try to remember that day. The bottle gets shared back and forth. Copper remains silent, his eyes speaking for him as they roam over my breasts that are slowly being revealed as the bubbles disappear. I can’t hide from him, so I don’t even try. In fact, I get a thrill when he licks his lips.

Focus, girl.

“Vidal wore a lot of jewelry. I thought it was strange for a man to wear that many rings, bracelets, and necklaces. It wasn’t in a feminine way either. Just almost flashy. Like he enjoyed showing off his wealth.”

He nods, pleased at my new information, though it doesn’t feel helpful. “And Collins?”

“He’s more mysterious. I could tell he even keeps Vidal outside of whatever goes on inside his head. Something about Collins felt darker and more sinister than Vidal.” I take the bottle back from Copper, noting how numb my fingers have grown. “There were no family pictures or decorations in his office. It all felt temporary. Like he could abandon it all in a moment’s notice.” I swallow down the liquid and close my eyes. Collins’s face fills my mind, making me shiver. “He had a scar that cut through his brow. I thought it made him look like a villain even though everything else about him outwardly portrayed differently.”

“Good girl,” Copper rumbles, his eyes once again flitting to my tits. “I’m going to call Koyn. Sit tight. Don’t drown.”

I flip him off, earning a deep, amused chuckle from him that sets my insides on fire. Greedily, I drink down the vodka as soon as he leaves, wanting to blot out the past few days of hell.

I must have fallen asleep because I wake to strong arms lifting me out of the tub. I groan, shivering against the cold. Copper sits me down on the chilly bathroom counter, making me cry out. His features are dark and probing as he dries me off like I’m a child. Stupid me just lets him, drinking in his handsome features up close. His dick is hard in his sweatpants, leaving little to the imagination.

He places the compression wrap back on my sore ankle and then wraps a new towel around my shoulders. Tears prickle my eyes, hating his gentleness, as he scoops me up again. I lean my head against the warm spot between his neck and shoulder, inhaling his masculine scent. He sets me down on his bed and then snags a T-shirt that’s been laid out. I’m feeling too drunk to hate the way he dresses me like he cares about me. Instead, I allow myself to enjoy it.

Until he tries to drag me to the middle of the bed.

As though I’m going to sleep with him.

Anger chases off my drunken haze as awareness at my situation comes roaring in.

I kick at him with my good foot, landing a perfect shot to his hard abs. He grunts and his eyes widen with a mixture of hurt and shock. For some reason, it makes me want to cry. I don’t cry, though, and try to kick him again.

“What the fuck is your problem?” he growls, digging his powerful fingers into my thigh and dragging me toward him. My shirt bunches up under my breasts, exposing my pussy to him.

“Don’t touch me! You think you can get me drunk and I’ll sleep with you! Fuck you, Copper!”

I manage to smack him in the face with my good hand, startling him. It only serves to enrage him, not buy me time to escape. His fingers curl into my damp hair and he twists me onto my stomach, painfully yanking until my neck stretches at an odd angle. I whimper as fear douses my inner fire. The strength he possesses is terrifying. With another strong twist, he could easily break my neck.

“I already told you,” he snarls against the side of my neck, his heavy body keeping me trapped against the bed, “you’re mine. I took responsibility for you, which means if I want to touch you, I will. If I want to fuck you, I can. Stop thinking you run the goddamn show, Stormy.”

I have no words for him, just silent tears that stream down my cheeks. A sob catches in my throat when he lifts his body up, fumbles from behind me, and then his thick, throbbing dick rubs along the crack of my ass. My entire body freezes.

“Jeremy,” I whimper, hoping the use of his real name will stop him from what he’s about to do. I was stupid to goad him, especially with vodka in the mix. “Please don’t. I’ve never…”

He releases my hair to gently stroke it away, exposing my shoulder. His kiss on my flesh warms me. “Never what, Brenda?”

I cringe because when you throw out our real names, it almost feels like this thing between us is real. Not a captive and captor situation.

“Anal,” I choke out. “It’ll hurt. I’m not ready.”

Filter was the only man who wanted it, but I was too afraid to try. I’d already given up so much of myself that I didn’t want to give that up too.

“Suck on my finger, little storm,” he murmurs, his breath hot against my skin. “Be a good girl and obey.” He presses his finger against my lips, and to my utter horror, I open to invite it in. Not only do I let it in, I suck on his callused flesh in a fervent way that I hope gains me favor. Based on the way he rubs his dick against my crack, I’d say he’s enjoying it.

He pulls it out and then slides off me. His finger finds its way to my asshole and he teases the tight ring. I clench my cheeks, tears burning in my eyes.

“Let me in, baby,” he croons. “I need to feel what’s been untouched by anyone. What belongs to me.”

I’m drunk because his stupid words warm me to my toes. I relax my body, sucking in a breath when the tip of his finger breaches the hole. Fire burns through me, but I grit my teeth through the pain of it. All that can be heard is the ragged sound of our breathing as he slowly fucks my asshole. I’m afraid to move or utter a word.

“So tight,” he murmurs. “You were right. You’re not ready for my big dick.”

I squirm at his words.

“I bet your pussy is ready. Tell me, little storm, did Filter get your hole nice and stretched to take a real man’s cock?”

“I hate you,” I snap.

He slides his finger out of my hole and smacks my ass. “But you want me.”

His body covers mine once again, sending waves of terror rippling through me. I let loose a sob when his cock rubs between my thighs in a teasing way. “You’re going to crave my cock every second of every day because once I’m inside you, it’ll feel like nothing you’ve ever experienced before. I’ll own you, baby.”

“Jeremy,” I say once more, my voice firm. “If you fuck me tonight, it’ll be rape because I don’t want this. I don’t want you. You can make me come and whisper sweet words, but you’ll be a rapist. Like the sonofabitches who raped your niece and sister-in-law.”

He freezes as my words sink in. Then, as though someone struck him with lightning, he climbs off the bed and yanks his sweats back up. I cry out when he grabs me and picks me up. We struggle as I fight to escape his hold. He’s stronger and thus more successful. I’m only freed from his grip when he dumps me on my bed in the guest room.

He stalks off, leaving me alone. I yank the blanket up over me, needing a moment to myself. Away from him while I figure out my next plan of action. Before I can decide what to do next, he appears with a vengeance, yanking my good hand out from beneath the covers. I scream when the cold metal of handcuffs wraps around my wrist, clicking shut. He jerks my wrist up toward the headboard and hooks the other end to the metal pole that attaches the wood headboard to the frame.

No escape.

“Copper!” I cry out, shooting him with a nasty glare. “What the fuck?”

His dark eyes are icy as he glowers at me in disgust. “You want to play the victim role, then be the fucking victim.” He shakes his head at me, his nostrils flaring. “I had good plans for you, Stormy. I was going to fuck you and keep you. But you’re still out for number one. You. Using what happened to my family as ammunition to fuck me up. Great job, bitch. You succeeded. Now I can’t get those goddamn images out of my head. Hope you enjoyed it while it lasted because I won’t ever fucking touch you again.”

With those words, he flips off the lights and slams the door behind him. I’m so shocked by the cold hatred flung my way, all I can do is gape in the darkness.

I’ve really gone and done it now.
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Copper

 

I wake to barking. Loud and excited. Groaning, I try to ignore the pounding in my skull. Last night, I drank way too fucking much. Everything is a blur. Absently, I reach across the bed, looking for warm flesh. It’s then I remember everything.

The bath.

Her vulnerability.

My finger in her ass.

I was going to fuck her and keep her tucked into my side for last night and every single one after, but then she said some horrible shit that mindfucked me.

I slept alone while she slept handcuffed to her bed.

It’s for the best. Sleeping with her would have just sent me down a path I can’t afford to go down with Stormy. She’s our fucking enemy. Koyn would want to kill me. Filter probably would. Letting Stormy into my heart, like I was so clearly eager to do, would have betrayed my brothers in the worst way.

Never again.

Someone bangs on the door downstairs, really making the dogs go nuts. I slide out of bed, ignoring the intensifying throb in my head as I stalk through the house to see who the fuck is bothering me at this hour. If it’s Krista, I’m going to go off on her.

When I fling the door open, my dogs whine and jump, eager for attention. Koyn, in all his asshole glory, crouches to give Hansel and Gretel some neck scratches.

“Needy fucking dogs,” Koyn gripes, though there’s no malice in his tone. “You spoil them.”

I grunt out my agreement. “Look at them. It’s hard not to.”

Koyn chuckles and then rises to his feet. The dogs take it as they’re not going to get any more love and tear off the porch, eager to chase whatever squirrels they can find. I motion for him to come inside. As I busy myself at the Keurig, Koyn crosses his arms and watches me. He’s wearing his black Royal Bastards leather cut over a white Henley and dark jeans. His boots are muddy, which makes me cringe. Between his mess and the one we made last night, my floors are wrecked.

“Where’s the traitor?” he asks when I set a mug down in front of him.

“In bed.” I turn my back on him and stir some sugar into my own mug.

“Just couldn’t keep your hands off her, could you?”

I snap my head at him, narrowing my eyes. “What?”

“You have claw marks on you, big brother. I’m not stupid. But you, on the other hand, are. Even after I warned you about how Stormy will use you with her pussy, you went and hit it anyway.”

Anger boils my blood. “Fuck you, man. I didn’t sleep with Stormy. Give me some fucking credit.”

His eyes widen in surprise at my outburst. I’m normally the calm brother. Koyn is the one who flies off the handle and rages. The scarred X on his face seems out of place as he gapes at me in shock. Right now, he’s not a biker badass MC prez. He’s my younger brother who’s seeing a side of me I don’t let out often.

“Okay,” he drawls out slowly, his features relaxing back into a cool expression. “Then she’s been giving you some shit I take it?”

I sip my hot coffee, hoping like hell it will chase away this hangover. “Something like that.”

“You get anything else out of her?”

“Not since I called you last night. It’s all she knows, man.”

He nods and then tastes his coffee. His nose scrunches before he walks over to the sugar canister and dumps more in. “It was good intel. I did some digging last night.”

“Oh?”

“I took care of your problem with your superior. Any time they look us up or try to save a file on us or the Royal Bastards, it’ll open up an encrypted file on my server. Everything about it will look legit and as though it’s in the FBI database, but I’ll watch it like a hawk. When I’m not watching it, Halo or Bermuda will have eyes on it. Tell him you looked into it and it’s just a bullshit lead.”

“Good,” I grunt out. “And I will. Last thing I need is Dan opening up an investigation and linking it to me. My ass is too pretty for prison.”

His lips curl into a grin. “Your ass isn’t pretty, dickhead. It’s old. You’d be lucky if you had a couple of boys in there looking for a daddy.”

I flip him off and drink more coffee. “You’re the only fucker who gets off on that daddy kink.”

His gaze darkens and a sinister smile creeps over his face. “Hmph.”

“So what did you find?”

“A lot on Vidal,” he says, setting his mug down. “Has an agency devoted to traveling all over to small cities like Tulsa looking for fresh talent. He’s hard to pin down because he moves around a lot. I cross-referenced some of his meetups, though, and many of the women have vanished.”

“Like Erin.”

He nods. “He’s up to something. It stinks of human trafficking.”

A dark cloud seems to hang over us. With what Stormy said to me last night, it makes me think of the way those bastards hurt his wife and daughter. Then, how Genworth and Putnam hurt Hadley. The fact Stormy compared me to those fuckers has me sick to my stomach. She truly does think I’m a monster.

“What are we going to do about it?” I ask. “Hunt them down and slit their throats?”

Koyn chuckles. “You sure you’re not ready to patch in yet? You know your ass wouldn’t be a fuckin’ prospect like your dumbass son. You’d be my right-hand man.”

“Filter has that job,” I state, my tone bitter for more reasons than I can count.

Koyn, always the perceptive motherfucker, narrows his eyes. It reminds me of back in the day when Dad knew I was lying to him. All it took was that penetrating stare to have me barking out the truth.

“You may not be fucking Stormy, but you sure as fuck want to. You’re jealous of Filter, for fuck’s sake.” He scowls at me, disappointment dripping from him. “This was a mistake. I’ll deal with it.”

He abandons his mug, stalking out of the kitchen. Panic consumes me. My brother is ruthless. He’ll put a bullet through her head without thinking twice. I know he made a promise to Hadley, but Koyn’s been known to break a promise. Slamming my mug down, I chase after him, ignoring the throbbing in my head. I fly into her bedroom, sick to my stomach to see him looming over her.

“Don’t,” I growl, my tone laced with warning.

Koyn glances over his shoulder at me. “I didn’t think you had it in you.”

With cautious steps, I approach the bed. Stormy looks pitiful as fuck. Most of her injuries she caused herself, but Koyn doesn’t know that. Her hair is frizzy and tangled. The normally smooth, made up skin on her face is red and splotchy, swollen from all the crying she did last night. The shock collar around her neck is pretty barbaric looking at it through an outsider’s eyes. Her hand is purple and her arm is twisted at an uncomfortable angle being handcuffed to the bed. The bandage on her other hand has fallen off, exposing the blood-crusted stitches along her cut. My T-shirt swallows her, but it’s ridden up, showing off her bruised ass.

Guilt slicks through me like oil on a lake.

I know this looks worse than it is.

“Wait until the guys hear about this.” He grins at me, pride in his eyes. “Like I said. Right-hand man.”

Stormy whimpers in her sleep. I know she’s in pain from all the shit she went through last night, but I’ll deal with that later. Right now, I need to get my brother out of her room before she opens her big mouth and earns that bullet from Koyn’s gun fair and square. If she uttered the shit she said to me about his family to him, there’s no telling what he’d do to her. And even though she pisses me the fuck off, I won’t let him murder her.

Her blue eyes flutter open and the moment she sees Koyn, terror gleams in them. She truly is scared to death of my brother, which makes it impressive she managed to be a mole under his fucking roof for so long. I give her a slight shake of my head, warning her not to speak, but since I don’t trust her not to, I know it’s time to bail and quick.

“Coffee’s getting cold,” I grunt, nodding at him to follow me.

Koyn stares at her for a long beat before turning on his heel and walking out of the room. I close her door and then make my way back to the kitchen. We drink our coffee in blissful silence.

Once we’re caffeinated and my head doesn’t feel like it’s going to explode, I make my brother help me round up my dogs. We begin the painstaking task of bathing them. Gretel is a baby who loves being pampered in the bath while Hansel always tries to make a great escape. Normally, I have to do this shit alone, so I’m thankful I have my brute of a brother to help. Eventually, we manage to get them washed and dried. They beg for treats since it’s always a given after a bath. As soon as I’ve rewarded them, even Hansel’s bad ass, they plop down on a sunny piece of real state in front of one of the big windows in the living room where the sun pours in.

“Stay for breakfast,” I tell him as I start pulling stuff out of the fridge.

Like old times, when we were kids, we work together in the kitchen. He handles scrambling eggs while I work on the bacon. I’ll eventually need to feed my prisoner and give her a bathroom break, but for now I’ll let her salivate over the savory bacon scent for a bit. That’ll be torture for any-fucking-one.

Koyn perches at the bar, a mountain of food in front of him. After making us some orange juice, I sit beside him. I’ve damn near inhaled it all when I finally get back down to business.

“Any leads on the scaredy cat?” I pop a brow up in question, meeting Koyn’s stare.

His relaxed features harden into his usual grumpy expression. “I’m pissed I even have to look into this shit.”

“You know we’re the only ones who can.” I polish off the rest of my breakfast before pushing my plate aside. “Bizzy is too dumb. If he were scared, we’d see it all over his face. He’s always happy and laughing.”

“I guess Gibson’s out too then?” Koyn asks. “Those two horse around more than they act serious.”

“Maybe, but Gibson always seems a little guarded. Shuttered despite the playfulness he has around his friend. Watch him when he’s alone. Gibson is always somewhere else. Keep him on the maybe list.”

Koyn nods, a frown furrowing his brow. He knows to trust me when I do my job. Profiling people is just something not only I was trained to do but something I’m good at.

“Filter?” I refuse to meet Koyn’s glare, but he’s going to get pissed because we’re discussing yet another liar within our ranks.

“It’s not him.”

At his clipped words, I snap my eyes up. “Just like that, huh?”

“You say you’re not wanting to fuck this bitch, but, man, you’re sure acting like a jealous boyfriend when it comes to my VP. I personally vetted his ass before I brought him in under me. He’s been with me since the beginning. Filter’s life has been documented and available for me to see dating back to his first run-in with the police in high school. He was a pretty boy who liked to fight, bulked up during college, lost his football scholarship, and nearly got his ass sent to prison for underground fighting. The guy was drinking himself to death by the time I found him. Nothing in his past alludes he’d be hiding from anyone.”

I know he’s right, but I can still detest the guy. “Someone who lost money on a fight? I mean, can you really rule him out?”

“Next,” he barks out. “Bermuda’s clean.”

Bermuda is a whiz with not only computers, but numbers too. The man was suited for Wall Street but had the bad luck of growing up in Oklahoma. His ranch hand job near Dallas was his big attempt at a real career, but in the end, that didn’t work out for him. Koyn sought him out, not the other way around like many of the others. Bermuda is definitely clean.

“Payne? Halo?”

Koyn scowls, running a palm over his face. “My first inclination is to say no.”

“But?”

“But Payne has a daughter in college. For all I know, he could be staying away from her if he felt threatened by someone. Anytime anyone mentions his family, he completely shuts down.”

Interesting.

“I’ll look into him,” I vow. “Keep an eye on him. Have Bermuda trace anything he can too. Halo?”

“Ex-military. I’ve already scoped him out, but you know how those guys are. Secrets galore.” Koyn lets out a heavy sigh. “Halo is broody as fuck and quiet, but I don’t ever sense him hiding his past from me. My gut tells me it’s not him.”

“No, dumbass, your heart does. He’s your brother by patch. Which is why your flesh and blood brother needs to help you see things objectively. He’s on the maybe list along with Payne and Gibson.”

“And Nees?” Koyn growls out, stabbing me with words I knew were coming.

“Blake may be young, but he’s my kid. He’s too mouthy to keep a secret. Up until last year, he lived with me, for fuck’s sake. If he were hiding something, we’d know it.”

Koyn smirks. “Remember that time he tried to keep that injured squirrel as a pet hidden away in his room?”

“He was eight. Sketchy as fuck expression he had, too. I knew he’d done something, but Krista just couldn’t imagine her boy lying straight to her face.” A chuckle bubbles out of me. “The poor thing died and Blake hid it in his closet under a mountain of shoes and soccer cleats. I never heard Krista scream so goddamn loud as the day she found that dead, rotting animal.”

Our humor fades and Koyn clears his throat, moving on.

“That leaves Dragon and Katana,” Koyn says, his gaze darkening. “Should we put them on the list too?”

“We know shit about Katana. He’s quiet and follows Dragon around like a puppy.” I let out a sigh and nod. “I’d say he seems more protective than afraid and in hiding, but since we’ve always known so little about him, it’s smart to put him on the list. And Dragon?”

“Is probably a serial killer hiding from the authorities?” Koyn asks, smirking. “For someone so fucked-up, he has a big damn mouth. Dragon doesn’t seem the type to hide. If anything, people should want to hide from him.”

That’s the fucking truth. Dragon is two steps over the cliff of insanity, only held back by the precarious grip of his shadow Katana.

“He might not be afraid, but we can’t discount he might have secrets,” I say with a shrug. “Put him on the maybe list.”

Even though Dragon and Filter didn’t seem guilty when I mentioned someone hiding, it doesn’t mean they aren’t good actors. We can’t rule anyone out.

Koyn stands and walks his plate over to the sink. “You realize I have to look into half my fucking guys, right? What the fuck would Collins or Vidal want with any of them?”

“We’re going to find out,” I assure him. “These things take time. How’s Hadley?”

“Better now that she’s home where she belongs and safe from Putnam and her fucking father.” His murderous expression fades as he thinks about her. “I still can’t believe I’m going to have a kid, man. I never thought…” He trails off, vulnerability shining in his eyes. “I never thought I’d have a chance at a family again.”

“You deserve it,” I rasp out. “They’d be happy you found love again.”

We both grow silent, offering a quiet moment for his deceased wife and daughter. Eventually, he clears his throat and nods toward the door.

“I’m going to head out,” he grunts. “I’ll start investigating on my end.”

“Same, brother. I’ll also keep digging on Collins and Vidal leads.”

“All we have to do is wait them out. One wrong move and we’ll be on them,” Koyn vows, his body rippling with violence. “We’ll be ready. Those fuckers will wish they never heard our goddamn name.”

After giving my brother a squeeze to the shoulder, I see him out. Then, I make a plate of food for my prisoner. I’ve cooled off since last night and feel less hungover now that I’ve eaten, so I’m not ready to rip her head off anymore. When I enter the bedroom, her eyes are teary.

“Hungry?” I ask, coming to sit on the bed beside her.

She nods, a tear escaping. “Are you going to uncuff me or is this my new life now?”

“Depends on you.” I lift a brow at her. “Behave and eat this food I’m going to feed you. Then, I’ll see about letting you out of this bed for a bathroom and shower break.”

“Then what?” Her bottom lip wobbles, making my chest ache for some stupid reason. “What will happen then? What can I expect? Are you going to…” Another tear skates down.

I fist my hand so I don’t do something stupid like swipe it away. “Am I going to what?”

“Kill me.”

My jaw clenches and I pin her with a hard glare. “You’ve painted me as a fucking villain, Stormy, and to be honest, it’s not fair. I’m not the monster you’ve created inside your head.” I point toward the window. “The real monsters are out there. One day, when you get your head out of your ass, you’ll see. Until then, you can slowly die of fucking boredom.”

I drop the plate on the bed beside her before fishing the key out of my pocket. After unlocking the handcuffs, I pocket them and stand.

“Eat your food. Shower. Do whatever the fuck you want except leave.” I shrug and start toward the door. “Just remember your place around here. If you want to be ungrateful for me saving your ass from certain death by the hands of my Royal Bastards brothers, then I’ll happily drop you back on their doorstep. I’m done, Stormy. So fucking done. There are no more free chances with me.”
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Stormy

Five Months Later…

 

I thought he was fucking with me.

Dying of boredom.

Yeah, right. I’m a captive of a Fed gone bad who’s affiliated with Oklahoma’s most ruthless motorcycle gang. Boredom wasn’t what I anticipated.

I expected Dragon to pounce on me in the middle of the night, his knife cutting me from my throat to my gut before I even knew what happened. I surely thought Koyn would put a bullet in my head by now. Or, at the very least, I expected Copper to go back on his word and fuck me against my will.

Instead, they’ve done nothing.

Copper is diligent about handcuffing me to the bed at night and when he leaves but allows me to roam while he’s here. He speaks the bare minimum to me and buries himself in his work. Sometimes, we end up watching a movie together, but it’s not like it was when I first got here. All interest in me has faded to nothing.

I’m a chore to him.

Annoying.

Something he’ll eventually grow bored of.

But it’s different for me. Because he’s the only person I ever see, I look forward to when he comes home. Not just because I want to be uncuffed so I can take a bathroom break. It’s because I crave the sound of his voice and his scent. I need to speak to him more than I need food or to use the toilet.

I hate what he’s turned me into.

This needy, desperate woman who wants her captor to hold her like she’s special to him.

My thoughts drift to Hadley. I basically have to drag information out of Copper when it comes to Hadley, but I always manage to get some answers. His news a few weeks ago shocked me to my core. They got married. Jared “Koyn” Koynakov married little Hadley “PG” Genworth. I knew Koyn had been married in the past, but I never expected him to marry again. Especially not a girl who’s nearly the same age his daughter would have been. I wanted to assume she’d married him under duress, but the picture Copper showed me told a different story. Hadley and Koyn’s kiss in front of the altar of a small church was a picture of perfection. Love and happiness captured in one kiss. A photograph pretty enough to be on a romance cover.

One day, maybe I’ll have that.

If I can ever go from captive handcuffed to a bed to normal human being.

Speaking of captors…

“When’s Daddy getting home, Hansel?”

The dog lifts his head from my thigh and whines. Gently, I stroke my fingers over his head. He must realize Copper’s not here yet because he sighs and lays his head back down. The bed shakes as Gretel joins us. She snuggles up close to the pillows, trying to push her brother away so I’ll pet her instead.

Had you told me I’d enjoy the companionship of two Dobermans six months ago, I would’ve laughed. I was terrified—still am—of dogs. Just not these dogs. They like me and I like them. I’ve caught Copper’s surprised expression a few times when he sees how taken they are with me. Being cuffed to the bed all day makes me feel vulnerable, but having the sibling pups by my side keeps me calm because they’re the best protectors I could ask for.

A car door slams outside, making both dogs fly off the bed, barking with excitement. My own heart rate skips over itself, eager to see Copper. Most days, he uncuffs me and then disappears to work out. After he’s done his gym routine, he showers and then cooks for me. I wish, for once, he’d give me the time of day. Talk to me like he used to. Touch me, desire me, kiss me. Anything. His aloofness is driving me insane.

His deep voice rumbles through the house as he loves on his dogs. Soon, I hear them raising hell outside when he finally allows them their freedom. Like clockwork, he walks into my bedroom, his eyes anywhere but on me as he fishes his key out of his pocket.

“How was work?” I ask, hoping to get him to converse with me today.

“Work is work,” he grunts.

“Copper, I—”

“I’m going to work out. We can talk later.”

His masculine scent—pine and something uniquely him—engulfs me as he perches on the bed beside me. I drink in his handsome features. Fingertips brush against my wrist, making me shiver. My nipples harden and I can’t even deny my want for this man. I’m so fucked up.

Before he can escape, I grab his muscular, tattooed forearm. Now that it’s almost summer, he wears the sexiest fitted Polo shirts to work that show off every sculpted curve. I bet all the bitches at his work salivate over my man.

Yuck.

He’s not mine.

But, oh, how I want him.

“What?” His features are tight as he glances at my hold on his arm.

“I’m stuck here all day…” I trail off. “I thought I could work out with you today.”

His dark eyes narrow as he studies me. Normally, it unnerves me when he does this. Today, I leave myself wide-open and visible. He needs to see I really want this.

“Fine,” he grumbles. “But no whining. If you’re gonna whine, you can whine in the kitchen and make us supper.”

“You like it when I whine,” I tease. “Makes you want to give me something to whine about.”

His eyes flash with barely contained hunger, shocking the hell out of me. Okay, so I can work with this.

“Meet me in the home gym in five,” he grunts out, stalking out of the room like his ass is on fire.

I suppress a girly squeal. This is the most excitement I’ve had in months. Quickly, I go to the bathroom, brush my teeth, and pull my wild blond mane into a high ponytail. After smearing on some lip gloss, I hunt down some yoga pants, a tight white tank top, and my tennis shoes. I’d even say I look almost like the usual me aside from the freaky shock collar on my neck. It’s definitely the slutty version of a workout outfit considering I don’t have a sports bra and I’ve forgone a regular bra. My nipples are visible beneath the fabric, which makes me grin.

Have fun ignoring me now, asshole.

I practically skip to the home gym located in the basement. One wall of the basement overlooks the lake. It’s a pretty view, especially with the storm clouds rolling in. The better view is of Copper’s muscular, tattooed back. He’s sexy as hell shirtless and in nothing but a low-slung pair of black basketball shorts. His focus is on the dumbbell he’s curling, making his bicep pop with each time he brings it to him.

Ignoring the urge to drool, I walk over to the treadmill and turn it on. I begin at a brisk pace and soon turn it up so I can run. For the next half hour, I work my ass off on the machine while secretly stealing glances at Copper as he makes his way through his weights. The sky outside darkens with the late May storm that’s brewing making the windows seem like mirrors. Despite Copper facing the window, I can feel his gaze burning into me in the reflection. I bite on my lip when I take in my own reflection. My tits bounce with each step I take and my ponytail swings back and forth.

“We can’t work out together,” Copper complains, dropping his dumbbell to the mat. “You’re a distraction.”

I mash the button to stop the machine and step off. “How? I was being quiet.”

He waves a hand at my tits. “You know fucking why, Stormy.”

A thrill shoots down my spine, but I feign innocence. “Actually, I don’t. Explain it to me.”

“Your tits. Kind of hard to focus when I have to look at them.”

“Oh, you poor thing,” I snap, annoyed that he’s being a dick. “Some of us just enjoy the scenery and don’t act like a pussy about it.”

He takes an angry step toward me and on instinct, I place a palm to his hard chest that now wears a sheen of sweat. His head cocks to the side as he studies me up close. My heart hammers in my chest, eager for wherever he takes us.

“Make a list of the shit you need and I’ll get it next time I’m out,” he grunts. “Put sports bras on that list if you want to do this again.”

“Fine,” I yell, swiveling away from him, “I’ll go ahead and put a vibrator on there too so my vagina doesn’t dry up from non-use.”

His grip on my ponytail has me halting and my heart leaping into my throat. He steps closer, his erection pressing into me from behind me. Warm lips brush along the sweaty column of my neck above the shock collar.

“You’ve been such a good girl for months. Why are you deciding to run your mouth now?” he demands, his free hand sliding to my stomach while the other one tugs at my ponytail. “Did you miss the monster?”

My body shudders at his touch. “You’re not a monster.”

Thunder rumbles nearby, making the windows rattle. I lean into his touch as I glance out to check on the storm. Lightning flashes and the trees move with the wind that’s begun to pick up speed. My eyes find their way back to our reflection, though. To an outsider, this would most certainly be a lover’s embrace.

I grip his hand to guide it south of my stomach, but he stops me with his words.

“Grab a shower. We should start dinner in case we lose power. Hop to it,” he barks out, releasing me. “Now, little storm.” His palm playfully smacks my ass.

Before I can argue, he’s gone. On my way to the bathroom, I hear him chiding the dogs about getting dirty. I strip out of my clothes and take a quick shower, annoyed I’ve missed an opportunity to seduce Copper. Truth is, I’ve never had to work too hard to get a guy to want me. From my experience, they see my tits and want to jump into bed with me. I know Copper is attracted to me, but because I accused him of being a rapist, he’s going out of his way to treat me like I’m nothing he’d ever be interested in.

I shower off the sweat and then hunt down a sexy outfit. Because Copper is really kind of a good guy under his tough exterior, he managed to get all my stuff from Koyn’s. In the past, though, I’d dress in something slutty that screamed biker babe. Since the jig is up, I opt for something hot but comfortable. I find a pair of frayed, holey denim shorts that make my ass look good and couple it with a too-tight red T-shirt that shows my midriff, making sure to again leave off the bra. He keeps it cold in his house, so I pull on some University of Arkansas knee-high socks I stole from my sister last time I saw her. I keep my hair in a ponytail and then set out to find Copper.

His bedroom door is closed and I can hear the shower going, so I make my way into the kitchen to start dinner. A pang of regret hits me in the chest as I remember all the times Bermuda and I would cook together. Like my own brother, Bermuda made me laugh and seemed to enjoy my presence in a non-sexual way. Of all the people I fucked over, I hate what I did to him the most. I hope Hadley’s taking care of him. Thinking of Hadley makes my throat burn with emotion. Copper says she’s still alive and happy. It’s all I can ask for. Blowing my cover was worth it for her.

Blinking back my tears, I set to work on a dish Bermuda made all the time. Cowboy stir-fry. Rather than the usual Asian-inspired veggies, Bermuda’s consisted of seasoned hamburger meat cooked in Worcestershire sauce, onions, bell peppers, tomatoes, corn, carrots, and black beans. He served it over rice and usually made jalapeno cornbread to go with it. Copper doesn’t have cornbread mix, so I pop some biscuits in the oven instead and pull out the grape jelly.

I freeze when the scent of manly soap envelops me and Copper’s heat warms my back.

“That smells good,” he rumbles, his breath tickling my hair.

I suppress a shiver, turning my head slightly to catch a peek at him. His dark eyes are intense and his wet hair flops over one brow, making him seem boyish and younger. My core clenches with desire for this ridiculously hot man.

“Bermuda’s recipe,” I murmur. “Hope I make it as good as he does.”

“I’m sure it’ll be just fine,” he replies as he steps back, giving my ass a pat as he does it. “Red wine go with this redneck meal?”

“A Bud Light is more fitting,” I say with a grin.

“Sorry to break your heart, Joe Dirt, but all I have is a locally brewed IPA. Is that good enough?”

“Beer’s beer and better than wine.” I shrug before turning back to finishing up our meal.

While he sets to fishing out beer from the fridge, I plate up our food and set it on the bar. The dogs circle my feet, giving me their best eyes, but Copper already laid down the law about them eating human food. Their butts can’t handle it. Literally. I regret sneaking Hansel bacon once. My nostrils still burn from that mishap.

Copper pops the cap off my beer and slides it my way before doing the same for his. I butter up a biscuit for him and slather on some grape jelly before setting it on his plate. He frowns at me but murmurs out his thanks. We’re quiet as we eat. If I’m being honest with myself, my Cowboy stir-fry tastes as good as Bermuda’s. I wish he were here so I could razz him about it.

With a sad sigh, I slide off the barstool when I finish my meal to set to cleaning up the kitchen. Copper puts away the leftovers. I’m working on scrubbing the last pan I cooked in when the lights flicker out, bathing us in darkness. The dogs whine from nearby.

“The radar said we’re under a—”

Before Copper can get his words out, the tornado sirens begin their eerie wail. Panic climbs up my throat and I whimper out Copper’s name.

A strong hand grabs mine, tugging me through the darkness. He walks us to a closet under the stairs. With the mash of a button, he bathes the small room in a battery-operated light. A thin twin-sized foam pad takes up most of the floor. Pillows and blankets are piled up at the end. Near the bed are two dog cushions. He whistles for the dogs. Because this is Oklahoma and they’re used to this sort of thing, they plop down on their cushions. Copper closes the door with us inside and then motions for the bed.

I sit down on my knees so I can fix up the bed for us to lie on. Once it’s situated, I stretch out on one side. Copper looms above me, still hot in a black T-shirt and gray sweatpants. I want to climb him like a tree. Instead, I remain still and waiting. He crawls in next to me, propping himself up against the pillows. I want to touch him or straddle him, but we’ve made such progress. I don’t want to piss him off and scare him away.

“Is it safe here?” I ask, toying with a thread on my shorts.

“You’ll be fine.” His fingers absently twist in my ponytail, making me tremble.

