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Warning,
This book contains mature content and is not suitable for everyone. If you enjoy reading about Alpha males along with action, adventure and drama, please continue. This book might give you triggers. If you can’t handle death, torture or anything else along those lines, put the book down, back the fuck away and go play in the fields with your unicorns and rainbows. This book isn’t intended for the weak of hearts.
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Never give up on your dreams. Always love with everything you have today because tomorrow isn’t promised. Forgive those who have done you harm, but never forget.
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Prologue
Blayde–3 years ago

Walking hand in hand with the woman who means the world to me, we exit the run-down movie theater onto the dirty, dark streets of Detroit and head toward the Savage Saints MC club. I have no idea what movie we watched, but it’s what she wanted to do tonight so that’s what we did. Monica and I argued earlier about walking instead of taking my bike. Now, as the dark night clings around us, I wish I didn’t listen to her and brought it.
I met Monica a year ago and we’ve been together on and off ever since. We care for each other, but she wants me to put her before the MC. She doesn’t understand the club comes first. It always comes first. That’s one of the biggest fights we will continue to have until she learns.
Shadows dance around us, making me on edge. We cross a decrepit apartment building and there are a group of guys wearing red bandanas standing around the courtyard. I have on my Savage Saints cut but some people don’t give a shit who we are. Not in this neighborhood anyway. We’re in the rougher section of Detroit. The cops won’t even step foot here unless they have backup. One guy approaches the thick metal fence separating us. He’s around my height with dark skin, wearing a black wife beater and black jeans. His red bandana wraps around his tattooed covered arm. He matches our pace, stride for stride, causing my restlessness to slither toward the surface. Monica’s hand clutches mine tighter and we pick up our pace.
“Hey, baby. Why don’t you come join us and have some real fun?” The asshole taunts Monica. She keeps her head down, shielding her face under her dark veil of hair. My free hand slides into my cut resting on my .40 caliber Glock, nestled in its holster. I watch the guy from the corner of my eye. I know Monica doesn’t like violence but I’m not letting these assholes get away with taunting and teasing her.
“Come on, baby. I know you like it rough. I’ll bet this wanna-be biker bitch can’t make you scream the way I can.” He motions his hips back and forth, fucking the air.
Monica inhales a sharp gasp, the fear radiating off her in waves. I’ve had enough of this motherfucker. I stop walking and turn to confront him. He’s grinning like he just won the lottery. “What are you going to do about it, biker bitch?”
I wave my hand, motioning him to step closer to the fence. He grips the black metal, his fingers threading through the bars. I release Monica’s hand and step closer to the fuckhead. Reaching through the bars, I grip the back of his skull before he can react. His face presses between the bars, leaving angry red welts on his face.
“Do you realize who I am?” Rage is vibrating through my veins. I clutch his head tighter and hair rips from his scalp when he tries pulling back. “It doesn’t matter. Understand this though. I prefer to play with my victims. I like to carve them up and watch their bodies bleed out. I enjoy taking my time reveling in the fear as you piss your pants and pray for mercy. Only thing is, I don’t forgive, nor do I forget. Just when you think there’s hope and I’ll let you leave; I’ll slice your skin wide open. Splitting you from sternum,” I reach for my switchblade in my pocket, flipping it open with one hand. I lay it at the douche bags throat. “To groin. Then when you assume you can’t deal with any more pain, I’ll bring a whole new definition to the word.” I drag my blade down the asshole’s stomach, feeling his body tense under my grip. “You hear me, big boy?” I press his face deeply into the bars, reveling in the way he struggles against me.
“Hey man. I’m just having some fun.” His voice trembles in fear.
“Blayde, baby. Can we leave please?” Monica’s tiny voice asks behind me. She’s tugging on my cut, trying to get me away from this asshole.
“You’re lucky tonight. Remember, the next time you want to fuck with a Savage Saint, what I told you.” I growl low enough only he can hear me. I release him and he falls back, clutching his throat. Anger is brewing in his eyes.
“Don’t walk alone, Blayde.” He threatens. “See ya around, baby. We’ll meet again.” He winks at Monica and turns around, heading back to his boys standing around the middle of the courtyard.
“Blayde, please. Take me home.” Monica grabs my hand and pulls me away from the fucker before I run after him and deliver my promise.
I wrap my arm around her slender shoulders, leading her toward her apartment building. Guilt eats away at me for letting her see that side of me. She doesn’t know what I do for the Savage Saints and she’d hate it even more than she does now.
We walk up the steps to her dingy, run-down apartment building and I open the door, letting her through first. She unlocks the four deadbolts on her door before pushing it open with her shoulder. Monica walks in, flips on the lights and I follow, shutting the door behind me and locking it.
What am I doing with a woman who wants me to choose her over my club? Why do I keep going back to her when I know what she wants?
Monica lives in a tiny studio apartment deep in the city of Detroit. There’s a small kitchen to my left and living room/bedroom in front of me. No pictures of her family grace her walls. She doesn’t like to talk about them and I never asked. She acts like a timid little mouse when we go out, but I know she’s tough. I can see it in her eyes.
Monica yanks her t-shirt over her head so that her bra covered breasts are exposed. She slides the zipper down on her jeans and slowly shimmies out of them. She’s standing in front of me in only her bra and matching lace panties. My cock springs to life at the sight of her sexy body.
“Hey, baby. Let me take your mind off what just happened.” Monica’s voice is soft and seductive. I lean against the wall watching her. She struts over and lowers herself to her knees on the dingy, frayed carpet. Monica’s light brown eyes look up at me through her long black lashes. She unbuckles my belt, pops the button on my jeans and pulls the zipper down. My cock is hard as steel begging for relief. This sexy as fuck woman wanting to go down on me is a wet dream come true. She palms my aching cock through my black boxer briefs. A moan escapes past my lips and I throw my head back. Monica pulls my thick, heavy cock out and wraps her plump lips around it, taking me as deep as she can. I hit the back of her throat and she gags. I grip her brown hair in one hand and fuck her mouth hard and fast. She grips my balls with one palm and her other trails down her stomach into her panties, playing with herself as she sucks me off. It’s rough, dirty and everything I need right now. Fire races down my spine and I know I’m close.
“Fuck baby, suck it like you want it.” I growl. Monica hollows out her cheeks, sucking me harder and taking my cock as deep as she can. Right before I explode into her mouth, I pull her off me and pick her up. Ripping her panties off, I plunge into her heat. I turn us around so her back is against the wall and drive into her hard and fast. Moans and groans fill the quiet apartment. The smell of sex and sweat drive me on. Monica lets out a string of curses as her pussy tightens down around me. We both reach our peaks quickly and I explode inside of her.
Once we both come down from our orgasms, I carry her to her bed and lay her down. I shuffle out of my clothes, folding my cut and laying it on her dresser. I lay down next to her and wrap my arms around her slender body.
“Blayde,” Monica asks into the darkness.
“Yeah, baby.”
She hesitates, taking a deep breath before continuing. “Have you ever thought about kids? How you would raise them if you did have them? Would you leave the club? Raise them there?”
“Why all the questions, Monica?”
“I don’t know. Just something I’ve been wondering lately.” She shrugs her slender shoulders. “Will you ever leave Savage Saints?”
I groan. It’s the same fight we have daily. “No, Monica. I won’t leave my brothers. My father. We’ve talked about this repeatedly. Why do you keep bringing it up? Why can’t we have a night together without you trying to get me to leave my club?”
“I just want you safe. I want you to love me the way I love you.” Tears slip down her cheeks and I brush them away.
“I love you, Monica. I love you with all I have. But one thing I will not do is betray my club. They saved my life. Why can’t you see that? Why can’t you accept they are my family?” I’m getting pissed now.
“Because it doesn’t feel like you do. You can’t tell me anything. You can’t talk to me. I want there to be no secrets between us.”
I can’t do this again. I remove Monica from my chest and get up. I slide my jeans and t-shirt back on. I sit on the bed and slip my riding boots on.
“Where are you going?” The desperation in her voice is breaking my heart.
“I have to go. I can’t keep having this same song and dance with you, Monica.” I turn and grip her cheek gently. “When you’re ready to accept my life and the way I live it, come find me. I do love you with everything I have. I want to be with you, but I won’t choose. If you love me the way you say you do, you won’t make me choose because I’ll choose the club every time. I’ll choose my brothers, every fucking time.” I kiss her lips gently. “You mean the world to me, Monica, but I refuse to choose. I would never make you do the same.” My heart shatters into a million pieces as she sits there on her bed not saying a word. I stand up, slip on my cut and walk to her door.
“Stay safe and I love you.” I say before walking out the door. Monica doesn’t respond and I know she’s hurting as much as I am.
I walk quickly down her apartment building stairs and into the warm summer night. The breeze picks up a little and a sense of dread washes over me. I can’t shake what it is or why.
I arrive at the Savage Saints MC clubhouse an hour later. Patch whores are milling around, drinking and smoking. Loud music blares from the speakers in the living room, making my brain rattle from the bass. I make my way to the kitchen ignoring them all eye fucking me. The sense of dread never went away the further I got from Monica’s building. I grab a beer from the refrigerator, pop the top and down half of it in one long guzzle, letting the cold liquid soothe my throat and coat my stomach.
Kayne comes flying into the kitchen like his ass is on fire and stops dead in his tracks when he takes one look at me. “Come on brother, let’s go outside.”
I toss my empty beer bottle in the sink and grab two more from the refrigerator. Both for me. Kayne doesn’t drink anymore and I’m proud of the way he’s handling his sobriety. We take a seat on the steps leading into the backyard. Kayne lights up a smoke and hands it to me. I take it from him, inhaling the burn into my lungs. Kayne lights another one for himself. We sit in peace, enjoying our cigarettes, me enjoying my beers.
“What happened this time,” Kayne finally asks, flicking his butt into the paint can turned ashtray in front of us.
“Same shit. She wants me to leave the club. Asking if I had kids, how would I raise them. I’m fucking twenty-one years old. Why in the fuck would I be thinking about that?” The whole conversation replays in my mind and I’m turning angrier by the second.
I grip my beer bottle tight in my hands, surprised it doesn’t crack under the pressure. “We had a great night. Went to dinner, watched some stupid chick flick she wanted to see. Went back to her apartment and fucked. Then she brings that up. I had to leave.”
“What did you tell her?” Kayne asks. No judgment, no worry in his voice. He will make a strong president one day.
“I told her I’d never leave the club. Club comes first and she will either accept that or move on.” I take a long pull of my beer. “I’m not changing who I am for some pussy. She can either accept me for me or move on.”
“Could she be pregnant and that’s why she’s asking these things?” Kayne asks. I stop mid drink and almost choke on my beer.
“No. No way. She can’t be.” I shake my head violently.
“Maybe, maybe not. But you’ll have to figure that out. If she is, you will take care of it. If she isn’t, cut your losses and move on.” Kayne slaps me on the back. “Now, I’m gonna hit the bed. Come get me if you need me.” He stands up and runs his hands through his blonde shaggy hair. He turns and heads inside.
What the fuck?
How can this happen?
What if Monica is pregnant?
All of these questions plague my mind. I pick up my phone several times throughout the night. I’m tempted to call her but think better of it. I didn’t sleep the entire night. I sat out on the back porch. My ass is asleep from sitting on the hard wood. My back is aching. I stretch my arms, popping my spine, when my phone rings. It’s piercing the quiet morning light. Monica’s name flashes on the screen and I ignore it. I don’t want to deal with her right now. Not with the lack of sleep I’ve had and my temper on the short side. I pick my ass up and stumble into the house. Making my way to my room, I face plant onto my mattress, letting sleep overtake me.