Thunder rumbles loud enough the house seems to shake. Both dogs yelp, causing Copper to chuckle.

“They’re pussies,” he says to me. “The both of them.”

I take the opportunity to curl into him, hooking my leg over his. His body stiffens, but he doesn’t push me away. “I’m a pussy too,” I reveal. “Now you have three babies to take care of.”

“Just my luck,” he drawls out, a playfulness in his tone.

“How’s Hadley doing?” I ask, unable to keep in the question any longer. “I miss her.”

He lets out a heavy sigh. I wonder if he’ll ignore my question. After a long minute, he pulls his phone out of his pocket. “She’s good. Her belly is cute.”

I’m shocked when he swipes his phone open and locates some pictures of her on his phone. It’s from the most recent monthly Q. It isn’t until I see everyone partying it up, all grins as they eat and hang out, that I feel a great sense of loss.

Copper relinquishes his phone so I can swipe through the pictures. The first one is Hadley sitting in Koyn’s lap. Her belly is swollen with his child. Koyn isn’t smiling, but his eyes don’t lie. He’s happy as hell. Hadley grins in a goofy way that says all is right in her world. The picture blurs as tears well in my eyes. Quickly, I swipe to the next picture of Gibson. His acoustic guitar is perched on his thigh and his head is bowed. Gibson might goof around with Bizzy a lot, but he’s a sad soul underneath his usual grins. It comes out in his music. There are a few pictures of Payne, Halo, and Bizzy. In a picture where Nees grins, flipping off the camera, Filter broods in the background, his angry glare pinned on the camera as though he’s looking right at me.

“He’ll get over it,” Copper rumbles.

I swallow down the niggling fear and swipe to the next picture. Bermuda is sprawled out in his lawn chair, his cheeks rosy from being drunk, a lazy grin on his face. His OU hat is flipped backward on his head and a little crooked. My heart clenches at seeing him.

“I miss Bermuda,” I admit. “Most of all, I think.”

Copper doesn’t say anything, just continues to play with my hair in a soothing way. I flip to the next picture. It’s of Katana, a rare smirk on his face. Usually, he shows no emotion. It makes me wonder what he’s looking at. The next picture answers my question. Dragon, a demonic grin on his face, has a marshmallow on a stick, flaming bright from where he’s caught it on fire and is trying to offer it to Hadley. Koyn looks ready to shove that fiery stick up his ass. A laugh bubbles out of me.

The next picture is a selfie of Copper and Krista. She has a sassy haircut that looks stylish for her age that’s close to Copper’s. A pang of jealousy spikes through me.

“I didn’t know you two were fucking again,” I spit out before I can stop myself.

Copper tenses up. “I’m not fucking my ex-wife.”

His dark eyes are lit up with amusement and hers shine with love.

“Could have fooled me,” I snap before dropping his phone in his lap and rolling away from him. Tears sting at my eyes and I feel like an idiot. What did I really think would happen? I’d somehow seduce Copper into loving me? That we’d go from being captor and captive to husband and wife? I’m such an idiot. Captivity is making me insane, apparently.

“You’re really fucking jealous,” Copper marvels, curling his body around mine.

I ignore him, slamming my eyes closed. I’m unable to ignore the way his large hand covers the expanse of my stomach, a couple of fingers stroking over my exposed midriff. His cock is hard pressed against my ass. As much as I craved to get him to fuck me, I’m suddenly not feeling in the mood any longer.

“Hey,” he murmurs, his hot breath tickling my neck. “I didn’t fuck Krista and haven’t since before the divorce. She and I are better as friends. If she hadn’t gotten pregnant with Blake all those years ago, I would’ve probably realized that a lot sooner.”

My body relaxes at his words, making me feel like a dumb, lovesick teenager. I shouldn’t care who he fucks. But, since he claimed me and took me to his house that fateful night when I blew my cover, I’ve felt like I do belong to him. Him fucking another woman feels like a betrayal, which is stupid since he owes me nothing.

“For the record, I think your jealousy is cute.” His voice rumbles its way straight to my pussy. “It almost makes me think you care.”

I don’t.

Asshole.

He drags a blanket up our legs before wrapping his arm back around me, his palm finding its way to my stomach again. “You’re not going to run away, are you?”

“And get sucked up into a tornado with my two dogs like Dorothy? Pass.”

A chuckle reverberates through him. “What makes you think my dogs would go on this adventure too?”

“They’re my dogs now.”

I can feel his smile against my neck. “Is that so?”

“It so is.”

“Hmm.”

“You can rest, though, knowing your babies aren’t leaving you. No need to cuff the hot one up tonight.”

I drift off, not at all hating the way I feel safe and cared for in his powerful grip.

He’s a monster, remember?

Kind of tough to remember when he’s so damn cuddly and sweet.
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Copper

 

I wake to loud-ass barking. It takes a second to recognize where I’m at and with whom. A groan rumbles from me as I realize Stormy’s perfect tit is nestled in my palm beneath her shirt. Damn her for being so goddamn tempting. I’m not a monster like she claims, but I’m also no saint. I run my thumb over her hard nipple, wondering what it would taste like between my teeth. Hansel barks again, ruining my moment to appreciate the finer parts of this woman.

“Yeah, yeah,” I grumble to my dogs. “You have to pee. Point taken.”

Reluctantly, I pull away from my sleeping captive and stand up to open the closet door. The moment I get it open, the dogs fly out and head for the front door. As soon as I open it, they sprint out into the wet yard. It’s then I hear what they were getting all excited about.

Engines.

Not just one.

Several motorcycles are headed my way.

A sense of dread washes over me. Not that I’m worried about my brother, but the other Royal Bastards make me nervous.

Why?

Because of her.

For months she’s slowly been getting under my skin. I’ve been trying my damnedest to stay away from her, not speak to her, and work as much as I fucking can. But at night, when she’s living in my space with me like a goddamn wife, it’s hard as hell not to be tempted by her.

And the thought of Filter or Dragon giving her grief doesn’t sit well with me.

No sooner than I think of him, Dragon’s newest bike, a chrome and black Harley Breakout, leads the fray with Katana close behind him. Next, Bizzy and Gibson roll in with Bermuda bringing in the rear. I check my phone for missed calls, but I have nothing. My brother could have fucking warned me he was sending his boys in to check up on me.

Leaving my front door open, I walk back inside to start the Keurig.

“Little storm, get your ass in your room,” I bark out, my tone sharp and commanding.

Stormy peeks around the corner, her blond hair messy from sleep and her blue eyes wide. “Who’s here?”

“The guys. Filter’s not here,” I assure her. “But it’d be best if you’d make yourself scarce.”

Her brow deepens with a frown, but surprisingly, she obeys. Relief floods through me when I hear the bedroom door shut. Moments later, heavy thuds of boots on my hardwoods can be heard as the guys enter the house.

“Dude,” Bizzy says, his loud-ass voice echoing off the walls. “Did you get any damage? A tornado blew through Sand Springs.”

I finish fixing up my coffee and turn to face the men crowding my kitchen. They’re a motley crew. Bizzy is goofy as hell with a cheesy grin on his chubby, bearded face. His belly strains against the fabric of his black T-shirt under his leather cut. Gibson’s eyes are searching in a curious way as though he hopes to catch a peek of Stormy. Dragon in all his psycho-supermodel glory smirks, his green eyes flashing with hidden agendas. Katana is stoic and tense beside him while Bermuda looks as though he’s being punished by being forced to come here.

“How’s the compound?” I ask, sipping my coffee.

“A few trees got pulled up,” Gibson says, “but the clubhouse is still standing.”

The guys recently started on construction for the clubhouse site next to the main house. With Koyn’s kid coming and him wanting to grow the club, he decided some changes needed to happen. For one, he couldn’t move more bikers into his house. It’s full enough as it is. Hopefully by the end of the year they’ll have the clubhouse built.

“What’s up? I know you shitheads didn’t miss my pretty face,” I grunt out, locking eyes with Dragon, who’s clearly leading this outfit.

“Something’s up with Prez,” Dragon says, cocking his head to the side as he studies me in that unnerving way of his. Dragon knows there’s someone hiding within their ranks, which means he’s taunting me by putting me on the spot in front of the guys who don’t know. “Being secretive and shit. You know anything about that?”

Yeah, asshole, he’s looking into each and every one of you. You should be pissing your pants if you’re hiding something from him.

I roll my eyes and feign innocence. “Since PG can’t have her period, I’m guessing Koyn’s having his.” I shrug. “If there was something wrong, he’d tell me. I’m his brother.”

“Maybe think on it and let us know.” Dragon keeps his emerald eyes locked on me. “You gonna make us some breakfast or what?”

Bermuda lifts his chin. “I’ll help.”

Bizzy, Gibson, Katana, and Dragon head back outside to smoke and fuck around with the dogs while Bermuda and I set to pulling out shit to cook for these beasts. I’m on edge with Stormy hanging out in the other room. Surely she knows she better stay her ass out of the way, especially if she hears Dragon’s voice.

“Koyn says you still have her,” Bermuda mutters as he preps the frying pan to make bacon. “Chained to the bed or some shit.”

It’s been five months since my brother dropped in to physically check on the situation. Since, I’ve kept him updated that she’s still my little captive, doing my best not to show any sort of emotion that might have him wanting to take things in his own hands.

I can handle my own shit.

“I don’t always keep her chained up,” I grumble, irritated at his accusatory tone. “It’s Stormy, for fuck’s sake. You think she’d settle for being locked up twenty-four-seven?”

He chuckles. “Nah, I bet she’d have something to say about that.”

“She knows her place,” I assure him, “but I don’t hurt her. She usually manages to do that all by herself.”

His shoulders relax. It makes me realize he cares about Stormy probably more than any of the guys. For some reason, it doesn’t reassure me. If anything, it annoys me. They should all just forget about her. She’s none of their concern anymore.

“Usually, he just tries to kill me with boredom,” a feminine voice utters.

Bermuda and I both snap our heads in the direction of Stormy. Goddamn woman doesn’t listen for shit. Where I thought she was hiding, her prissy ass was getting dolled up. My fresh-faced girl is gone. In her stead is a woman with a full face of makeup, a messy bun, and tits hanging out of a tight black tank. Her shorts don’t even constitute as an article of clothing because they’re nothing but a shred of frayed, holey denim that doesn’t cover shit. The black cowgirl boots don’t do anything to take away from her sex appeal. If anything, it only gives me images of her naked with those damn things digging into my ass as I fuck her.

“No,” I growl.

Her blond brow pops up as does her lip in disbelief at my tone. “What do you mean no?”

“That,” I snap, pointing at her outfit with a spatula. “No.”

“Fuck you and the horse you rode in on, Copper!” she hisses back before she sashays right up to Bermuda. “Hey.”

Fucking hey?

Bermuda tenses, as if he’s holding back on going off on her or worse. It’s enough to have me flying into action. I stalk over to her and grip her by both of her bare arms, walking her away from him.

“You’re not wearing this shit around them,” I grind out, my voice low. “It’d be best if you not leave your room at all.”

Her blue eyes are icy as they cut into me like blades. “I haven’t had human interaction in forever—”

“You have me!” I explode. “That’s enough.”

Stormy is normally razor-sharp, but my words have her softening. “I just thought…”

That we could go back to old times? That everyone would forget she betrayed them all? That she would waltz back into their lives and everything would be fucking peachy?

She thought wrong.

“I, for one, have missed you,” Dragon rumbles, his heavy footsteps thudding into the kitchen. “Come give Uncle Dragon a hug.”

Stormy breaks out of my hold to face off with the dragon. Her hip pops out to the side, showing that she still has a fucking attitude problem, and she flips him off.

He laughs at her boldness. Ignoring him, she saunters past him to pat Katana on the head and then pulls both Gibson and Bizzy into a group hug. Those two softies immediately start jabbering to her like they’re one of the girls.

“Does Prez know you’re here playing house with the mole?” Dragon asks, hopping up on the counter and looking like an evil gargoyle perched on a ledge.

“I’m not playing house,” I grumble, walking back over to the fridge to pull out the eggs. “Mind your own business.”

Dragon snorts. “Protecting Prez is my business.”

“What are you getting at?” I demand, glancing over my shoulder at him. “I know you’re not insinuating he needs protection from his own brother.”

“If his brother is cool with a lying bitch who nearly brought the heat down on everyone, then yeah, I’m insinuating that exactly.”

I walk over to Dragon, uncaring he’s now playing with a switchblade. If you give this fucker an inch, he’ll take a mile. He needs to know I’d die before I hurt my brother.

“Stormy is my fucking problem,” I growl. “Drop it.”

His nostrils flare and his grip tightens around the handle of his switchblade. Dragon may be a psycho sonofabitch, but I pack a lethal punch. I’d knock him on his ass before he ever had a chance to use that blade.

Finally, after a long-ass stare down where neither of us retreats, he lets loose a laugh. He flips his knife closed and turns his attention to Katana, carrying on a one-sided conversation about a boat he wants to get.

Only Dragon can go from throwing out threats to talks of partying in one goddamn breath.

Whatever.

As long as he stays off my ass and away from my girl, I don’t give a fuck what he does.

My girl?

Yeah, right.

Stormy is not my girl. She’s my responsibility. One with a long commitment. Worse than a damn dog because she talks back. At least she’s fucking hot.

It’s going to take everything in me to get through breakfast with these idiots, but at least I no longer feel like Dragon’s going to pull some crazy shit.
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I am jealous.

Fuck.

Bermuda has finally warmed up to Stormy much to my irritation. If she keeps flirting with them as they clean up the kitchen, I’m going to blow a gasket. I think she’s doing it on purpose too. Like last night. Prancing around in no fucking bra. It was nearly impossible not to bend Stormy over a weight bench and fuck her into next week. If it hadn’t been for the storms rolling in, I probably would have too. It’s a miracle I didn’t strip her down and drive into her last night in the closet.

Instead, I fucking cuddled with her.

I’m in some serious mental shit with this girl. I know she fucked us all over with her lies and personal agendas, but try telling my dick that. My dick wants to do just like Dragon said. Play house. I want Stormy in all the impossible ways.

“Look,” Bizzy says from the floor where he’s sitting, Hansel’s head in his lap. “A thousand likes already.” He scrolls through his phone, his eyes lit up in surprise.

“You don’t have a thousand likes on your dick pic,” Dragon throws back from where he’s sprawled out on the sofa like he’s king of my fucking castle.

Katana’s lips curl into a small smile at his dig at Bizzy.

“No, crazy asshole, my dick pic has ten million likes,” Bizzy jokes with a laugh that makes his stomach jiggle. “I’m talking about our boy.”

Gibson’s cheeks flame red. For a badass biker who I’ve seen in action and know for a fact can hold his own in a fight, he blushes like a fucking teenager.

Dragon sits up, amusement setting his evil green eyes on fire. “Wait. Gibson has a dick pic? Let’s see.”

“I want to see,” Stormy calls out from the kitchen.

“You’re grounded. Forever,” I bark back to her. “No dick pics. Ever.”

She sticks her tongue out at me. I wink at her and then grin in a way that lets her know I’ll show her my dick one day if she’s a good girl. The smile she tries to hide makes said dick thicken in my sweats.

“It’s not his dick, fuckers,” Bizzy grumbles. “It’s his music. The other night at the Q, I took a video of him playing some Hank Williams Jr.” He mashes a button and Gibson’s voice croons from the device. “Oh, look, the bitches all want to have his baby.”

Gibson shakes his head, clearly embarrassed by it all. Bizzy is shameless as he reads off several comments.

“Marry me, baby,” Bizzy reads aloud in a girly voice. “I’ll be your baby momma.” He snorts. “Wanna be my sugar baby, honey?”

We all laugh when Gibson tries to steal Bizzy’s phone. Hansel gets feisty and nips Gibson on the ass. Bizzy’s face is red from laughing and he continues reading the comments.

“Come to Tennessee, country boy, and we’ll make some music together,” Bizzy says, still in his woman voice. “My band’s called…” He cackles. “Barnyard Belles.”

Dragon kicks out a long leg, nudging at Gibson, who’s now sitting on the couch pouting like a girl. “Barnyard Belles. Kinda catchy.”

Gibson flips him off, his face still bright red.

“I think it’s sweet,” Stormy sasses from the kitchen.

“Don’t you dumbasses think you’ve overstayed your welcome?” I grumble. “Get out of my house already.”

They all ignore my ass.

“Oh,” Bizzy says, “here’s another one. You’re incomparable, and I can make you a star.”

Before Bizzy can read anymore, Dragon rises to his feet, no longer laughing. “Delete it.”

“What?” Bizzy asks.

“I said delete it,” Dragon growls, storming over to him. “Now.”

“Yeah, delete it,” Gibson throws out. “No one gives a damn about my music. Just my dick. I’d prefer to keep my privates private, man.”

“But, dude, you’re good,” Bizzy argues. “This is how most stars are found—hey!”

Dragon snatches the phone from his grip and his fingers fly over the screen. It takes Bizzy’s big ass a second to climb off the floor. He must feel passionately about the video because he actually goes toe to toe with Dragon like he might win that battle.

“Give me my phone, fucker,” Bizzy booms. “You can’t just delete—”

“Too late.” Dragon shoves the phone against Bizzy’s chest and glowers at him. “Time to roll out. We have shit to do.”

He stalks out of my house without a backward glance, leaving the door standing wide-open. Katana, his shadow, disappears with him. Gibson gives Bizzy a reassuring smile and then those two guys get ready to leave. They take turns hugging Stormy before telling me bye. Where their hugs to her were friendly, the one she shares with Bermuda is a familiar, lingering one that sets my teeth on edge.

“Miss you,” Bermuda murmurs, kissing the top of her head. “Try to be good.”

“You know I don’t know how to do that shit,” she sasses back, a fake smile on her face.

I’m no longer interested in their exchange because I’m all too focused on her. Darting blue eyes. Slightly furrowed brows. Tense shoulders.

“See you around, man,” Bermuda says, tipping his ball cap at me.

I close the door behind him and cross my arms over my chest. “What?”

Stormy flinches at my question. “What do you mean what?”

“What happened? You were all jokes and smiles and then…” I clench my jaw. “Did Bermuda say something to upset you?”

“No,” she huffs out. “Bermuda is like a brother. Makes me miss my own brother.”

“Dragon’s hot and cold attitude problem?”

She nods. “It’s just…”

“What?”

“Can you take me for a ride, Copper? Get me out of this house? Let me think for a minute and gather my thoughts?”

Having this beautiful bitch on the back of my bike sounds like a temptation I can’t ignore. Before I consider the consequences, I give her a curt nod.

“Dress like you belong on a bike and not dancing on the table of some trashy bar, little storm. Five minutes.”

I know something’s up because she doesn’t give me shit for my comment. While she changes, I swap my sweats out for something more road appropriate. Since it’s warm out and my dogs will want to play while we’re gone, I make sure their bucket is filled with water outside and whistle for them to go out. I’m just pulling out my bike, a vivid black anniversary 2020 Fat Boy 114, from my garage when Stormy meets me.

Fuck.

It doesn’t matter what she wears. She’s always hot as hell. I’d seen her in these same tight black jeans that look painted on when she’d been on the back of Filter’s bike, but I’d never allowed my eyes to linger.

Now, I can’t take them off her.

Her black tank top is loose and low cut, showing off her ample cleavage. She’s pulled her golden locks from her messy bun into a loose braid I crave to wrap my fist around. The boots she’s wearing are pretty sturdy and fit for riding, but still look hot as fuck. With the shock collar around her neck, it reminds me she’s mine.

“We need to take that off,” I call out over the rumble of my engine. “Come here.”

Her blue eyes light up at getting to take the collar off. She complains about it a lot, but since she can move it up and down along her throat, I ignore most of her bitching. I fish out the key from my pocket and motion her closer. She bends over, her tits nearly in my damn face, and grins.

Fuck, she’s too pretty.

Her pretty face and hot body are going to make me do regrettable things.

Ignoring the way my dick throbs painfully in my jeans, I set to unlocking the collar. My fingers brush along her neck and she shivers. I try not to inhale her sexy-ass perfume she’s spritzed on and focus on freeing her. Once I’ve removed the collar, I toss it onto the grass.

“Thank you,” she murmurs, bringing her fingertips to her neck. “You have no idea how good that feels.”

My dick strains, eager to get out and show her what else feels good.

“Put this on and hop on,” I grunt out, thrusting a helmet at her.

She dons the helmet, a silly grin on her gorgeous made up face, and then grabs onto my shoulders as she straddles my bike behind me. Krista has ridden with me a few times for fun, but it never felt like Stormy does right now.

Like her body was made to wrap around mine.

A perfect fucking fit.

I like the way her arms tighten around my body, smashing her big tits to my back, as I take off. The wind is warm as we cruise along the road. It’s been too long since I’ve ridden for pleasure. Lately it’s just out to visit Koyn so we can put our heads together as we try to figure out our problem.

While we ride, I think about Collins and Vidal. Ever since the random phone call to my superior, they haven’t tried any more shit. It’s been quiet. And we’ve been discreetly combing through each guy on Koyn’s list. If he’d put them in a room and let me interrogate them, I’d get the answers I’m looking for, but my brother is big on loyalty and he thinks that’ll just drive a wedge between him and his guys if he starts accusing one of them of hiding important shit from him.

He’s Prez and calls the shots, even if I don’t agree with what he does all the time.

I drive down to a secluded park near the lake and shut the engine off. Stormy doesn’t climb off right away. Instead, she lets out a heavy sigh.

“I know who it is,” she mutters. “I know who’s hiding from Vidal and Collins.”
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Stormy

 

My heart hammers in my chest as my mind goes a mile a minute trying to piece all the parts of the past into an order that makes sense. All training I received before becoming a Fed floods my mind. I thrum with the need to figure it all out.

I climb off the bike and try not to lose focus. Copper looks good enough to eat in a tight white T-shirt, distressed jeans, and black motorcycle boots. Where he’d made me wear his helmet, Copper went without. His dark hair is now tousled in a just-fucked way that has me craving to run my fingers through the strands. Brown eyes are intense as they bore into me, searching for answers.

Answers I have.

I know I’m right.

He climbs off his hog and saunters my way. Strong, deft fingers unhook the strap on my helmet and he pulls it off my head to set it on the bike. I absently brush the loose strands of hair away from my face as I gather my thoughts.

“There’s a bench over here,” Copper says, grabbing hold of my hand and guiding me away from the bike.

His touch sends a delicious thrill shooting through me. All morning, at breakfast, I’d been unable to take my eyes off him. I couldn’t erase the way his possessive hand felt cupping my tit when he thought I was sleeping. More than anything, I wanted him to strip me down and fuck me in his closet. I would’ve begged for it too if the boys hadn’t shown up when they did.

The bench offers a sparkling view of the lake. Normally, I’d be eager to go swimming or to admire it, but right now, my focus is on this conversation. Copper sits in the middle of the bench and then surprises me by pulling me on one of his strong, muscular thighs. I wrap an arm around his shoulders, not at all mad that his face is inches from my cleavage. His eyes drop to my tits for a long second until he finally meets my eyes again.

“Talk, Stormy.”

I let out a heavy sigh, absently running my fingers through his messy hair. “Dragon.”

Rather than laughing or rolling his eyes, he frowns. “Of all the people on my list, he wasn’t at the top. Not to mention, when I told him, Koyn, and Filter we had someone hiding within our ranks, he didn’t flinch or show any signs of recognition or fear. He’s a tough sonofabitch, which is the main reason he’s not topped that list thus far.”

“I agree,” I say with a nod that makes my tits jiggle. “But what do you really know about Dragon? Do you even know his name?”

“Not yet,” he admits.

“Have you asked him?”

“No.” He lets out a heavy sigh. “Koyn is being fucking weird about all this. He wants answers, but he doesn’t want to come right out and ask his guys the questions. Like accusing them will break their trust with him or some shit.”

Having lived with those guys for so long, I understand the logic. Koyn takes care of those guys, and in turn, they respect the hell out of him. Their loyalty to each other is a big damn deal. I’d been let in their world and broke their trust, which is the ultimate sin to bikers. If Koyn went around accusing his guys of hiding stuff from them, including their pasts that they may want kept hidden, he’d look like a meddling bastard who doesn’t trust the men they are now.

“I understand that,” I mutter, “and with regular information, that makes sense. But Dragon knows Vidal and Collins. That should trump this loyalty code Koyn lives by. We need to pull Dragon in and interrogate him. Find out everything he knows—”

“Slow your roll, Agent Gale,” Copper interrupts. “For one, you’re no longer a Fed and we’re sure as hell not doing it that way.”

“But it’s him!” I snap, growing angrier by the second. “He’s no better than me being a mole!”

Copper’s hand settles on my thigh and he squeezes. “I know you’re used to going in all guns blazing, but that’s not how I do shit. It’s not the smart way. The smart way is to connect all the threads so when we pull, it all comes out at once. With these fuckers, they’re slick, which means there’s no room for mistakes.”

“Throw it in my face,” I bite out, swatting his hand off my thigh. “Thanks.”

“Just stating the truth, little storm.” He rubs his hand up my thigh, ignoring my weak attempts to push him away. “Now tell me how you’re so sure. He was acting like a dick there at the end, but I don’t think it’s enough to draw that conclusion.”

I shiver when his palm drifts higher up my thigh. Having his touch on me is distracting because I enjoy it immensely. After having been trapped for months as a bored captive, I’m desperate for his attention and affection.

“Stormy,” he growls, pinching the inside of my thigh to get my attention. “Tell me how.”

“Dragon was fine and joking with everyone about Gibson’s videos and all the comments, right?”

He nods. “Right.”

“But then…” I shiver despite the warm air. “Bizzy was reading all the comments that were funny, but then he read one that was familiar. Vidal said it to me when I was in the office with him and Collins. ‘You’re incomparable, and I can make you a star.’”

Copper, who misses nothing, frowns. “I thought the comment was familiar, but I couldn’t place it. It’s because you’ve said it to me before.”

“And Dragon had an immediate reaction. It came off as anger, but it could have been fear. What if he’s the one hiding from them?”

Copper grows quiet as he stares out at the lake, lost in his own thoughts. I can’t help but touch his hair again. The tension in his shoulders relaxes slightly.

“I need to call Koyn. We have to figure out what Dragon is hiding and why.” Copper turns his head to look at me. The sunlight makes his brown eyes warm to a honeyed color. “If he really is hiding from them, then the jig is up. They must assume he’s with us since they were already looking into it when you happened to show up at their office that day. Question is, why haven’t they moved forward?”

“Because they don’t know for sure he’s with the Royal Bastards,” I answer, my blood pulsing with energy to do something productive. “Dragon has remained elusive to Koyn and your secret investigating. Surely if he can outsmart two of the smartest men alive, he can outsmart those slimy creeps.”

“We need to find out who Dragon really is.”

“Call him back to your house. We can drag the information out of him.” I scrape my fingernails through his hair along his scalp, making him groan in pleasure. “I have successful means to get information.”

He tenses at my words. “No.”

Gripping his hair, I tug his head back and glare at him. “I can do this. I’m good at this.”

“Spreading your legs for information already bit you in the ass—”

Smack!

His brown eyes widen in shock that I’ve slapped him. Serves him right for being an asshole.

“You will not fuck Dragon to get answers out of him,” he growls. “I won’t negotiate on this, Stormy.”

“I don’t want to fuck him,” I snap, shoving away from him and walking back toward the bike. “I meant using what I was taught at Langley, not my goddamn pussy.”

Of course he’d jump right to that conclusion. I haven’t given him any reason to think otherwise. With the men I’ve been with, I have used them for my own personal gain, but it doesn’t mean I was planning to ever willingly sleep with Dragon. Dragon is the type of guy who would be into freaky shit like knife play or something. No, thank you. I like my guys normal in the sack…not fucking freaks who like to make girls bleed.

I’m more upset that Copper thinks I’d jump into bed with the first guy I need information from. We’ve gone months and I haven’t slept with Copper. That should prove I’m not this whore he thinks I am. Before I reach the bike, a strong arm loops around my front, jerking me backward. My back hits Copper’s solid chest as his mouth finds my ear.

“I’m sorry.”

Copper’s hot words against my ear have me melting in his arms. Sorry wasn’t a word I expected to ever come out of his mouth.

“I’m not a whore,” I rasp out, hating that there’s no bite in my words. Only resignation. And stupid tears welling.

“I know,” he croons. “I was just jealous.”

He turns me in his arms so I’m facing him. Guilt flashes in his eyes. His palms find my ass, squeezing before he draws me flush against him. Leaning forward, he presses a kiss to my cheek that’s wet from a leaked tear.

“I don’t want him,” I murmur. “I thought I made it perfectly clear who I want.”

“Bermuda?”

“No, idiot,” I grumble, trying to shove away from him, but fail. “You.”

His lips quirk up into a pleased grin. “Say it again.”

“No.”

“I saw how you were looking at Bermuda…”

He’s serious. Bermuda is cute in a good ol’ Southern boy kind of way, but definitely not the type of man I’m attracted to. I like a man who looks at me like he wants to eat me alive.

The way Copper does right now.

“Like a brother?” I scrunch my nose up in disgust. “He’s Bermuda. Don’t be gross, Copper.”

He brings a hand to my jaw, his powerful fingers biting into it as he tilts my head back. “I will never be an agenda, Brenda.”

I wince at the use of my name. “And I’ll never treat you like one, Jeremy.”

He smirks and then lowers his lips to mine in a soft, sweet kiss. All lips and no tongue. I’m about to complain until I realize he’s smiling. Fucking teasing me. Asshole.

“Hansel gives better kisses than you—”

The words are chased back down my throat as his tongue thrusts into my mouth, possessive and greedy. The groan that follows sets my blood on fire, eliciting my own moan. His hand slides away from my jaw and spears roughly into my hair, tugging at the strands so he can keep me tilted up and prone to his delicious attack. He nips at my bottom lip as though it’s personally wronged him but then sucks away the hurt. I clutch at his T-shirt, pulling him closer to me, needing this kiss more than any kiss I’ve needed in my entire life.

“So sweet,” he rumbles, his breath tickling my wet, swollen lips. “This is such a bad idea.”

But he must not think it’s that bad of an idea because his lips are back on mine, bruising and owning. All I can do is allow this sexy, older man to claim me. Technically, I’m his captive, but right now, I feel like we’re on equal footing. Two people desperate to have the other.

He breaks from our kiss to peck his way along my jaw and to my neck. His tongue slides along my flesh, sending shivers down my spine. I wish we were home.

Home?

I almost laugh at that thought.

“What?” He pulls away, his brows pinching together in concern. “What’s wrong?”

My stupid heart does a squeeze in my chest. I hate that being trapped with Copper for so long, I’ve become this watered down, weaker version of myself. Not meeting his stare, I shrug.

“Goddammit,” he rumbles. “Tell me what I did.”

Snapping my head at him, I pin him with a glare. “I’m your captive. For a moment there, I almost forgot.”

His jaw clenches and his brown eyes flare with fury. “No, little storm, you’re just mine.”

Again, I want to melt at his words. This is the same man who insists on making me wear a shock collar. The one who handcuffs me to a bed each day so I don’t run away. God, I am so delusional.

“Whatever,” I murmur. “Can we leave now?”

He studies me for a beat. “Actually, not until you hear what I have to say, woman.”

A rise of fiery anger swells inside me. Before I can open my mouth, he presses his thumb to my lips, shutting me up.

“I took you, Stormy, because I didn’t want to see your ass end up in the fire beside Putnam and Genworth.”

“You wanted to punish me,” I accuse, shoving his muscular chest.

“I wanted to find out what the fuck was going on with you,” he bites back, “but I wasn’t eager to have a fucking prisoner. In case you haven’t noticed, it’s quite a damn chore keeping you alive and well.”

“You poor baby.”

He grabs my hips, yanking me back to him. “You’ve been living in my house for months and it’s fucking with my head. I’m no longer interested in what I can get from you. I just want you.”

I relax against him, hating that he can play my body like he owns it and my mind with all the right words. “I hate you,” I lie.

Smug bastard grins. “Pout all you want, little storm, but I find it sexy as fuck.”

“I can’t do this with you. I’m still the girl who was spying on you and your brother. You’ll never be able to trust or respect me. Hell, when we get home, you’ll probably take great satisfaction in cuffing me back to my bed.”

His jaw clenches, annoyance glittering in his gaze. “Next time I cuff you, it’ll be in my bed. And it’ll be because I’ll want the freedom to explore you without interruption.”

Heat flares across my chest and pools in my belly. “Your brother will be pissed.”

My words hit their intended target because he flinches. I start to pull away again, but his large hands find my ass, keeping me flush against him.

“Koyn will be on a need to know basis. Right now, whatever happens between us, is between us. Got it?”

“Your secret side chick?”

“A secret side chick would imply I have a wife, which I don’t.” His brow lifts. “You applying for the job?”

I roll my eyes at him. “Take me home.”

“Home?”

Ugh. Fucker.

“Now, Copper.”

He slides a hand into my hair, tightening his fist around it and tugging. “Last night was the last straw. Seeing you prance around without your bra and listening to you sass me was too much. Keeping you at a distance still wasn’t working. All day long, I think about your ass. I worry about you. I’m happy my dogs love you and that you’re no longer afraid of them.” He presses a kiss to my mouth. “I liked sleeping with you in my arms. It felt right, little storm. And when the guys showed up, flirting with you, I wanted to throttle each and every one of them. Know why?”

“Because you’re a dick?”

His eyes twinkle. “Yeah. A dick who was feeling all kinds of possessive over his woman. You’re not my captive, Stormy, you’re my woman. Whether you like it or not, somewhere along the way in the past several months, you turned into her. No matter how I tried denying it in my head, my heart nor my dick were listening.”

“I should hate you,” I grumble. “For everything you’ve done to me.”

“And I should hate you for what you’ve done to my brother and the other Royal Bastards.”

Guilt resurfaces, making my heart stammer. “But…”

“But all that shit doesn’t matter when we’re together.” He kisses my forehead. “Put on your helmet so I can take you home.”

“What happens when we get home?”

“We do.”
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Copper

 

The ride back to the house doesn’t take long. My heart is thundering in my chest as I replay our kisses from earlier. With her tits smashed against my back, all I can think about is getting her home so I can strip her and make her scream. When we get back, the dogs come running from the woods, barking like lunatics. Stormy jumps off my bike to give them a proper greeting, calling them her adorable babies and kissing them. I can’t help but compare the first time she met them to now. Those dogs fucking love her.

“I need to call Koyn,” I state after I’ve parked my bike in the garage and closed it. “It shouldn’t take long.”

She scowls, stomping off. That woman can be such a grumpy bitch sometimes. I stalk after her. A squeal escapes her when I snag her skinny ass and throw her over my shoulder.

“Copper! What the fuck!”

I smack her ass hard enough to earn an irritated bark from Hansel. “Back off, boy, she earned it.”

She gives up her fight and whines to my dogs as though they can save her. Nothing can save her now. I’m going to fuck this woman against everything inside my brain telling me it’s the worst possible idea ever. I don’t give two shits. I want her. Consequences be damned.

Once I make it into my office, I set her bratty ass on the edge of my desk. Her hair has come loose of her braid, hanging messily over one shoulder. Blue eyes gleam with lust when I tug off my T-shirt.

“I thought you had to call Koyn.” Her brow arches up. “Or did you get distracted by a shiny toy?”

“I’ll call him in a minute,” I grumble. “Take your shirt off, woman.”

She rolls her eyes at me but obeys. Behind the sassiness shines a vulnerability. The real woman behind her tough, badass façade stares back at me. No bullshit. No agendas.

“Bra too.” I make a motion with my hand for her to remove it. “Show me your pretty tits.”

Her bottom lip gets captured between her teeth as she pulls away her bra with practiced ease. The heavy globes of her perfect, real tits are enticing as fuck. My dick is hard and throbbing in my jeans. First things first, though.

“Take that other shit off,” I order. “The panties can stay on for now.”

I take a seat at my desk chair, powering my computer on. By the time I have it up, she’s standing beside me in nothing but a sexy black thong.

“Come here,” I growl, tugging her into my lap so she’s straddling me. “You drive me crazy.”

She gasps when I lean forward to lick her nipple. A moan escapes her as I suck it into my mouth, teasing it with my tongue. Her fingers thread into my hair as she pushes her tits into my face. I lavish her tit with my undivided attention before grabbing her sexy ass, drawing her closer to rub against my aching cock.

“Sit still and be a good girl. I need to make a call.”

Her expression is comical—a mix between confusion and fury—as I dial my brother. I lean back in my chair, reaching up to absently pinch her nipple.

“What’s up?” Koyn asks in greeting.

“Calling with an update. You alone?”

The phone gets muffled as he talks to Hadley. My sucker of a brother can be heard kissing his girl and then he’s audibly closing a door behind him. While I wait, I suck on Stormy’s other tit.

“Walking into my office now. I’m alone. Speak.”

I pull my mouth away from her nipple and let out a sigh. “It’s Dragon.”

Silence.

“Koyn,” I say in a firm tone. “It’s him.”

“How do you know?”

“Something upset him earlier. Something Stormy remembers Vidal saying.”

He lets out a heavy sigh. “Fuck.”

“You need to talk to him.”

“No,” he barks out. “Not until I piece together some shit. I told you I wasn’t going to do that to any of them. I’ll do my own digging and go to them only when it’s absolutely necessary.”

Stormy presses her lips together, biting back something.

I flip the phone to speakerphone. “Stormy has something to say.”

“The fuck?” Koyn hisses at the same time Stormy gapes at me.

“Say it, Stormy.” I smack her ass to get her attention. “Now.”

“Asshole,” she grumbles at me before speaking to Koyn. “Where did he say he came from? If you don’t know his real name, what do you know about him? We’re trying to figure this out, but you’re not giving us much to go on.”

Another beat of silence.

“Unbelievable,” he mutters but continues to answer her. “I found both him and Katana at a bar in Little Rock about nine years ago while visiting Animal’s old man, Viking. He was a ball of rage. The only thing keeping him back was Katana. I recognized that rage and wanted to funnel it toward my own quest for vengeance. Asked him what his name was and he snarled at me.” His office chair creaks as he pauses. “I asked what I could call him. Spouted out some crazy-ass shit like Batman or something stupid. When I realized I wasn’t going to get a real answer, I left him to take my seat back at the bar. When a fight broke out between the two of them and a bunch of drunk cowboys who thought they were tough shit, I lent a hand.”

Stormy lifts a brow, silently asking me if I’d heard this story before. I give her a slight shake of my head as Koyn continues.

“And by lend a hand, I mean, I took a chair to the biggest asshole’s head. Katana was whipping ass with a pool stick, but it was Dragon who managed to set one of the guys on fire. I think he must have doused him with his liquor first. I don’t know really, but the guy’s shirt lit up like a fucking bonfire.” He chuckles because Koyn’s sadistic like that. “We managed to get the fuck out of there before the cops showed up. Those two took off running down a dark road, so I followed them on my bike.”

I skim my palm up Stormy’s thigh, enjoying the way she shivers at my touch. Lazily, I run my knuckle along the seam of her thong that meets the edge of her thigh.

“Those two were living in a shitty, abandoned trailer. No food to speak of. I don’t know what was going on, but they needed me.” Koyn pauses and my chest tightens. My brother, despite being a crazy sonofabitch, still has the main thread of humanity deep inside him—the desire to take care of others in need. “Since the bastard wouldn’t tell me his name, I started calling him Dragon. He torched that guy like it was a natural thing to do. I told them I’d started a MC chapter in Tulsa and asked if they were interested in patching in.”

“Dragon isn’t one to follow orders easily, especially when he doesn’t know you,” I interject. “I’m curious how you handled that one.”

“I treated him like an injured stray. Told him where I lived. Offered him food and protection. And then walked away.”

“Dragon just doesn’t seem like he needs protection,” Stormy says. “Especially from Vidal and Collins. They’re creepy, sure, but Dragon could gut them both before they even opened their mouths to utter a word.”

“True,” Koyn agrees. “There’s no doubt in my mind he’d kill anyone who looked at him wrong. But, when I’d seen the wariness in both their eyes, I felt the urge to protect them. It’s just a fatherly intuition.”

Stormy’s brow hikes up, clearly surprised at hearing this. Koyn is a badass motherfucker, but no one knows him like I do. I’ve known him since I first met him in the hospital over four decades ago. When he was little Jared, he was a gentle, caring soul. His wife and daughter adored him. It’s clear Hadley does too.

“So they hopped on your bike with you and the three of you all rode off into the sunset?” I tease, letting my thumb slide just below the edge of Stormy’s panties.

“Hardly,” Koyn grunts. “Dragon tried to stab me and Katana took a swing at me with a bat. I told their crazy asses I was their only shot at life where they could be on top. Also told them if they wanted to be homeless bottom feeders living in a dilapidated trailer, that was up to them.”

“And then you walked away?” Stormy offers.

“No.” He chuckles. “I ran my old ass back to my bike and got the fuck out of there before they murdered me.”

I roll my eyes at Stormy. There’s no way in hell Koyn would have run off like a pussy. He probably tossed out some threats that kept them at bay and then walked away, with his back turned to those nutcases, and then left.

“Two months later, Filter tells me some dude named Dragon was there to see me,” Koyn says, letting out a breath of air. “He was different. Cleaned up. Less unhinged. Ran his fucking mouth like a chatty teenager with one helluva attitude problem. Had a new tattoo, too. Big ass Dragon piece on his neck. I told them it was about damn time and showed them their rooms.”

“So he never told you his name and you never looked,” I utter after he finishes.

“He’s been loyal to me since he walked into my home, Copper. I was so focused on my vengeance, all I cared about was growing my army to find the people who hurt my girls. He and Katana were right there with me from the start. As soon as they heard the story, they were foaming at the mouth to help me get my revenge. It was never an issue until now.” He sighs heavily. “If he’s hiding with us, it’s because he has to. Whatever those fuckers did to him had to have been bad, otherwise he wouldn’t be with me, silently taking me up on my offer for protection. I’ll be damned if I start digging into his past and demanding answers from him.”

Koyn may not feel right about asking Dragon, but we still need answers.

“You knew,” I say with a shake of my head. “That whole time we were making a damn list, your ass knew it was probably Dragon, didn’t you?”

“He was the only one I knew for sure was hiding something,” Koyn admits. “Katana has always been his shadow, but it’s always been Dragon who’s haunted by something.”

Unbelievable.

“That was a lot of time wasted looking into the others,” I grumble, though I’m not mad. I understand the way my brother’s mind works.

“Just your time,” he taunts, a grin in his voice. “I never looked into the other guys. Just Dragon.”

“Fucker,” I say with a laugh.

“Do you at least know where they came from?” Stormy interjects, looking like a goddamn treat with her tits in my face, and annoyed by our brotherly teasing.

“Why the hell are you suddenly Team Koynakov?” Koyn demands, his tone no longer playful and now dripping with malice.

“She just is,” I bark back. “Stormy’s my responsibility, remember? I’ve got her under control. Focus on the real problem here. Where did they come from?”

Koyn gives up on the battle, which has me hoping one day he won’t be too pissed at me when he finds out I’m fucking the mole.

“I heard Katana mention a restaurant once in Memphis. A place he missed. Dragon tensed up, which means he knew of it too. I’d bet all my money in the bank they came from Tennessee.”

“It’s a start. Let me know if you come up with anything else. I’m going to do some searching on my end,” I tell him. “Don’t worry. We’re going to figure this shit out.”

Stormy nods in agreement. “Hell yeah we are.”

“Keep me posted,” Koyn grunts before hanging up.

As soon as the conversation is over, I toss my phone on the desk, grabbing a handful of her ass and squeezing. “Lie back on the desk so I can lick your wet pussy.”

She smacks at my shoulder. “How do you know it’s wet?”

I slide my finger past the fabric of her thong, along her slit, and into her slick, inviting body. “Because I wouldn’t be able to do this.” I pull it away and then bring my glistening finger to my nose so I can inhale her scent. “Now, little storm.”


 [image: ]

[image: ]

Stormy

 

This fucker is too damn smug. I want to smack the look right off his face, but he’s right. I do want him. I want this thing to happen between us. As much as I crave to start digging into Dragon’s past, I’m distracted by the beast in front of me, demanding all my attention. When I don’t move fast enough, he grabs my hips and sets me on the edge of his desk beside his keyboard. He shoves it out of the way, nearly knocking it off the desk in the process in his haste to get to me.

“Spread your legs, woman.”

Goddamn it. His bossiness turns me on and I hate that. I’m normally one for calling all the shots in my life and in the bedroom. Even with Filter. We did what I wanted and when I initiated it. This thing with Copper is different than anything I’ve ever known.

With eyes locked on his heated brown ones, I spread my thighs and rest on my elbows so I can watch him. A wicked smirk passes over his features as he rolls his chair forward. I’m mesmerized by the tattoos and muscles on display, eager to have him on top of me. He brings his nose to my pussy and inhales like a fucking freak. I’m a damn freak too because I shudder at the caveman move.

“You smell too fucking good, little storm,” he praises. “You smell like mine.”

As soon as he utters the word “mine,” his tongue is chasing it up my slit to my clit. My breath gets sucked out of me as I revel in the glorious sensation. Before I can recover from the surprise of the pleasure rippling through me, he sucks on my clit. I yelp and then growl when he bites me.

“Fucker,” I hiss, one of my hands finding his messy, windblown hair.

His hot breath tickles me as he chuckles. “Hush, woman, and let me eat my pussy in peace.”

I smack his head, earning me another nip to my clit. If it didn’t feel so damn good, I’d kick him in his stupid head. But it does feel good. He rotates between sucking and biting, driving me mad with desire. I’m close to the edge of ecstasy when he slides a finger back inside my body. A moan reverberates from me. His finger curls out, seeking a part of me that’s often elusive and hard to find. I should have known this smug bastard would find it with one single swipe.

“Copper!” I cry out, jolting with pleasure.

He sucks on my clit, rubbing that part of me within that drives me wild. I rip at his hair, not even feeling bad, as he viciously extracts pleasure from me with a single finger and his tongue. It only takes another few seconds of his efforts before I explode. Stars glitter around me as pleasure pulsates through me in a deliciously addictive way. His finger slips out too soon and he stands up. I expect him to shove his pants down and fuck me across his desk. Instead, he admires me with an appreciative gaze that suddenly makes me feel shy.

“What?” I demand, my voice shaky.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful.”

I’ve been told that line many times before by many men, but never has it had this effect on me. A fluttering in my chest. Silly grin on my face. Heat burning on my cheeks and neck.

“You just going to stare all night or are we going to fuck?” I taunt, desperately trying to find my usual confidence.

He grabs my hands, pulling me to a seating position, and then he lifts me up. “I’m not fucking you for the first time on my desk, Stormy. I want you in my goddamn bed.”

I wrap my arms around his neck and nuzzle my nose against his hair that smells like pine and sunshine as he carries me. The way he holds me feels possessive. As though I belong to him. And not in some captive sort of way. Like I’m really his. I’ve been good for a fuck, but never the type of girl guys aim to keep.

Copper wants to keep me.

And, for once, I want to be kept.

All too soon, we’re in his bedroom. Months ago, we were in a similar position, but I screwed it all up all by accusing him of rape. Now, I can’t seem to go another second without knowing what it feels for him to be inside me. I’m dizzied by the way he’s made me desperately crave him simply by existing.

He tosses me playfully onto the bed and I flip him off. A chuckle rumbles from him as he unbuckles his jeans. Shamelessly, I stare at his sculpted chest and strong hands. He shoves his pants and boxers down. His thick, long cock bobs out, and I admire his large size. I’m practically a virgin having gone without sex for so many months, so that monster is going to hurt.

“Don’t be scared of it, little storm,” he taunts as he peels off his socks and then prowls onto the bed, hovering over me. “It won’t bite. I’m the one who bites.”

I laugh at his teasing until the fucker dips down to bite my neck. He shoves his way between my thighs and then crashes his lips to mine. His kiss is a claiming sort of kiss that binds its way to my soul. I eagerly wrap my legs around his hips, desperately kissing him and lifting up my ass from the bed as I silently beg for his giant dick.

He must really like me because he grabs onto the beast and rubs it against my opening rather than teasing me. “Let me in,” he murmurs. “It’s where I belong.”

Damn him and his sexy crooned words. I whimper and try to relax as the fat crown of his dick pushes into me. A gasp escapes me as his thickness stretches me in way I’ve never known. My fingernails dig into his shoulders as I fight through the pain of this man’s massive cock.

“Breathe,” he rumbles. “Relax.”

He pauses his efforts to kiss me so sweetly, tears spring to my eyes. I hate that I’ve never been kissed like this before. Like I’m special and loved and cherished. It makes me reflect back on what a shitshow my life has been until this moment. A tear leaks out of my eye and Copper’s thumb swipes it away.

“Mine, baby. All mine,” he murmurs. “Once I’ve had you, there’s no turning back. I don’t do anything half ass, Stormy.”

I don’t want to turn back.

I want to go forward and keep going with this man.

As if in tune with my thoughts, he inches his way deeper inside me. The burn intensifies and my body struggles to accept him. A dick this big should be illegal. Something reserved for pornos only. He finally bottoms out with a grunt, bruising me deep inside. I’ve never felt so filled to the brim by another person before. Like he’s owning me from the inside out.

“You feel like fucking heaven.” He nips at my bottom lip. “Can I move yet?”

No words escape. All I can do is nod.

He pulls back, his crazy, intense brown eyes cataloging my every expression as his hips begin to slowly rock. I want to close my eyes and enjoy this sensation but watching him watch me gives me pleasure that goes beyond the physical. I feel this intensity deep inside my soul.

“So tight, little storm. Like your body was made for mine.”

A moan tumbles past my lips and he lazily kisses it away. His thrusts grow more and more powerful with each passing second. My body seems to finally have accepted his size. He reaches between us, touching my clit as he sucks on my bottom lip. All the pleasure feels like too much. I whimper as he takes me to new heights and then pushes me over the edge. A savage cry escapes me as my second orgasm of the afternoon rips through me. My body tries to clench around him, but he has me stretched to the limits. The sensation must send him spiraling, though, because he lets loose a strangled groan. Heat floods into me, filling me with his cum.

Panic swells up inside me as realization overwhelms me. I quickly calculate my period and when I might be ovulating, deciding we may have dodged a bullet this time.

“You asshole,” I grumble, my voice breathless. “Pull out next time.”

He smirks at me before sliding his dick out of my wrecked body. “Sure thing, babe.”

“I’m serious. Buy some fucking condoms or pull your dick out, but I’m not getting knocked up,” I sass, arching my brow up. “Promise me.”

Sitting up on his haunches, he shakes his softening cock, flinging excess cum over my thighs. “We’ll see.” Then, like the alpha fuckface he is, he drags the leaking cum from my body and pushes it back into me. “Kind of hard to promise when I really like the way you look with my cum filling you up.”

I smack at him and he tackles me, dragging me onto his chest as he rolls onto his back. My heart is beating wildly. Cuddling after sex isn’t something I’m accustomed to. Yet, here we are. I knew this thing with Copper felt all kinds of different. Gently, he strokes his fingers through my hair, pulling me to him, and kisses my head.

“This changes everything,” I tell him, relaxing in his arms. “Right?”

“Yeah, Stormy, it does.” His voice is soft and almost sad.

“I want to help you find Vidal and Collins. I can look into them. You can trust me.”

He’s silent for a beat and then lets go of a heavy sigh. “I’d be stupid to trust you.”

His words sting, but I know he’s right.

“You were stupid to fuck me, but you did it anyway. I think you’re pretty damn good at being stupid.” I study his handsome face. “Please, Copper. I swear you can trust me. Just let me help with this.”

He frowns at me, uncertainty shining in his brown eyes. “Fine.”

I sit up, grinning at him. “Really?”

“Yeah,” he grunts. “I have no choice but to trust you.”

“You have a choice,” I murmur. “You either do or you don’t.”

“Then I’m choosing to trust you. Which means, tonight, you’re sleeping in my bed where you belong. I’m not handcuffing you or putting the collar back on. I’m trusting you not to kill me in my sleep or call the cops on me or run the fuck away with my bad dogs.” His eyes shine with a rare vulnerability that makes my chest squeeze. “Don’t fuck it up.”

I snuggle against him, kissing his neck. “I won’t.”

He playfully swats my ass. “Good girl. Now let’s get in the shower so you can make that promise from your knees while you lick my dick clean.”

My heart stutters inside my chest just thinking of how I’ll give him the best damn blowjob promise the man has ever known.

“Prepare to be convinced,” I sass as I grab his still-wet dick that’s already hardening back up. “I can be hella convincing, old man.”

He smacks my ass hard. “Call me old again and I’ll show you just how much stamina I have. You’ll walk bowlegged for a month, young lady.”
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“No,” I tell Hansel. “You gassed out the house last time.”

He whines, runs around the kitchen island, and then sits down in front of the stove again like his little trick will convince me he’s earned a piece of bacon.

“Stop looking at me with those pitiful eyes,” I grumble. “I’m weak.”

His whimpering and begging doesn’t stop, but I stay strong. I’ll be damned if I smell his ass all day while Copper’s at work. A shiver of pleasure skitters down my spine. We’ve spent all weekend in bed. He may be quite a bit older than me, but Copper is as virile as they come. The man wears me out. And he was right, I can’t walk without a wince in my step because I’m so damn sore.

“Smells good,” Copper says, strutting into the kitchen looking like a snack.

Now I’m the one who wants to whimper and beg. It sucks he has to go to work because I got spoiled having his undivided attention all weekend.

“Figured I’d see you off with a good breakfast,” I tell him. My eyes roam down his front. Today he’s wearing a black Polo that stretches across his shoulders and biceps. All his yummy tattoos are on display, advertising he’s a bad boy no matter what his job title is. His dark slacks hug his muscular thighs in a way that makes me want to drool.

“Keep looking at me like that and I’m going to be late for work,” he growls, gripping the front of my T-shirt and tugging me to him.

I stand on my toes and accept his kiss. His palms find my bare ass under the long T-shirt I stole from him and he squeezes me. He tastes like toothpaste and smells like delicious man. God, I hate that he has to leave.

“Be a good girl while I’m gone,” he murmurs against my lips. “I’ll miss you.”

My heart flops inside my chest and tears prickle my eyes. Since when do I get all mushy over a guy?

Since Copper.

Because he’s not like other guys.

He’s the real kind of man who lives to please his woman. Somehow, I went from Filter’s as an undercover Fed to captive to Copper’s girl.

“My office is unlocked so you can get to the computer. Password’s written on a sticky note and stuck to the screen.” His fingers find my jaw and he tilts my head up so our eyes meet. “Don’t make me regret this.”

It stings to hear the doubt in his voice. When we’re in bed together, he seems pretty eager to be my man, but he still doesn’t trust me. But, with my track record, I’m not surprised.

Rather than a snarky comeback, I stare him straight in the eye and say, “I won’t.”

He rewards my answer with a quick peck to my forehead before he pulls away to feed the dogs. I plate up breakfast and bring him coffee. His wink makes my pussy clench.

“You look good in my kitchen.” He reaches over and squeezes my thigh. “A man could get used to a pretty girl making him bacon and eggs every morning.”

I laugh and shake my head at him. “Don’t get used to it, old man.”

“Nah, I think I can. You like to please me, little storm. It’s written all over your face. Just like Hansel.”

I smack his arm. “Compare me to your dog again and you won’t get laid for a week.”

“Aww,” he taunts. “Did you get your feelings hurt?”

Shooting him the bird, I proceed to ignore him as I finish up my meal. He chuckles at my attitude. I’m just loading the dishwasher, when he presses his strong body against mine from behind.

“Breakfast was good, but I’m still hungry,” he rumbles, his breath tickling my ear. “Let me lick your pussy and cheer you up before I go.”

A wave of desire ripples through me.

What girl says no to that?

Before I can think of a comeback, he grabs my hips and twists me around. I let out a squeal when he picks me up, turns, and sets me down on the island. With a firm hand, he pushes me back until I’m lying down across the cold countertop. His dark eyes shine with need as he wrenches my thighs apart.

“So fucking hot.” His lips curl into a predatory grin as he presses soft kisses along my inner thigh. “All mine.”

All weekend he’s made statements like these. Caveman possessive claims. And each time, I melt when he says them.

I cry out when his mouth latches onto my pussy, sucking on all of it like a damn vacuum. My back arches up and I instantly reach for his hair, grabbing and tugging. A snarl escapes him—feral and starved—making me quiver with delight. The slurps and sucking sounds only turn me on more. All too easily, he sucks and licks me into an explosive orgasm.

“Fuck,” he growls. “I need inside you.”

I yelp as he manhandles me onto my stomach, dragging me to the edge where my ass is prone to him. He fiddles with his pants and then his monster dick is rubbing through my juices. We both groan when he pushes into me. My body accepts him easier this time, but I still wince at the stretch. Once he’s coated his dick with my arousal, he fucks me like a man possessed—hard and fast. The sound of skin slapping echoes loudly in the kitchen. I clutch onto the edge of the countertop, holding on for dear life. He’s fucking me at just the right angle that he rubs against my G-spot in way that has me gasping for air. All too soon, I’m shouting out his name as I come again.

“Fuck, baby,” he groans, jerking his dick out of me so fast I cry out. “Fuck.”

He grips my ass, spreading my cheeks apart, and then presses the tip of his cock against my other hole. Since I threw my fit about birth control, he’s been careful to pull out each time. I’m already annoyed that I had to go and open my big damn mouth. I want nothing more than for him to come inside me again.

“That burns,” I whimper, tensing at the fire that assaults me there.

“I’m not going in all the way,” he rumbles. “Just leaving you a little gift.”

He’s so fucking filthy and yet I lie here letting him press his dick inside me a tiny bit just as it begins to pulse with his orgasm. Heat floods into the tight cavity, causing it to burn even more. I suck in a sharp breath when he inches forward some more. My God, he’s too fucking big to go there. And yet, I just let him have his dirty way with me.

“I’m going to stretch this pretty ass out soon so I can fuck you here.” He pulls out and I whimper. “If only you could see how goddamn hot your red asshole looks leaking out my cum. Fuck, Stormy. I’ll never get to work at this rate.”

He pulls me off the island and onto my feet. I stare at his lovely wet cock as he cleans it off with a paper towel and then stuffs the damn thing back into his boxers. Where I’m wrecked with cum leaking out of my ass, he looks too good all put together and ready to go catch bad guys.

“See you soon,” he murmurs, brushing a kiss that tastes like me across my lips.

“Aren’t you going to brush your teeth?” I say with a lifted brow.

“Fuck no,” he says with a grin. “I’m going to taste you all day long. How else do you expect me to get through the work day?”

All too soon, he’s out the door and his truck rumbles down the drive. A sense of loss quickly passes over me. I miss him and he’s not been gone three minutes.

I’m so screwed for this man.

For a brief moment, I consider the fact I’m finally a free woman. I could walk my ass to town and he’d never know. I’m not collared or cuffed. I can escape.

Hansel whines, cocking his head at me.

“Don’t worry, little man,” I assure him. “I’m not going anywhere. Daddy will miss me. Besides, I have work to do.”

I’m going to figure out what the hell Dragon is hiding and why.
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Copper

 

I chose sex over a cup of coffee and my ass is paying for it now. I’m tired as fuck. All weekend, I’ve fucked Stormy all over that damn house. This morning was my favorite. A quick, hot fuck in the kitchen. I’m being a dumbass getting involved with her considering her past and all she’s done to my brother and his MC, but I can’t find it in me to care. Not when she’s whimpering and moaning beneath me. The way her cunt strangles my dick each time is maddening. Stormy is almost too small to take me, which makes me want to fuck her even more. And when I dipped into her ass for a little sample, I knew I’d end up there soon too.

Blinking away memories of Stormy’s naked ass, I try to focus on my hunt for anything related to Dragon. I scour the Memphis records in the system trying to match up to gangs or sex crimes or drugs—anything that might pull up something of interest. Nothing stands out, though.

“Koynakov,” Dan calls out. “See me in my office.”

I shove away from my desk, thankful for a break. Several women I work with flash me flirty smiles and I nod as I pass. I’ve never been one to date where I work, but that never stopped these chicks from trying. Every single one of them who weren’t married have hinted at going out. I never bite. They’re all so boring compared to Stormy. Hell, Krista, my ex-wife, is boring compared to Stormy.

Stormy looks like a devilish angel.

Someone you want to do really, really bad things with.

Fuck, my dick aches to be inside her again. This is going to be a long ass day. I wish she had a phone so I could check in on her.

“Close the door,” Dan says from behind his desk.

I push it closed and take a seat. “What’s up, man?”

“I need your help.” He sighs and scrubs his palm over his face. “I’m getting nowhere with this case.”

He shoves a file my way. I pick it up and begin thumbing through it. Human trafficking case. Not some small-scale gig either. A massive operation. As I read through all the notes and intel, my blood begins to boil. He’s been working this case for months.

“What the hell?” I growl, meeting his stare. “Why wasn’t I informed? I could have been helping on this.”

Dan sighs. “I know. I’m sorry, dammit.”

“You have Meyers on it. No wonder shit isn’t getting solved.” I toss the folder down and lift a brow at him. “Care to tell me why you didn’t put your best guy on this?”

“You’ve had one foot out the door, Jeremy. I see the word ‘retirement’ practically flashing like a neon light above your head.” He leans back in his chair and shrugs. “I just wanted to give you an out. Didn’t want you feeling guilted into staying on for me.”

“But the case is too big,” I mutter. “Fuck.”

“Yeah, I admit I need your brain on this one.”

I flip through more pages of the file and stop when I see a missing person’s report. From Tennessee. Something about the report niggles at me.

“See,” Dan says, his voice filled with relief. “You’re already seeing stuff I probably hadn’t considered. Take it with you and get back to me.”

Absently, I nod and stand up. I take the file back to my desk and return to my earlier project. Dragon. I’d been looking for illegal shit he might have been involved in. I didn’t think about looking through missing person reports. I spend the next hour or so scrolling through reports around the time Dragon came to live with Koyn. Nothing. I go back another year and then another. I eventually find something that has me stopping dead in my tracks.

Holy shit.

Chase Everett Thomas. Sixteen years old. Missing.

The kid staring back at me is smiley and charismatic. Big green eyes. A mouth full of straight white teeth.

Fucking Dragon.

I backpedal now that I have a name. Easily, I find articles about Dragon before he went missing. Local basketball hero who played varsity. Voted by his peers “most likely to become famous.” Scouts from all the best colleges were already taking notice. Wealthy parents.

How the hell did he go from that to psycho Dragon with the Royal Bastards MC?

I also discover Dragon was in a fucking male pageant. Just wait until Koyn gets a load of this shit. It’s like he’s a magnet for these motherfuckers. First Hadley also known as Pageant Girl or PG and then Dragon. It’d almost be comical if this wasn’t such a clusterfuck.

There’s a two-year period between the report when he went missing to the time he showed up on Koyn’s radar, which puts him at about eighteen when Koyn took him in. It makes me wonder what the hell Dragon was doing in those two years. Did he run away? Was he kidnapped? Something fucking happened and this would be a whole helluva lot easier if Koyn would stop playing Daddy and let me do my goddamn job.

I know the necessary procedures and protocols. Lots of red tape to wade through. But, since I went dirty a long time ago, I take the shortcut. It gets shit done and when you’re dealing with lowlife criminals, sometimes you have to play nasty right along with them. The file Dan gave me, though only recently opened as an active investigation, has tons of missing person reports, which means it’s very possible Dragon was the victim of this very ring of traffickers going back near a decade ago. Fuck. This really is huge like Dan said.

I make a call to the one person who can find shit faster than I can.

My brother.

“Yeah,” he grunts in greeting, his voice breathless like the old man was just fucking his life away.

“I have a name on him.”

“No shit?”

“Put your dick away. We need to talk.”

“Sorry, beautiful. You can suck my dick later. Important shit to deal with.”

I roll my eyes, but inside I’m happy for him. He grieved and agonized for so goddamn long, it’s good to see him finally at peace. A few minutes later, he mumbles that he’s in his office.

“Chase Everett Thomas. I’m thinking he was around eighteen when you ran into him at that bar in Arkansas,” I blurt out. “There’s a missing person report on him when he was sixteen. I stumbled upon this while working a big-ass trafficking case that dates back to around this time. I think it’s got Vidal and Collins written all over it.”

“Fuck.” The sounds of his fingers tapping away on his keyboard can be heard. “Dad’s a doctor there in Memphis. Mom is a fuckin’ life coach who travels giving speeches. Hot as hell too. Three brothers who look just like him—athletic and smart and happy. There’s no way a kid like him would have left this life.” He taps away some more. “Kid drove a goddamn beamer.”

“They took him,” I agree. “Probably similar to how they took Erin and how they planned to take Stormy.” My gut twists at the thought of her accidentally getting herself stuck with them instead of the Royal Bastards. “And now they’re looking for him, man.”

“They’re not looking,” Koyn growls. “They’ve already found him. They’re biding their time. Watching us. Fuck.”

He’s right. Stormy found this file a year ago. They already called up at my work to fuck with us. If they know Koyn and me, then they’ve already uncovered who all is patched in under him. All it would take is catching a glimpse of Dragon and they’d know. He has an unforgettable face—the kind that should be splashed across tabloids or a face strutting down the runway in Milan or some shit. Point is, Dragon is a good-looking dude who stands out like a sore fucking thumb.

“What do we do?” I scrub my palm over my face. “We’re always two steps ahead of everyone, but I feel like these fuckers are ghosts.”

“They are,” Koyn bites out. “I already picked apart what we know on them. Collins no longer offices in Tulsa. He ghosted out of there right after Stormy showed up. Vidal pops up on the radar in different cities, but then he disappears. They’ve got their shit under aliases I still need to uncover.”

My hands are tied at what I have access to here at work. The criminals don’t do shit the right way, so we only have information of those who have been caught or talked or from our own recon missions. But, at this point, Vidal and Collins are nothing of interest in the system.

“Let me make some calls,” Koyn says finally. “Jameson, the prez in New Orleans with the Royal Bastards National chapter, might know some shit. Same with Animal. Arkansas is close enough to Tennessee they might have some bleed off from this. I’ve also got a Royal Bastards guy out west. King’s in Santa Clarita, California. Might not get his surly ass out here, but he’s knowledgeable. His chapter goes after the wealthy traffickers of the victims. He might know some shit and if he doesn’t, he’ll be down to help.”

“And when we locate these motherfuckers?”

Koyn chuckles, dark and deep. “Then we call Loki.”

“God of Mischief?”

“No, dumbass, God of Torture. Otherwise known as prez of the Royal Bastards Reno, Nevada chapter.”

“All right then. Let’s do this.”

“Three steps ahead of you, brother. Three steps ahead.”
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I’m eager as hell to get home to my woman. If she’s still there. Doubt clouds around me like a fog, thick and unyielding. I have no other option but to trust Stormy. If she leaves and fucks me over, I’ll deal with that shit then. I can’t worry over what hasn’t happened, though.

Grabbing my file, I climb out of my truck and head inside. The dogs are outside acting like heathens in the woods, chasing whatever it is that’s pissed them off today, so when I walk into my house, I’m met with silence. Unease settles in my gut. She’s probably napping. My eyes skim around the front room and I’m surprised to see Stormy has cleaned. The house smells like mop cleaner. I could kiss her for how shiny my floors are right now.

“Hey, baby, I’m home,” I call out. “I really want to fuck you on these clean floors. Where the hell are you, woman?”

Silence.

She wouldn’t clean the house and bail. That’s fucking stupid. Still, I’m unnerved when I don’t find her in the kitchen or my bedroom. Her bedroom got emptied over the weekend as I moved her clothes and shit into mine, but she’s not in there either. I’m just headed to check the gym downstairs when I stop off at my office. Turning the knob, I push inside.

Sitting at my desk like she owns the place, Stormy is deep in thought, my giant pair of headphones pulled over her ears as she nods to the music she’s listening to on the computer. Papers are strewn out all over the desk where she’s been making notes about something. She’s a different person than the one I left, who was just fucked and only wearing my T-shirt. Now, she’s hot as fuck in a tight white T-shirt that reveals her pointy nipples and some yoga pants. Her long blond hair has been smoothed straight and hangs over her shoulders in shiny tresses I want to tangle my fingers in. It’s clear she dolled herself up for me because her face is made up with a shit ton of makeup. Even though I prefer her fresh-faced, I can’t deny how hard my dick gets when I know she did all this for me.