Chapter 1
Blayde–Present

Warm slender fingers lightly caress my stomach muscles, waking me up from a deep sleep. Last night I made a deal with the devil in a suit. A man who runs this town and everyone in it. With the warehouse going up in flames six months ago and the cops sniffing around, I felt like we were backed into a corner and had no choice. Cahal McKenna might be Poison’s uncle, but this is his business and he wants his shipments. If we don’t figure out a plan to move the guns and drugs soon, he will remove us from the job and we need the money.
The Savage Saints bar is doing exceptionally well and Poison turned the Deadly Sins strip club into a dance studio, making legit money for the club. She’s filled her roll in the club easily, bringing in more income. Her and Kayne are doing remarkably well together. She’s keeping him on his toes and he’s so in love with her, sometimes it makes me gag.
I’ve walked in on them several times throughout the clubhouse. Now we have an unwritten rule to make your presence known before walking blindly into a room. You never know what position either of them will be in. Now that the threat of The Black Destroyers is gone, Kayne and Poison can’t keep their hands off each other.
Slender fingers ghost over my stomach muscles again, reminding me what woke me up. A groan rips from my throat. How long has it been since I’ve gotten off? Several months by the way my dick is rising to the occasion. Vanilla wafts in the air and my cock is at full mast.
I turn my head to the right and Siren, the one woman I can’t get off my mind, is sleeping soundly next to me. This woman, with her long jet black hair, green eyes that pierce right into my heart and a sinful body, confuses the fuck out of me. One day she’ll be all over me and the next she’s cold as ice. Something is going on with her but she won’t tell anyone. One thing she won’t do is sleep alone. She’s been in my bed every night for the last six months. We’ve never fucked but came damn close a few times.
I know being with The Deadly Sins, the club her and Poison were in, wasn’t a pleasant experience for either of them. Drex, who Poison thought was her father, but actually wasn’t, is an egotistical, narcissistic asshole who should have died in the fire that destroyed the whole club. Somehow he escaped. Now we’re on a manhunt looking for him. Drex shot Stryker at our repair shop, who’s now fully recovered and broader than ever. I thought him and Holly would actually make it and confess how they feel about each other but now that he’s healed, he’s gone back to his old ways and she’s pushing him away even more. And Siren, she flips out if a patch whore comes on to me, but when things get heated between us, she pulls away. I’ve dealt with one crazy bitch in my life when I was younger, I don’t need or call for another one.
Carefully, I lift Siren’s hand off my stomach and slide out of bed trying not to wake her. I walk into the bathroom, shut the door and flip on the light. Looking into the mirror above the sink, I lean forward resting my hands on the countertop. The figure staring back at me is a man who’s lost. A man who cares for a woman but won’t let her get too close even though I crave her. The last time I let a woman get close she crushed my heart and disappeared without a word to anyone, leaving a ton of questions unanswered.
I start the shower and once the steam fills the bathroom and covering the mirror, I remove my black boxers and step in. I rest my tattooed covered forearms against the marble wall and settle my head on them, letting the water beat down on me. The hot water soothes my aching muscles and tired mind. I’m tired of lying to myself. I’m tired of trying to hold it together. I’m tired of caring for a woman and not being sure of where her mind is about me. I’m just tired of it all.
The bathroom door quietly opens and I smell Siren before I see her. She removes her clothes and steps in behind me. This is different. She’s never done something like this before. Her warm slender fingers knead my back muscles causing a shiver to run down my spine.
“What are you doing?” My tone is harsh.
“I’m tired Blayde. I can’t fight this anymore and I don’t know if I want to.” Siren whispers. “These last few months, I’ve pushed you away for good reason. I don’t want to do that anymore. There’s so much about me that no one knows. I’m just tired.” Siren’s voice breaks on the last part and I turn to face her. Her eyes are closed, tears running down her cheeks and bags under her eyes. Her graceful body is hunched forward like the weight of the world has been resting on her shoulders and she needs someone to help lift her up.
I decide here and now, I will be that man. I will help take the stress of her secrets away and when she’s ready to tell me, I’ll be here. I would never leave her but right now, I want more. I want so much more. I want Kayne and Poison more. I gently cup her face with my scarred palm and she opens her green eyes, brimming with tears.
“I’m tired too, Siren. I want you. There’s no denying that. My past isn’t all sunshine and roses and I’ve done things. Dark things. I’ve hurt others just to watch them bleed. Watch them beg for their lives thinking they stood a chance but end them with a flick of my blade. Can you handle that? Can you handle the darkness I come with? Because if you can’t, I can’t help take the weight off your shoulders.” The confession surprises me more than her.
Siren’s full lips tilt up in a small smile and with the slight nod of her head, my lips are upon hers, seeking her warm mouth. She opens her mouth allowing me inside. I plunge my tongue inside, tasting her.
Wanting her.
Needing her.
She matches me thrust for thrust making my cock stand tall, begging for attention. I tear my lips from her mouth, trailing down the column of her throat. Siren’s nails are digging into my back, pulling me closer to her. Spurring me on further. A low moan escapes her throat vibrating my tongue. Fuck. This woman drives me crazy. I splay my hands across her back pulling her flush against me and my aching dick. Wanting to be buried inside of her, losing myself in her warmth. She rubs herself against me.
“Take me, Blayde. Have all of me.” Siren whispers into the water beating down onto us.
A deafening bang pierces through the bathroom causing me to jump. What the fuck was that. Another loud bang has me pulling away from Siren and shutting the water off. I grab a towel, hand it to her and get another for me. I wrap it around my waist and yank open the bathroom door. Another loud bang pierces through my bedroom, coming from the other side of my door.
I unlock the door and rip it open, coming face to face with an agitated Kayne. His nostrils are flaring and his body is shaking with fury.
“You,” he points to me with rage flowing through his soul. “Better have a good motherfucking explanation.”
“About what?” My heart is beating hard against my chest and I swallow hard.
“Don’t fucking play stupid with me, Blayde. Where the fuck were you last night?” I open my door, allowing him to enter. This conversation I don’t want to have out in the open for anyone to hear. Kayne steps into my room but remains by the door. I quickly throw on a pair of boxers and jeans.
“I went to meet someone about moving Cahal’s guns and drugs.” I confess. This is a day full of them.
“Why? Why would you do that without bringing it to the table?” Kayne seethes.
“Because we didn’t have time to wait. The cops won’t leave us alone and I had no choice. Cahal wants his shit and he wanted it yesterday. So I went to the one person who can move anything in this city without being suspected.”
Kayne pushes off the wall, pacing back and forth in my room. “Tell me you didn’t put us in business with him? Tell me it’s not who I think it is.”
“It is.”
“God fucking damn it Blayde! That man is vicious and will take from us until there’s nothing left. You better find a way out of this mess.” Kayne stops pacing and releases a deep breath. His shoulders slump forward. “How much is it going to cost us?”
“Twelve percent of our cut.”
Kayne scratches the stubble on his face, deep in thought. He barks out a laugh, “How in the fuck did you get away with that? He would’ve easily tried for thirty.”
“He did. I told him to fuck off and would take our business elsewhere. I’m sorry I didn’t come to you first, Kayne. I know you’re under a lot of pressure with everything else and with Drex still around, I wanted to lift this burden for you. For our club.” I sit on the bed and run my hands through my short dark hair. Siren must still be in the bathroom because she hasn’t come out yet.
“Next time, you come to me first. I can’t have one of my brothers going off on his own. Not with the threats still hanging over us. Remember the rule? Two at all times? That goes for you too.” Kayne slaps me on the back.
“Won’t happen again.” I promise.
“Good. Because if it does, I’ll beat the shit out of you.” Kayne smirks. “Besides, I would have loved to see the look on his face when you told that fucking shit head to fuck off. I’ve been itching to get him after the shit he pulled on us when we first came here from Detroit.”
“Oh, you’ll have your chance. I’m meeting him tonight to give him the first shipment and I want you to come with me.” I grin.
Kayne grins back, “Fuck yeah. I’m in. No one else still.”
“No, just the two of us.”
“Ok. Good talk. I’m going to find Poison quick. Remember Church in twenty.” With that, Kayne leaves my room and I exhale a deep breath. That went a hell of a lot better than I thought it would. No blood was shed and Kayne kept his temper reined in. He’s a changed man. Before Poison, he would have clocked me first, then asked questions. Thank the biker Gods for that woman. She’s tamed him pretty good. Thinking about a good woman, the bathroom door opens and Siren steps out. Her green eyes lock onto mine and a drop dead gorgeous smile graces her lips. She saunters over to me still wrapped in a towel. She drops her towel and my eyes roam over every inch of her body. Taking in every curve, every dip, every muscle and tattoo she’s showing me. Siren lowers to her knees and peers up at me through her lashes.
“Where were we?” Siren asks, licking her lips.



Chapter 2
Siren

Waking up this morning without Blayde lying next to me sent my heart into overdrive. I questioned if I pushed him too far last night. When Poison and I came back from shopping with a prospect named Ding, a patch whore was all over Blayde in the living room and I lost it. I snatched that bitch by her extensions and threw her across the room. She hit the wall with a satisfying thud, got up and scurried her skanky ass into another room. I turned on Blayde and scolded him with my words. He was stunned and just stood there. Didn’t say anything back. Didn’t argue or console me. I stormed from the living room like my ass was on fire, filled with shame at my actions and went out the back door. I stayed in the garage for hours, dancing and moving to the music blaring from my phone, before I went inside. Blayde was nowhere around and I quietly tiptoed up the stairs and into his room. Wondering if I would find him fucking that patch whore or sound asleep. It was worse than that. He wasn’t in his room or anywhere in the house. He left.
I was physically and mentally exhausted. Sweat sticking to my skin and my head fucked up from shit I learned about my real family. I stripped my clothes off and took a long hot shower, letting the heat soothe my aching muscles. Once the water turned cold, I dried and dressed in my baby blue sleeping shorts and tiny blue camisole. I crawled into Blayde’s bed and fell into a deep sleep. In the middle of the night, Blayde came back. He kept the lights down low and I pretended he didn’t wake me up. I decided at that moment, while his warm body laid next to mine, that I was done fighting what I was feeling. I will take what I want and I want Blayde. Once I heard his breathing deepen, I laid my hand across his chest and over his heart. Hoping and praying when he hears the truth about me and my scars, he will still accept me. I fell back into a deep sleep, knowing what I want and need was still there. Blayde didn’t leave me like I thought.
When I woke and Blayde’s warmth was gone, self-doubt kicked in. I know I’m attractive and can get any man I want, but the one I truly want, who can help heal this hurt in my heart, I push away with both my words and actions. I heard the shower kick on. He didn’t leave me like I’m afraid he will once he learns the truth. I dragged my tired body and mind out of bed, waited a few minutes and entered the bathroom. The shape of his sexy body through the frosted shower door sent my body into overdrive and my heart to beat hard against my chest. Blayde’s forearms were leaning against the shower wall, the water cascading down his muscular tattooed body. Without thinking, I stripped off my tiny baby blue sleeping shorts and matching camisole, stepping into the shower behind him. I started massaging his back, his tense and thick muscles relaxing against my touch.
Things were getting hot and heavy until a loud bang echoed through the bathroom, tearing Blayde’s body away from mine. No matter how much I want him or he wants me, the club comes first.
I stepped out of the shower wrapping the towel Blayde handed me around my body. I can hear Kayne and Blayde talking in the next room but I can’t make out what they’re saying. Kayne is pissed. I can tell by the deep tone of his voice. They shout at each other for a few minutes then their voices quiet down. The bedroom door opens and closes and I step out of the bathroom.
Blayde is sitting on the bed, partially dressed. His jeans are unbuttoned, opened to the sexy V that every woman dreams about running their tongue down. His blue eyes meet mine. I throw caution to the wind, step up next to him and drop my towel. I lower to my knees, peering up at Blayde through my lashes.
“Where were we?” I ask licking my lips. Blayde’s breath catches in his throat. His eyes roam over my body causing heat to pool between my legs and an ache only he can relieve form.
“I have Church,” Blayde grunts painfully. He squeezes his eyes shut, preparing for a tongue lashing from me.
“Ok.” I stand up, wrap the towel back around my body and find clothes. Disappointment thrums through my body, but I get it. I really do.
“Are you mad?” Blayde asks. He stands up from the bed and crowds the space behind me. His body heat sends a shiver down my spine.
“Of course not, Blayde.” I grab a sexy blue lace bra, matching panties and a black tank top. I drop my towel, with my back to Blayde, trying to save some dignity. He traces his fingers over the Phoenix tattoo covering my back with gentleness. If you look close enough, you can see the scars hidden below the surface. I slip my panties on and my bra over my arms. Before I can hook it, Blayde removes my hands and fastens the clasps for me. He slides my wet dark hair to the side and trails a hot kiss down the column of my neck.
“Fuck, I want you.” He whispers across my skin, grabbing my hips and dragging my ass against the bulge in his unbuttoned jeans. His hands venture around my waist, inching dangerously low. He runs a finger over the top of my pussy, causing a moan to escape my throat. “Fuck, you’re so wet. Is it for me?”
“Only you,” I respond breathlessly. The tip of his finger brushes my clit and I can’t help the whimper that escapes my throat. Blayde’s hot breath fans across my neck, breathing hard.
“I’m going to leave you with something to think about.” Blayde growls in my ear. His fingers dive down further, forcing me to spread my legs. His other hand cups my aching breast, squeezing and pinching my nipple through the soft fabric, driving me insane with lust. Blayde’s lips leave hot trails along my skin while his fingers work my clit, diving further until he’s at my opening. He plunges two fingers inside and a low moan escapes my throat, my pussy squeezing his fingers pushing in and out at a rapid pace.
“Come for me, Siren.” Blayde nips my neck and soothes the sting with his tongue. His fingers work a fast pace inside of me drawing out an inevitable orgasm. My back arches and my heart slams against my chest. My breathing is ragged as my pussy clamps down onto Blayde’s fingers. My body sings as an orgasm rips through me causing me to moan in ecstasy. “That’s it Butterfly, let go.”
Panting hard, I ride his fingers with no remorse, digging my nails into his thick arms. I’ll think about that later. Once my hips stop moving, Blayde slows his pace, kissing my neck gently. He removes his fingers and licks them clean, smirking at me at the same time. “You taste divine. But I’ve got to get to Church.” He leans down and presses a chaste kiss to my lips. Blayde grabs a black t-shirt, his cut and walks out of the room, closing the door gently behind him.
I stumble to the bed we’ve shared for the past six months on unsteady legs. Shit, what have I done? I can’t wrap my head around it. We weren’t supposed to get this close. I’m not supposed to get this close. I’ve fucked everything up. Now I don’t know what to do. This wasn’t part of the plan, but I want him. My head, heart and body are finally in sync with each other. I want that man with everything I have. I just hope he can forgive me.