I sneak back out of the office to take a quick shower to wash the day’s grime off me. My dick has remained at half-mast since I saw her looking so fucking beautiful sitting at my desk. Quickly, I rush out of the shower, a towel loosely tied around my waist, eager to get back to her. I’m about to exit the bathroom when Stormy rounds the corner.

“Weren’t even going to come say hi, huh?” Her blue eyes glitter, but her mouth is pouty.

“Hi.”

“Asshole.”

“Come here,” I growl, dropping my towel in exchange for grabbing my woman.

She whimpers as my mouth crashes against hers. I kiss her like I haven’t seen her in eight years, not eight hours. Our tongues tangle and thrash, each of us desperate to taste the other. I finger the hem of her T-shirt and pull it up over her body, ridding her of the offending material so I can see her gorgeous tits. She moans when I caress the fat mounds, thumbing her hard nipples.

“Mine,” I growl.

She grips my aching dick. “Mine.”

“That so, huh?” I smirk at her.

Her lips kick up into a wicked grin. “Gonna claim it right now.”

“Fuck,” I groan as she drops to her knees, her blue eyes peering up at me.

“Shhh,” she says before licking the tip that leaks with pre-cum. “I have promises to make to my little friend right now.”

I grab a handful of her silky hair in my punishing grip. “Little?”

“Would you rather I call it precious?”

“You’re such a bitch,” I grunt out. “Put my big dick in your mouth and choke on it, little storm. I want to watch your mascara run as you gag on it.”

She runs her tongue up and down my shaft in a tortuous, teasing way. “It’s too big for my mouth,” she murmurs, making her voice soft and breathy like she’s innocent.

Stormy is far from fucking innocent.

“Try, beautiful.”

Her eyes gleam at my praise and she wraps her juicy, pink lips around my cock. It’s a stretch, but this woman has a big mouth. I like that I can shut her up with my big dick and that she can take it. The scrape of her teeth along my shaft has me hissing and my grip in her hair tightening. Blue eyes water as she regards me with a look of pure adoration.

Fuck.

I’m going to fall so hard for this bitch.

So fucking hard.

She grabs hold of my balls, her eyes lighting up in a threatening way that has my blood pressure spiking, but all she does is rub at them. It feels so fucking good to have her mouth on me. I can’t even remember the last time I had my dick sucked, but I can say for a fact no blowjob ever felt this damn good.

Stormy hums and gags as she attempts to swallow my dick. Saliva runs down her chin and her eyes leak, sending streaks of black skating down her red cheeks. So fucking pretty. My painful grip in her hair turns soft. I stroke her hair and lock eyes with her. In one stare, I tell her exactly what’s on my mind.

I want you.

I need you.

I trust you.

She’s intuitive and must read my thoughts because her eyes water for different reasons than choking on dick. I’ve made her happy. And that fucking makes me happy. Soon, Stormy has my nuts drawing up with pleasure. My strangled sounds of pleasure are her only warning of what’s to come. Like a good girl, she intensifies her efforts, sucking me like a fucking Hoover. I groan as I empty my release into her waiting, constricting throat that eagerly swallows my dick like it’s a fucking Slurpee. Hot cum jets down her throat, filling her up with me.

“You’re really damn good at that,” I praise, my voice hoarse and raspy.

I pull her to her feet and hug her to me. Her body relaxes in my arms.

“Thank you for not leaving.” I kiss the top of her head. “And since I didn’t get arrested, thanks for not calling the cops on me either.”

“You’re growing on me, Jeremy Koynakov.” She winks before she starts to pull away, but I’m not ready to let her go yet. “What?”

“Just want to look at you a little while longer.”

All the smugness from giving me the best fucking blowjob ever fades away. Vulnerability shines in her pretty blue eyes. “Like what you see?”

“You have no fucking idea, little storm. No idea.”
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Stormy

 

God, he is so fucking fine.

Staring at me like I’m the most perfect thing he’s ever seen does my head in. How is it I’ve gone my entire life thinking I knew anything about the male species when men like Copper existed? He’s nothing like I’ve ever known and I’m thankful. With Copper, he wants me. Needs me. Craves me. I’ve never felt so desired by another person before and that’s saying a lot considering most men just see me as someone they’d like to fuck.

Copper wants all of me.

The good. The bad. The ugly.

It’s as though he wants to burrow his way deep inside me, exposing every part of me, and turning it inside out so he can understand it. No one has ever wanted to know the real Brenda Gale. No one. And it’s not always their fault. I’m notorious for keeping people at a distance, but Copper is the only one who shoved past my barriers and stormed inside.

“I found some stuff,” I murmur, whimpering when his thumbs hook into my yoga pants and begins sliding them down.

“Mmm?” he rumbles. “Me too.”

“Probably can’t wait.”

“This can’t wait.” He presses his hard dick, that’s still wet from my mouth, against my stomach. “This is the first thing on our agenda.”

I should tell him what I found today, but he’s right. It can wait a little while longer.

“How are you hard already?” I gasp when his teeth find my neck at the same time his palms grab my ass. “You’re too old to be this horny.”

He smacks my ass. “I’m not old. Especially not in the bedroom. Now hold on so I can fuck you.”

I wrap my hands around his neck and kick out of my pants at my ankles. He lifts me up, urging me to hook my legs around his waist. A yelp escapes me when my back meets the cold bathroom wall. Copper reaches between us to grab hold of his dick and then directs it into my slick pussy. We both moan as he slowly pushes into me, filling me to the brink. My fingernails claw at his neck just below his hairline.

“God, this will never get old,” I rasp out. “Don’t go slow.”

His lips find my neck and he sucks on the flesh while his hips piston in a fast, violent way. He’s so thick and long, I know he’s bruising parts of me inside that don’t normally see this sort of abuse. All I can do is hang on and enjoy the wild ride. His hand holding my ass up digs brutally into my flesh, causing me to whimper.

“Fuck, baby,” he grunts out. “So fucking perfect.”

I melt under his sweet words, giving every thought and pleasure-filled quiver to this man. He sucks me into this vortex that is him and I let him. We disappear together. Lost in the madness. It doesn’t take long before the constant grinding against my G-spot inside me has me keening. I’ve never been with a man so big, he rubs all the good parts of me inside all at once. It’s insanely erotic and beyond my wildest fantasies. Too easily, he drives me to the edge and pushes me off with no remorse. I scream out his name, trembling with ecstasy.

He groans, his body stiffening, and then he rips out of me with a roar. Hot cum jets up between us, wetting my stomach as he slides his throbbing cock between the lips of my pussy. I’m empty without him inside me and I wish he’d never pulled out.

For a long, quiet minute, he holds me up, pressing soft kisses to my neck. I gently run my fingers through the soft hairs at the nape of his neck. This man is going to be the death of me and I’m not even mad about it.

“Get cleaned up,” he murmurs near my ear and then nips the lobe. “I’ll get the grill going. We can have steak and talk about what you found.”

He sets me to my feet, looking completely unaffected compared to my wrecked state. I’ve just been fucked breathless and he’s ready to go cook steak. Unbelievable. And here I thought I’d give his ass a hard time about being old. I’m the one who can’t keep up.

“Cute as hell when you’re just fucked.” He smirks and drops a kiss on my lips before sauntering out of the bathroom.

I shake away my daze, grab a hair tie to pull my hair into a messy bun, and then take a quick shower to rinse off the sweat and cum. By the time I’m out and dressed, I can hear Copper talking to his dogs in the kitchen. I walk into the kitchen to find Hansel begging shamelessly for the meat Copper’s prepping.

“Babies want a treat?” I coo, causing them both to bark.

Copper winks at me, making me melt, as I head to the pantry to grab their treats. Hansel tries to steal Gretel’s, but she nips at his nose, sending him scampering away like the big baby he is. Once they’re both happy to have gotten something to snack on, I grab a couple of beers from the fridge and hand one to Copper.

“How was work?” I prop a hip against the counter as I watch him marinade the steaks.

“Got put on a new case. My superior, Dan, has been holding out on me. It’s a big one.” He cocks a brow at me. “What did you find today?”

I take a long swig of my beer and then set it down. “You’re never going to believe this. So I got to thinking about Dragon and what Koyn said. If he was scared and most likely running from something, that would mean there might be people looking for him. Since Koyn found him in Arkansas, I started there, but then I moved to Tennessee. Koyn mentioned Dragon getting all weird when Memphis was mentioned.”

Copper stares at me in awe, which has me eager to tell him the rest.

“His name is Chase Everett Thomas,” I blurt out. “Missing since he was sixteen. And, holy shit, Copper, he was in a—”

“Male pageant?”

I blink at him in shock. “What the hell? How did you know that?”

“Grab that file,” he says, nodding to the one on the bar. “I found all the same shit out today at work.” He pauses, lifting a brow. “But, I have the resources. How did you figure this out?”

Sure enough, when I open the file, there is a sticky note with Copper’s chicken scratch detailing all he found, which is exactly what I came across. No freaking way.

“Memphis. It stuck out as odd to me when Katana mentioned it before and I even told you and Koyn I thought they came from there. The way Dragon got so pissed that day was a red flag. I started with missing persons reports and did an estimation on Dragon’s age now versus when he could have gone missing. I assumed he was a runaway maybe. Anyway, he has a remarkable face and once I narrowed down a period of a few years when this could have happened, I was able to scour through them all. Once I found out who he was and had a name, it was much easier to look him up.”

Copper nods, scratching at his jaw. “Sometimes I forget you were a Fed.”

“It all makes sense now,” I say to him, still staring at the file. “Vidal and Collins obviously scoped him out and lured him in with promises of making him a big star since that’s kind of their MO. He fell for it because most impressionable kids that age would and ended up in some shitshow they’re involved with. Whatever they did to him traumatized the hell out of him. Somehow, he must have escaped and landed on Koyn’s radar. He took them in. Those bastards are pissed he got away and either want to kill him or just want him back, which is why they were looking into you guys when I came to Collins’s office that day. We need to talk to Dragon so we can pull information out of him.”

Copper sighs as he washes his hands. “We can’t. Koyn is adamant as fuck about not dragging all this shit into the light.”

It doesn’t surprise me that Koyn is so protective over these guys. They’re all criminals, but he treats them like they’re his kids. I saw the way Koyn was when I lived there with my own two eyes. Loyal to a fault.

“Why does he have to be so damn difficult?” I complain.

“Because it’s his way.” He winks at me. “Let me go check the grill and then I’ll show you your present.”

All investigative thoughts dissipate.

“You got me a present?” I ask, dumfounded. No guy has ever gotten me a present of his own free will. I made Filter buy me shit all the time, but he always seemed put off by it.

“Two actually. Sit tight.”

While he disappears, I throw together a quick salad and toss a couple of potatoes in the microwave. I’m just pulling out toppings for the quick-baked potatoes when Copper returns with an Apple sack.

“What’s this?”

“Open it,” he instructs as he grabs the steaks. “Come out back with me.”

I loop the bag over my wrist and snag our beers before following him out onto the back deck. The lake sparkles in the early evening setting sun. So breathtaking and beautiful. I sigh as I sit in one of the comfy chairs and set the beers down on the table. Then, I set to pulling out the items in the bag.

A laptop and a phone.

Brand-new.

My throat closes up and I will myself not to cry. This is ridiculous. I will not get emotional about a damn computer and phone. A tear leaks out anyway.

Copper crouches down beside my chair, a frown on his handsome face. “I thought you’d like them. If they’re not the right color or model, I can return them.”

I swipe at my wet cheek and sniffle. “I love them.”

“Fucking women,” he grumbles. “Christ.”

A laugh bubbles out of me. “I’m due for my period. Shut up.”

“I wasn’t lying, Stormy.” He takes my hand in his. “I said this wasn’t going to be some half-ass attempt at a relationship. I’m putting a lot on the line to be with you, so if I’m going in, I’m going all in. That means when I want to talk to my goddamn girl in the middle of the day, I need to be able to get ahold of her.”

“I just wasn’t expecting this,” I choke out. “I feel so closed off from the world. This feels like a lifeline.”

Guilt shines in his eyes. “You have friends and family missing you?”

“Sadly, no friends.” I sigh. “I miss the twins. They’re used to me not talking to them for long spells, though. All it took was getting accused of trying to be their mom and I backed off. I keep up with them and shoot them the occasional email, but I try not to pry.”

“What do they think now that you’ve gone off the grid for so long?”

“Not sure. Probably just think I’m busy working.” I shrug and cast a glance at the sparkly lake. “I want to call them. Not now but soon.”

Copper stands and presses a kiss to my head. “You’re not a prisoner anymore.”

“Thank you.”

All through dinner, I replay Copper’s words. Here, just the two of us, I may not be a prisoner, but it doesn’t change what happened with Koyn and Filter. I’m sure the bro code protects me from Koyn—barely—but Filter has no allegiance to Copper. I feel like as long as I’m with Copper, I’ll always have to keep looking over my shoulder.

We’re just cleaning up when Copper’s phone rings.

“Hey,” he grunts out in greeting and then scowls. “What?”

Their conversation is short and then Copper ends the call.

“What’s wrong?” I demand, grabbing his hand and squeezing it.

He lets out a heavy sigh. “Something happened at Koyn’s compound. A couple of suits showed up. Pretended to be the authorities.”

“Collins and Vidal?”

“No. Too easy.”

“What did these guys have to say?”

“Not much. When they realized they’d been had, they pulled their guns out. Filter put them both down. Bullets in each of their heads.”

I imagine Filter with his god-like good looks all twisted into a furious glare, a gun in his hand. But instead of them, he’s pointing it at me. A shiver wracks through me.

Copper grips my jaw, angling my head up. “He won’t do shit to you.”

I blink at him in shock that he can so easily read me.

“Now let’s get your laptop set up. We have a lot of shit to dig into. Time to do what you were trained to, little storm. We’re going to bring these motherfuckers down.”
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Copper

 

It’s time.

The Royal Bastards need to know that we’ve been investigating their asses looking for someone seeking refuge within our ranks.

Last night, Filter put down two men who showed up at Koyn’s. Since Filter and Dragon were the only ones we told about Collins and Vidal, the rest of the guys are clueless. Everyone is on edge wondering what the fuck is happening. Koyn may not want to out Dragon for knowing about his past and his name, but we have to get help with this shit and can’t keep these guys in the dark any longer. Hence why, today, I’m attending Church, much to my son’s annoyance.

Blake will get over the fact I’m still not a patched in member. I’m family and that’s more than a fucking patch.

As Koyn calls the meeting to order and goes over financials with Bermuda, I glance over at my son. He’s too young to be involved in illegal shit, but I’d much rather him be doing it under my watch or my brother’s than out with someone else. At least we can keep him safe. I’ve watched him grow since he turned eighteen from a little shit into a man. He respects these guys and loves them like brothers. Krista was madder than hell when she found out he joined a motorcycle gang, but she soon realized she either had to get on board or go on down the fucking road. He’ll always be a momma’s boy, which means she supported his choice.

Blake catches me staring and his nostrils flare. Last time he bitched about me being in Church, Koyn ripped him a new one. I know he hates that I’m involved, but it is what it is. One day, when the timing is right, I’ll officially patch in to the Royal Bastards. I’ll give up my good boy federal agent ways and take to living in the lawless way my brother does.

Soon.

The other guys are unusually somber. Bizzy isn’t playful and Gibson is frowning. Katana and Dragon are leaned against the wall, their shoulders nearly touching as they scowl at everyone. Filter is still acting like a little bitch anytime I’m around and won’t look at me. Halo and Payne seem agitated. Bermuda just appears to be tired, probably because Koyn’s been secretly having him hunt down all this financial shit on Collins and Vidal. Koyn, though, is pissed.

“Now that we’ve talked numbers, we need to discuss what the fuck happened last night.” He leans back in his leather boardroom chair, looking like the devil who took over a business meeting. The X carved into his face is a menacing warning that wards off anyone who might think they can fuck with him. “Those men were not the authorities.”

“No shit,” Blake mutters.

Koyn cuts his eyes his way but doesn’t say anything to him. My brother glances at me, my only warning before he speaks, and then clears his throat. “Stormy was investigating Copper and me because she happened upon information about our club.”

The room pulsates with wild energy.

“For whatever reason,” Koyn says slowly, “they’re interested in us. Called up at Copper’s work sticking their noses where they don’t belong and trying to get the Feds on us.”

“Who the fuck are they?” Payne demands, cracking his knuckles one by one.

“Cypress Collins and Urbano Vidal,” I answer with a grunt. “We think they’re trafficking women.”

No one flinches at the name. No spark. No recognition. Nothing.

“And they’re interested in us because why?” Payne drawls out, his eyes narrowing. “What the fuck do we have to do with trafficking women?”

“It goes beyond that. They’re looking for someone they think is hiding here,” Filter barks back. “One of you.”

Dragon flicks out his blade. “We can do this the easy way or the hard way. Start talking.” He points his blade at Bizzy. “Who the fuck knows these assholes? You?”

“What? Fuck no.” Bizzy’s eyes grow huge and he glances at Gibson.

“Don’t look at me,” Gibson snaps. “I don’t know either.”

Koyn gives me a slight shake to the head. I grit my teeth in frustration but keep my mouth shut.

“It doesn’t matter,” Koyn grunts out. “If someone’s hiding here, they have good reason. But here’s what we do know. Vidal and Collins are ghosts. They appear when they want to recruit and disappear once they’ve grabbed what they’re looking for. I’ve spent months looking into them and keep coming up short.”

“Next time one of their men show up, instead of putting a bullet through their brains,” Dragon snarls, glaring at Filter, “let me at them. I’ll find out who they’re after and then I’ll find them.” His evil grin promises bloody violence. Such a far cry from sixteen-year-old rich boy Chase Thomas. “Most likely to be famous.”

Koyn and I exchange a look. He may be hiding, but he doesn’t appear to be hiding from Vidal and Collins. No one’s that good of an actor. He doesn’t know them. Doesn’t mean shit, though. They could be working under aliases or his crazy ass blocked that shit out of his head.

“I want everyone on this,” Koyn says with a heavy sigh. “We’ll find out where those bastards are and draw them out. Start researching all their known hideouts.”

“Starting with Memphis,” I state, watching Dragon’s expression carefully.

He blinks once and then again before lifting his bright green eyes to me. His expression flashes from annoyed to confused to furious. Katana tenses beside him, in tune with his friend’s change in demeanor.

Koyn continues to explain everything I’ve uncovered thus far plus anything he’s found out on them, which isn’t much. Dragon and I remain locked in a staring contest. Whatever happened in those two missing years, I can tell he’s reliving it in this moment. Silently, I let him know I know exactly who he is. I know his name. I know he went missing. And that I think the person hiding is him.

“What do they look like?” Halo asks. “Do we even have photos of these ghosts?”

I lift a brow, waiting for Dragon to answer, but he seems just as curious to hear what these bozos look like.

“Vidal wears lots of jewelry. Hispanic. Flashy as fuck,” I reveal, my eyes locked on Dragon. Still nothing. No recognition whatsoever. “And Cypress Collins is a suit.”

The room is silent for a beat.

“Oh, and Collins has a scar through his brow,” I add, remembering that last bit.

Dragon closes his eyes for a moment, his nostrils flaring. I see it. Faint but there. Recognition. He knows Collins. Before I can say anything else, he explodes.

“We’re wasting time in here talking about this shit,” Dragon snaps, slamming the tip of his knife into Koyn’s expensive-ass boardroom table and driving it deep into the wood. “Katana and I are going to make some calls so we can find these bastards.”

He shakes his head, trembling with rage, and then storms from the room with Katana hot on his heels. Everything matches up to Dragon being the one they’re looking for, but he doesn’t seem like the kind of guy who’s hiding. He seems like the kind of guy who’s out for blood.

“Fill them in on the rest,” I say to Koyn as I stand. “I’m going to make a call to Dan. See if he might have information on them.”

Koyn shoots me a warning glare not to interrogate Dragon. I saw all I need to know. The kid—yeah, I can’t scrub that missing teenager’s face from my brain—wears his emotions on his sleeve for all to see. Usually they’re all psycho emotions, but today I saw a lot more than that. I saw anger and the need for vengeance. When I mentioned the scar, he damn near shuddered as if remembering every damn detail. But, unlike the missing kid, Dragon is a monster. He wants blood. I could tell by the way he stormed out of Church, he wanted to hunt those motherfuckers down.

I slip out of the room and nearly run into a very pregnant Hadley. When I steady her, she beams up at me. So cute.

“Hey there, little momma. How’s pregnancy treating you?”

“This baby is huge,” she complains, patting her belly. “How’s Stormy?”

“Same Stormy as usual.”

She lets out a ragged breath. “Good. The guys told me they saw her and she looked good.” Her eyes well with tears. “Can you tell her I miss her?”

“I will. I know she misses you too.”

“Maybe one day…” She bites on her bottom lip, her eyes watering.

That she’ll be welcomed back into the fray?

I know I certainly would like that. Hadley too. It’ll take some convincing for everyone else, though.

“Maybe.” I pat her on the head. “Wear down Koyn a little first.”

Hadley flashes me her pageant smile. “Oh, I can definitely do that. Take care of my girl. I’m going to need her when I have this baby. Any day now.”

I doubt either of us will wear him down that fast. Hadley will give birth one of these days.

“We’ll see,” I assure her.

“If not when the baby comes, maybe by Thanksgiving. If that’s all I ask for my birthday, Koyn will have to give in.”

Smart girl. It’s amusing how easily she charms that bastard.

“Work your magic, PG. See you around.”

I walk outside and dial Dan. He answers on the first ring.

“Greene speaking.”

“Hey, man,” I say in greeting, “I need your help.”

“About the trafficking case?”

I pause for a second as I wonder how much I want to tell Dan. I’ll need to dig up as much info as I can, but the more I give him, the less we’ll be able to do things the Royal Bastards way. Right now, though, I need to be a Fed and an outlaw both.

“Yeah. I got a lead,” I state. “Other than their names and some basic descriptions, I don’t have tons to go on. I thought you could call around.”

“At this point, I’ll take whatever leads we can get. This case is too big to not follow every new one.”

I briefly explain everything I know from what Stormy told me, leaving out the bit about who I got the intel from—only that it was from another agent—and also left off the fact they were looking into the Royal Bastards.

“Who did you say your source was again?” he asks. “The agent’s name?”

“I didn’t say.”

“Are you going to?”

“Does it matter?”

“I guess it doesn’t. You know your shit.” He sighs heavily. “So you think these guys are linked to the trafficking case?”

“Sources say they may have an operation in Memphis and considering a lot of the missing persons reports came from Tennessee, it’s a good possibility.”

“I’ll do more digging. Together we’ll catch these sickos and bring down the whole goddamn cell.”

“Hey, Dan?”

“Yeah?”

“As soon as this case is done, my old ass is retiring. Consider this my notice.”

He groans. “So it’s official, huh?”

“I’ll work on this case, but then I’m out. I’ll pop in one day next week to clean out my desk. I can investigate from home. I’m getting too old for this shit.”

“It won’t be the same without you,” Dan mumbles.

“You’ll see me around.”

After we hang up, I walk back inside to tell Koyn bye. Filter is waiting for me in the entryway like a fucking stalker.

“How’s Stormy?” he asks, blocking the path into the living room.

I cross my arms over my chest. “Fine.”

“You fuck her yet?”

My jaw clenches and the urge to ram my fist through his skull is strong. “Stormy isn’t your concern anymore, Filter. Drop it.”

He cracks his neck, his nostrils flaring. “She was my concern because she was my fucking girlfriend.”

“Was,” I snap back. “But it was fake, dammit. She used you. Get the fuck over it. I’m handling her now. Back the fuck off.”

I feel like shit being an asshole to him, but he keeps pushing the damn issue. She betrayed everyone, especially him. I get it. It fucking sucks. And if he knew I was sleeping with her, he’d probably try and kick my ass.

“She’ll use you too,” he spits out. “I can see it in your eyes. You look just like I did. Smitten with her golden pussy. But when the moment is right, she will fuck you over, man. Where the fuck is your loyalty?”

I stalk up to him, glowering in his face. We may be evenly matched in size, but he has youth on his side. I’d still whip his ass, though, because I have something worth fighting for.

Her.

And no matter what he says to try and get inside my head, I do trust that what Stormy and I have is different. He doesn’t know that, though. Just doing his job as Koyn’s right-hand man and protecting him.

It’s time to end all doubt and do something I should have done years ago to prove my loyalty.

“Where’s Koyn?” I growl.

“Going to tattle on me to your little brother?” His taunt makes my blood boil.

I shove him away from me and sneer. “No, motherfucker, I’m going to patch in. Watch your back. I’m coming for your job because I just quit mine.”

Filter can kiss my ass. I don’t give two shits about being VP. I’m too old for that crap. What I do care about is making a point to the Royal Bastards that I’m loyal to not just blood, but the brotherhood too. But the best part about this is by patching in, those bastards are bound by their code.

Never disrespect a brother’s ol’ lady.

And Stormy is fucking mine.
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Stormy

Thanksgiving

 

Too hot.

Jeremy “Copper” Koynakov is the hottest man I’ve ever met.

And mine.

I fight a smile as I sneak a peek at him. He’s a picture of biker deliciousness in his leather cut, tight long-sleeved T-shirt, fitted dark wash jeans, biker boots, and Ray Bans—all in black making him look like devilish perfection. When he’d come back a few weeks ago from Koyn’s, a patched in member of the Royal Bastards MC, I was a little apprehensive of what that ultimately meant for me. Now I get it. Copper became an official biker and ten times hotter now that he wears his cut whenever he’s not going into the office to keep Dan up to date on his findings.

And, I’m protected.

Or so he says. Only time will tell. The fact he patched in to keep the other members away from me meant a lot. I know we’re still working on the whole trust thing, but in my book, he gained every ounce of loyalty and respect I have. I just need to prove to him I’m worth it. In other ways besides the best blowjobs ever.

When he put in notice at work, I was shocked beyond belief. Not that I’m complaining we get to spend time together. It was just a surprise to see him end his long career as a Fed and join the Royal Bastards. All so he could keep me.

I’m Copper’s.

Safe.

The invitation from Koyn last week stunned me. Even though Copper patched in to keep them off my ass, it didn’t feel real. Not until Koyn reached out about Thanksgiving. My mind drifts to that afternoon when he called.

“What?” Copper bites out, shoving his phone between his ear and shoulder, never losing stride of the way he fingers me on his desk.

I can hear Koyn’s loud mouth even though it’s not on speaker. “Asshole. You’re a patched in member now. You’re supposed to show some respect.”

“That memo didn’t come in the new members’ packet,” Copper says back, pushing his finger deeper inside me.

“Fuck off.” Koyn chuckles. “I need a favor.”

“Anything.”

“So compliant.”

“Get on with it, man.”

Koyn sighs. “It’s gonna cause ripples, but why don’t you bring Stormy to Thanksgiving.”

“What?” I mouth, my eyes widened in shock.

Copper rubs at my clit with his thumb. “I’ll think about it.”

“Wasn’t really asking if I’m being frank,” Koyn grunts out. “I was telling you Hadley wants her there.”

“I said I’ll think about it,” Copper growls. “I don’t trust Filter.”

“Filter isn’t going to hurt your prisoner,” Koyn assures him. “Hadley would murder his ass. You have my word. You’re officially one of us now.”

“Hmm,” Copper drawls out, rubbing me hard and furious until I’m about to come. “I’ll get back to you. Something important came up. Call you in a few.”

He hangs up, crashes his lips to mine, and pushes me over the edge of pleasure.

I’m jerked from the past as heavy footsteps thud into the kitchen.

“You ready?” Copper asks, dipping down for a kiss that makes my stomach flip.

“Just a few more minutes on the stuffing.” I glance at the timer. “Are you sure they’re okay with me coming?”

Copper snorts. “Never said they were. Just that they’d get over it. I know Hadley is thrilled to see you. You can thank her for softening my brother up.”

And boy did she manage that.

Copper gave me Hadley’s cell number and told me Koyn was okay with me communicating with her, which means she worked some magic on that mean-ass bastard. It feels like a huge step considering almost a year ago, I was on death’s doorstep with nearly a dozen pissed off motorcycle dudes wanting to cut my throat. The fact Koyn is allowing me to speak to his ol’ lady is huge. I can’t fuck this up.

“Do they know we’re together?” I gnaw on my bottom lip, searching his eyes.

He grabs me by my hips and pulls me to him. “They know you’re mine. I’m sure they’ve figured out that means in every sense of the word.”

Uneasiness settles in my gut. “We can’t flaunt it.”

“We can do whatever the fuck we want, little storm.” His lips press against mine, making my heart rate speed up. A large palm grabs my ass, squeezing. I’m ready to beg him for a quick fuck when the oven timer goes off.

I groan against his lips and he smiles, playfully smacking my ass.

“I’ll take care of you later, baby. Right now, grab your shit and let’s go. I’m fucking starving.”

He takes off to feed the dogs before we leave and I place the stuffing tray in a warm carrying case. My hands are shaking because this is the first time I’m going back to Koyn’s. I’ve seen some of the guys the one time they dropped by with Dragon, but that’s it. Hadley’s already had her baby. It feels like a lot of time has passed and I missed so much.

What if Thanksgiving doesn’t go smoothly as it’s always gone?

What if I’m met with a bullet to the chest?

Anxiety is a bitch today, making my stomach twist and roil. At least, I hope it’s anxiety. That fucker only remembers about twenty percent of the time to pull out. I’m nauseous today, but I’m believing in the fact it’s just nerves.

If I were to get pregnant with Copper’s baby, I would die.

It’s irresponsible and stupid considering the uncertainty of my life still.

Yet…a small part of me thrills at the idea of holding a beautiful piece of him swaddled in my arms.

Get your shit together, girl. You’re not pregnant. You’re lovesick.

I’ve almost talked myself from my deluded fantasies of being Copper’s forever woman and having a family with him when he walks back into the kitchen. His dark eyes sweep over me seconds before he prowls my way. Strong hands spear into my hair and he tugs, forcing my head back so I can look at him.

“I’ll keep you safe,” he murmurs. “You trust me?”

Locking eyes with him, I nod. “Yeah, I do.”

“Then what’s wrong?”

I’m emotional and due for my period…that’s late.

“Nothing.” I grin at him. “Perfect. Calla finally texted me back earlier.”

His brown eyes lighten at the mention of my sister and the corners of his eyes crinkle as he smiles. “That’s good to hear. Was she pissed at you going off the grid for so long?” Guilt flashes over his features, but he quickly recovers.

“She was indifferent.” I sigh and fight stupid tears once more. Yep, my period is definitely on its way. “Said she was going to a boyfriend’s for Thanksgiving.”

“What about Cove?” he asks. “We could have brought him here. Maybe they both can visit for Christmas.”

My heart stutters at his words. Weeks ago when he gave me a phone, I was shocked but happy. Since then, he’s listened to all my stories of my siblings and actually seems to care about my happiness. Sometimes, I wonder if I died in those woods when I ran away and all this is just a cruel dream.

“Cove is…” I sigh. Withdrawn. Sullen. Moody. “He’s probably busy. I’ll talk to him about Christmas.”

“You sure nothing else is bothering you?” His dark eyes search mine, hunting for untruths.

“I’m so nervous, I could throw up,” I blurt out. Not a lie. “I’m probably making it all worse in my head. It’s just the same idiots as always.”

He smirks. “Same ones. Let’s get this over with.”
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I step out of Copper’s truck, pushing down my dress so it doesn’t fly up in the wind. Since Copper seems to have a thing for cowgirl boots, I softened my look today for him, choosing a floral print dress that hugs my breasts and waist before flaring out to wear with my boots. It’s not a short dress but doesn’t go to my knees either. My blond hair is in long, loose beach waves today. Rather than caking on the makeup, I brushed on some mascara and smeared on some pink lip gloss. Based on the way Copper’s brown eyes burn with intensity each time he sees me, I’d say he’s loving the look.

“Ready?” I ask as I pull the casserole carrier from the floorboard.

He nods, giving me a reassuring wink. We both agreed not to flaunt our relationship, but he also said he wouldn’t hide or deny it anymore. I’m not delusional. When it’s officially out that we’re not just fucking but are together as a real couple, it’s going to cause waves. Copper says he’s ready to go toe to toe with anyone who has a problem with it, even his brother.

“That thing is huge,” I state as we walk toward the front door, motioning for the giant structure at the edge of the property. “Whose house is that?”

“Clubhouse,” Copper says. “Koyn wants to expand, but he has enough shitheads in his house. He doesn’t want any more. Especially now that Caydence is here.”

Just the mention of Hadley’s little baby has me grinning. I can’t wait to hold her. Sure, it’s stressful walking into the lion’s den, but I keep reminding myself I’m a lion too. I’ll be damned if I let Filter and Dragon and Koyn make me cower.

The front door opens and Bermuda steps out. He’s adorable today in a black baseball cap and a boyish grin affixed on his face. His flannel fits him in all the right places, making him seem like he belongs on the front of an Abercrombie catalog rather than in an MC gang. He’s going to make some girl really happy one day.

“About damn time,” Bermuda says in greeting. “You know how hard it is keeping a bunch of bikers out of the fucking food?” He leans in and hugs me, kissing the top of my head. “I missed you, Stormy.”

My heart swells and my eyes water. Stupid probably-almost-period time emotions. I bite on my bottom lip, unable to answer him without crying, so I simply nod.

Copper’s glare is hot and possessive as he takes in the way Bermuda holds me. It sends a thrill down my spine. So much for not making a fuss over our relationship. It’s written all over Copper’s face I belong to him.

Bermuda finally releases me to take the casserole carrier from me. “Come on. I made a double batch of my fluffy nonsense for PG. She’s probably already spooned her way through the first batch.”

We follow him inside. It’s loud and chaotic. I can hear Nees laughing and Dragon telling him he’s a fucking idiot. Then, I hear Hadley throwing shade at both of them. My heart does a painful squeeze inside my chest. At one time, I’d almost given up on my undercover agenda and just let myself live as Filter’s almost ol’ lady. I’d felt at home and a part of something when I was here.

Too bad it was all a farce.

Try telling my feelings that.