Chapter 3
Blayde

Siren’s sweet taste is still on my tongue when I walk into the living room, tossing my t-shirt over my head and putting my cut on. Remembering how she came apart in my hands, rode my fingers with no remorse, letting go of everything she’s been holding back, brings a genuine smile to my face.
“You’re a brooding asshole. Get the fuck out before I smack you over the head with this pan.” Holly’s soft voice penetrates the quiet house.
“I just want to talk to you.” Stryker’s voice is low and painful.
“Talk? Now you want to talk? Get the fuck out Stryker. I’m done.” Something shatters from within the kitchen and Stryker growls. My feet are moving quickly across the room. I will kill him if he laid a hand on her. Holly is the softness to this club and Stryker is fucking up big time with her. I thought they’d work it out after he was shot by Drex, but by the sound of it, they didn’t. A door slams.
“Fucking great. Just fucking great.” Stryker’s standing by the sink with his back to me, looking out the window into the backyard. He hangs his head and slams his fists on the counter.
“What the fuck bro?” I ask stepping further into the room. Stryker ignores me. I look around the room and don’t see blood anywhere. “Stryker, what the fuck happened?”
He barks out a vicious laugh and turns to face me. His eyes betray the hurt thrumming through his body. “This time? I have no fucking idea. I came in here to talk to her and she flips the fuck out on me. Honestly, she’s acting like a crazy bitch.” Rage plunges into the pit of my stomach. Before I realize what I’m doing, my fist flies, landing a solid punch to Stryker’s jaw. His head snaps back and he laughs. “She’s got you wrapped around her finger too, huh? You fucking her like I want to?” I bring my fist back to hit him again but before I can let it fly, someone shoves me back.
“Walk. Now.” Kayne growls. He releases my cut and shoves me out of the room. Motherfucking asshole will get a good taste of my fist again. No one and I mean no one speaks about Holly that way.
“Stryker, get yourself together. You ever come after another club member saying shit like that, I will end you.” Kayne barks. “Go clean yourself up. We have Church.” Footsteps stomp off in the distance and I come back into the kitchen.
“What the fuck was that?” Kayne asks.
“I have no idea. Holly threatened him with a frying pan, something shattered and a door slammed. I asked the asshole and all he did was laugh in my face and call Holly a crazy bitch. I lost it and hit him.” I flex my aching hand.
Poison comes into the room and stops dead in her tracks, her green eyes bouncing from me to Kayne and back again. “What’s going on?”
“That’s what I’m trying to figure out.” Kayne crooks a finger toward her and she goes to him willingly, a smile lighting up her face. He plants a kiss on her forehead. “Will you try to find Holly? I think she’s outside.”
“Stryker again.” It’s not a question but a known fact.
“Yeah. See if you can find out what happened and I’ll fill you in on Church later.”
“Ok.” Poison gets on her tiptoes and kisses Kayne with such passion, I feel like I’m watching the beginning of a porno shoot. She breaks the kiss and walks out the door.
“Damn, I feel like I need a cold shower after witnessing that.” I bust on Kayne.
“She’s something else. That’s for sure.” Kayne responds looking out the back door Poison went through. I step next to him and watch as she looks left and then right. Something must have caught her attention in the garage because that’s where she goes with her head down against the cold wind tossing her hair to the side. She opens the door and disappears out of sight. “Come on, we have Church.”
Kayne and I walk into Church and take our respective seats. My hand is aching and I flex my fingers, shaking it.
“Hurts like a motherfucker but feels good when someone deserves it.” Kayne says cocking an eyebrow.
“I don’t know what came over me, but I couldn’t stop myself.” I respond.
“I know but you have to Blayde. You’re my VP. I need you to remain calm and collected no matter what anyone says or does. Stryker is hurting and the only way he knows, besides inflicting pain on someone is with his words. You have to remember there are two sides to every story. Get all the information before you condemn someone.” Kayne’s voice is strong but gentle, handing me my ass. That’s what makes him a great president. He sees everything, even if you don’t want him too.
Back a few years ago, Steam, the President of Savage Saints Detroit, saw that Kayne was struggling and relapsed. He finally gave him a shot at his own club up here in the middle of the mitten and we’ve been thriving ever since. It was tough at first, trying to establish our authority but Kayne pulled us through. Now we’re a club you don’t fuck with and if you do, you’ll find yourself in a shallow grave with no one to mourn your body.
The brothers all file in, taking their respective seats. Ace, our secretary/tracker, Axel our Sergeant at Arms, Texas our Road Captain, Maddox our Treasurer, Talon our Chaplin, Rooster our tech guy, Knuckles, Tatt, Butch and our prospect turned member Duke. Two seats are empty. Poison and Stryker’s. I stare at Stryker’s empty seat, wishing I could take back what I did, but knowing I can’t. We wait a few more minutes for Stryker. He finally comes in and takes his seat across from me, keeping his head down.
Kayne slams the gavel down onto the scarred oak table drawing the attention of all brothers, Stryker included. “Let’s get this underway. We have a lot to discuss.” He pins Stryker with a deadly blue stare. “First, whatever the fuck happened this morning, Stryker, needs to be tabled. Figure your shit out on your own, in your own time.”
“Aye, Prez.” Stryker nods his head then rubs his jaw where I hit him. His dark blue eyes are full of misery and now I feel like shit for punching him.
“That makes for you too, Blayde. We all need to be capable of leaning on each other when we need it.” Kayne says.
“Aye, Prez. Won’t happen again.” I acknowledge, peering at Stryker. He nods his head and leans back in his seat.
“There’s something that has come to my attention. Blayde, the floor is yours.” Kayne leans forward, resting his hands on the scarred table with our club logo on it. A skull wearing a bandana and tilted crown with a set of wrenches as crossbones attached to chrome motorcycle handlebars and Savage Saints written in Old English below.
I draw a heavy breath steadying my thumping heart. “As you all know we still have our illegal shit to do and we can’t do it with the cops sniffing around after the fire at the warehouse. Cahal has his business to run, just like we do. So I’ve come up with a quick fix.” All eyes are on me. I watch the tick in Kayne’s jaw, the only tell he's struggling to rein in his rage. The rest of the brothers are waiting. The tension is so thick, I’m having a hard time breathing. “I found someone to run the guns and drugs for us until the heat dies down.”
“Who?” This comes from Ace. His whiskey-stained eyes are pinning me to my seat.
“Dean Kingston. He’s agreed to run what we have for Cahal.” Murmurs fly across the room. Dean Kingston thinks he owns the town. He thinks his shit don’t stink. When we first came here, we not only had to clean up the mess Clutch, the previous president put it in, we also had to put Kingston in his place and keep his fucking grubby hands off our territory. He might be a rich motherfucker and have his hands in a lot of shit, but he could never get into ours until I let him in with this deal. Kingston and Kayne have bad blood between them. That happens when you let another man’s wife deep throat your dick. Kayne sent a message to Kingston when he allowed her. Don’t fuck with Savage Saints and keep your wife off her knees. It wasn’t Kayne’s best moment, but it got Kingston to back the fuck off.
“Prez, you’re OK with this?” Stryker growls.
“Not at first. But Blayde is right. Just because Cahal is Poison’s uncle that doesn’t mean his business stops because ours does. He’s given us time and that time is up. This is the best solution to a bad situation.”
“What’s it going to cost us? The asshole is known for bleeding you dry before blowing your brains out.” Maddox asks. As our Treasurer, he needs to know who gets what cut and how much.
“Twelve percent,” I grin. Laughter rings out across the table.
“How the fuck did you manage that?” Ace asks, knocking his knuckles on the table. “I figured it would be at least thirty.”
“Because I’m the fucking bomb. He tried for thirty, but I talked him down with my smooth tongue.”
“Bout time you use it for other than sucking ass.” Rooster grumbles with a grin.
“Fuck off cock. I know your sister loved my tongue last night.” I tease. Laughter rings out, relieving the tension in the room. Rooster flips me off with a smirk.
“Settle down.” Kayne shouts, settling everyone down. “Let’s get back to it. Tonight, Blayde and I will be meeting Kingston for the first handoff.”
“Not alone.” Stryker growls. “You two are not going without me. I never trusted that twisted fucker and I’ll be damn if I wait around to hear if he decided to put you six feet under or worse, locked up.” How is being in jail worse than being six feet under is a mystery to me, but it’s the way Stryker’s mind works.
“Fine. Stryker, Blayde and I will go on the initial meet. Ace, Rooster and Maddox, you three work the bar and watch for any blowback. Butch, Duke and Talon you’re watching the body shop. The rest of you, along with Poison, will stay here and guard the clubhouse.” Kayne finishes. He then gives us shit to do today. During the winter months, we utilize the body shop for repairs and rebuilds. That’s where I’m heading today. Kayne slams the gavel down onto the table, adjourning the meeting.
All the brothers filed out except for Kayne, Stryker and me. Stryker is sitting in his seat with his head bowed.
“I owe you an apology,” Stryker grumbles under his breath. “I never should have said what I said. I really thought Holly and I were past this point, but obviously not. I don’t know what to do and why she keeps pushing me away and it’s irritating the fuck out of me.”
“Have you asked her without growling and demanding?” I ask.
“I’ve tried. She’s condemned me for my past actions and I can’t change that. I’m done. I can’t keep doing this to her or myself. I’ve lost my focus on this club and starting now, that’s changing. I’m numb and I need to feel something, anything.” He clenches and unclenches his fists.
“I’m sorry I hit you. I never should have. I guess we’re all a little fucked up. Come on, let’s head to the body shop and you can take your aggression out on this rebuild we have to get done.” I offer.
Stryker and I stand up, putting what happened behind us. Kayne is still sitting at the head of the table, lost in thought. “Kayne, you all right brother?”
“Yeah, I’m good. Just going to stay here for a little bit.” Kayne answers.
“OK, I’ll see you tonight.” Stryker and I walk out of Church. I head to my bedroom to let Siren know what’s going on and Stryker heads off to the kitchen.
I find it ironic how years ago when Monica and I were together, I never reported to her or filled her in on what was happening, but with Siren, it’s what I want to do. I feel a pull toward her I can’t explain. I want her to know every aspect of my life and what I’m doing. I don’t want her to worry about me and where I am. I want her to know everything and I want to know everything about her.