Being back reminds me I did care about those guys even when I didn’t want to. Nothing’s changed. They might want to kill me—especially Filter—but I just want them to accept me again.

“Stormy!”

The female screech is my only warning before I’m nearly tackled by a girl in a blue TU hoodie. My arms fling around Hadley and I hug her to me tight. She starts to cry, which sets me off too. I hold her in my arms, reassuring myself that exposing my identity to protect her was the best thing I ever did, even if I didn’t even need to do it. At the time, I thought she was in danger and I wanted to protect her.

“These motherfuckers wouldn’t let me see you,” she complains through her tears. “I’m done with their bitchy asses. If they try and keep me from seeing you again, I’ll kill them all in their sleep.”

A laugh bubbles out of me. “And have this house all to ourselves with no boys? Need help sharpening your knife?”

“Okay, Thelma and Louise,” Copper grunts. “You can plan your murder spree after dinner. There’s a dining room full of hangry bikers and if we don’t get this show on the road, Dragon will make a meal out of my bratty-ass son.”

“He’s not my type,” Dragon calls out from nearby. “I like ’em soft. Nees is not motherfucking soft.”

“Dude,” Bizzy interjects. “He takes Hadley to Sonic like every goddamn day like he’s her personal assistant. Dude is fuckin’ soft.”

“Your belly is soft, Santa Claus,” Nees hollers back. “After today, your ass is going back on the diet.”

I pull away from Hadley, admiring how beautiful and grown she looks. Her eyes shine with happiness. “I missed this,” I murmur. “And did hell freeze over? Bizzy on a diet?”

“Oh my God,” Hadley says with a giggle. “It’s fucking hilarious. Dragon and Nees think they’re going to make over Bizzy and turn him into a chick magnet. Even if he had a body like Dragon, there’s no way in hell the chicks will be flocking to him.”

“I heard that,” Bizzy bellows. “Prez, tell your ol’ lady to stop talking smack about me.”

“Don’t be a pussy,” Koyn says back to him. “You’re upsetting my daughter.”

At the mention of Caydence, I drift my gaze over to Koyn. It’s easy to see past his scarred face, tattoos, and leather when he’s holding a bundled baby girl in a pink blanket. His dark eyes shine with the pride and love of a father. I never could have predicted a year ago that I’d witness Koyn like this. Never.

Payne and Halo are expressionless at my appearance, but I don’t miss the distrust in their eyes. For some reason, they seem to be lingering around Hadley like a couple of bodyguards. It makes me nervous because they look seconds from jumping me. Rather than withering like I want to, I lift my chin, prance right up to Koyn, and hold out my hands.

“Give her up, Daddy,” I say, a smile curling my lips up. “I’ve been dying to see this angel.”

He doesn’t say anything shitty to me. Simply passes her to me before heading out back to smoke. I snuggle the adorable sleeping baby to my chest and close my eyes. Leaning close to her face, I inhale her sweet infant scent. My heart pulses as I secretly hope for more than a delayed period. I hope for so much more.

“Aren’t you perfect?” I croon, peeking my eyes open to admire the dark-haired baby who’s a perfect blend of her parents. “So beautiful.”

Copper crowds me from behind, making my breath catch. “Cute kid.”

His hand brushes over my arm as he reaches to touch Caydence’s hair. Heat from his body burns into my back. I suck in a sharp breath of air. His proximity causes everything around me to blur and numb. I can almost imagine a future with Copper. Just like this but with our own little one. I’m lost in the daydream until I feel a hard stare on me. Lifting my gaze, I find Filter’s hateful glare boring into me from outside as he takes a drag of his cigarette.

My smile fades and a shiver trembles through me. Copper’s hand curls around my hip, clutching me in a possessive way.

“Ignore his broody ass,” Copper growls, offering Filter his middle finger. “He should have stayed in his fucking room if he was going to be a dick.”

I turn away from the window so I can face Copper. “I’m okay. Grab a plate before Bizzy eats it all.”

“Fuck all the way to hell, Stormy,” Bizzy hollers, precariously balancing two plates in one hand while he fishes out a roll from the breadbasket.

“I’ll make you a plate,” Copper says to me before joining the chaotic fray of bikers horsing around in the kitchen.

I smile, but it fades when the cool November air rushes in, bringing Koyn and Filter in with it. Filter walks over to me, standing too close for comfort, the scent of cigarettes wafting around me.

“They might have forgiven you,” he murmurs, “but they’ll never forget the bitch who betrayed them.”

“Filter…” I trail off and sneak a glance at him. “For what it’s worth, I’m sorry.”

He lets out a derisive snort. “Your sorry doesn’t mean shit. Tell me, Stormy, how long did it take before you were spreading your legs for Copper? What’s your end game now? I can’t wait to see how it all plays out. Poor fucking Copper is going to get a taste firsthand of your deceit.”

“Fuck off,” I bite out, glaring at him. “You don’t know shit.”

Filter opens his mouth to say something, but Caydence starts to cry. Koyn rushes over like a dark superhero and rescues her from my arms. I’m left alone with the villain.

“You’ll betray him because that’s what you do. You betray everyone. And I’ll be the first one in line to say I fucking told you so,” Filter sneers. “Hell, I might even beat him in line to finally end your miserable existence.”

I smack him across his face. “Threaten me again and I’ll cut your balls off.”

A strong arm curls around me and pulls me into a solid, familiar chest. “You got a problem with my ol’ lady, VP?”

The room goes completely silent. Shit. Copper just announced to the whole damn room I’m his. Not his captive, but his ol’ lady.

“I fucking knew it,” Filter spits out, his eyes flashing with disgust. “From one bed into another.”

“Keep talking shit about her and I’m going to beat your pretty face in,” Copper growls from behind me. “That is the last warning you’ll get.”

Koyn walks over and clutches Filter’s shoulder. “You know the rules, man. We follow a code for a reason.”

Filter’s face flashes with fury, but he gives Koyn a clipped nod. As soon as he walks away, my shoulders relax.

“For the record,” Koyn grumbles, keeping his voice low. “You two are fucking obvious. Don’t know who you were trying to fool.”

“Wasn’t trying to fool anyone,” Copper bites back. “I figured you put two and two together when I patched in.”

Koyn sighs. “I put two and two together when you saved Agent Gale’s ass that night.”

“We weren’t a thing then,” I rush out, quick to defend Copper. The last thing I want is Koyn thinking his brother betrayed him too. “It just sort of happened.”

Koyn shakes his head and then bends to kiss his baby’s head. “You were a thing then. Neither of you saw it, though.”

He walks away, leaving me dumbfounded. When Copper pulls me into his arms, I tense up, my eyes automatically searching for Filter’s angry glare. All I see is a loving biker family that I’ve somehow weaseled myself back into. I relax in Copper’s embrace and put on my proverbial big girl panties.

We’re a couple.

And there’s nothing they can do about it.
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Copper

 

Stormy’s phone buzzes from the nightstand. It’s probably one of two people since so few have her new number. Hadley or her sister Calla. Since Thanksgiving a few days ago, Hadley blows up Stormy’s phone to the point it’s fucking annoying. But seeing how Stormy grins every time, I let it slide.

She’s not a prisoner anymore.

She may be mine, but she’s free to have friends and speak to people.

“Don’t you ever get tired of baby pictures?” I tease, brushing her hair from her face. “I swear that girl sends you a thousand texts a day.”

Stormy’s eyes flutter open and she smiles. “It’s your niece. Don’t act like you aren’t pleased each time you see pictures of that baby girl.”

I smirk at her, knowing she’s right. Caydence is so damn cute. Makes me miss the days when Blake was a baby. If I keep coming inside Stormy, it’ll be us next. The thought isn’t a bad one. I may be old and officially headed toward retirement, but the idea of knocking this hot as hell woman up is an idea I can’t shake off.

Her phone buzzes again.

“You going to answer or would you prefer to ride my dick, little storm?”

She sits up, her blond hair a wild mess, and straddles my waist. “Who says I can’t do both? You can be the first item on my to-do list.”

Fuck, retirement is the best.

I get to have sex all goddamn day with this woman.

She teases me by rubbing her slick pussy along my throbbing dick. I like when she’s on top so I can watch her pretty tits bounce. Gripping her hips in my rough hold, I urge her to sit on my dick and stop playing with me. Her sexy grin undoes me. She licks her lips and then wraps her hand around my cock, lifting it up and aligning it with her body. We both groan when she sinks down over my length.

“Are we a forever thing?” she asks, her blue eyes shiny with emotion.

I roll her onto her back, pausing to brush her hair from her face. “Yeah, baby, we are.”

Her throat bobs as she swallows. The slight quiver of her chin breaks my fucking heart. I don’t know where the sudden insecurity is coming from, but it only makes me want to prove it to her. I kiss her softly as I slowly thrust into her. We fuck wild all the time, but right now, I just want to hear every murmur and moan. To enjoy every second with her. Her fingers scrape along my scalp as she bores her intense stare into me.

Our eyes remain locked, neither of us speaking. All that can be heard is the sound of our panting and the occasional buzz of her phone. I roll my hips in a way that rubs against her clit, loving the way her lashes flutter each time. Her whimpers tell me she likes it and if I keep it up, she’ll be coming all over my dick. I continue my efforts, pleased as fuck when she cries out my name, her cunt clenching around me like a vise.

“You’re so pretty when you come,” I rumble, crushing my lips to hers.

We kiss in a hungry, frantic way as my hips move faster. One of my arms slides beneath her, the urge to pull her to me strong and consuming. I kiss her deeply, loving the feel of her gorgeous tits smashed against me.

“Fuck,” I choke out, my nuts tightening.

I’m fully aware I should pull out, but she’s not bitching at me to do it. So, I enjoy the moment and thrust into her as my cum jets out thick and hot. I love the squelching sound it makes. Once my dick stops throbbing, I don’t pull out. Instead, I bury my nose against her neck, inhaling her.

“Can we stay like this all day?” I murmur.

“If you want to get me pregnant,” she sasses back.

I pretend to snore, which makes her laugh.

“You really are a caveman,” she says, smacking my ass. “I hope you know what you’re doing.”

Gently, I pull out of her body, marveling over the way cum runs out of her onto the bed. “Nah, I’m just winging it.” I climb off the bed and grab her phone for her. “Oh shit. Not Hadley. Calla is blowing up your phone.” I toss it beside her before grabbing us a towel to clean up with. “What did she say?”

“Oh my God,” she screeches. “She’s here.”

“As in at my house?” I ask, running the towel between her thighs.

“I gave her your address in case she ever wanted to come visit. I just didn’t expect her to come now.”

“I don’t hear Hansel and Gretel,” I say as I start throwing clothes on. “Are you sure she’s at the right house?” I’d let them out earlier before I woke Stormy up and haven’t heard from them since.

“According to her text, she’s way down at the end of the drive. The dogs are barking at her car. She’s scared.”

“Get dressed,” I instruct. “I’ll ride my bike out there and make the dogs leave her alone.”

After brushing my teeth and shoving my feet into my boots, I rush out of the house to grab the Harley. We had a chilly Thanksgiving, but today is cold as fuck. I should have grabbed my leather jacket on the way out. Once I have the bike rumbling in the garage, I ride out along my long driveway. Sure enough, at the end of the road, my dogs are going nuts barking at a beat to hell Kia. A young woman who favors Stormy peers out of the windshield, her eyes wide with terror and her phone pressed to her ear. I give her an awkward wave before I holler at the dogs.

“That’s Calla, brats,” I bark out. “Get back to the house if you want a treat.”

They go from vicious guard dogs to spoiled babies in three seconds, tearing back down the driveway in a race to get to the house. By the time we get back, Stormy is bundled up in my leather jacket looking hot as fuck as she waits for us. The dogs bolt into the house as Stormy makes her way down to her sister’s car.

Calla climbs out—a tiny version of her sister—and runs over to Stormy. Stormy hugs her tight, love shining bright on her face. But when Calla pulls away, Stormy’s face falls.

Something’s wrong.

I shut the bike off and rush over to them, concern washing over me in a wave. “What is it?” I demand.

Stormy’s blue eyes are wide and horrified. “Cove.”

Calla bursts into tears, burying her face in her hands.

“What happened to him?” I grind out. “Is he…” Dead?

“Missing,” Stormy chokes out.

“I’m sure he’s just with a chick or a buddy or something,” I try to assure the women.

Calla turns toward me, tears streaking down her cheeks. “He’s not.”

“Come on,” I growl. “It’s cold as fuck out here. Let’s get inside and talk about this.”

Stormy curls an arm around her sister and guides her into the house. I follow after them and close the door behind us. Once I’ve started the fire in the fireplace, I meet them in the kitchen where Stormy is fixing us all three a cup of coffee. Calla’s tears have dried some.

She seems so young.

Hardly a college student.

Maybe it’s because she’s so small. It makes me wonder if Cove is small too since they’re twins. Calla is several inches shorter than her older sister, doesn’t have tits to speak of, and skinny as a rail. The only reason you can tell they’re sisters is they have the same big blue eyes and wild blond hair.

“Why do you think he’s missing?” I ask, trying to keep a level head. Stormy sure as hell isn’t. Her eyes are blazing with worry.

“I don’t think it,” Calla snaps. “I know it.”

Stormy’s brow furrows. “Did he leave on his own or…?”

“Or.” Calla starts to sob again. “Brenda, they took him.”

Stormy and I both tense up.

“Who took him?” Stormy demands. “Spit it out, Calla.”

“I told him it was stupid. He’s too short to be a model,” Calla wails. “He didn’t listen. He just wanted someone to see him.”

My blood runs cold and Stormy’s face pales.

“Who?”

“These guys,” Calla shrieks. “We met them at a party last night. They were recruiting for a modeling agency. They said twins are really popular and they could make us stars. I’d walked away, annoyed at their scheme, but Cove fell for it. He left with them.”

“Oh my God,” Stormy chokes out. “Copper.”

“Then what happened?” I urge Calla. “Tell us.”

Her teary eyes find mine. “I got a knock on my door from one of the other girls this morning saying there was a guy looking for me and was waiting for me at the front desk of our building. They wouldn’t let him up because we’re not supposed to have guys in the dorm. It was the same guy from the night before. He gave me sketchy vibes. I called Cove and he didn’t answer. I just knew. They took him and they were back to take me. As fast as I could, I packed a bag and slipped out the back. I came straight here. You have to believe me!”

“What did he look like?” Both Stormy and I ask at the same time.

“Mexican guy. I don’t know. Fancy suit. Lots of jewelry. Definitely smarmy. I knew something was wrong with him.” She sobs. “Oh God, I should have forced Cove to leave with me!”

“Shh,” Stormy says, pulling her to her chest and hugging her. “It’s not your fault. We’re going to find him.”

Fuck.

Something about this feels too personal. Too calculated. Of all the college kids to go after, they chose Stormy’s damn siblings. I need to talk to my brother.

I excuse myself from the room and dial Dan first because this is too big for a bunch of bikers who haven’t been able to do shit thus far.

“Retirement already boring you?” he asks in greeting, amusement in his voice.

“Collins and Vidal. You found anything on them?” I demand, heading straight for my office to power up my computer.

“What? Uh, no, man. Not yet. What’s wrong?”

“This is complicated to explain…” I sigh heavily.

“Try,” Dan urges.

“So you know those missing person reports?” He grunts out a yes, so I continue. “One of the guys I know wasn’t on the list, but after some digging, I found out he also went missing around that time. I’ve come to believe he knows Vidal and Collins.”

“Bring him in so we can question him,” Dan says as if I hadn’t already thought of that fucking idea.

“He’s not exactly the talkative type.” After Dragon bursting out of Church a few weeks ago when I was sure he knew Collins and Vidal, and after I’d patched in, I told Koyn we needed to pry the information out of Dragon. No more bullshit. For once, my brother listened. Problem was, Dragon flipped his shit and told Koyn if there was something pertinent he needed knowing, he’d tell him, but he was not going to discuss how he knew them. It was weird as fuck. But, having been in my position for so long, I recognized it for what it was. Fear. “We can’t question him,” I utter. “But that’s not the point of this conversation. The point is, the tentacles of those bastards is far reaching. And it’s a web that’s connecting too much for my liking.”

“What do you mean?”

“What do you know of Brenda Gale?”

He taps on his computer for a second. “Hmmm. Looks to be an agent from Alabama put on administrative leave who then went rogue. You think they got her too?”

“I think they tried,” I say slowly. “She managed to evade them last year before she went into hiding.”

“This the same agent who gave you intel a while back?”

A heavy sigh. “Yeah.”

“Fuck, Jeremy. What have you gotten yourself involved in?”

“Something messy and somehow it ties to this case. The reason Agent Gale got put on administrative leave is because she was looking for her missing friend who’d been in contact with these guys. Came all the way from Montgomery, Alabama, to Tulsa sniffing out this lead.” I pause, wondering how much I should tell him. Dan is my boss, but he’s also been my friend for years. Fuck. “I…”

“Am a Royal Bastard?”

I nearly choke on my tongue. “W-What?”

“Give me some credit, man. I’m not where I’m at from being stupid. Ever since that anonymous call, I’ve been looking to see what the hell is going down. Between your pulling away and that call, I needed to see what you were involved in,” he grumbles. “A goddamn motorcycle gang. Most guys just take up golf in retirement.”

“You know I can’t handle that shit,” I growl. “I’ve spent a long time looking for the monsters who killed my brother’s family. Makes you jaded after a while. Golf isn’t for me. The open road is.” I pause and sigh. “I’m dirty.”

“Hell, Jeremy, most good guys are. The ones who get tired of letting the bad motherfuckers win all the time. Some of us only wish we had the balls to do what’s necessary. You think I got this job because I wanted to wade through red tape and watch criminals continue their bullshit with no recourse? The answer is, I wanted to get the bad guys. Just like you.”

Relief floods through me. I worried about telling Dan, but I’m reassured by his words. He’s a good friend.

“I think they’ve been hunting for the missing kid who won’t talk,” I explain with a huff. “Which is why they were looking into me and my brother because he’s one of us.”

“Get this kid to talk,” Dan commands. “If he can tell us where they’re at, we can bring their whole operation down.”

“I’m telling you, man, if he had something to tell, he’d do it. It’s a waste of time. Trust me. But listen. They took Agent Gale’s brother last night. Tried to get her sister too.”

“Fuck. You’re certain it was them?”

“She described Urbano Vidal to a T. It’s him.”

“Then we need to use her,” Dan says quickly. “I can send a team to her. Is she in Alabama?”

“No. Her siblings were in college. Calla and Cove Gale. University of Arkansas. She drove to my place this morning.”

“Your house?” He sighs. “Agent Gale is in hiding at your place?”

A beat of silence. “Yeah. Don’t fuck me over, man.”

“Fuck you, Jeremy. I’m your friend, dumbass.”

“Right. Sorry,” I rush out. “I have both Calla and Brenda here. We need a team sent to the University of Arkansas for questioning the other students there. See if we can’t get a make on the vehicles or if anyone knows anything.”

“You think they’ve followed the girl out here? Want me to send some men to your place?” he asks. “Extra security?”

As much as I don’t want my home crawling with Feds, I feel like it’s probably smart. “Send a couple of guys, yeah. Don’t tell them what’s going on, though. I’m taking a risk by telling you.”

“And I’m taking a risk helping you. Give a guy some credit.”

“Thanks, man.”

“Don’t thank me until we bring these bastards down.”

As soon as I hang up, I call my brother. After filling him in on the newest development, even the part where I called Dan, I end the call and go to find my girl. She’s curled up on the sofa beside her sister, trying to comfort the poor girl. Both dogs are tense and seated at their feet, clearly feeling the worry in the air.

“Koyn wants me there so we can put our heads together to find Cove,” I say to Stormy. “I would bring you with, but they already know where Koyn lives. It’s probably not the best idea. My house is safe and off the beaten path. I’ve got some guys coming to watch the house. As soon as they’re here, I’ll leave. If for some crazy reason you need to hide, the storm shelter closet is the safest place because it’s encased in steel with a bolt.”

“I want a gun.”

There’s my girl.

I slip from the room and return with a Glock. A piece this woman is more than familiar with using. After making sure it’s loaded and ready to go, I drop a kiss to her lips.

“We’re going to find him, baby,” I assure her.

“We have to, Copper. They’re my only family I’ve got left.”
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Stormy

 

Once Copper leaves, a sense of dread washes over me. For a brief moment, I’m a terrified woman, hiding from the bad men. It takes a calming breath and then I remember who I am.

Former FBI Agent Gale.

Catching the bad guys and finding people is my job. I can protect my sister. Glancing down, I admire her soft, delicate features. So innocent, just like Cove. They’ve always been babies to me. Probably always will be. I slip off the couch, careful not to wake Calla. She’s exhausted from driving two hours this morning and then crying her eyes out with worry.

“Keep an eye on her,” I tell Gretel.

Gretel is smart because she doesn’t leave her post. Hansel, my overprotective boy, follows me through the house to Copper’s and my room. I quickly change out of my loungewear into jeans, a hoodie, and my biker boots.

It’s the wrong time to be thinking about this morning and the way Copper and I made love, but I can’t get it out of my head. There’s no other way to describe it. Our bodies were loving each other and making promises. The forever kind.

It gave me relief because I’m pretty sure my late period is never going to arrive. Since my life has been consumed by Copper, I haven’t exactly kept track of the calendar, but I’m at least a week or two late. I’ve been living in denial.

I didn’t want to make a big fuss in front of Copper, especially if it turned out to not be true, so I swiped a pregnancy test from Hadley’s bathroom when we visited for Thanksgiving last week. I’d been too chicken shit to pee on it, but after this morning, a sense of peace washed over me. Copper won’t leave me and I sure as hell won’t leave him. If we’re pregnant, it’s time to face the music.

Setting the gun down on the counter, I then dig around under the cabinet until I find the test I’d hidden away. The instructions are easy. Pee and then wait. With a ragged sigh, I open the test and then pull my pants down. While I pee, I note that I’ve been slightly sick to my stomach and my boobs have hurt lately. I didn’t dare Google the symptoms of pregnancy in case Koyn was watching my search history or something. The last thing I need is him telling Copper before I have the chance. Once I’ve peed on the stick, I set it on some tissue on the counter and then wash up.

Hansel nudges my thigh, desperate for attention. I stroke his soft fur and praise him for being such a handsome boy. A few minutes pass by quickly and I have to psych myself up to look at the results.

“I don’t even know what I want,” I tell my dog. “It’s terrible timing if I am. My brother is missing and we’re trying to catch these assholes. I’d be a terrible mother trying to bring a baby into all that mess.”

He barks at me as though to tell me to quit being a little bitch and get it over with. I stick my tongue out at him before glancing at the test.

Oh my God.

I immediately burst into tears, overcome with joy for something I didn’t even know I wanted so badly. I’m pregnant. Pregnant with Jeremy Koynakov’s baby. Holy shit.

“You’re going to be a big brother,” I choke out, swiping at my tears. “I can’t believe this.”

A blood-curdling scream has me snatching my gun up from the counter. Hansel growls, running off toward the sound of my sister’s screams.

They’re here.

It has to be Vidal and Collins.

My heart is hammering inside my chest as I run out of the bedroom and down the hall to the living room. I expect to see those assholes. Not him. Fucking Dragon. Towering over the couch beside my sister, absently playing with his knife.

“What are you doing here?” I snap.

Dragon’s green eyes flare with violence. “I heard Koyn talking to Copper and came straight over.”

“How’d you get past the guys outside?” I demand. “They’re watching us.”

“Doing a fantastic job of destroying those donuts and surfing the internet on their phones too,” Dragon says. “It’s a good thing Katana and I came when we did.”

“Why are you here?”

He cocks his head to the side, eyeballing me in that crazy way of his. “I need answers. We have the same agenda.”

“Does Koyn know you’re here?”

Dragon pats my sister on the head, making her flinch in fear. “He was busy. I’ll tell him later.”

“I need to call Copper,” I state, realizing I left my phone on the bed when I changed. “To tell him you’re here.”

Dragon chuckles, dark and demonic. “Why are you scared of me, Stormy? The dogs aren’t. They love me.”

Love is a stretch.

They know him but aren’t exactly happy about the vibe he’s putting off. Hansel is tense at my feet beside me while Gretel has her eye on Dragon, ready to strike if necessary.

“You can put your gun down now,” Dragon urges. “I’m not here to hurt you.”

Yeah fucking right.

I don’t trust this asshole as far as I can throw him.

“Why are you here?” I ask again. “Is it to talk about Vidal and Collins?”

Darkness shutters in his gaze and his jaw clenches. “I don’t want to talk about them per se. I just want to find them.”

“Why?”

“So I can peel their skin from their bodies and make them fucking eat it,” he snaps, earning a whimper from my sister and a growl from both dogs.

“Okay,” I murmur, not dropping my gun even though my arm is starting to hurt. “I think we want the same thing more or less.” I ignore the horrified look my sister gives me. “They’ve taken our brother. We want to find them so we can get him back.”

His body goes rigid and he shudders. Fear. Horrible, consuming fear causes the most fearless man I know to shake like a little boy. I remember the photos of him at sixteen. There’s no telling what they put this man through to transform him from that boy to a psychotic dragon.

“Are they going to hurt Cove?” I whisper.

Green eyes snap to mine. “They’ll kill him.”

Tears flood my eyes, but I quickly blink them away to clear my vision. “How? Did you see them kill other people?”

He pokes at his thumb with his knife, drawing a prick of blood. “They killed Chase.”

Calla starts to cry. I can’t afford to take my eyes off Dragon. He’s losing his fucking mind right now and I don’t trust him with his knife so close to my sister’s head.

“Chase was just a kid,” I say slowly. “How did they kill him?”

His face goes blank. “Over and over and over and over and over and over.” He continues to repeat himself, his words finally fading.

Bile rises up my throat. “Do you think they’ll do the same thing to Cove?”

“They do it to everyone,” Dragon hisses. “Which is why we need to find them and kill them first.”

Okay, so we are on the same page, even if it’s a really fucking terrifying one.

“We can’t do this alone,” I murmur, lowering my gun. “We need the Royal Bastards. Koyn can help.”

His brows furrow and he nods. “Maybe Koyn will let Cove be Batman.”

Calla’s blue eyes are wide with a mixture of confusion and fear. I know he sounds fucking loony right now, but I understand what he means. When Koyn found Dragon and asked his name, he tried to get him to call him Batman. Koyn essentially named Dragon. Dragon, apparently, believes Koyn will rescue Cove too.

“Cove’s more of a Robin if we’re being honest,” I say with a forced smile. “Why don’t you go get Katana and I’ll call Koyn?”

He nods, disappearing toward the back door and leaving it wide-open. I rush over to Cala and yank her to her feet.

“He’s okay,” I assure her. “We need to call Koyn and Copper, though.”

“Who are these people?” she hisses as I drag her through the living room with me. “Hitmen?”

“They’re a biker gang. A really fucked up one.”

“But you’re a Fed,” Calla says, stopping and glaring at me. “Right?”

I chew on my bottom lip before giving her a shake of my head. “It’s a long story and now’s not the time.”

Bang! Bang! Bang!

The dogs start barking and take off out the back door toward the sounds of gunfire that seem to continue. It’s too risky to go to the bedroom for my phone, so I jerk on Calla’s arm, hurrying her to the storm shelter closet. Before we reach it, Dragon howls—the sound of terror and agony wrapped into an awful sound before he calls out to me.

“Run, Stormy!”

One of the dogs makes a terrible yelping sound that makes my heart split in two. All I can think about is getting my sister to safety. That’s all I can focus on.

“Quick,” I bark out. “Get inside.”

I fling open the door and shove her into the closet. I follow after her, jerking the heavy door back into place. I’m just turning the lock when it’s yanked back open, sending me hurtling into the arms of a man wearing all black with a black face covering. He wrangles the Glock out of my hand but not before I squeeze off a shot that misses him and sails through the wall behind him. Another man appears, rushing into the closet for my sister.

“Nooooo!” I scream, kicking out trying to free myself.

The man drags me through the house and out the front door. Cold November wind assaults us, nearly knocking him over. We pass a vehicle where the men were supposed to be watching us. Two bodies slumped over, bullet holes in their heads.

Oh God.

A van drives up to us and a couple more guys rush over to us. They work together to bind my wrists and ankles, finally slapping duct tape over my mouth. I feel helpless when they dump me in the back of the van. Moments later, my sister is dropped beside me. Her eyes are rolled back in her head. I don’t know if they hurt her or if she passed out from fear. Either way, I feel like a failure for being unable to protect her. My sob makes it hard to breathe, so I do my best to calm down. Seconds later, another body is dumped in and then the doors slam shut. I wriggle around to face a dazed Dragon. Blood rushes from a wound on his forehead.

“We got all three,” a voice says from the front seat. “On our way.”

As soon as Dragon makes sense of his surroundings, his eyes glass over and he whimpers. Dragon the psychopath whimpers. This is so bad.

I try my best to calm him, keeping my eyes locked on his. We’re going to get through this. Don’t panic. Everything’s going to be okay. Stay calm. Eyes on me.

With a shuddering breath, Dragon clamps his eyes closed. The moment I see a tear leak out of the corner of one of his eyes and roll over the bridge of his nose, I’m the one who whimpers this time.

We are so fucked.

So. Fucked.
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Copper

 

“Shell companies,” I tell Dan over the phone as Koyn taps away on his computer. “I got to thinking about it on the way here. Stormy said—”

“Who?” Dan interrupts.

“Agent Gale. Her nickname is Stormy,” I grunt before continuing. “She mentioned before that the building was generic. The business name was generic. He was doing business right under our noses here in Tulsa. Watcher’s Group was obviously a shell company. If I knew what fucking city they were operating in right now, we could start there and compile a list of all the businesses, pull aside the ones that sound like shell companies.”

“We know they’ve operated in at least Houston, Tulsa, and Memphis. Perhaps even Fayetteville assuming they weren’t there just for the purpose of grabbing the Gale twins.”

Dan continues to brainstorm, but my attention is now on Koyn, who’s on the phone. His face pales before a murderous expression crosses over his features.

“Shit, Dan, I’ve got to go,” I blurt out before ending the call and growling at my brother. “What is it?”

“We’re on our way,” Koyn barks as he stands. Then, to me, he says, “They took them.”

“Who took who?” My blood runs cold.

For a brief moment, Koyn seems distraught. Completely at a loss as to what to do. He’s a man who leads without question, so this has my heart in my throat because I know I’m not going to like what he has to say.

“Vidal and Collins.” He scrubs a shaking hand over his face. “They’ve got the girls and Dragon.”

I’m out of my chair in the next second, a full-on run out of Koyn’s office. He hollers after me, but I don’t have time to wait.

They’ve got Stormy.

Fuck.

I’ve barely made it to my truck when Koyn stops me with a loud whistle.

“Hold the fuck on. Filter and Payne ran to grab some guns. We’ll load them in the truck and head out there.”

I give him a clipped nod and climb into the truck, starting it up. Koyn disappears and a few minutes later, the three of them run my way, strapped with weapons. Once they’re inside, I peel out like a bat out of hell.

“The other guys are going to stay here with Hadley and Caydence,” Koyn grunts out. “We don’t know if those motherfuckers will come here next, but I have them keeping guard. Bermuda and Nees are right behind us.”

I beat my fist on the steering wheel, letting loose a string of curse words. “This is all my fault. I shouldn’t have left them.”

Payne grips my shoulder from behind me. “You thought they were safe. Don’t put this blame on yourself.”

“What the fuck was Dragon doing there anyway?” Filter asks from the back seat.

“You know how he is,” Koyn grumbles. “A fuckin’ vigilante. Like Batman. But the dumbass forgot that Batman always gets his ass kicked. He should have picked Thor or fucking Spiderman.”

His joke would be funny under normal circumstances, but right now, I’m seconds from losing my shit. If they hurt Stormy, I’ll lose my goddamn mind.

“Why didn’t they take Katana too?” Payne asks.

Koyn sucks in a sharp breath. “He’s hurt.”

“Hurt?” I bark out, cutting my eyes to him. “How?”

“I don’t know. He was wheezing. Sounded pretty bad.” Koyn pinches the bridge of his nose and sighs. “I think they left him for dead.”

The truck goes silent after that. I do ninety-five down the expressway, hoping like fuck I don’t get seen by a cop. A trip that usually takes longer is cut nearly in half. When I reach the turn in on my road, dread consumes me.

I won’t be going home to see my girl cooking.

Stormy isn’t there.

They fucking took her.

As soon as I pull up in front of the house and my dogs don’t meet me barking, I get a sick twist in my gut, especially considering the door is standing wide-open.

I climb out of the truck, sucking in deep breaths, trying to steady myself for what I’ll find.

“You two look for Katana,” Koyn instructs Filter and Payne. “Copper and I need to check on these two guys.”

I’m rigid as I walk over to the vehicle of the two guys Dan sent. They’ve been shot. In the fucking heads. Jesus. Bile rises in my throat and I swallow down the urge to vomit. These vile motherfuckers have my girl.

“They…” I choke on my words. “If they killed my dogs…”

Koyn gives me a nod, his face filled with pity. “Let me look first. Stay out here and call Dan.”

My hands shake as I make the call to Dan. The more eyes and hands we have on this, the better, especially now since Stormy is gone. I’ve barely ended the call when Koyn motions for me to enter the house.

I follow him through, noting the signs of struggle. The storm closet door standing open. The Glock I gave Stormy on the floor. A bullet through the wall. She tried. My fucking girl tried. Koyn walks out back. Both dogs are sitting next to Katana, who’s propped up against a tree. Filter is squatted in front of him.

Hansel whines when he sees me. Gretel doesn’t lift her head from Katana’s lap. As soon as I approach, my stomach twists violently. All three of them are hurt.

“Hey, boy,” I grunt as I kneel to check Hansel for injuries. The side of his neck is wet with blood where a bullet grazed him. He whimpers when I touch it. Not deep, but it’ll need stitches. “How’s our girl, Gretel?”

Gretel sniffles but doesn’t move. It’s then I see Katana’s hand holding her side, covered in blood. Katana is bleeding from several holes in his abdomen.

“Fuck,” I hiss out.

Payne arrives with my first aid kit and yanks it open. He and Filter start assisting Katana, who won’t take his hand off my dog. I finally snap out of it, grabbing some gauze.

“Thanks, buddy,” I tell Katana. “I’ve got her now.”

As soon as I pull his hand from her side, blood seeps out. Quickly, I cover the wound. I’ll need to get both dogs to the vet immediately.

“Dad!” Blake calls out. He skids to a stop beside me. “They shot our dogs?! Those fuckers!”

I don’t stop to revel in the fact my son called me Dad. It’s been a long time since I’ve heard him call me anything but Copper.

“We have to get them to Dr. Sanchez.” I scoop Gretel up, my heart breaking when she whines. “It’s okay, girl. We’re going to fix you.”

I carry Gretel to Bermuda’s truck. His face is white and he looks seconds from puking. I know how much he cares about Stormy, so I know he’s fucked-up over this like I am.

“We’re going to get them,” I assure him. “We fucking will.”

Bermuda relaxes slightly. “Damn right.”

Blake stalks ahead of me with Hansel in his arms. “We’ll put them in the cab. I can sit with them while you drive,” he tells Bermuda. “Dad, you need to stay here and find those fuckers. We’ll take care of the dogs.”

As much as I want to go and make sure they’re okay, I know he’s right.

“Thanks, Son,” I grunt out as I pass Gretel to him once he’s situated in the truck. “Keep me posted.”

I give Bermuda a nod and then trot back into the house. Voices can be heard in the guest room. I follow the sound to find Filter and Payne carrying Katana.

“Before we left, I called Animal. They’ve got a doctor there with them. She’s discreet. We just need to keep him stable until she gets here,” Koyn says to me. “Grab some towels and whatever else you can find to help staunch the bleeding.”

Rushing from the room, I head to my bedroom. Stormy’s clothes she was wearing earlier are littered on the floor and her phone sits on the bed. Sickness roils in my gut. Did they strip her? Did they rape her? Did they beat her?

I suddenly understand the blinding rage Koyn always felt after what happened to his wife and daughter eleven years ago. The very thought of something like that happening to Stormy makes me want to torch the whole fucking world.

Tearing my gaze from her clothes, I force myself to head into the bathroom to grab the shit Koyn needs. I’m bent over, grabbing out towels, when something catches my eye.

A pregnancy test.

No.

Pain slices through my chest like a gnarly knife, cutting out my heart in one go. I rise to my feet and force myself to look at the results.

Pregnant.

My fucking girl is pregnant.

And they took her.

I let loose a furious growl, slamming my fist into the mirror. It shatters into a million pieces. Pain lances across my knuckles. Blood pours down my fingers, splattering all over the countertop.

“What is it?” Koyn demands, stalking into the bathroom. “Way to go, man. You fucked up your hand.”

I flex my fingers and make a fist. My fingers will be fine. My heart…not so much. Clenching my eyes closed, I let loose a ragged sigh. An ache forms inside my chest and won’t subside.

“Fuck,” Koyn hisses upon seeing the pregnancy test. “You knocked Stormy up?”

Emotion burns in my throat and I nod, finally meeting his stare. “We have to find them.”

“We will,” he assures me. “Fuck.” He takes a steadying breath. “Get your hand cleaned up and then get in there. We’ll brainstorm and keep an eye on Katana.”

After he leaves with the towels and supplies for Katana, I run my hand under the sink to rinse the blood off. Only hours ago, I made love to Stormy. Not just fucked her. Our bodies made fucking promises that Vidal and Collins are trying to break.

Images of a blond-haired, blue-eyed baby squirming in my arms is almost too much to bear. Stormy may have made lots of mistakes in her life, but she got her shit together with me. All she wants is to be loved and happy. I could give her that. I was giving her that until these motherfuckers stormed into our life and ruined it. So help me, if they hurt her or my baby, I will lose my fucking mind.

I dig around in the cabinet until I find some more gauze. After wrapping my fingers, I exit the bathroom. Stormy’s phone is still on the bed. I pick it up and turn to the last picture she took. It’s a selfie of us from the night before. Love shines in her eyes and her plump lips are quirked in a teasing smile. I don’t even remember what she was giving me shit about, but she was amused.

Fuck, I miss her.

My phone buzzes in my pocket. I shove hers in my pocket and grab mine, hoping it’s Dan with information on their whereabouts. Instead, I see that it’s Blake.

Blake: Mom met me up here. Dr. Sanchez just took them both back. She said Gretel is going to need surgery, but she’s stable.

At least there’s some good news.

Me: Let me know once they’re good. Krista can stay with them for us. We’re going to need all hands on deck so as soon as you guys can, get back over here.

Blake: K. See you soon.

I give him a thumbs-up emoji that’s returned with some angry faces that I don’t understand. With a sigh, I pocket my phone and head back into the guest room. Katana looks better than he did now that they’ve done a good job of stopping the bleeding.

“What can you tell us?” I bark out, ignoring the glare from Koyn. “Anything. Who were these guys? What the fuck were you two doing here anyway?”

Katana groans, his eyes pinching shut. “Dragon wanted to ask Stormy’s sister some questions about Vidal and Collins.” He wheezes. “He wanted to hunt them down and kill them.”

“So you showed up and then what?” I demand.

“We parked on a trail near here and hiked our way to the back of your property since we knew you had guys watching the place.” He pauses, catching his breath. “I kept watch while he went inside to talk to the women.”

Dragon’s lucky Stormy didn’t shoot his ass.

“And…” I urge. “Come on. Anything will be useful to us.”

“I heard the gunshots first,” Katana hisses. “I started for the house to warn Dragon, but then I was shot by a big-ass dude. I’m talking almost seven feet tall. He wore a black mask to cover his face, but…”

Koyn sits on the bed beside him. “But what?”

“Even though I couldn’t see him, I knew it was him.”

“Who?” I growl.

“Night Giant.”

“Night Giant?” both Koyn and I ask at once.

Katana grimaces. “He’s the one who…” A pained expression washes over him. “The one who really hurt Dragon.”

“Tell me more about Night Giant,” I order, already texting this info to Dan as I wait for him to continue.

“He’s a sadistic fuck. When Dragon saw him…” He winces. “The guy said something to him that had him…Jesus.”

“Had him what?” I urge.

“He knelt for him, Copper. Fucking knelt for him. And then the motherfucker hit him like it was his God-given right.”

My mind flips through all the sick shit I’ve seen in my years of being a Fed. I have a pretty good picture of what sort of fucked up shit this Night Giant put Dragon through—what he’ll soon put my girl through.

“So Night Giant isn’t Collins or Vidal?” Koyn asks. “Who the fuck is he? Is that why Dragon didn’t know who we were talking about at first?”

Katana nods. “Night Giant is one of their cronies who runs shit. Where Collins and Vidal recruit, Night Giant does…the rest.” His nearly black eyes pin me. “We have to get them. If Night Giant does what he did…” His gaze skirts over to Koyn. “He won’t survive it this time. Not up here.” He taps the side of his head. “I barely held Dragon together after the first time.”

Dan replies back to me that he’s running a list of men nearly seven feet tall who might be in the system, as well as the name Night Giant. It’s a start.

“Get some rest,” I tell Katana. “We’re going to find these fuckers and destroy them so we can get our fucking people back.”

I just hope they’re not too broken when we do.
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Stormy

 

We’re shuffled down a dark hallway, no longer bound at our feet, that smells musty from mildew. As soon as we left Copper’s, I focused on which direction they were taking us and did my best to assess how much time had passed. The men driving were quiet, careful not to speak much in front of us. My best guess is we went east. I figured maybe we drove for two or three hours, but I can’t be for sure. It makes me wonder if they were set up in Arkansas considering that’s where they took Cove from.

Cove.

If there’s a silver lining in this, it’s that I’ll get to see my brother.

I hope like hell he’s alive and okay.

Calla whimpers from beside me, tripping over her feet and nearly falling. One of the men yanks her by her hair, righting her. Dragon is in some kind of trance, blindly walking without putting up a fight. The whole situation freaks me out.

We’re in an old, abandoned hotel. It was in a remote area. No other buildings or service stations. Just woods and a scummy looking building. They brought us in through the reception area and through a series of hallways. I’m not sure where they’re taking us, but it doesn’t look good.

“Here,” one of the men says, pointing to a door with several bolt locks that have been installed on the outside. “Night Giant texted to hold them here with the others until he comes for him.”

Dragon shudders, his head bowed. I have the urge to hug him and promise him we’re going to get the fuck out of here. Maybe even smack his head and remind him he’s Dragon, not scared little Chase.

They open the door and usher us into a dark room. The windows have been boarded up, not allowing light in, but the bathroom door that stands ajar offers some light. It’s an old hotel room, missing sheets from the stained double full bed mattresses. There’s no television or décor or lamps or even a phone. It’s sparse aside from the people huddled in one corner, all clinging to each other.

As soon as I see a familiar blond head, I nearly sob in relief. He’s here. Cove is here. This is good. If I can figure out a way for us to escape, I can save Cove too.

“Welcome to orientation,” one of the goonies grunts, ripping the tape off Dragon’s mouth. “Caught here can fill you all in on what to expect.”

Caught?

He shoves Dragon to the floor, who manages to twist his body just as he hits the stained carpeted floor, taking the brunt of his fall on his shoulder rather than his face. The man rips off the tape from Calla’s mouth too.

“You,” the man says, gripping my jaw brutally and angling my head up to meet his beady stare beyond the mask. “You’re a fighter. I can see it in your eyes. These guys in here already gave up, but you think you can save them.” He laughs, dark and demonic. “The bosses will love this. Maybe they’ll let me have a go at you. I’ll fuck the fight right out of you.”

“Hog,” the other guy growls. “Cut your shit before they do it for you.”

Hog holds me for another long moment before shoving me onto the nasty bed. Rather than pouncing on me and making good on his promise, he and the other goon leave. The sound of the bolt locks engaging echoes with finality.

A woman with scraggly brown hair prowls over to me. She wears a dress that’s stained with blood and ripped in several places. Slowly, she rips the tape off my face.

“Welcome to orientation,” she mirrors Hog’s earlier words, grinning at me.

Okay, fucking creepy.

“Where are we? What is this place?” I demand. “Can you get this tape off my hands?”

The woman snaps her teeth at me and cackles. “We’re in the Hotel of Whores. Or is it Horrors? I forgot.” She rolls me to my side and her hot breath tickles my wrists. “They like the pretty ones and you’re pretty.”

I hold my breath as she gnaws through the tape with her teeth like a fucking piranha. I’m praying she doesn’t accidentally bite me. As soon as my hands are free, I pull them away from her unreliable teeth and stretch my arms. I climb off the bed and make my way over to Dragon since he’s closer. Quickly, I rid him of his bindings.

“Dragon,” I say in a calm voice. “It’s me. Stormy. You have to get it together, buddy.”

He shudders away from my words, curling himself into a ball on the filthy floor. I’d hoped he’d be the one to help me out of this place, but it looks like I’m on my own. I rush over to Calla, who is whispering soft words to Cove. He stares straight ahead, his dirty face streaked with tears.

“Hey, kids,” I whisper in the same tone I used when I’d catch them giggling late at night while at Grandma’s house. “What are you two up to?”

They’re in their twin zone, ignoring me. With a sigh, I rip off the tape on Calla’s wrists. Cove doesn’t have any tape on him. I quickly scan the other four people in the room. All of them have their heads bowed and seem to be clinging to one another. Two more females and two males.

I stand up and glower at the crazy lady grinning down at Dragon. “What’s your name?”

“Smelly Melly,” she chirps. “That’s what they call me.”

Jesus.

“Mel,” I say instead of the horrible name. “What is this place? Stop talking in riddles.”

“We’re stars.” She leaps to her feet, hops onto the bed, and spins in a circle before bowing. “People pay good money to see us.”

“What do they see you do?” I urge.

“Whatever they want, we do it if we want the opportunity to star in the next film.” She drops to her ass and then proceeds to pose as though she’s a model at a shoot. “I’ve starred in many. Only a few since we moved here, though.”

“Where is here?”

“Arkansas, baby,” she hoots. “It’s nicer here than the warehouse back in Vegas. That place was a shithole.” She dramatically points at Dragon. “Caught is famous.”

“Who is Caught?”

“His name is Chase, but since they caught him, they gave him a new name.” She cackles again. “Caught is crazy.”

Pot, meet kettle.

“Hmm,” I say, unsure how to fucking respond to that. “What’s he famous for?”

“Night Giant likes it when he pretends to be a dog. He’s a great actor, aren’t you, Caught?”

Dragon shudders from the floor. I want to smack this crazy bitch, but I need answers and she’s the only one talking. Again with the Night Giant name.

“He’s Night Giant’s favorite?”

She nods as she slips off the bed, crouching beside Dragon’s trembling body. “He does as he’s told. It’s what you do if you want to be a favorite.”

Fuck this crazy place.

“And what if you don’t do as you’re told?” I ask, because I already know I’ll fall into that category.

“They don’t like that.” She frowns, shaking her head rapidly. “Not at all. You better listen, pretty girl.”

“Stormy.”

“I’m Smelly Melly,” she snaps, rising to her feet like a freaky-ass ghost. “You can’t be Smelly Stormy.”

Don’t worry, bitch.

“I’ll stick with just Stormy,” I say in a calm voice so I don’t set this lunatic off. “Who are the others?”

“PeePee Pete,” she squawks, pointing at a redheaded guy who jolts at her words. “Beside him is Crybaby Charlie.” She giggles. “He cries so much.” Another giggle. “That’s Tuna Terri.” She whispers loudly to me, “Her cunt is infected and smells like fish.” She points to my brother. “That’s Silent Sap. He hasn’t said a word since they did his first movie this morning. Still new. He’ll come around.”

I swallow down bile at her words. First movie? I want to pull my brother in my arms and take away all his pain. But right now, I can’t think like a sister. I need to think like a Fed. “And the one in the corner?”

“She’s been around longer than me,” Mel grumbles. “Another favorite. That’s Glarin’ Erin.”

Erin. Erin. Erin.

It couldn’t possibly be her.

Rushing over to her, I kneel down and push the matted dreads from her face so I can see her face. Fiery brown eyes bore into me, no recognition in their depths. But it’s her. Erin. My Erin.

Fuck.

This is so bad.

“I’m Brenda Gale,” I say, hoping to spark something inside her hard eyes.

Nothing.

With a frustrated sigh, I stand and try to figure out what the hell to do. The windows are boarded up in a way I’ll never be able to pull apart without a crowbar and the door is bolted. We’re stuck. I make my way into the bathroom and try the sink. To my surprise, water sputters out. I splash it on my face and take a deep breath to calm myself.

Breathe, girl.

After taking a minute to calm my erratic heart, I put my mind to work. Watcher’s Group was Collins’s business name when I saw him in Tulsa. It makes sense now if they’re making videos. I’d thought it was run-of-the-mill human trafficking, but this seems worse. I wish I could brainstorm with Copper and Koyn. They’re smart and have resources. If Koyn knew about the videos, he could track down the source.

But, I’m alone.

I have one of the craziest, meanest bikers with me too, but he’s mentally shattered right now. I can’t rely on his help. I have to do this alone.

Absently, I rub at my stomach. I’m not showing, which is a good thing. I don’t want these freaks to have something to fixate on.

The locks on the door begin unengaging. I swivel around, ready to face off with the goons. When the man who must be Night Giant enters, I cringe. He’s huge. Much taller than the men from before. Probably seven feet tall. He has to duck into the room just to enter. Like the goons, he wears all black and a black balaclava. Piercing nearly black eyes bore into me. I suck in a sharp breath, stumbling back until my ass hits the counter. I’m of no interest to him, though, because he lets out a piercing whistle, his attention on Dragon.

“Caught, heel.” His deep, baritone voice makes my skin crawl.

Dragon whines, like a scared puppy, but crawls to this man’s feet, his head bowed and trembling.

“Good boy,” Night Giant rumbles. “Seems you didn’t forget your training.” He bends and runs his fingers through Dragon’s hair. “Let’s go, boy.”

“Where are you taking him?” I blurt out, my voice shaking.

Slowly, Night Giant turns his head to stare at me. “What, girl? You want to watch the boy in action?” He sneers at me. “Come then.”

My feet are frozen to the ground, but I’m not about to pass up the opportunity to case the rest of this hotel and possibly escape. If I can figure a way out, I can lead the authorities back to get the captives, including the twins.

“If you try to run,” Night Giant mumbles as he opens the door, “I’ll send my dog after you. And you do not want that.”

Ice chills me to the bone. Does he mean a real dog? Fuck.

“Right, boy? She doesn’t want you chasing after her,” Night Giant continues. “Your bite is worse than your bark.”

Dragon doesn’t look my way or up at this beast of a man. He’s gone deathly still. It unnerves me and makes the hairs on my arms stand on end.

“I won’t run,” I choke out.

“Good. Let’s get on with it then.”

Dragon continues to crawl out of the room like he’s an animal. I trail after him, casting one last glance at my siblings. They’re hugging and won’t look up, but I catch Erin’s glare. Night Giant closes the door and locks it before giving my back a hard shove forward. I stumble but manage to keep from falling. We’re in the same hallway as before. I can hear crying from a room as we pass. Another room, I hear smacking. Rather than taking us back toward the lobby, Night Giant orders us to take a left and then a right. Our progress is slow because Dragon is fucking crawling. Eventually, we make it to a set of double doors. The old sign says, “meeting room.”

“Caught is a star,” Night Giant tells me. “One day, maybe you’ll be a star too. You have the body for it.”

A face appears in the glass window, covered in a balaclava, and then unlocks the door. The man opens it, ushering us inside. In the center of the giant room is a cage, maybe thirty feet in diameter, with a stained mattress in the middle. All around, camera tripods and lights have been set up. There are several chairs littered behind the cameras as well as a few dog cages.

“Caught used to be smaller and younger. He appealed to a certain crowd,” Night Giant says to me. “Not sure how popular he’ll be now that he’s inked and bulked up. Only time will tell.”

I want to scream at him that the crowd he appealed to before were sick pedos because he was just a damn kid, but I’m not about to piss this guy off. I’m looking for a way to escape.

“Hog,” Night Giant barks out, his deep voice booming through the room. “Wolf said you wanted to play with one of our newbies.”

Hog emerges from the shadows, nodding. “I’ll break her in good and well.”

“Open the cage and get in,” Night Giant orders. “I’ll send in your newbie.”

I try not to shudder at the idea of being locked in a cage with the creep named Hog. His body is big, though not nearly as big as Night Giant, and I know I won’t fare well. My heart skips over itself as I quickly skim the room looking for an exit.

“Caught,” Night Giant says. “Get him, boy.”

Dragon makes a snarling noise as he rises to his feet. He walks into the cage and Night Giant closes the door behind him, pushing a lock through the latch. Night Giant whistles for one of his goons and motions for one of the dog cages. I scream and fight as I’m dragged over to it and shoved inside. I’m still able to see what happens in the big cage, but escaping is no longer an option.

“What the hell?” Hog demands. “I meant the hot bitch, not this fucker. I thought he was your favorite. The one we’ve been hunting for forever.”

Dragon circles him, his bright green eyes locked on Hog. I’ve known Dragon long enough to recognize the look on him. Brutality. Death. He wants to kill this man.

“You’re to assist but never touch the stars,” Night Giant tells Hog. “You’re a lesson to the others.”

“Fuck you, man,” Hog sneers. “You can’t do this. I’ll kill your toy. What then?”

“Now, boy,” Night Giant barks out.

Dragon launches at Hog, a crazed scream echoing in the room. His powerful fists begin wailing down on Hog as he tackles him to the dirty carpet. He rips off the balaclava on Hog’s head and tosses it. Hog tries to shake him off, but Dragon is faster, quicker, meaner. Fists slam into Hog’s face, making bones pop and snap from the power of his hits. Hog groans and whimpers, trying desperately to push Dragon away.

“Stop,” Night Giant orders. “Come, boy.”

Dragon walks right up to Night Giant and leans his head against the cage. Night Giant sticks a long finger inside to stroke Dragon’s cheek. Bile rises up inside of me to see him so controlled by this man.

Hog, now covered in blood, staggers to his feet. He charges for Dragon, landing a sucker punch to his back. To my horror, Dragon doesn’t fight back. He clings to the fence, waiting for orders from Night Giant.

“Bastard,” I hiss out. “Why are you doing this?”

“Makes good money for the bosses,” Night Giant grunts out. And, finally, he barks out a command to Dragon. “Get rid of him, boy.”

Dragon, like a sudden tornado, turns on Hog with enough power to send Hog scurrying away in fear. I watch, shocked and unable to move, as Dragon beats the man to death. When Hog’s face is nothing but a bloody pulp and he’s no longer moving, Dragon rises to his feet and takes a bow.

“Wolf,” Night Giant barks out. “Get the trash out of here and find us fresh meat.”

“One of the newbies?” Wolf asks, making my stomach bottom out at the thought of my sister or brother or Erin in the same cage as Dragon.

“No,” Night Giant growls. “They have better uses. Send in one of the junkies from room twelve.”

And this is how I spend the next several hours.

Watching Dragon kill man after man while Night Giant controls his every move with powerful commands.

When I think I’ve seen enough for the day, Night Giant enters the cage. He strips off his shirt, baring all his thick muscles and chest hair, before unbuckling his belt.

“Clothes off. On your knees,” Night Giant instructs. “Now.”

I no longer expect hesitation from Dragon. Sickness churns in my belly as Dragon removes all of his clothes and then kneels in front of Night Giant.

“Hands,” Night Giant growls.

As soon as Dragon is on all fours, Night Giant takes to whipping Dragon with the belt. Dragon doesn’t yelp or whimper or cry. He just takes it. After far too many hits with the belt, I can no longer watch what that monster does to Dragon. My eyes burn with tears as the slapping of flesh on flesh begins.

This time, Dragon cries.

Those cries, with every grunt and moan that comes from Night Giant, are burned into my soul. They’re rapists. Sick rapists. I’m horrified at the realization that Erin has probably been living this exact life for nearly two years. And if Koyn and Copper don’t find us, my siblings and I might soon be living that life as well.

“Good boy,” Night Giant grunts.

I finally lift my gaze to find Dragon sprawled out and unmoving as Night Giant tucks his dick back in his pants.

“I’ve missed that kid,” Night Giant says to Wolf. “Get him cleaned up and some food in his belly. He has a busy day tomorrow.”

I don’t know what tomorrow brings and I’m terrified to find out.
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Copper

 

“Meeting in five,” Payne says, drawing my attention from my laptop.

I glance at the clock and then give him a quick nod. “I’ll be there.”

Once we felt like Katana wasn’t going to die, we loaded him up and went back to Koyn’s. Several Royal Bastards from the Little Rock chapter showed up with their doctor not long after we arrived. She was able to stabilize and stitch up Katana. Each gunshot went straight through and narrowly missed important organs. He’ll hurt like a bitch, but he’ll live.

Grabbing my laptop from the kitchen table, I start for the conference room where Koyn usually holds Church. On the way there, Hadley stops me to give me a hug and whispered assurances. I finally break away from her and take a seat beside Koyn that he’s saved. The room is packed full of our own Royal Bastards plus several of the Little Rock guys.

“I’ve got King from California on the line,” Koyn says once I’m seated. “Let’s get started.”

As Koyn converses with King from the Santa Clarita Royal Bastards chapter, I flip open my laptop and continue my search. Dan was able to get some guys on the hunt for a seven-foot guy named Night Giant. There aren’t tons of guys at that height, but it’s enough that they’re going to have to comb through to see if any match this guy’s description. In the meantime, I’m cross-referencing all my notes from the trafficking file Dan gave me plus everything we know so far, trying to get a location on these fuckers.

“…the dark web is where I’d start,” King finishes, snapping my attention his way.

“What? Can you repeat that?” I demand.

“I said,” King barks out on the speakerphone, “that based on the fact you think they’re expert traffickers, the dark web is where I’d start.”

“Do they post about their kidnapping shit or something?” Filter asks.

“You’d be surprised at how many of them video tape their abusive acts. Hell, knowing these fuckers, some of them might even put out ads for buyers.” King sighs. “The dark web is a cesspool of weird ass shit, so you really need to be specific when searching.”

“You’re well versed on hunting these fuckers down,” Koyn grumbles. “How the fuck do we know what to search for?”

“Input keywords in with your search that relate to your missing person,” King offers. “Cities where they came from. Size. Hair color. Nicknames. Anything you can think of to narrow the search.”

As they continue to discuss what to look for on the dark web, I try to remember anything of use. Watcher’s Group keeps niggling at me.

“I’ve got the dark web pulled up,” Bermuda says from my other side. “Where do I start?”

“Watcher’s Group,” I reply, turning my attention to his computer. “Seven-foot giant. Night Giant. Memphis.”

He types the string in but nothing shows up.

“Try Night Giant by itself.”

No videos show up but a few links do instead. He doesn’t click on them.

“Stars in Memphis,” I blurt out. “Giant Night Stars in Memphis.”

A link to Cypress City Clips pops up. I sit ramrod straight because Cypress is Collins’s first name.

“Go there,” I order. “I think we’re onto something.”

The website is all black with stars in the background. The only way to access it is by passcode. I flip Bermuda’s laptop around and shove it Koyn’s way, interrupting his conversation with King.

“Get us in here,” I tell him. “Hurry.”

Koyn ends the call with King and I slip out of the room. Katana has been sleeping, but he and I need to have a little chat. I need to know everything. There’s too much at stake now to be doing things the “right” brotherly way. I need answers and I need them now. Katana’s best friend is Dragon, so I feel like he’ll do whatever he can to help.

His room is dark when I enter, so I don’t flip on the overhead light. I find the lamp beside his bed and switch it on. He winces and slowly opens his eyes. I’m reminded again how he held onto Gretel, staunching the blood flow. Had he not done that, Krista would have called back with worse news earlier. As it stands, Gretel is out of surgery and will be able to go home in a couple of days. Hansel was cleared to go home, but he wasn’t about to leave his sister’s side.

“Hey,” I grunt out. “Sorry to do this to you, but time is of the essence. We have to find them.”

Katana nods. “Hell yeah we do.”

“I need to know the story of how you met Dragon. What happened? Where were you? Any detail will help us.”

His face pales and he closes his eyes. “You really think it will help?”

“I do. I know whatever it is was hard, but it needs to be said. All the clues we can get will help us piece it all together.”

“Okay,” he says, exhaling heavily. “Dragon won’t forgive me, though.”

“Maybe not. What’s more important? Forgiveness or his life?”

“I know.” His features fall. “I was sixteen when I met him.”

“Where did you meet him?”

He sucks in a ragged breath. “I…I was so hungry. There was this restaurant I liked.” His eyes meet mine. “I was homeless after I ran away from my foster home. This one particular restaurant in Memphis tossed out hot, perfectly good food. I always wondered if they knew I ate from their dumpster.” He swallows, shuddering at the memory. “One night, I heard crying as I was climbing out of the dumpster. In the alleyway, under some boxes, someone was there.”

Dark, sad eyes pin me, making my heart race. “Go on,” I urge.

“It was him…Dragon. He was…dirty and bruised and bloody. His body shook so hard.” Katana makes a strangled sound. “I didn’t know what to do. For a split second, I considered leaving him.”

“But?”

“He begged me to hide.”

“Hide him?”

“Hide with him. As though whatever hurt him was going to hurt me too.”

“Did you hide with him?”

“I was still contemplating his words when I heard voices. They were calling out for him. Men. Big and older. I helped him to his feet and then into the dumpster.” He shudders again. “He was shaking so hard that all the trash was making sounds. So I held him close and told him to stay still.”

“They didn’t catch you because you’re here. What happened next?”

“We waited hours after their voices disappeared. It was chilly and he was so cold. I kept him warm and when the sun nearly rose, I got him out of that dumpster. There were unfamiliar SUVs creeping down the streets and my gut told me it was the bad men. Since I knew the city, I took him down alleyways until we were at the train tracks.” His eyes fall to his hands and he picks at his fingers for a second. “I’d never tried to leave the city before, but I knew if he was going to remain safe, we had to go. The next train that rolled through, we hopped it. It spit us out in Arkansas.”

So far, nothing about this story helps me.

“Did he say anything about where he came from?” I ask, trying not to push Katana too much considering all he’s gone through today.

“When we got to Arkansas, we stopped to dumpster dive for food before we hopped a different train. This one took us to Little Rock. We walked and walked until we found an abandoned trailer. It was hidden in the woods and it felt like a safe place to land. I was able to scavenge for food in a nearby town, getting in and out without being seen. The trailer had running water still and the previous owners had left all kinds of useful stuff. We stayed there for a few weeks before I had the nerve to ask him about those people.”

“And?”

“He said he was there for two years. They’d taken him from a party where he’d been drinking. Filled his head with shit about making him famous. When he woke up, he was in a shipping container.” He shudders. “He didn’t say what they did to him, but they filmed him. Said he has hundreds and hundreds of movies.”

“Is this why he never reached out to his parents?”

Katana nods. “He said they killed the boy he was and his parents wouldn’t recognize him. He was someone new.”

“What kind of movies?” I probe.

“People paid to see him hurt others or others hurt him.”

“How did he manage to escape?”

“He said this guy was supposed to be watching him, but he got greedy and tried to fuck him. Dragon let the guy think he had the upper hand and then he used his training on this guy. Killed him with his bare hands. He slipped out of the place—”

“What place?” I interrupt. “Did he say?”

“The warehouse.”

“Downtown?”

“By the river,” Katana says. “It’s how they shipped in new stars or shipped out the deceased.”

I text Dan immediately with the new information. He responds back that he’s on it.

“They won’t be there,” Katana grumbles. “We went back once and it was abandoned.”

“Maybe, but we can find out who owned the building back then. This is a good lead. Anything else?”

“He promised me never to breathe a word about it again,” Katana chokes out. “We’d finally gotten on our feet a bit and he’d come out of his shell when we’d run into Koyn. The guy was intimidating, but he had something we wanted.”

“Safety?”

“Means to avenge.”

“You’ve been looking for Night Giant ever since?”

“When Dragon connected that Vidal and Collins were linked to Night Giant, he wanted to kill them but have them lead us to Night Giant first.”

Katana looks three seconds from passing out, so I give him a break. “Rest, man.”

“We have to find them,” he mutters. “I can’t lose my best friend.”

“We will,” I growl. “They’ve got my ol’ lady and my baby she’s carrying. You better fucking believe we’ll get them back.”

Katana smiles before he closes his eyes. I turn to find Filter standing in the doorway, listening like a fucking stalker. Shouldering past him, I ignore his furious glare. I get halfway down the hallway before he shoves me into a bedroom. My rage bubbles to the surface and I swing a fist at him. He barely ducks it.

“She’s pregnant?” he snarls. “You’re a real piece of work.”

I shove him against the wall, bringing my nose to his. “She’s pregnant with my baby. I’m going to move hell and earth to get them back. You don’t even want to know the lengths I would go to in order to destroy anything that stands in my way. Even you, Filter. I will cut your throat and step over your twitching body without even breaking a sweat. Brotherhood or not, your ass will be gutted and on the floor before I allow it to stop me. Are we clear?”

His nostrils flare and he bares his teeth. “Super fucking clear.”

“Good.” I step back and pat his chest. “Now do your job and let’s find these motherfuckers.”
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Stormy

 

Someone screams, waking me from the fitful sleep I’d barely drifted into. My heart stutters in my chest as I quickly scan the dark room, still only illuminated by the bathroom light, looking for my siblings. Relief floods through me as I remember they’re with me. The twins are curled together like they’re in the womb beside me on one of the disgusting mattresses. I’m thankful the scream didn’t come from them. But when I see the dark figure dragging someone from the room, I realize the source.

Pete.

And now I know why Smelly Melly calls him PeePee Pete. The strong scent of piss permeates the air. Poor guy is so scared, he can’t control his urine.

He’s gone within minutes and the door locks into place. Still no Dragon. My heart aches at having witnessed what Night Giant made him do and then the way he brutalized him. After, I was sent back to the room, but Dragon stayed with Night Giant. Not knowing what he’s doing to him feels worse than actually seeing it.

An hour or so passes when another guy comes to extract Smelly Melly. She flirts with him and he fingers her a bit under her dress before he takes her away. Not long after, they take Crybaby Charlie and true to his name, he bawls. I want to help him, but I’m no match against these brutish men who are armed with weapons. But, when they return for Erin, I can’t keep my mouth shut.

“Where are you taking her?” I demand.

The masked man turns to look at me. “None of your business, bitch.”

“It’s my business because she’s my friend.” I slide off the bed to my feet so I don’t feel at such a disadvantage. “You people are sick.”

The man chokes out a laugh. “There are sicker people out there who pay for what we offer. Shut your pretty mouth or I’ll find a way to shut it for you.”

I keep my mouth closed until he slams the door and locks it into place. A ragged, overwhelmed sigh escapes me. I don’t know what to do or how to save anyone. The thought is exhausting and defeating. It takes forever, but I manage to fall back asleep. The next time I’m awakened, it’s because someone is dragging me out of the bed by my hair.

“Time to go,” the man grunts.

Tears burn at my eyes by the hold he has on my hair. All the people in this room are being led out by the masked men in black. I fight against my captor’s hold, but he’s too strong. In the end, I give up and let him lead me back to the cage room with all the cameras. As soon as I see Dragon, relief floods through me. It’s brief, knowing he’s alive, but then dread consumes me.

He’s a maniac in the big cage—covered in blood and snarling. Several bodies litter the floor around him. My heart rate stutters in my chest with all-consuming worry. I’m no closer to escaping this place than I was yesterday when we arrived.

The men keep hold of us as we gather round the big cage, watching Dragon end junkie after junkie they send in there, staggering and shaking too hard to fight back. He’s in such a crazed state, there’s no stopping him. Night Giant barks out commands that seem to get inside Dragon’s head each time, easily controlling him.

Eventually, Night Giant ends the show and gives Dragon a break. Other men clean out the corpses as Night Giant leads Dragon to a bench. Night Giant takes a seat and Dragon kneels in front of him, resting his head in his lap.

I want to whisper to the twins that everything will be all right, but I can’t lie to them. Not about this. There is nothing okay about this. We’re not going to leave this unscathed. I’m too weak to fight against these monsters.

“You’re up next, Tuna Terri,” one of the goons says, dragging the poor, sickly girl toward the cage.