Chapter 4
Blayde

Night has fallen, the sun slipped away into the horizon a long time ago, casting shadows across the vacated building that Kayne, Stryker and I are waiting for Kingston at. He’s late as usual and I’m getting more agitated from the fucker thinking he can come and go whenever he sees fit. Winter is turning into Spring but the nights are still cold as fuck. My breath is coming out in short little puffs and my hands are numb from the cold. I pace back and forth across the frozen asphalt in front of Kayne’s dark red Dodge Ram we drove tonight for the drop.
We worked out the details with Cahal and he knows Kingston is making the drops for us but he’s delivering only Kingston’s cut and will drop the rest off to us at the Clubhouse at the end of the week. I don’t trust Kingston to walk away with more than his cut. Doing it this way protects us from his thieving, dirty hands.
Headlights pierce the blackness heading our way. Kayne and Stryker step out of Kayne’s pickup and wait by the tailgate where the guns are. Each of us are watching our surroundings, waiting for an attack. High beams sweep across the parking lot landing right on me, blinding me. I raise my hand to shield my eyes. That’s another strike motherfucker. I’m keeping a running total on how many times my blade will sink into this dickhead’s skin, splitting it open and watching his blood flow. So far he’s up to four. One wrong move and I won’t hesitate to end him.
The sleek black car Kingston is traveling in stays running. The driver finally has the courtesy to kick off the high beams not blinding me anymore. Three doors open and shut. Kingston appears in front of the headlights wearing a suit and tie made especially for his build hugging his muscles. He might look like a pretty boy with his polished dress shoes and stylish brown hair but underneath his cool exterior, he’s a narcissistic asshole who throws a fit like a little baby when he doesn’t get his own way.
“Blayde, great you made it.” Kingston’s teeth chatter from the cold. Two men step up to the side of the car, hands at their hips resting on their guns. I raise my hands so they can see my own .40 caliber Smith and Wesson under my cut but not reaching for it. They don’t know about my switchblade resting in the inside pocket of my cut which I can get to with a flick of my wrist.
“It’s about fucking time you showed up. I don’t appreciate waiting, Kingston.” I motion with my head to the back of Kayne’s pickup. “Merchandise is back here.” Two of Kingston’s thugs follow me as we walk to the back. Kingston stays behind near the car, ready for a quick escape if things go sideways.
Kayne drops the tailgate pulling out several duffle bags and drops each one onto the ground. Kingston’s thugs carry each bag and drop them in the trunk of the car. We follow close behind. Kayne steps up close to Kingston. Their faces are inches apart. “Everything for this drop is here. McKenna knows what’s going down so don’t try to pull anything over on him or I’ll hear about it. If you fuck us over, I’ll kill you.” The fury and hate behind his voice would make just about anyone quiver in fear.
“Like you fucked my wife?” Kingston growls. He’s still pissed about that shit.
Kayne sneers, his deadly blue eyes narrow into slits. “How is she anyway? Last I heard I wasn’t the only one she deep throated like a patch whore. Are her knees still red and raw?”
Kingston expands his lungs with a growl. He steps away from Kayne and climbs into the passenger seat of the running car. His thugs follow suit and they drive away. I stand there side by side with Kayne and Stryker until the car’s headlights disappear.
“Let’s load up and head to the bar. I need a drink.” I suggest turning around and walking to the pickup. Kayne and Stryker follow. We all climb into the pickup and Kayne fires it up. His cell phone rings, piercing the quietness inside the cab.
“Yeah,” he answers it. As he listens to the caller, his fingers grip the steering wheel tight. He clenches his jaw so hard his teeth grind. “On our way.” He ends the call, throws the pickup in first and takes off at breakneck speed out of the parking lot.
“Who was that?” I ask hanging onto the oh shit bar above my head when Kayne takes a turn without slowing down.
“Ace. There’s been a development in the warehouse fire. He needs us at the clubhouse.” Kayne replies. He grips the steering wheel tighter while sliding around another turn and we speed away into the night.
Twenty minutes later Kayne pulls into the clubhouse driveway. There’s an unmarked car sitting in the entrance. Detective Vince Owens and his female partner Detective Tara Kendrick climb out when we draw closer. Owens is tall and scrawny, built like an MMA fighter, with spiked black hair and dark eyes. He’s a no bullshit cop with a bit of snarky attitude but always looks out for us. His partner is a knockout with long brown hair pulled up into a tight bun, her brown eyes assess everything and she has a full set of tits, screaming for someone to suck and nip on. Before Siren, I’d be trying to hit that.
Kayne parks the pickup and turns off the engine. “Whatever they say, keep your mouths shut. Don’t tip our hand to what we know. Let’s see what they tell us and how much they actually figured out.” Kayne demands before stepping out of his Dodge.
Stryker and I follow and stand shoulder to shoulder in front of the detectives. Kendrick watches me and licks her plump red lips. If Siren sees this, she will flip her shit. It might be interesting to watch.
Owens steps forward, extending his hand. “Kayne, thanks for meeting us this late.” Kayne shakes his hand and Owens steps back next to his partner. “We’ve come across a development earlier and this is the first time I could break away without being noticed. It appears whoever set fire to your warehouse is also responsible for the Deadly Sins slaughter. We found an accelerant and a trail line that matches. It can be found in any hardware or retail store, so narrowing down who bought it will be almost impossible. Both fires are being labeled as an arson.”
Kendrick steps closer to us, playing with a piece of hair that fell from her bun. She bats her eyelashes watching each of us. “If there’s anything you guys know, it would be appreciated if we’d get the same courtesy that we’re extending to you.” Her tone is provocative, trying to be flirtatious. Owens shifts uncomfortably behind her.
The door to the clubhouse slams shut. I turn my head that way and see Poison in her cut and skin-tight jeans heading down the front porch. There’s a fire in her eyes as she pins Kendrick with a deadly stare. Siren is right behind her. Her long black hair whipping around in the cold breeze that picked up.
Poison stands next to Kayne glaring at Kendrick. “Do we have a problem detective?”
Siren stands next to me, wrapping her arm around my waist. I put my arm around her shoulders, pulling her against me to stay warm. “This is going to be good.” Siren whispers.
“No problem. Just updating Kayne on the warehouse fire.” Owens interjects before Kendrick can say anything.
Poison stares at Owens. She’s trying to rein in her anger. “I wasn’t talking to you, Detective Owens. I was talking to her.” She turns her deadly glare back to Kendrick. Kendrick takes a small step back and Poison smirks. “Well?” she asks stepping into Kendrick’s space.
“No, we don’t.” Kendrick stands tall acting unintimidated but I notice a slight tremble in her hands when she puts them in her pockets.
Poison sees it too and smirks. She’s right in Kendrick’s face. “If you ever try to use your fake boobs to sway my man again, you’ll be missing them.”
“Is that a threat? Threatening a police officer will land you in jail.” Kendrick fires back.
“What threat? I’m simply giving you a warning. This club is off limits to a woman like you. Whatever you have running through that little brain of yours better be about solving this case and not which member you can spread your legs for.” Poison steps back next to Kayne. He whispers something in her ear and she giggles.
Owens is in shock, his mouth is hanging open in awe. He’s never officially met Poison before now. She’s a spitfire that’s for sure. Kendrick’s face is beet red but no rebuttal comes from her lips.
“Kayne, I think we’re done here.” Owens says when he finally finds his voice.
“Thanks for the update, Owens. Does this mean we can have our warehouse back to rebuild? I need to get that back up for storage.” Kayne asks.
“Yes. It will be cleared out by the end of the week. Just remember what I told you. Things could get hairy if the connection is true. Watch your backs.”
“We will. Thanks.” They shake hands and Owens climbs into the driver’s seat of their car. Kendrick turns to walk away before Poison stops her.
“Oh, Detective Kendrick?”
She turns, glaring at Poison. “Yes?”
“Next time you attempt to flirt with someone, make sure their woman isn’t around. Next time you try to flirt with my man, remember your partner. I’m sure he doesn’t appreciate you using your sex appeal towards another man when he just got done fucking you before you got here.”
Kendrick doesn’t say a word. She spins on her heels and stomps to the car, climbing in the passenger seat, slamming the door once she’s in. Poison laughs before she pulls Kayne’s face down to hers and kisses him passionately. Owens drives away, leaving us standing in the dark.
“Woman, what am I going to do with you?” Kayne growls, nipping at her neck.
“I can think of a few things. Did everything go OK with Kingston?” She’s studying Kayne with concern. Kayne had told her everything that happened between them in the past.
“Yes. He’s on his way to meet Cahal’s men. Cahal will be here at the end of the week with our cut.”
“Good. When he gets here, we’re going to see my mom.”
“Good. C’mon let’s get you inside and out of these clothes. You turned me the fuck on.” Kayne picks Poison up and throws her over his shoulder. She squeals when he slaps her ass. “Hold down the fort boys. I’m going to be busy for a while.”
“You got it, Prez.” Stryker laughs when they disappear.
I figured Siren would disappear too, but she’s still here. Still holding onto my waist. “Can we talk?” Siren asks me.
“And that’s my cue. I’ll see you on the flip side brother.” Stryker slaps my shoulder and heads into the house.
I look down at Siren. She’s peering up at me through her dark lashes, her eyes are etched with deep worry. “What’s wrong?”
She licks her lips and releases a deep sigh. “That night you came into Deadly Sins Strip Club, I never did thank you for helping me.” Surprised, I’m wracking my brain trying to think of something to say. That’s the last thing I thought she’d tell me. “You don’t need to say anything. I wanted you to know I appreciated it. That man wouldn’t leave me alone and Drex thought it was funny when I went to him for help. I thought, after everything I’ve been through, the club would have stepped in but they wouldn’t.”
“I’d do anything for you Siren. No woman, no matter what they choose to do for a profession should ever have to deal with that. It was my pleasure taking that man down on his knees.”
Siren scoots closer to me, her tits are pushed against my cut. Her scent lingers between us making my cock take notice. Damn, this woman brings me to my knees, every time. Her fingers dig into my cut, pulling me down next to her. “Thank you, Blayde.”
She moves her lips next to mine. I want to kiss her more than she knows. More than she understands. I want to take her in my arms, lavish her body. Own her mind and burrow deep into her soul. But, she’s still holding back. Still hiding something and until she tells me what that is and trusts me with all her secrets, I have to hold back. I can’t give in to her seductive body until she’s honest with me.