He tosses her in and then follows after her, unfastening his pants. She’s too tired to put up a fight. Simply plops down on the dirty mattress on the floor, waiting for the inevitable. I have to turn away, but I’m unable to ignore her cries or the grunts of the man abusing her. When he’s finished, another guy replaces him. This goes on until her cries are no longer heard.

My cheeks are wet and I swipe away the tears as I glance back at Terri. A man carries her out and then dumps her to the floor near Dragon. He doesn’t flinch. Her back moves, so I know she’s still breathing. Unfortunately. After the brutal rapes she just endured, she’d be better off dead.

Night Giant pats Dragon on the head and then points to the main cage. My heart rate quickens. The last thing I want to see is more murder.

“You,” Night Giant bellows as he stands and walks our way. “You remind me of little Caught when I first captured him.” His eyes glint evilly beyond the mask. “Innocent and so goddamn breakable. Your cock sucking video was just the beginning and already is a favorite among our viewers. Soon, you’ll be a well-known star like Caught.”

My chest squeezes painfully when I realize he’s speaking to Cove. Images of that bastard forcing my brother to suck a dick has me sick to my stomach. I can’t let him do that again. Or worse.

Hell no.

I’m shaking my head, gasping for breath as he nears. My limbs are quaking and my head throbs from lack of food. I realize I’m going to have to fight this man off my brother. When I try to stand, the man behind me yanks on my hair, keeping me in place.

“Stop,” I plead. “Don’t do this.”

Night Giant ignores me as he drags my silent brother toward the cage door. Calla sobs loudly, reaching for him to no avail. Cove gets shoved into the cage.

With Dragon.

The mindless murderer Night Giant has turned him into.

“He’s not like the others,” Night Giant says to Dragon. “You’re going to have to use his body like I use yours. Break him that way.”

“No,” I croak out. “Don’t do this.”

No one listens.

Cove’s body trembles as he lifts his terrified stare to Dragon, who is now circling him, cracking his neck. Bile rises up my throat and I gag. With nothing in my stomach, I don’t vomit.

“Take off your clothes,” Night Giant orders. “Now, boy.”

Cove stumbles over his feet as he backs away, whimpering and finally finding his voice. “No. I don’t want to do this.” So broken and small and innocent.

“If you don’t do it, Caught will help you,” Night Giant says with a cruel laugh. When Cove disobeys, Night Giant whistles at Dragon. “Here.” He shoves a small pocketknife through the chain length fence. “Help the boy, boy.”

Dragon’s green eyes blaze at the sight of the knife. He snatches it from Night Giant’s meaty hand and whirls around, his shoulders tense and poised as he readies to attack my brother. I can’t watch this, yet I can’t look away.

Dragon pounces toward Cove, but my brother is quick, sidestepping him. Not quick enough, though, because Dragon tackles him to the bed. Cove’s scream makes my bones rattle. Ruthlessly, Dragon tears through his shirt with the pocketknife.

Oh God.

I turn, kneeing the big guy holding my hair in the balls, and take off in a sprint to the cage door. Grabbing hold, I lean forward and yell at Dragon.

“Don’t touch my brother, you motherfucker!”

Someone swoops an arm around my waist to pull me away, but I cling to the cage, screaming like a wild banshee. Dragon, like a cat with a mouse pinned beneath his paws, turns his head to see what the commotion is about. We lock eyes and I shoot him a venomous glare.

“Dragon, let him go! Don’t do to him what that bastard did to you!” I shriek. “You’re better than that!”

Dragon’s jaw clenches, but he doesn’t move.

“You’re not in charge, bitch,” the voice behind me snarls.

“Let me in there instead,” I demand, fighting against the guy behind me, my eyes slicing over to Night Giant. “You want Dragon to fuck someone, then send me in. Not my brother.”

Night Giant’s phone rings and he ignores us to take the call. He grunts out a few words and then ends it before walking my way.

“Looks like you got your wish, blondie. The paying customers want to see those fat titties. The junkies didn’t put up enough fight, but you, my dear,” Night Giant croons, petting my hair like I’m a damn cat, “look like quite the fighter.”

He unlocks the cage and the man behind me wrangles me inside. Cove runs over to me, hugging me tight. It’s the first real reaction from my little brother since I’ve been locked here with him. I might die in a few minutes by someone I know, but if that buys my brother another chance to live, it was worth it.

“Time to go, little one,” Night Giant orders. “Let your sister take your punishment since she’s so willing.”

Cove sobs against my neck, whispering out apologies. I choke down cries of my own as I kiss the side of his head.

“It’s okay,” I murmur. “Keep Calla safe.”

He nods and then he’s gone, leaving me alone with the fire breathing dragon.

I don’t waste time facing off with Dragon. I’m not about to have my back turned on him. He’s unpredictable when he’s being cool and funny back home. Now, he’s like a monster straight from a nightmare.

His chest is bare, as are his feet, but he still wears his jeans. The tattoo on his neck is covered with blood, which makes it seem all the more terrifying as he slowly stalks me in the cage. Green eyes are alight with madness, focused on me.

“Dragon,” I whisper. “It’s me. Stormy. We have to get out of here. Don’t let that asshole win. Please.”

His jaw ticks and his nostrils flare.

“Please,” I say again, but I’m cut off when he lunges at me.

Remembering my training, I use his momentum against him, ducking at the last minute to send him sailing past me and crashing against the cage. He bellows, furious and manic, as I rush to put distance between us. He flips his knife around in his hand, all too familiar with the weapon. I’m pissed I’m at such a disadvantage.

Realization dawns on me as I manage to thwart another attack. I’m going to die in here. My sweet little unborn baby and I will be gutted by Dragon—a mentally fucked creation of these monsters. I’ll never see Copper again. We’ll never have that happily ever after I so stupidly dreamed about.

Tears threaten, blurring the world in front of me, which is a horrible mistake. It hides Dragon long enough that he’s able to shove me to the mattress. A scream lurches from my throat as he tears the blade along the fabric of my hoodie. His strength overpowers mine as he removes the material and cuts through my bra. My heart is in my throat as I claw at the soiled mattress, trying to escape. Dragon grabs my hips, flipping me to my back. His free hand easily fumbles at the button and zipper of my jeans. I howl and squirm to no avail.

“I’m pregnant with Copper’s baby,” I whimper. “Dragon. Help me.”

His bright green eyes narrow and then his sticky, bloody chest presses against mine while one hand grips my throat tight enough my screams are strangled. Hot breath finds my ear.

“I have to do this or they’ll kill us both. Scream and fight me. It’s going to hurt, but you have to trust me.” He sits up enough to stare down at me and says loud enough for Night Giant to hear, “Pretty girls get to be stars.”

The knife cuts down my cheek, splitting the flesh painfully. All I can do is gape at him in horror, trying like hell to make sense of his words. Remorse flashes in his green orbs, and I realize what this is.

An act.

He knows how to get us out of this.

I just have to play along.

Trust him, no matter how much it hurts.

“Do it,” I croak out. “Do what you have to do to get us out of here alive and then we’ll make these motherfuckers pay.”

Madness shines in his gaze, but it’s a familiar one. One I remember from nights around the campfire at the Q at Koyn’s. Despite his crazy, he thinks of the Royal Bastards as family. And me. We’re in this together.

Filter was right.

I’ll use sex to my advantage to save my neck. It’s clear Dragon will do the same. We’re both warriors and we’ll get the fuck out of this place.

Dragon lets go of my throat and I claw at his pretty face, drawing blood on his cheek. He grins in a violently terrifying way, so I do the other side too. While I’m distracted marring his runway perfect face, he yanks my jeans down my thighs. He shoves me onto my stomach. Then, with no warning, he’s inside me. I cry as he does what he needs to do, taking comfort in the soft, pleading words he whispers to me.

We’re going to get free.

We’re going back to our family.

We’ll kill them all.

This goes on long enough that my ears ring from my exaggerated screams and that I black out from exertion. A groan rouses me and then hot, sticky semen splatters on my ass. I lie limp as Dragon jerks away from me and rolls onto his back next to me.

“Brav-fucking-o,” Night Giant says, clapping. “The viewers loved that shit.”

Night Giant walks into the cage and toes me with his boot. Once he realizes I’m still alive and breathing, he grabs me by my shoulders and hauls me to my feet.

“Put your clothes back on,” he barks out. “I have a meeting with the bosses. You all get a break until you’re needed again.”

Shakily, I pull my jeans back up and snatch up the remains of my hoodie, tying the bottom of it so it keeps me covered. It’s not until I’m hugging my middle, trying to process the fact that I’m still alive, when I feel something digging into my upper thigh. Discreetly, I slip my finger in my pocket to realize Dragon left me a gift.

The pocketknife.

It’s small, but it’s a weapon.

Dragon was right…

We’re going to get free.

We’re going back to our family.

We’ll kill them all.
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Copper

 

I’m combing through land records for buildings purchased in Memphis and compiling a list when my phone rings.

Dan.

“You got anything?” I ask in greeting.

Koyn, who’s sitting across the conference room table from me, lifts an eyebrow as he listens in on my end of the conversation. I put it on speaker and set it down.

“Yeah…” Dan says, letting out a harsh breath. “It’s brutal, man.”

Koyn’s features harden and my stomach roils with dread.

“What is it?” I demand. “Don’t beat around the bush. Out with it.”

My phone buzzes.

“I’ve sent it to you. It’s a video. Taylor was also searching the dark web, trying to get into that site you shared with me. He couldn’t get in, but found this video called Caught vs Blondie. Dragon tattoo was the hit keywords that he found it with.” Dan groans. “I’m pretty sure it’s your biker buddy and…”

“And who?” Koyn barks out.

I already know.

Stormy.

“We’re doing what we can to find the source, but have your people on it too. The more eyes, the better,” Dan says. “And, Jeremy, I’m sorry.”

With those horrible words, he hangs up.

Koyn rises to his feet to come around to my side of the table as I hit play on the video. I’m unable to focus on anything helpful. All I see is Stormy. My fucking girl. Terrified and shaking.

And Dragon.

He chases her down like she’s prey.

“Maybe you shouldn’t watch this,” Koyn mutters weakly, knowing full and damn well he’ll have to cut my eyeballs out before I allow that to happen.

The next several moments have me frozen in my chair with a storming mixture of fury and disgust. Dragon attacks her. Cuts her. Fucks her. And…

“Is she dead?” I choke out when the video ends after Dragon slides off her unmoving body.

“No,” Koyn barks out as though by him saying it, it’ll make it true.

I swipe at the wetness on my cheeks and rise to my feet. Anger is clouding my brain. All I can see is red. Revenge. I will hurt him like he fucking hurt me. I’m fueled by rage as I charge out of the room on a hunt for Katana.

Dragon wants to take from me?

I will take from him.

All I can think about is unloading a magazine full of bullets into Katana’s healing body, this time hitting all the crucial organs. I’ll watch him bleed out at my feet, knowing Dragon will never be able to come back to his best friend like I’ll never be allowed to come back to mine.

Filter, who’s sitting in a chair and keeping watch over Katana, jumps to his feet when he sees me. I’ve already pulled out my Glock, aiming it at the sleeping man. Filter launches at me, shoving me against the wall hard enough we crush the drywall. The gun goes off, hitting the wall above Katana. I grunt and snarl as I try to free myself from Filter’s strong grip so I can kill this motherfucker. I’ll kill Filter next because he has it coming. I manage to discharge another unsuccessful shot before more guys enter the fray. Payne and Koyn yank me back as Filter manages to wrench the gun from my hands.

Undeterred, I scream and twist, trying to free myself. I manage to headbutt Payne, most likely breaking his nose by the popping sound, before Koyn’s big ass pins me to the carpet. The fight bleeds out of me as grief tears through me.

“She’s dead. He killed her. She’s fucking dead. I promised her,” I choke out. “I promised her I’d keep her safe, but I lied. I fucking lied.”

Koyn pants heavily, keeping my arms pinned with his knees. “I don’t think she’s dead, asshole. He cut her face up a bit, but there wasn’t anything lethal. Bermuda is going to analyze the video. Stop being a fucking psycho.”

She may not be dead, but what Dragon did to her…

How will she ever come back from that?

“Because she’s fucking Stormy. Tough ass bitch,” Koyn barks out, answering what I thought were unspoken words. “The bitch is the gift that keeps on giving. It’s going to take a lot more than Dragon to handle her. She’s like a fuckin’ hurricane. You know this.”

I do know this.

My girl does some crazy ass shit that sometimes gets her hurt, but she always comes back swinging and stronger than before. I have to have faith that she’s okay. That she will be okay. And as far as Dragon goes, I’ll deal with him the moment I lay eyes on him.

Hang in there, little storm.
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“Right there,” Bermuda says, pointing to the screen I can no longer look at. “He says something to her. I think he tells her they’ll kill them all. I’m not a lip-reader, but knowing Dragon, it seems like something he would say.”

Koyn nods as he leans forward. “And watch her shoulders there. They go slack.”

“This is your job, Dad,” Blake says, frowning at me. “Put your feelings aside and focus.”

I glance at my son and swallow down the ache in my chest. “Yeah. Play that part again. Let me see.”

Sure enough, it’s like they have a secret, quiet conversation. An agreement is made. Consent. Stormy has used sex to her advantage many times before. This is no different. They seem to be putting on a show. It’s just so fucking brutal, it hurts me to watch. And, Koyn’s right. There was no deadly cut with the knife. Just superficial ones.

I have to believe she’s still alive.

“What’s with the facial cutting?” Gibson asks. “It’s weird as fuck.”

Scrubbing my palm over my face, I let my brain do some logical thinking and answer with that part of my body rather than my heart. “They’re putting on a production. It’s planned. And if Dragon and Stormy are known for anything, it’s their beauty. It’s like they each tried to lessen that part about each other. The way she clawed him will scar. All the blood makes it look worse than it is.”

“Pretty, pretty boy,” Katana says from the doorway, earning everyone’s attention. He’s pale as fuck and I immediately feel bad for trying to kill him earlier.

“What?” Koyn barks out.

“That’s what Dragon muttered in his sleep for so long. One day, I asked him what it meant. On one of his rare, secret divulging moments, he explained that Night Giant said he was a pretty, pretty boy. That he was a star because he was so pretty.” Katana groans and Halo rushes over to assist him into a chair. “He cut her so she wouldn’t be pretty. In some fucked up way, he was trying to keep her out of more videos.”

My gut twists painfully.

Koyn stiffens and begins tapping away on his computer. I’ve seen the look on his face before. Determination. Understanding. The moment when a key appears inside his head and he uses it to unlock whatever damn door he wants.

Hope swells inside me.

“What is it?” I blurt out. “You’re onto something.”

“Pretty, pretty boy Caught,” Koyn grunts out. “That’s the code to enter their site. Now that I’m in, I can start scouring the videos. I’ll look for anything of use.”

While Koyn watches videos I would rather not, I go back to my land records searching. I come across an entity called Press House who bought a warehouse in Memphis nearly twelve years ago. It sold a few years later for a steal.

“Bermuda,” I grunt, motioning him over. “Find where this money went.”

Bermuda grabs his laptop and sits down beside me. He scans the information quickly before tapping away on his computer. He finds a copy of the cashier’s check to the entity’s bank and then pulls up the information from the now closed account.

Colin Press.

The name is too similar to Cypress Collins to ignore.

I know we’ve struck gold.

“Colin Press,” I bark at Koyn. “Have someone else watch those videos. Get the info you can on this guy. I think this is his real name. I’m calling Dan.”

Fucking finally.

This feels like progress.

I’m coming, baby. Just hold on.
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Turns out, the name was a hit. Dan, who has the resources, put his men on it while we continue to dig on our end. While they search for Colin Press and start tying his involvement with the human trafficking case together, the rest of us are trying to find clues as to where Stormy and Dragon are at.

“There,” Bizzy says, pointing a meaty finger to Koyn’s screen. “I’ve seen that before.”

I squint at what he’s pointing at. A mural painted on the wall behind the cage. It’s grainy in the shadows, so I’m unsure what he sees.

“What is it?” Koyn demands.

“When I was a kid, I used to go visit my grandparents a lot. We passed a sign that looked just like this.” He grins my way like he’s hit the jackpot. “See, that there is the Pig Trail Scenic Byway.”

The picture is still too messy to make sense of.

“How can you tell?” I ask.

“That red pig there,” Bizzy replies, gesturing to the red blob on the wall. “This green bit here that’s crackled should say, ‘Arkansas.’”

“Arkansas?” Koyn growls. “How can you be for sure?”

Bizzy huffs, his big belly jiggling. “Aux Arcs. Grandpa told this story about how the French explorers named this bend around the river. It was later shortened to Ozarks.”

“So the sign you saw when traveling was a roadside sign?” I ask, rubbing at the tension on the back of my neck. “You didn’t actually see this sign in this building?”

“I saw it from the road, but if they’ve painted it on the wall, it means something to them. It might be close,” Bizzy says with a grin. “Might even be close to the Mulberry Mountain Loop.”

“I’m on it,” Bermuda calls out. “From the large size of that room, it appears to be some sort of events center or community center.”

“Try rest stops too,” Koyn orders. “Local museums and hotels. I’m calling Animal.”
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The four-hour drive to Animal’s clubhouse in Little Rock was a painfully slow one. I’d wanted to tear down the Pig Trail Scenic Byway rather than heading to Little Rock, but as much as I wanted to storm in and save the day, I know we’re outnumbered.

Joining forces with the Little Rock Royal Bastards chapter is a necessary one. Those guys have helped us in a bind before and I know Koyn will pay them handsomely for it again this time. Koyn even got a call into the prez of the New Orleans National chapter. They sent Scorn, and a plane full of guns and ammo. Now we have men and weapons. It’s time to strike.

“They’re heavily fortified,” Koyn says, addressing the large group of pissed off bikers. When you mess with one, you mess with all. “That’s why we go in hard and we go in fast.”

Everyone grunts in agreement.

Koyn goes over the logistics with the Little Rock Royal Bastards leading their men, Jameson and Rage, while I skim my gaze over to Animal. Koyn must trust this dude to leave his ol’ lady and baby girl in his care. Animal is a crazy sonofabitch, though, and he gave his word to Koyn he’d protect them with his life.

The fact that Koyn is putting trust in someone, after what happened to his first wife and daughter, in order to save my woman shows just what a good brother he is. It’s something I’ll never forget and will always be grateful for.

“We got eyes inside?” Rage asks, cracking his neck and thrumming with pent-up energy to kill some motherfuckers.

Bermuda nods, holding up his phone. “Once we isolated where they’re at, we were able to ping the cell phones in the area and then hack in. The heavy hitters are there—Collins or Press, Vidal, and Night Giant. Some idiot who works for them keeps pulling out his phone, which gives us a glimpse of what’s going on. They’ve got a shit ton of guys in there, though, and there are victims in there we have to look out for.”

“We’re going to war, boys,” I say, earning their attention. “Let’s strap up and take down these assholes.”

“And make it hurt,” Koyn adds in. “Make it really fucking hurt.”
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Stormy

 

Hours have passed since Dragon and I made our video, but my body continues to tremble. After that horrific event, they took us all back to our room. Calla clung to Cove the moment we got inside, but he won’t look me in the eye. I can see the guilt on his young face. If I knew how to erase it, I would. I’m his big sister and I’ll always choose to stand in front of him and Calla. Always. Just like I had to protect them from the dogs who ripped our mother apart to now. I’ll keep on doing it too.

Dragon’s intense green eyes haven’t quit boring into me. I thought I’d fear him after what happened, but I’m feeling thankful. Had he not gone through with what he did with me the way he did, there’s no telling what those monsters would have made him do or someone else for that matter. It bought my siblings temporary safety too. The cut on my face hurts like a motherfucker, though.

“I’m going to be okay,” I whisper, meeting Dragon’s stare. “I promise.”

“They’ll all pay,” he vows. “Especially him.”

I shiver at the thought of Dragon getting caught in Night Giant’s grip again. He seems more like the Dragon I know and less like Night Giant’s plaything, but I don’t know for how long. All I can do is focus on my escape plan.

Ping!

Another nail flies out, hitting the bed frame. Dragon scoops it up, sliding this one between two fingers as well. He has six nails now to complete his creepy-ass Wolverine claw thing he has going on. I’m glad he’s figured out a weapon and left me with the pocketknife, though I’m finding it more useful as a tool.

I’ve pulled out enough nails on one of the plywood pieces that we might be able to yank it off the wall together and give us access to the window. I grab onto one edge of the plywood and groan when it wiggles but doesn’t give. Too many nails to loosen and voices can be heard approaching.

“They’re coming,” Dragon warns, rising to his feet, hiding his hands behind his back.

I swivel around, keeping my weapon hidden, as the locks begin to disengage. One masked man stands near the door once it’s opened whereas the other one prowls in with a mission.

The twins.

My brother bravely stands in front of our sister like he’s a match against this large man. The determination in Cove’s eyes has me flying into action. Without hesitation, I launch myself on the back of the man, driving the pocketknife blade into his neck. He growls, trying to shake me off, but the blood gushing out over my hand tells me I aimed well. I’m tossed back onto the mattress and barely roll out of the way as the guy slumps beside me. I can hear Dragon scuffling with the other guy until a thud signifies the end. Thankfully, Dragon is the one left standing and he’s taken the man’s gun.

Unfortunately the guy I’ve mortally wounded doesn’t seem to have a weapon, so I take my knife back and motion for my siblings and the others to follow close behind. Dragon peeks out the door and into the hallway. First left and then right. He curses under his breath as he starts right. I peek to the left, frustrated to see what appears to be an exit to the outside barricaded with boards. It’d take too much precious time to try and get out that door. We have to find another way.

I remember going through a series of hallways to get to the cage and camera room. We need to avoid that place like the plague considering most of the men have been clustered there. Dragon stops at a four-way hallway intersection and peers left and right once again. He starts right but then loud sirens go off.

“Fuck,” Dragon snaps. “They know we’ve escaped. Hurry. Go that way.” He gestures left.

I rush in that direction, careful to be quiet as my siblings follow after me. There’s a door at the far end that doesn’t seem to be barricaded. I just hope we don’t come face to face with a bunch of goons when we open it.

Rat-a-tat-tat-tat!

Gunshots resound outside, loud and plentiful, making my heart leap for a moment. Maybe they’re here. Maybe Copper found us. A sob claws at my throat, but I swallow it, once again fixated on the escape route. I’m about to run for it when one of the hotel room doors opens and a big guy snags my brother, dragging him into the room with him.

“No!” I hiss, starting for him as the door gets shoved in my face.

A bare foot kicks the door hard beside me and then Dragon muscles his way inside, once again crazed with violence. The guy with my brother in his grip holds a knife out like he’s a match for Dragon. Dragon easily grabs the man’s hand, twists, and the snapping of his wrist is followed by a howl of pain. Dragon keeps his grip around the guy’s hand and forces the blade up into his chin. The guy gurgles as he slumps to the floor. Dragon yanks the knife out and tosses it to me before finishing the guy off with a hard stomp to his windpipe.

“Are you okay?” I ask my brother, whose face is pale.

Dragon growls. “He’s been stabbed.”

Oh my God.

Crimson coats my brother’s hand as he holds his ribs.

“Snap out of it, Stormy,” Dragon barks. “We’ll get him help. Let’s go.”

We leave the room and set back on our destination to the far door. Since Dragon has the gun, he leads the pack and I make sure everyone stays between us. When we have to pass another hall, this time just one that leads to the right, Dragon slows. He peeks around the corner, deems it safe, and then motions for everyone to hurry. Terri is just crossing the hall in front of me when something lands at her feet.

Grenade.

All I have time for is to try for the nearest doorway, an old vending machine alcove, when the explosion hits, sending me crashing into the machine. My ears ring from the blast, but my body is thankfully intact. I scramble around to discover how Terri fared.

When I notice a severed leg and no body, I gag so hard I nearly black out. It takes a few hard blinks to shove that image from my brain and focus on my escape. Through the haze of the smoke, I can see light. The door is open, which means hopefully Dragon got them out. Getting past the wrecked hallway where the wall has fallen over, blocking the path, will prove to be a challenge. Especially considering I have to pass the hallway where the grenade came from.

A guy, dressed all in black, flies around the corner, grenades hooked to his vest. His surprise at seeing me buys me some time. I charge him, ramming the knife into his chest. He fumbles for his gun, but my hands are on it as we fall to the ground. Since he’s gasping for air as blood gushes from his chest, I’m easily able to wrench the gun from him. Without remorse, I shoot him in the face.

I peek down the hall, thankful that he was the only man, only to cry in frustration when I realize the path to go outside is completely blocked. I’ll have to move heavy shit to get past. Fuck. I need to find another way out. Frustrated, I start down the new hallway, desperate for another escape route. I’ve only passed a few doors when someone steps out.

Someone I’m intimately familiar with.

Filter.

My first instinct is to cry and throw myself into his arms, begging him to take me to Copper. But the cold glint in his eyes tells me it would be a horrible mistake, especially since his gun is pointed right at my face.

“Filter,” I choke out.

“Stormy,” he sneers. “Or should I call you traitor?”

I swallow down my emotion, trying like hell to keep my arm from shaking. My gun is pointed at his face too. If he shoots me, he’ll die too. It’ll be some Romeo and Juliet shit minus the love story. Just two stubborn assess going to Hell together. Fucking karma.

“You can call me Copper’s ol’ lady,” I grit out. “Jesus, Filter. How did I put up with your bitchy ass?”

He flinches at my words. “You’re good at faking.”

“Not everything was fake, dumbass,” I snap back. “Sure, we fucked. But those times when we watched movies and laughed, that was real. You were my friend, even if I didn’t want to admit it. I’m sorry I fucked you guys over. I can assure you it won’t happen again. Now stop being a little bitch and let’s get the hell out of here.”

“You’re pregnant,” he bites out. “With his baby.”

I allow my tears to slip out. “I’m happy. It’s real. I love him.”

His nostrils flare and he cracks his neck. “What was wrong with me?”

I cannot believe we’re having this talk now. Of all times. He has a crazy ass look in his eyes that says no matter what I say, I’m getting my ass shot anyway. Fuck him for doing this.

“Nothing, dickhead,” I hiss. “You’re hot and normally pretty sweet. Loyal…” I trail off reminding him, once again, I’m protected by his damned brotherhood. “I was just trying to do my job.”

“I was going to keep you,” Filter says, his words growing colder. “Maybe we didn’t have the spark I thought we should have, but you grew on me, Stormy. You fucking grew on me. I know we could have loved each other.”

“Maybe,” I agree, “but shit went south. I landed with Copper and we fell hard. No maybes. No could haves. We did. Sometimes shit happens for a reason.”

He steps closer, his eyes narrowing and the muscle on his forearm flexing. “I could put a bullet in your head and they’d never know. They’d think you were hit in the crossfire.”

“Yeah, but you’re not a douchebag who shoots pregnant ol’ ladies,” I remind him, stupidly lowering my gun as a sign of trust. “You’re a Royal Bastard. So is Copper.”

My heart trips over itself when he lowers his weapon. I think I have him settled when I see movement behind him. Black masked man. There’s no time to explain. Whipping my gun up, I mutter out an apology. As though to mirror my image, he swings his gun up too.

We both squeeze the trigger at once.

Bam! Bam!
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Copper

 

Bam! Bam!

I crawl through the broken hotel room window after crossing a courtyard from another room. She’s nowhere to be found. The gunfire makes me think one of my guys needs assistance. As soon I cross the room, I see two arms stretched out, aiming weapons at each other. Since one of them is feminine, I don’t dare shoot that person, but as I near the two, I realize the other person is familiar.

Fuck.

Stormy and Filter, facing off with guns pointing at each other.

“Don’t do this,” I beg to Filter. “Please.”

Bam! Bam! Bam! Bam!

My heart shatters into a million pieces until I realize neither one of them has gone down. They slowly walk past each other, continuing to shoot. I peek out the door and realize they’re covering for each other. Joining them, I help pick off the few guys at one end. As soon as the hallway goes quiet, I loop an arm around Stormy’s waist and haul her to me.

Fiery blue eyes meet mine but then soften when she sees me, quickly filling with tears. Her face is badly cut and she’s filthy. I’ve never seen her look so beautiful because she’s alive. She’s fucking alive.

I crash my lips to hers, not even gentle of her wounds, just desperate to make sure she’s real and not some ghost meant to taunt me. Her salty tears join our kiss, giving this reality a familiar taste. A groan of relief escapes her as I kiss the fire out of her.

“You’re alive,” I mumble, pecking kisses over her cracked and dried lips.

“Not for long if you two keep making out in the hallway,” Filter grumbles. “This way.”

I want to drag Stormy into my arms and never let go, but she pulls away to steal two new guns from one of the dead men. My girl is a fighter. She’s no damsel. Filter’s right. I can worship her properly when we’re safe and alone. Now is not the time or we’ll never make it out of here.

“Where’s everyone else?” I ask as we stealthily make our way down the hallway.

“Dragon got them out, I think. I hope. We need to find them.” Stormy looks over her shoulder at me, giving me a watery smile.

I’m going to have words with Dragon as soon as this shit blows over.

“Stop,” Filter grunts. “Did you hear that?”

Sobbing. Calls for help.

Stormy turns toward a hotel room door and starts unengaging bolt locks. Once it’s open, she pushes inside. Fucking fearless, this woman.

Several battered and clearly traumatized people huddle together in one corner of the room. They all look just as fucked up as Stormy.

“Come on,” she hisses. “Stay quiet. We’re going to get you to safety.”

After eight shivering people make their way into the hallway, we set on our journey again. This time, Stormy begins checking each door. Not every room has captives, but some do. It’s enough that we’ve gathered about eighteen people, some of which who have to be practically carried by the other captives.

“Behind you,” Blake calls out. “Don’t shoot.”

I swivel around to find Blake, Gibson, and Bizzy making their way down the hallway with a few captives trailing with them.

“Everyone back that way has been killed and the rooms have been checked,” my son says, no longer sounding like a kid, but a fucking man instead. “The others have spread out on other hallways. We think we got most of them.”

After canvassing another couple of hallways, we also run into Halo, Payne, and some of the Little Rock guys. Eventually, we make our way back outside. People are everywhere, but it’s all our people and captives. Those trafficking motherfuckers are gone.

Koyn jumps up onto a vehicle and whistles, gaining everyone’s attention as they crowd around. Jameson’s woman—the same one who helped Katana—has arrived in a van, already seeing to the victims who are in the worst shape. I’m thankful as fuck it’s not my girl needing care.

“Brenda,” a soft, broken masculine voice calls out, before a young mirrored version of Calla nearly tackles her. “I’m so sorry.”

She hugs her brother, whispering assurances. “It’s okay. I’m okay. We’re all okay. I love you, Cove. You’re safe now.”

Calla clings to them and my heart aches for what they went through. I’m thankful they’re safe and back together. Filter watches them with an unreadable expression. As long as it’s not hate, I can deal with that.

“We took out most of these motherfuckers,” Koyn calls out. “A few escaped, but we’ll get them. Mark my words. The important thing is, we’ve found the captives and they’ll be safe now.”

I scan the crowd looking for Dragon. Still missing.

“These people can’t go back to normal society. Not after this shit,” Koyn grinds out. “Which is why we’re going to help them. Get them back on their feet and then see how shit pans out. Anyone who wants to go home to their families, we’ll get you there. But…”

Dragon had plenty of chances to reunite with his family, but chose to become a Royal Bastard instead, giving up his past and becoming the man he’d been changed into. It wouldn’t be a surprise if many of these people felt the same given the horrors they’ve gone through.

“Jameson and Rage are taking the badly injured with them. Doc here can make sure they’re stable. Scorn will take anyone by plane back to Louisiana. The rest will come with us,” Koyn says. “Those who opt to go back into society, Dan Greene with the FBI will assist in those efforts. Good luck and I’m fucking sorry you people had to go through this shit.”

The crowd breaks up at that point. I want to drag Stormy into my arms and hold her, but she’s still in protective mode over her younger siblings. It isn’t until Bizzy helps the twins into the van that all the fire is snuffed out of my girl. Like a good man, I’m there to gather her in my arms, holding her together.

“I’m sorry,” she whispers as I rub a palm over her flat belly that will soon swell with my child. “I gave you such shit about being dirty. You guys were always good. At least where it counts. I fucked up.”

“Nah, little storm, you just wreaked some havoc just so you could plow right into my arms. I’m not complaining how you got there. Just thanking God that you are.”

She starts to cry and laugh at the same time. “Careful. Gibson will turn those lines into a country song.”

“Damn straight,” Gibson says, grinning our way as he passes. And then the swoony-ass motherfucker sings my lines back to my woman in his voice that apparently makes the Barnyard Belles want to have his baby.

“Go on with your bullshit,” I grumble playfully.

He laughs until Koyn strides up to us. I tense at the unusual expression on his face.

“They got away,” he says, his dark eyes glinting in an evil way.

“Who?”

“Night Giant, Vidal, and Press.” Each name Koyn delivers makes Stormy flinch.

“Press?” she asks.

“Cypress Collins,” I explain, briefing her on this new tidbit, “is a pseudonym for Colin Press.”

“We have to find them,” Stormy whines. “Night Giant will—”

“He won’t,” Koyn assures her. “He won’t touch another hair on Dragon’s goddamn head.”

She relaxes and nods. “Which means you have eyes on them?”

“They’re being followed,” Koyn confirms.

“This wasn’t their only operation,” I say, understanding the point of all this. “They’re going to lead us to the rest.”

“And then what?” Stormy asks.

“Then they’ll get some motherfucking justice the Koynakov way.”

Rather than flinching from his words, she nods. “Good. I hope it hurts.”
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It’s morning by the time we roll up to Koyn’s. Stormy slept the whole drive back, pressed to my side. I still can’t figure out who Dragon caught a ride with. I’ll eventually need to get back to my house and to my dogs, but for now, we need to crash soon.

“The clubhouse is good enough to take in some of these people,” Filter says from the front seat. “Gibson, Bizzy, and Nees offered to stay with them and protect them.”

Months ago, I would’ve questioned the abilities of those three, including my son, but not anymore. They’re all capable badass bikers and it makes me proud.

“The twins will come home with us,” I tell them as we climb out. Filter shoots me an annoyed glare but quickly schools it before I can figure why.

“And Erin,” Stormy croaks out sleepily. “She comes with us too.”

“Fine,” Filter grunts. “The other eight can go to the clubhouse. We’ll take care of them.”