Chapter 5
Siren

I release Blayde’s cut and lay my head on his hard, solid chest. My heart is thumping hard against my chest. We stand here in comfortable silence while the darkness envelops us in peace and the cold wind whips around us, embracing our bodies.
“Come on, let’s go inside and get warm. Then you can tell me what’s on your mind. I know there’s more you need to say.” Blayde leads me into the warmth of the clubhouse. Ignoring the sneering looks from the patch whores in the living room, we head for the kitchen. I sit at the table while Blayde starts a pot of coffee. No alcohol for either of us tonight. I need to tell him the truth about my birth family and what I discovered. I don’t know if I can do it though.
When I found out, I was devastated. Not even Poison knows the truth and it will change everything if she ever does find out. My phone vibrates in my jeans pocket and I ignore it, knowing who it is. Blayde brings two cups of coffee over and sets one down in front of me. He takes a seat next to me watching my movements. I add a bit of sugar, blow on the top and take a small sip. The bitterness coats my tongue, the warmth spreads through my body. I didn’t realize I was shivering. Blayde’s watching me with hooded eyes, desire deep in their blue depth. He’s holding back on being with me until I’m honest about everything. No matter how much he wants me and wants to be with me, he won’t give in yet.
“I don’t know where to start.” I say setting my coffee mug down with trembling hands.
“Start at the beginning. How did you get with Deadly Sins?” Blayde’s deep voice is gentle as he takes my hands between his. Sparks shoot up my arms from his touch.
I exhale a deep breath. “Poison and I met by chance at a cookout Deadly Sins was having. I showed up with a friend and we hit it off immediately. I grew up in foster care and jumped from home to home my entire life. I saw the way the club members stuck together and were a family. I wanted that. I wanted to have a home to go to when things were tough. I wanted what she had. So, when I was sixteen, I moved in with her. Everything was great except for her father, Drex. He cut her down at every turn and made her believe there was something wrong with her. My protective instincts kicked in and I shielded her from the worst of it. That family I thought they had? It was nothing but a front for the visitors coming in that day. There was tension in the club and I didn’t see it until Poison invited me into their folds. Drex hated me being there but he had no choice. MadDog made sure I stuck around. I knew there was something he was hiding, but I couldn’t say anything. I had my own secrets.” I take another drink of my coffee. Thinking about MadDog makes me sad but I shove it into a box and lock it up tight. If I wanted a father, he would be just like MadDog. Protective, fierce and loyal to those who deserved it. He never should have died in that slaughter that destroyed our home.
“Where did you go just now?” Blayde asks, bringing me back to the present.
“Thinking about MadDog. If I wanted a father, I would want one like him.”
“You don’t know who your birth parents are?”
This is it, this is where I should tell him the whole truth, but I can’t. Not yet. If Blayde knows what I know, he will hate me for it. He will never look at me the same again. I don’t even like the blood running through my veins.
“I know some of who they are, but not all the information. I know my mother gave me up for adoption when I was two. I have no memories of her and don’t think I want to. My father, well, he took off on her when she found out she was pregnant with me. That’s what I heard from the social worker. They wouldn’t tell me who they were for the longest time. My mother asked for a closed adoption. Before MadDog’s death, he found out who she was. That’s where I was that night. Poison thought I was at Sins Strip Club, but I was actually staking out my mother. She’s still alive, but a junkie now. She was hooking the night I saw her. I left when she rolled into a John’s car and sat at the park for hours trying to figure out my next move. Do I want to see her? Do I want to confront her for leaving me? I don’t think I want to. I do not want to have anything to do with a woman who can willingly give her child up for a few tricks.” Blayde reaches up and wipes away the tears on my cheeks. I didn’t even realize they fell until his warm, gentle touch snapped me out of my memories. I hang my head in shame. Shame for my parents. Shame for my upbringing. Shame for still hiding the full truth.
“Whatever you want to do,” Blayde says gathering me in his strong arms. “We will do it together. If you want to confront her and get answers, then I’m with you. If you want to leave it be, I’ll support you.”
“Thank you, Blayde. That means a lot to me. Only Poison and MadDog have ever had my back.”
“You have a whole club who has your back now. It’s not you against the world anymore and I hope you use us for whatever you need.” I peer up at Blayde through my lashes. He’s watching me, watch him. I have to tell him everything, but there are a few things I need to confirm before I do.
“Take me upstairs. I need to feel something other than this hole in my heart.” I confess. Blayde stands up and pulls me with him. This is it. The moment I’ve been wanting for the last six months. We cross the kitchen, Blayde’s warm hand holding mine pulling me behind him. We cut through the living room and the patch whores glare at me while Blayde leads me upstairs.
Stryker stops us once we reach the top. “Blayde, we need to talk.” He’s leaning against Blayde’s door, his tattooed arms crossed over his massive chest. Stryker looks like a lost puppy who’s been kicked a couple of times.
Blayde looks down at me. I can see he’s warring with himself to tell Stryker to fuck off. I make it easy on him. My phone has been going nuts in my pocket anyway. “Go, see what he needs. I’ll wait in your room.” Stryker pushes off the door and I slip inside. I can hear their muffled voices fading in the hallway. I lock the door and head into the bathroom. Closing the door, I lock that one too and pull out my phone. I have several missed calls and texts. All from an unsaved number but I know who it is. I open the first text sent a few hours ago.
Unknown: Call me a.s.a.p.
Unknown: We need to talk about him.
Unknown: Now you’re pissing me off by ignoring me.
Unknown: I will come over there and tell that fuckboy what I know if you don’t call me.
I snort at the last one. There’s no way he will come here. If he does, he’s as good as dead. The last one was sent a few minutes ago.
Unknown: I hope you enjoyed your time. Once Blayde learns the truth, he will walk out on you just like your father.
With shaking hands, I hit dial on my phone. My heart is pounding hard and my ears are ringing. I inhale a deep breath, listening to the other end ring several times. Fuck, am I too late? Are they on their way here? Finally, they pick up.
“It’s about fucking time,” his deep voice booms across the line.
“I was busy. I can’t keep jumping when you call or text.” I answer.
“Yes you will or that pretty little life you’ve wormed your way into will disappear.”
“What do you want Drex?” I sigh. If they discover I’ve been talking to him, I’m as good as dead.
“I want to know what’s going on. You’re my eyes and ears in Savage Saints.” Drex demands.
Not by choice asshole. “Nothing. Like I’ve said the last twenty times you called. They don’t tell me anything. You know as much as I do. Now stop calling me.”
“Siren, if you hang up on me, I swear I will gut you like a pig. I’ve always hated you in Poison’s life and I will find a way to get you out of it. Then I’ll go after each member of Savage Saints. Starting with that little fuckboy Blayde. Now, you either get me their plans or that whore of a woman you call mother will be delivered to you in pieces. I think I’ll start with her fingers.” I hear a scream in the background.
Fear grips my throat like a vice. I finally find my voice and I don’t recognize myself. “No! Stop! I’ll see what I can find out. You’ve got to give me more time.” My hands are shaking and I feel like I’m going to pass out. Nausea is climbing its way up my throat.
“You have one week to get me an in. If you don’t…” Drex trails off. I hear a hard slap and my mother sobbing in the background.
Tears spring in my eyes and I fight to hold them back. “I’ll figure something out. I promise. Just don’t hurt her. She’s never done anything to you.” The line goes dead in my ear.
Fuck! I pace back and forth in the small bathroom, trying to figure out a plan. The night I saw my mother get into that car, the night of the slaughter, I thought it was a John but it was a man working behind the scenes with Drex. He has her and I need to figure out a way to get her back. I’ve known this whole time he was alive and that’s another thing Kayne and Poison will hate me for if they find out the truth.
I delete all the texts and calls from my phone. I splash cold water on my face, trying to compose myself. I’m in over my head and need help. I don’t want to contact my father because if anyone finds out who he really is, that’s another strike against me. I’ve heard the rumors about him when I was with Deadly Sins. Those rumors kept me up at night, listening to see if he’d come after me. No one knows who he is but me.
“Siren?” Blayde calls me from the other room.
“I’ll be right out.” I shout back, steadying my trembling voice. I turn off the water and dry my face and hands. I inhale a deep breath and do what I do best. I push away the worry and slip on the mask I’ve perfected over the years. If they can’t see into my stained soul, they’ll never know who I’m related to and how dirty my blood actually is.
I open the door and paste a smile on my face. Blayde is watching me carefully. I’ve got to be more careful around him. One slip and everything I’ve been hiding will unfold in front of me.
“Are you OK?” Blayde asks.
“Yes, I’m fine. Sorry, it’s been an emotional night.” Blayde crosses the room in three quick strides, gathering me into his strong arms. I’m safe and protected here with him. I battle a war within myself to tell him everything. If anyone can help me, Blayde can.
“You can tell me anything, Siren. I promise I won’t judge. I’m worried about you.” Blayde caresses my cheek with the pad of his thumb. His blue eyes are boring into mine like he’s seeing into my soul.
“I just want to feel something besides the numbness. Can you make me forget everything, even if it’s just for a little while?”
“Anything you need, I’ll give it to you.” Blayde whispers against my lips.
I lift my arms over my head and Blayde drags the hoodie, t-shirt and bra I’m wearing off my body in one swoop. I remove his cut and he carefully lays it on the chair next to his dresser. Next, he removes his Savage Saints hoodie and tosses it onto the floor with my own. Blayde pulls me into his arms and his lips crash down onto mine. We’re chest to bare chest and my heart is beating hard. His tongue runs along the seam of my lips and I open for him. We battle back and forth with our tongues. His rough, calloused hands are all over my body, kneading my breasts, causing an ache deep in my stomach. I break the kiss and he licks and sucks his way down to the crook of my neck. Heat and desire pools between my legs. I grab his hair and he slides his body against mine. His hard cock pressing against my quivering stomach. Too many clothes still separate us. I reach between us and remove his belt and pop the button to his jeans. I slide the zipper down and wrap my hand around his hard shaft. He shudders under my touch.
“Fuck, Siren. You keep that up and we won’t make it very far.” Blayde growls.
He slips his hands around my waist, pulling me against his hard body. I grind my hips against him in a song only we can hear. Blayde gently nudges me onto the bed and removes my jeans in one quick movement, tossing them behind him. I’m still in my panties and spread my legs wide. His eyes roam over my body, setting me on fire with a look. He reaches down and pulls my panties off. Blayde kicks off his boots, jeans and boxers. Standing in front of me in all his naked glory. His chest is heaving, his eyes are hooded with desire as he watches me appraise his magnificent body. He’s hard all over. Muscle upon muscle begging for my tongue to trace the tattoos littering his body.
Blayde leans down and kisses his way up my left thigh as his hand traces its way up my right, spreading my legs open making room for his body. Once he reaches the center of my body, his tongue flicks my clit, driving me crazy. I knead my breasts while Blayde licks and sucks my clit, working his way down to my opening. A moan escapes my throat when Blayde’s fingers enter me.
“So fucking wet and all for me.” Blayde’s deep voice vibrates against my pussy causing me to moan again. He nips and bites my clit as his fingers drive in and out of my pussy causing my orgasm to start in my toes.
“Fuck me Blayde. I need to feel you.” He growls deep in his throat and kisses his way up my body. He sucks one nipple into his mouth causing my back to arch into his touch. He releases it with a pop and kisses me hard. I can taste myself on his tongue, driving me crazy.
“Are you ready for the best fucking you’ve ever had Butterfly?” Blayde asks, looking into my eyes.
“More than ready.” I respond breathlessly.
Blayde pulls away from me. A whimper escapes my throat when his warmth is gone. He rolls on a condom and sits on his knees between my legs. I wrap my legs around his waist while he grabs his shaft and teases my clit running the hard length up and down. I arch my back, trying to put him inside of me.
“Patience, Butterfly. I’m going to make you come so hard you’ll forget your own name.”
His dirty talk turns me the fuck on. Blayde leans over me, kissing my lips while his hard cock drives home, nestled to the hilt inside my body. I release a low moan feeling him all the way to my toes. I arch my back, driving my hips up and down as Blayde pulls out and pushes back in again.
“God, you feel so good.” I moan breathlessly.
“No God here Butterfly,” Blayde grunts. He picks up the pace and slams into me harder and faster. My orgasm is burning its way through my body. There’s no stopping it. Blayde sits up and grabs my hips, angling into me harder and faster, watching our bodies connect. Sweat builds on my brow while Blayde brings me to the edge. Just before I’m ready to tip over, Blayde pulls me up so I’m straddling his body.
“Ride the fuck out of me Butterfly.” I do just that. I slide up and down on his hard shaft, our bodies pressed tight together. My clit grinding on his groin, needing the friction. I thrust my breasts in his face and Blayde sucks one nipple into his mouth. He nips and bites it driving me crazy while his other hand holds onto my back, fingers digging into my skin, pushing me over the edge.
“Fuck, I’m coming Blayde.” I moan. He thrusts his hips harder pushing his cock deep into my body as I push down onto him.
“Come now, Siren.” Blayde groans against my chest. And I do. I come so hard, black spots don my vision and my breathing is short and erratic. Blayde drives up into me harder and faster. “Fuck. You feel so good.”
He moans with one last thrust and I feel his hard cock swell inside of me and Blayde releases a loud roar and empties himself. Breathlessly, I fall onto my back. My limbs are jelly and a genuine smile plastered on my face. Blayde lays next to me, pulling my back against his front as he nuzzles my hair.
“Wow.” That’s all I can say. Then, I do something I’ve never done before. I drift into a deep sleep in the arms of a man I’m falling for.