I scan our group who are all exiting vehicles or climbing off bikes, looking for Dragon. Still missing. What the hell?

“Hey,” Stormy says, cupping my cheeks and turning my attention to her ruined face. “Don’t.”

“Don’t what?”

“I know…” Her eyes water. “I know you must have seen the video… It’s just…please don’t hurt him. It’s complicated, but we were in survival mode. We had to do what we had to do.”

I study her face, taking in every bruise and cut. “I know, little storm. If you’re worried, don’t be. I love you. All I care about is getting you in the shower and into bed so I can hold you.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.” I give her a soft kiss on her forehead. “Get the twins and Erin settled in the two guest rooms downstairs and then meet me in your old room.”

As soon as she disappears into the house with them, someone grabs me and shoves me against the side of a vehicle. Green, wild eyes bore into me.

“Looking for me?” he snarls, pressing a knife to the side of my throat.

A wounded Katana lingers not far behind, making no moves to stop Dragon.

“Actually, yeah,” I grunt out.

“To kill me?” His eyes flash with pain. “Because I deserve it?”

“I’m not going to kill you, dumbass. You’re a fucking victim. I’ve been doing this job long enough to understand that.” I grab his hand with the knife and shove it down. “Besides, Stormy would never let me hear the end of it if I did. You know how mouthy she can be.”

His lips twitch with a smile. “She’s one tough bitch.”

“Fuck yeah she is, but…” I trail off and pin him with a hard stare. “Her siblings aren’t. They’re one of us now.”

“I got the littles’ backs. Don’t worry, old man.”

I pull him to me for a quick hug before he tugs away and disappears with Katana. Filter’s stare is locked on me, but it’s missing the usual venom.

“I’m not going to give her any more shit,” Filter says as I approach. “We’re good.”

“Just like that?”

He shrugs. “We had a chat.”

I’m not sure when this chat took place, but I’m happy anyway.

“All right then. I’m going to hit the sack.” I tip my head at him and then walk inside.

By the time I make it to Stormy’s old room, she’s already stripping out of her clothes. Her body is battered and she’s wrecked, but she’s still beautiful and strong and mine. I shed my clothes and follow her into the shower. It’s not until the steam fills the air and the hot spray is raining down on her that she finally breaks.

Unravels.

Shatters.

Allows the events to finally catch up with her.

Gently, I wash her abused body, cleansing her everywhere, and kiss away any pains that I can. The ones on her heart will be the hardest, but I’ll spend every goddamn day trying.

“Little storm?” I ask once she’s clean and no longer sobbing.

“Hmm?”

“You’re a hero. You helped save those people, including your siblings.”

Her lip trembles. “I don’t feel like a hero.”

“Maybe not, but you sure as hell look like one.”
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Stormy

Two weeks later…

 

I follow the sound of Gibson’s guitar after a much needed nap. That’s all I’ve done the past couple of weeks, while we’ve hung out at Koyn’s rather than going home, as I’ve tried to recuperate. Getting kidnapped is awful on a regular day, but add in pregnancy, and it’s too much. Thankfully, my man is doting and attentive. At times, he just hovers with a worried glint in his eyes, which is why I told him to go spend time with Nees and let me rest.

Now that my cranky bitchiness has faded, I miss him again.

Fatigue isn’t the only thing making me grumpy. Being intimate with Copper is at the crux of the matter. As much as I want him to make love to me again, I’m worried. Doc visited with Jameson a couple of days after we came back home to check in on us. I’m still pregnant and my face will always be scarred—Hadley says Koyn and I are practically twins now—but my main concern is the unprotected sex with Dragon. Until I get the test results back, I don’t want to chance infecting Copper with anything. At the time, I was in short-term survival mode, but now I’m thinking of the long-term and a STD doesn’t bode well with me.

I find Gibson in the living room with his groupies—aka Bizzy, Calla, Hadley with the baby, Nees, Pete, Charlie, and Mel. They’re all listening to him play his popular rendition of Hank Williams, Jr.’s “A Country Boy Can Survive.” Something about hearing that song puts my soul at ease. I blow Gibson a kiss, loving how his handsome face reddens slightly, but he never misses a beat. Of all the people we brought back with us, only a few stayed, and oddly enough it was the ones I was trapped in that room with, minus poor Terri. At first, I worried Mel would be a problem, but once she was cleaned up and given some mood stabilizing medication, she chilled out and is actually quite funny, even if she does continue to call the other guys PeePee Pete and Crybaby Charlie.

Bermuda is in the kitchen peeling potatoes. Shirtless. His OU ballcap is flipped backward and he’s swaying his hips to the song, lost in his own world. Whichever girl thinks she’s good enough for my Bermuda is going to have to go through me first. It’s going to take one helluva woman to get my approval.

I give him a hug from behind, enjoying his familiar warmth, before continuing my trek to find my man. Filter and Koyn are standing on the back patio sharing a smoke. The animosity I’d felt from Filter has faded. His attention is elsewhere these days. Not sure if I approve of the looks he gives Calla, but it’s better than hateful ones toward me. As Gibson’s song ends, he transitions beautifully into Lynyrd Skynyrd’s “Simple Man.” I grab my coat and then head out back, smiling at Koyn and Filter.

“You seen Copper around?” I ask, hugging my coat tighter around me.

“In the garage talking to Cove.” Koyn drops his gaze and Filter stifles a laugh.

“What?” I demand, not at all liking the fact that the prez of the Royal Bastards MC can’t even look me in the eye.

“Nothing,” he grunts, still not looking at me.

“Oh, it’s something,” Filter tattles.

Koyn punches his arms. “Asshole.”

Since neither of these idiots is going to tell me what the hell is going on, I storm around the side of the house to the open garage. Katana is leaned against the garage doorframe, growing stronger each day since he was shot, watching Dragon.

Dragon in all his masculine glory is on a mission to see how many pushups he can do, the muscles in his back all bunching with power as he moves. All he’s done since we got back is brood, hide, and push his body to the extreme. It has to bother him that Night Giant got away. Knowing what I know now, it makes me wonder how he’s faring. I know when to push and when to stay away. Until we see his taunting, crazy-ass smiles again, I’m going to let him work through it in the best way he can. Besides, his best friend always has his back, shadowing his every move. I wink at Katana and then head over to where Cove and Copper are in deep conversation on the garage couch.

Something’s different about my brother. At nineteen, he’s always been on the small side, but something in his stature seems bigger or taller today, which is insane because Copper is a mountain beside him. I squint, trying to pinpoint what it is.

Not wanting to break up their conversation, I start for the clubhouse when Copper pins me with a hot stare that melts my insides. I mouth to him I’ll be right back and he nods.

“Erin in the clubhouse?” I ask Katana on my way out.

He nods as if it’s a dumb question. She’s always in the clubhouse. In fact, I don’t think she’s left once since she decided she was leaving Koyn’s and staying there instead. Since Payne and Halo are missing, I assume one of them has taken up watch while the other patrols.

The trek from the garage to the clubhouse isn’t far, but it’s cold. I shiver against the blistery wind and hurry to the massive clubhouse. It’s like any biker clubhouse complete with a giant hangout room with a rock fireplace, a kitchen, full bar and seating area, a meeting room where Koyn says they’ll start holding Church, an office, laundry facilities, and a dozens of bedrooms. Of course, because Koyn is Koyn, it’s been recently furnished with top of the line furniture and décor—somehow rustic and manly but still looks expensive.

Once I’m inside, I find Erin sitting on the love seat near a roaring fire, a hot mug of steaming coffee in her hand and a bottle of tequila tucked into the cushion beside her. Her brown hair that was once matted dreads is now a cute chin-length bob that suits her, thanks to Hadley giving her a cut last week. The always present scowl on her face unnerves me, though. She’s not the girl I remember. They took all the good parts of her and left her this angry husk.

“Hey,” I greet, keeping my voice soft. “Just checking on you.”

“Same as yesterday,” she clips out. “You don’t have to babysit me, Brenda.”

It’s then I notice Halo sitting at the bar, still and quiet. He gives me a nod of acknowledgment, conveying in one look that she’s always like this, not just to me.

“We’re going to leave in a few days to go to Copper’s,” I say gently as I sit down beside her. “I want you to come with us. Or, if you want to go home—”

“I’m not going home,” she snaps, burning her glare into me. “I’ve told you that already.”

“Okay…” I sigh. “I’m just trying to help you and make you comfortable. Do you want to stay here or do you want to go to Copper’s with me? The twins are coming and—”

Halo lets a snort out.

“What?” I demand, frowning at him.

“Nothin’, Stormy.”

Oh, it’s something. First Koyn and Filter. Now Halo. Those motherfuckers are up to something and I can tell I’m going to be pissed about it.

Ignoring him, I turn to Erin again. “Copper’s place is secluded like this and huge. He’s got a couple of dogs—”

“Dogs?” Her face wrinkles in confusion, the first real Erin expression I’ve seen since before she disappeared.

“Hansel and Gretel. Dobermans.”

Her eyes widen a bit. “You’re terrified of dogs. Like deathly.”

“I still am,” I grumble. “But Hansel and Gretel are my babies. They’re loving and protective. Since we’ve been here, Copper’s ex-wife Krista has been keeping them for us. I miss them.”

Erin was always a huge dog lover and it was something she could hardly understand about me when she discovered I wasn’t.

“I could use a change of scenery,” she finally concedes. “I can’t promise how long I’ll stay, though.”

It’s enough.

More than enough.

This small breakthrough means there’s hope for my friend coming back to me. Sure, she’s changed and broken, but with time she’ll be healed. She’ll need a friend to see her through the hard times. I absolutely want to be that friend.

“Bermuda’s cooking supper now. I swear to God, that boy needs his own cooking show. Shirtless Souffles we could call it,” I tease as I stand up. “You should go see if he needs any help. Your ass probably still burns macaroni and cheese. You could use a few lessons before I take you home with me.”

She smirks and shoots me the bird. “Fuck off, Stormy.”

It feels right hearing the nickname from her lips. As much as my siblings still call me Brenda, I’m not her anymore.

I’m Stormy.

Copper’s ol’ lady.

A fighter.

I’m shocked when she stands up too, setting her mug down on the table. She shoves her feet into the new shoes Hadley bought her. Since everyone arrived with the clothes on their backs, Hadley dragged Koyn with her on a necessary shopping spree. I bet seeing adorable, young Hadley at Target with mean-ass, ugly Koyn and their precious baby in his arms was a sight to see.

I blow Halo a kiss of thanks before slipping out the clubhouse door on a mission back to Copper to get to the bottom of all the secret smirks and weirdness going on between these bikers. They seem to forget I was a federal agent of the FBI. Nothing gets past me. Fuckers.

I’m almost to the garage when Nees and Bizzy approach me.

“We’ve come to relieve Halo,” Nees says, his chest puffed out like a damn rooster.

“No need.” I walk up to him and pat his chest. “What’s with the goofy face?”

Bizzy cackles. “So fuckin’ goofy.”

“Screw you, fuckface,” Nees grumbles. “You don’t get to be a dick anymore.”

I slide my palm away, gasping to see that the prospect patch is gone on his cut and is replaced by one that says member. “Nees!” I squeal out in delight. “Congratulations!”

“Koyn thought I proved myself with the rescue mission,” Nees brags. “Patched in earlier.”

“Is that all that happened?” Halo asks when he and Erin walk past us.

Nees’s face pales and he clears his throat. “I don’t remember the rest.”

The pussy runs—actually runs—away from me. Bizzy’s tubby ass chases after him. Hell, that’s the only time I’ve ever seen that man run.

What.

The.

Fuck.

Anger swells up inside me and I march after them into the garage. Dragon is no longer working his ass off and instead is leaned against the wall guzzling water, his eyes on Copper and Cove. Bizzy and Nees follow Erin and Halo into the house, running like their pants are on fire.

“What’s everyone’s problem?” I demand, meeting Dragon’s fiery green-eyed stare that doesn’t make me cringe anymore.

“Ask your brother.” Dragon’s lip curls up and then he spits some water to the concrete at his feet. “He’ll tell you.”

Slowly, I drag my head to where Cove is sitting beside Copper. Neither of them is talking now. Copper’s brow is slightly arched as though he’s waiting. Cove’s chin is lifted in defiance. Sitting there in their matching cuts, they seem comfortable as hell together.

Wait…

Matching cuts.

Cove’s cut has a prospect patch that practically glows at me.

No.

Hell to the motherfucking no.

“Absolutely not,” I seethe, storming their way. “He’s too young. No, Copper. Whose idea was this? Who put him up to this? Are you guys fucking serious right now?”

Copper, used to my tirades, lets me get it out of my system before he replies. “He’s old enough to make his own decisions. You know that.”

Fuck him and his logical reasoning.

“But…” My eyes burn with unshed tears. But he could barely handle being kidnapped. But he would have died by Dragon’s hand had I not intervened. But he’s just a little boy.

Copper stands and approaches me. Once he’s close, he pulls me to him. “But nothing, little storm. It’s done. We’re going to look after him. It’s what we do. You know better than anyone that this club protects their brothers. He doesn’t need his big sister to fight all his battles anymore. Now, he can fight them himself and when he can’t, he has the Royal Bastards to have his back.”

I pull away slightly to look at Cove. He may seem soft and young to me, but the fierce determination in his eyes can’t be missed.

“What about college?” I ask weakly.

“I never fit in anyway. Not like Calla,” Cove replies. “After…” He sighs, breaking my gaze. “I have to prove to myself that I’m a man who can take care of himself.” His blue eyes lift to meet mine again. “A man who can protect his sisters.”

I open my mouth to argue that I’m the big sister and that’s my job, but Copper presses his thumb to my lips, dragging my face back to meet his handsome one.

“Let the kid be a man, baby.”

Against my better judgment, I nod. Copper is right. Cove needs a support network and protection. Who better to provide that than these mean-ass motherfuckers?

“Oh look, no one died,” Koyn says as he struts into the garage, a cigarette wobbling between his lips. “My money was on Nees because he’s easy pickin’s.”

Nees bangs on the window from the garage to the kitchen. “I heard that, asshole.”

Koyn laughs and flips him off. “Copper, you gotta minute?”

When Copper releases me, after a chaste kiss to my lips, I make my way back over to Dragon, who continues to thrum with pent-up energy.

“You doing okay?” I cock my head to study his features up close.

He shrugs, a rare flash of vulnerability in his jade eyes. “Yep.”

“You know where to find me to talk if you’re ever not doing okay. I mean it, Dragon. If anyone gets it, it’s me. Okay?”

His nod is clipped. “He doesn’t belong here.”

The change of subject has me reeling.

“Cove?”

“Too skinny. Too afraid. Needs protection.” He shakes his head in annoyance. “Koyn makes some dumbass decisions sometimes.”

I poke his ridiculously hard, sweaty abs. “Yeah, sounds like a familiar story.”

Katana’s eyes widen and he walks away from the conversation. Dragon jerks his attention my way, his jaw clenching.

“You know I’m right, Batman.” I smirk, glad to have his focus because what I have to say is important. “Just look after Robin or this Catwoman is going to come back and add some more claw marks on your ugly mug.”

He nods, his eyes gleaming with an unspoken vow he’ll keep tabs on my brother.

“Since you guys obviously had a secret meeting while I napped, any news on the escapees?” I frown at him, crossing my arms over my chest, suddenly chilled with the fact Vidal, Collins or Press, and Night Giant still roam the streets.

“We have tabs on them,” Dragon assures me. “Now that we know where they went, Koyn was able to get more information and track them.”

“And they’re still running free because…”

“Because their web is far reaching. If we kill the spiders now, we don’t get to free all the ones caught…” His body thrums at that word. “In their web.”

“In the meantime, those people—”

“Are being cared for by Loki.”

“The God of Torture?”

Dragon lets out a booming laugh I haven’t heard in a long time. “Yeah, Stormy. That fucker is just as crazy as Prez. They’ve been working with King in Santa Clarita. King deals with quietly moving the victims out while Loki and his guys slowly torture the ones who held them captive. They keep it on the down low so that the guys in charge don’t realize their operation sites are being dismantled each time they leave one.”

“It’s only been two weeks, Dragon.”

“A lot can happen in two weeks. They’ve dismantled four already.”

“And Dan is cool with the Royal Bastards slaying rapists all over the country?” I ask in disbelief.

Dragon nods, a vicious grin on his face. “Dan’s cool. As long as we turn the victims over to him so he can return them to their families, he shows up at the agreed upon meeting place and doesn’t ask questions.”

Strong arms wrap around me from behind and I melt in Copper’s arms as his palms settle on my stomach. Dragon takes it as his cue to disappear, leaving me with my man.

“I love you, little storm. So fierce and fucking beautiful.”

I grin and twist around so I can see his handsome face. “Love you too.”

“I have some good news.” His lips curl into a happy grin.

“Oh yeah?”

A car door slams outside and then we hear barking. Something that a year ago would have sent me into a panic. Not anymore.

“My babies!”

Before I get the words out, two gorgeous Dobermans come trotting around the corner, seeking us out. They nearly tackle us, both of them healed and eager to see their parents. I gush over Hansel while Gretel tries to lick Copper’s face off.

Everything might have gotten shitty in my life for a while there, but things are finally starting to look up. I have love, a family both by blood and by bond, a precious baby on the way, and two furbabies.

My heart is full.

And, yet, I’ll never get enough.
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Copper

Four months later…

 

Our boots slap the concrete hard, rhythmic, and with purpose as we walk down the corridor.

Court is in session.

Two of the worst men in the States are being brought to justice. They’ll pay for their sins. For all they did to lure in those victims, allowed them to be raped and tortured, and then profited on their terror. Hell, I’m not even sure Press or Vidal ever took part in any of it, but they lined their wallets with bills soaked in the blood of their victims.

They will pay.

When they began to realize their operation was being pulled out from under their feet, it was too late. We had to make our move and take them down. In the past four and a half months, we’ve rescued nearly three hundred victims, killed a shit ton of rapist motherfuckers, and as of thirty minutes ago, finally shut down their dark web video site. Koyn destroyed any and all videos he could find. He gave up the list to Dan so the Feds could hunt down anyone who logged in to watch the sick shit. Our jobs are nearly done.

Koyn pushes through the double doors and ushers me inside. Sitting in chairs side by side, Press and Vidal wait for their sentencing, pale and wide-eyed.

Of course…this isn’t a normal hearing.

This is a Royal Bastards come to Jesus meeting. Right before we send them to Hell where they belong.

“Loki,” Koyn greets, nodding at the mean-ass motherfucker who’s the prez of the Reno Royal Bastards chapter. “Thanks for not harming a hair on their pretty little heads.”

Both Press and Vidal seem to calm at his words.

Fucking pricks have no idea what’s coming to them.

“Had fun with their friends,” Loki says, casting a bored look at a few men gutted and slain nearby. “They’re all yours.”

“Money’s in the bank, brother.” Koyn bumps his fist against Loki’s. “Thanks for your service and you know where to find me if you need anything.”

“One day I might take you up on it,” Loki grunts. “See you around.”

He pulls his beanie down over his brows and whistles for his men to follow. They herd out of the room in the abandoned warehouse just outside of Las Vegas, leaving my brother and me to finish what we started so long ago.

“Remember that time you cut that fucker Genworth’s eyelids off and then burned him alive?” I ask, pulling my knife out. “Was that before or after you rammed your knife up Putnam’s asshole? I missed the good parts that night. Tell me again, Brother.”

Vidal gags and Press shakes his head, tears rolling down his cheeks.

“I remember it like it was yesterday.” Koyn grins at me, violence gleaming in his dark eyes. “I can still smell the way their skin cooked. Fucking terrible but something that never leaves up here.” He taps the hilt of his knife against his temple. “Love makin’ new memories with you, man.”

Our victims stare at us in horror, the tape covering their mouths hiding their pleas. We don’t need to hear that shit. What we need to hear are their sobs as we mutilate them.

I kneel in front of Vidal, annoyed when the fucker starts pissing his pants. Of course I’d pick the pisser. Koyn chuckles at my misfortune, but then Press vomits, spew spraying from his nose. This time, I laugh.

Karma, Brother.

Playtime is over. Now it’s time for payback. I unbuckle Vidal’s pants and drag his briefs down along with his slacks. His wet dick is pathetic, which is why it needs to go. Normally, I save this sick, brutal shit for the real psychos like Dragon, but this is too fucking personal not to handle myself. He took my girl’s siblings and was a key player in the shit she endured. For that, he’ll pay, and at my hand. Without a production, I begin sawing through the bastard’s thin dick. Blood spurts out and narrowly misses me. Ignoring his howls of pain, I detach his cock from his body, toss it to the ground, and hack through his hairy balls too. It makes my own balls crawl up inside my body because it must hurt like hell, but I don’t stop until they’re gone.

I heave them onto the ground with a loud splat as Vidal passes out. Koyn is a little more crafty in the way he cuts Press’s dick off inch by inch. All the while, he mutters harsh words at him, and I only catch the last bit.

“This is for killing the kid. You took Chase from a life he belonged and thrust him into a world he didn’t. Unlucky for you, he crawled his way to the devil. The devil watches out for his people, which means if someone hurts them, he’ll burn down the goddamn earth hurting those motherfuckers back.” Koyn snarls at him as he slices off the last bit. “Every time you piss on the toilet like a fucking bitch, remember my face, cunt. Remember my fucking face.”

He tosses the hunk of dick to the floor and then stands up. I follow him away from the dickless monsters into a nearby bathroom. Once we’ve scrubbed the dirtiness of the deed from our hands and knives, we head out to find Dan. He waits by the door with a team of Feds.

“Oh no,” Koyn deadpans as he exits. “Someone must have gotten to the bad guys before us and cut their dicks off.” Several guys wince. “Better hurry and get them medical attention. We want to make sure they remember this moment for the rest of their lives in prison.”

Dan smirks at him. “The victims?”

“About fifteen of them in one of the rooms,” I tell him. “Ready for extraction.”

He sends his team in but lingers back with Koyn and me. “Their dicks? Really?”

“Don’t look at me,” I say, holding up my hands. “I didn’t slice up a dick like I was cutting up a hotdog for a toddler.”

Koyn grunts. “Don’t let him fool you with his good boy act, Dan. He took Vidal’s balls. And I’m the goddamn psycho?”

Dan’s brows fly to his hairline. “Enjoying retirement a bit much, huh?”

“Something like that.” I shrug, grinning at him.

“Most assholes take up golf,” Dan grumbles. “Whatever. I’m going to try and erase that nightmarish shit from my brain right now. What are you and Stormy doing next week? The wife wants you both over for dinner.”

“We’ll be there,” I assure him. “Get the girls to set it up.”

He clasps my shoulder and nods. “Thanks for bringing this operation down. It might not have been the way we were taught as Feds, but it’s the right way.”

“Enough sappy shit,” Koyn grunts. “Kiss goodbye so I can get back to my ol’ lady.”
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We arrive back at the fancy as fuck hotel on the Strip, ignoring all the unusual stares of everyone we pass. Two badass bikers who give off the “we just cut off some dicks” aura. Let’s just say, they give us a wide berth to pass. By the time we reach the Penthouse, I’m eager to swoop my woman up and sink my very much still-attached-to-my-body dick into her body.

Koyn swipes his keycard on the panel and pushes inside only to be met by a surly Payne. As soon as he sees it’s Koyn, he nods and steps out of the way. We left the rest of the gang back in Tulsa, but brought Payne to look after the girls while we took care of business.

Sitting on the large leather sectional, two pregnant women smile back at us. Hadley’s just barely pregnant with their second baby, but Stormy is really poking out with our son.

“Koyn!” Hadley shrieks when Koyn scoops her off the couch.

“Shhh,” Koyn growls. “You’ll wake the princess. I have shit to do to you that no baby girl needs to see. Hush your mouth and let me take care of you.”

The caveman carries his girl back to his cave, leaving me alone with mine. I hold my hand out to her and help her off the couch. Once our fingers thread together, I walk her back to our room and close the door.

“We got them,” I murmur as I rip off my leather cut. “Now I’m going to get you.”

She peels off one of my old FBI T-shirts, exposing her protruding belly to me. “I’m ready.”

I smirk as I shed the rest of my clothes. She’s slower in the removal of hers. It gives me time to appreciate the way her huge tits jiggle. The second she’s naked, I grab her ass and lift her, walking her back over to the bed. Even pregnant, she weighs nothing, so I gently plant her on the bed where I can ravish her like the madman I am.

She groans when I spread her thighs and rub my nose over her cunt.

“Mmm, smells like mine.”

“Hell yeah it’s yours,” she murmurs. “Now lick it like you own it.”

I grin at her bossiness and then set to sucking and licking every sensitive part of her pussy. She jolts and spasms, ripping at my hair as she guides me just where she wants it. All it takes is a playful tug at her clit with my teeth before she’s exploding, crying out my name.

I crawl my way back up her body, once again thankful we don’t have to wear condoms anymore. In the beginning, she was adamant after what happened, but once she and Dragon were miraculously cleared from any STDs, she allowed me back inside her bare.

“The FBI shirt looked good on you,” I rumble, kissing her plump lips. “You want to go back after you have lil’ man?”

Her blue eyes are soft as she runs her fingers through my hair. I tease her pussy by rubbing my dick over it, but never entering.

“Nah,” she says with a content sigh. “I already have a place.”

“Yeah? Where’s that?”

“With you. I’m your ol’ lady and damn if that isn’t a full-time job,” she sasses, blue eyes glinting in a playful way.

I grab my dick and push into her tight body, careful not to crush our baby by settling my weight on her. “Full-time, huh? And you don’t even get paid for it. Must suck.”

“Ohhhh,” she moans. “Lots of sucking involved for sure.”

“Brat,” I grumble, nipping at her lip. “As long as you’re happy, I’m happy.”

She pulls me in for a deep kiss and breaks to murmur, “I’m incredibly happy with you.”

Our frantic lovemaking takes over the conversation and I fuck her in the claiming way she loves so much. After making her scream again, I groan as my cum jets deep inside her. Normally, I’d keep her plugged up and trapped beneath me, but not today. Today I have other plans. I pull out of her and give her thigh a playful smack.

“In the shower, dirty girl.”

Her brows furl in confusion. “Whatever, asshole.”

She crawls off the bed, waving her middle finger in the air as I go to my suitcase. The shower’s just starting by the time I prowl after her. My girl pouts in the shower, not making eye contact. So fucking predictable.

“I don’t want your middle finger, little storm,” I growl as I join her in the massive shower. “I want the one next to it.”

Blue eyes widen and turn watery when I kneel my naked ass down in front of her. “Marry me, Brenda Gale. You were always meant to be a Koynakov.”

Her hand shakes as she offers it to me, letting me slide the giant rock on her finger. “That wasn’t a question, Copper.”

“That’s because I wasn’t asking, Stormy.”

“I guess it’s settled then,” she says with a grin. “I’m going to be a fucking Koynakov.”

“Damn straight,” I growl as I rise to my feet and kiss her pretty lips.

“Well, for the record, if you had asked, I would’ve said yes.”

“I couldn’t take any chances,” I tease before growing serious. “I love you.”

“Love you too. Always.”

I spend far too long showing my woman just how much I love her. So long the water eventually grows cold and we’re waterlogged. So long it takes Hadley, Koyn, and Payne each banging on our door to hurry up so we can go to dinner.

Unfortunately, it’s still not long enough.

Good thing we have the rest of our lives.

 

The End

 

Continue reading for a sneak peek of more of the Royal Bastards…


Sneak Peek of Dragon

 

Dragon

June

 

I can’t sleep.

Not since my last stint with Night Giant. When he forced me to…

Black. Black. Black.

All my rage swirls into a storm cloud of fury that successfully blocks out my memories. My nightmares might continue to haunt me, but when I’m awake, I’m in control.

I’ll always be in control.

Night Giant won’t ever get the opportunity to touch me again.

He might still walk the streets, but one day soon, I’ll make him pay. I want it to be perfect. The monster doesn’t know that he’s going to be in my biggest show yet.

I’m the fucking star.

He created me, so it’s only right he gets to see the final production. To be a leading role, this time in my show. I’ll make sure he feels every single ounce of pain and shame he caused me since I was just sixteen years old.

My chest aches when I think back to that day I was so brutally stolen from my life. Sometimes, Mom’s face enters my dreams. Sometimes it’s Dad. The only time tears fall is when I think about them.

My brothers.

I try not to check in on them, but it’s my guilty pleasure. Seeing my three younger brothers grow into brilliant, successful young men gives me a sliver of peace. I doubt I’ll ever show my face to them again yet seeing them feels like I can steal tiny memories of a past that was once good.

Katana, sensing my dark mood, crowds closer. If it weren’t for him saving my ass that night in the dumpster in Memphis, I would’ve probably ended up right back with Night Giant. I owe Katana my life. I owe him everything. He might have divulged to Koyn and the others my past, but it was only because he wanted to save us. I’ve forgiven him for it.

“It’s a wedding, dumbass. Put your phone away,” Stormy gripes, her pregnant ass trying and failing to steal my phone.

“Your hillbilly wedding’s over. You did the duck walk in your pretty white dress and ate cake. Leave me alone.”

She rolls her eyes that are painted heavily with mascara. Her stomach is fucking huge. Won’t be long and we’ll be adding another kid to this crew.

“I don’t walk like a duck,” she argues. “Dickhead.”

I smirk because she so does walk like a duck. “When are we having real food? I’m fucking starving.”

“Bermuda is barbequing chicken. God bless that hot boy’s heart.” She winks at me, the jagged scar I gave her stretching as she smiles. “Save me some drumsticks or so help me there’ll be hell to pay.” She smacks my stomach, nailing me with her big-ass ring.

“Why are pregnant women so bitchy?” I mutter to Katana as she walks away.

She flips me off and he shrugs.

My grin fades away when I see him. Baby Prospect. Standing at the edge of the woods, just beyond where we held the wedding, his hands stuffed in his jeans’ pockets, frowning at the ground like it personally wronged him. For a soft fucker, he pouts like a big-ass prick like Koyn. Must’ve got that attitude of his from his bitchy big sister.

One of the other guests, a Fed named Nick Carmichael who Copper is buddies with, walks over to Cove. Cove’s body tenses as the man speaks to him. Too close. Katana touches my back, dousing the sudden roaring raging fire inside me.

“What?” I grumble.

“I don’t like that guy,” he mutters.

It’s the only words of confirmation I need before I’m flipping open my knife and stalking over to the two men. Nick sees me first, his eyes widening in fear. He holds his hands up in a placating way. When Cove sees me, his blue eyes flash with anger.

Toward me.

Fuck you, Baby Prospect.

“Time to go, Robin,” I snap, putting my body between Nick and Cove. I glower down at the shorter, male version of Stormy. “Now.”

Fury explodes from him and he fucking shoves me.

Me!

“Go to hell, Dragon. You’re not my boss.”

My dick twitches at the thought of teaching him a fucking lesson or two.

“You’ll do as I say, Baby Prospect, because you have to. Let’s go.”

“And if I don’t?” he challenges, glowering up at me. “What then? Gonna tell Daddy?”

I grab him by his cut, hauling him closer. “Refer to Prez as Daddy again and he’ll whip your little ass.” I smirk. “Or, maybe he’ll let me do that job. We both know I can overpower you.”

It’s a low blow.

Reminding him of that day I was ordered to fuck and kill him.

And, as predicted, the fire is squelched, and he withers in front of me. I should feel like a dick, but it solved the problem of him and Nick talking. That fucker disappeared seconds after I arrived.

“Let me go,” Cove chokes out, not meeting my stare.

“Never going to happen.”

His brows furl together and fiery eyes are back on mine. “What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

“It means I made a promise to your sister.” I flash him an evil grin. “It means you belong to me now, Robin.”

“I’ll never belong to you or anyone,” he snarls, successfully wrenching himself from my grip. “Jesus, you’re such a cockblock. I’d like to lose my virginity sometime this century and of my own free will, asshole.”

I stare after him as he storms off, trembling with anger.

A cockblock?

His virginity?

I knew Night Giant forced him to suck cock on his first and only video, but it still shocks me he managed to make it out of there without worse shit happening. Violent, horrible rape from that sonofabitch. Add in the fact Baby Prospect is like nineteen or some shit, it’s shocking to hear he’s still a virgin. Unimaginable, in fact.

My eyes hone back in on Nick, who watches Cove like he’s a little piece of virgin ass he can’t wait to tap.

Hell no.

“You have murder in your eyes,” Katana says, appearing beside me. “Who are we killing today?”

I let out a dark chuckle. “Baby Prospect’s sex life, apparently.”

“I didn’t know he was gay.”

“And I didn’t know he was a virgin,” I mutter. “You know what they say about virgins?”

“I don’t think I want to know.”

Ignoring my best friend, I continue, “They’re meant to be sacrificed to the devil.”

“I don’t think that’s a saying, man.”

“It is now.” I wink at him and punch his arm. “Come on, we have devil’s work to do.”

 

Next up in the RBMC: Tulsa, OK series is…

DRAGON

 

 

If you enjoyed Copper 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!


 

Haven’t read Koyn’s book yet?

Check out his dark, thrilling story!

 

I had it all.

Family. Career. A future.

Until a couple of bikers took it brutally 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 monsters 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 familiar, 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…
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Get Koyn here!
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Thank you to my husband. I love you, honey!

 

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 by my side every step of the way.

 

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.
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Psychological Romance Standalones:

My Torin

Whispers and the Roars

Cold Cole Heart

Blue Hill Blood

Wicked Lies Boys Tell

 

MM Books:

Dane

Wicked Lies Boys Tell

Hood River Rat

No Tears with Him

 

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

A Little 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

Cocksure Ace

No Tears with Him

 

Paranormal Romance Standalones:

Apartment 2B

Running Free

Mad Sea

Cold Queen

Delinquent Demons

 

Hood River Hoodlums:

Hood River Rat (Book 1)

Little Hoodlum (Book 2)

Campfire Chaos (Book 3)

Hood River Zero (Book 4)

 

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)

The Determined Hero (Book 7)

 

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

Copper

 

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)

 

Elizabeth Gray Books:

Blue Hill Blood

Cognati

 

Free Short Stories on K’s Website:

Laska

Terrible Lovely Thing

White Rabbit

Thomas

Blue Christmas

GLAM

Piggy
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