Chapter 6
Blayde

A little whimper awakens me from a deep sleep. I have no idea what time it is, but my gritty eyes tell me it’s only been a couple of hours since I fell asleep with Siren nestled on my chest. Siren. That woman drives me fucking crazy. Last night was one of the best times I’ve had. She whimpers again, thrashing around.
“Siren.” I shake her gently. She cries out in her sleep, mumbling something I can’t understand.
“Siren, it’s ok. I’m here.”
“No, leave me alone. I don’t want to.” She cries and thrashes around. Her body is slick with sweat. She’s stuck in a nightmare and I don’t know how to bring her out of it. “Don’t make me, please. She’ll never forgive me.”
“Siren,” I soothe. I push her hair off her face and gently cup her shoulders. “Wake up.” I shake her a little harder. Her green eyes pop open, glazed over. She shakes her head, trying to clear it from her nightmare. Her chest is heaving. Siren sits up, wrapping the sheet around her. Her naked body trembles under my touch. “Do you want to talk about it?”
Siren shakes her head. She climbs off the bed, not saying a word and patters into the bathroom closing the door quietly behind her. I plop onto my back with a huff, throwing my arms over my head. Siren’s still hiding something and it’s eating her alive. I have to get to the bottom of what it is and help her. Only I’m not sure how.
Memories flood my mind of my ex, Monica. She just up and disappeared on me with no word. Is Siren going to do the same after I finally let my walls down?
Knowing I’m not going back to sleep, I climb out of bed. I open my dresser and pull out a clean pair of boxers and slip them on along with a black t-shirt and a pair of jeans. I walk to the bathroom door and listen. Siren is really quiet on the other side and that freaks me out a little.
I knock lightly on the door. “Siren?”
No answer, so I knock again a little louder. “Siren. I’m going to get some coffee. When I return we’re going to talk and you’re going to tell me everything.” My deep voice rumbles in the quiet room. She still doesn’t answer. I leave the comfort of my room and make my way downstairs. The kitchen light is on. With all the brothers staying here, there’s always someone awake. I walk into the kitchen and spot Holly sitting at the table holding a cup of coffee in her hands. She forces a smile at me and takes a sip. Shit. Having one woman with problems is hard. How am I going to deal with two? I can’t just leave her here without talking to her though. I sit across from Holly at the table. She has dark bags under her eyes and her skinny frame shakes from a sigh.
“What’s wrong Holly?”
“Nothing.” Having been around her for the last few years, I know nothing means something. Why do women do that? Tell me nothing when it’s not?
“Bullshit. What the fucks wrong?” I growl.
Holly sets her coffee mug down and drops her eyes to the table. Her fingers splayed in front of her tapping away to a tune only she can hear.
“I’m afraid.” She whispers.
“Afraid of what?” I gently ask. She huffs and sits back in the chair crossing her arms over her chest. Her long brown curly hair hanging down past her arms.
“Afraid of being hurt again. How can I trust someone when I don’t trust myself or my judgment? Last time I did, I ended up stranded on a deserted road, in the middle of nowhere BFE. Stumbling onto this club saved my life that night. If Kayne didn’t find me wandering, I would have gone back and would probably either be six feet under or addicted.”
I knew she had it rough with her ex, but I guess I didn’t realize how bad. Holly is a sweet soul who didn’t deserve the hand she was dealt with.
“If you go through life always afraid, you’ll never experience anything.” I respond, shocking myself at my own wisdom. I must have shocked Holly too because she giggles.
“That’s the smartest thing you’ve said.” She teases.
“I’ve been known to have my moments here and there. I’m not just a pretty face.” I bat my eyelashes like a girl and clasp my hands. Holly laughs. A real laugh.
“Thanks, Blayde. You’re right. I need to stop being afraid and go for what I want.” She stands up and walks to the kitchen doorway, turning back around. “You should take your own advice.”
“I already did.” I smirk.
“Did you tell her everything about Monica?” She cocks an eyebrow at me.
One night I was so wasted, Holly found me outside and the Tequila I was drinking made my lips loose and I told her everything that happened between Monica and me. Holly sat there and let me talk. I think I talked about everything until my voice was horse, the sun came up and I turned sober.
I shake my head, “Not yet. We have other matters to get through before she hears about that.”
“Don’t wait too long. If you’re harping on her to be honest, you have to do the same.” With that, Holly leaves the kitchen. I hear her bedroom door close. I sit back in my chair. She’s right. I need to open up to Siren and maybe she’ll open up to me.
I pour two cups of coffee, mix it the way we both like and climb up the stairs, determined to get to the bottom of what’s causing her nightmares and my trust issues.
I open my bedroom door and there’s no sign of Siren. I set the mugs down on the dresser and search the room. The bathroom is empty, the closet is missing some of her clothes.
“Fuck.” I growl. Why the fuck did she leave and where did she go? The smell of sex and us is strong in here and my stomach drops. She’s gone. She got what she wanted and left.
I hurry down the hallway and knock loudly on Kayne’s door. Willing him to hurry the fuck up. His door opens slightly. “What is it?” Kayne asks, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.
“She’s gone.” Kayne nods his blonde messy hair. He closes the door and opens it a couple of minutes later dressed and ready to go. His blue eyes pierce into me.
“What happened?” Poison is standing behind Kayne, also dressed.
“I don’t know. She woke me up having a nightmare. One she’s been having for the past six months. I woke her up and went to get us some coffee. When I came back up, she was gone. No note, nothing. Poison, do you know what’s been going on with her?”
Poison shakes her head. “She told me it’s something she needs to figure out on her own. Wouldn’t say what. Just that she didn’t want to drag me into her problems when I had my own to deal with. Fuck. I should have pushed her harder to tell me.”
“Where would she go?” I ask.
“I have no idea. Sins is now a dance studio and it’s too cold to be at the park. I’m a terrible friend.” Tears form in Poison’s hazel eyes. Kayne wraps his arms around her, soothing her.
“No, you’re not, Poison. We will find her.” Kayne whispers in her ear.
“Yes, I am. I’ve been so wrapped up in my own shit, I didn’t see her suffering. Fuck.” She punches the wall and walks across the hallway, down the stairs and out of sight.
“What are you thinking?” Kayne asks.
“I’m not sure. Siren told me she found her birth mom. Something about tricking on the corner. But she didn’t say which.”
“Get Rooster up and have him start a search. I’m going to find Poison. See what she can remember.” Kayne walks in the same direction as Poison.
I walk to Rooster’s door and pound on it a few times. My nerves are shot. He doesn’t answer right away, so I pound on it again. He finally yanks his door wide open in all his naked glory, not batting an eye. “What?” He barks.
“Get dressed. We need you in the comm room.”
“Really? Right now? Come on man. I’m finally getting my rocks off.”
“Rooster kick whatever hen you have. Club business.”
“Fine.” Rooster looks over his shoulder. “Bitch, out now.” I hear a moan coming from inside the room. She must have decided to take matters into her own hands. Rooster groans and turns back to me. “Give me fifteen.” The moaning picks up. “OK, maybe ten.” He shuts the door in my face, and I head downstairs.
Holly comes out of her room the same time I turn the corner, almost running into her.
“Blayde, what’s going on?”
“Siren’s gone. I don’t know when she snuck out or why.”
“Are you sure? I haven’t noticed her slip past me.” Her brow scrunches as she tries to think.
“Positive. Her clothes are gone and she’s not in my room.” I don’t have time to stand here and have this conversation. She’s fucking gone. Just like Monica.
“What can I do to help?” Holly asks. Always putting other’s first.
“Nothing right now. I don’t even know where to start looking.”
“Blayde,” Kayne cuts off whatever Holly was going to say. I walk in his direction toward the kitchen. “We have a problem.”
“What now?” I’m so sick of fucking problems. Can’t we just have a moment of peace?
Kayne ends his call and slides his phone into his jeans pocket. “That was Cahal. It seems our buddy Kingston gave his guys the runaround tonight. You need to fix this shit.”
I groan and run my hands through my hair. “Fuck. What did he do?” I will make that fucker pay for messing with our business.
“According to Cahal, Kingston’s men tried to stiff-arm them into more money. This shit isn’t good brother. You brought them into the fold. You fucking fix it.” Kayne crosses his arms over his chest and glares at me.
“Fuck. What about Siren?”
“Blayde, do I need to remind you where your loyalties lie? You take care of the Kingston shit first. Then worry about Siren. She left on her own free will. I’ll have Rooster dig up any info on her, but your head needs to be here taking care of business first.”
“Got it. I’ll head over to Kingston’s right now and get that fucker for trying to fuck us over.” I head back upstairs to grab my keys and cut. Kayne is following me.
“Take Duke, Stryker and Ace with you. Poison and I, along with Rooster will try to dig up any information on Siren.” Kayne steps into my room with me. “I’m sorry for making you do this Blayde, but the Club comes first.”
“I know Prez. I just don’t know how we got to this point. It’s like flashbacks all over again.” I grab a sweatshirt from my closet and my cut off the back of the chair and slip them on.
“I won’t stop looking for her. We will exhaust all our resources into finding her, but your head has to know she isn’t Monica. Do you get me? Siren isn’t Monica. Get this Kingston shit fixed, then you can find her.” Kayne slaps me on the back, giving me a bro hug. I grab my keys and head downstairs. Stryker, Ace and Duke are waiting for me by the front door.
“Ride safe brothers.” Kayne says to all of us before we head out.
I walk out the front door and the brisk air slaps me in the face, taking my breath away. Fuck, springtime is a cold bitch tonight. I wrap my black Savage Saints bandana around my mouth and nose, walking to my bike. I slip my riding gloves on, then my helmet and swing my leg over my bike. Stryker, Ace and Duke all do the same waiting for my cue. I fire up my bike, the deep rumble centers me and together the four of us take off into the dead of night. I’m ready to fix this fucker for messing with our business.
With Siren taking off on me without a word, my anxiety is at an all-time high and my blood is pounding in my ears. I’m ready to sink my blade into the fuckers who want to cross me and my club. Then I’m going to find Siren and make her pay for taking off on me. I will punish that ass so hard she will be begging me to stop and keep going at the same time. Then I will bring her pleasure like she’s never experienced before in her life. I will mark her as mine and she’ll never pull this shit on me again.



Chapter 7
Siren

The chilly night seeps deep into my bones while I sit out here in the cold watching and waiting. The motherfucker kidnapping my mother really has some nerve. Trying to get me to spy on the Club and bring him back information. He’s fucked with the wrong woman. Little does he know, I know where he is.
When I woke up from that nightmare and seen the panicked look on Blayde’s face, I knew it was time to go. I need to get my head on straight before I do anything stupid. Now, here I am waiting for someone I never thought I’d reach out to. The deep rumble of a bike pierces the silent night and a headlight flashes across where I’m sitting on the cold, hard bench of the park I like to go to and clear my head. The swings off to my right sway and creak with the wind. My heart is pounding in my chest when the bike shuts off and the man I thought I’d never want to rely on walks toward me.
“Michelle.” He moves with the grace of a stone-cold killer and stops a few feet in front of me.
“It’s Siren. Michelle is a name you don’t have the right to say.” I respond. Emotions choke me.
“I’m sorry, Siren. Look, I don’t know what you think you know, but it wasn’t my choice to give you up.” Familiar green eyes pierce into me.
“It doesn’t matter what I know. What matters is that my mother is missing. I know where she is, but I can’t get her out on my own.” My failure to protect her, even if she did give up on me, eats away at my soul.
“Cat is missing? What happened? Why can’t the Savage Saints help you?” Reaper sits down across from me on the picnic table, resting his hands on the cold wood.
I release a deep sigh. “Because the man who took her is responsible for the death of Deadly Sins and I’m not supposed to know where he is. If the Club finds out I’ve been keeping this information from them, they will kill me.”
“No one will touch you, Siren. I won’t let that happen.” Reaper gently touches my freezing hands. “What do you need me to do?”
I look at him. Really, look into his eyes. Reaper’s shoulder length jet black hair is tied back, his strong jaw and full lips are distracting. I can see why Cat found him attractive. Can it really be this simple? Will Reaper, a known killer, really help me with no questions asked? His green eyes never wavier. His face is stone, not a twitch or apprehension anywhere. This man who gave me up for adoption is willing to help? I still can’t wrap my head around it.
“Why are you so eager to help? You walked out on me. You left me. You left her.” Anger bites at my tone.
“Siren, there’s so much you don’t know. I didn’t leave you willingly. You were, still are, the center of my universe. My entire world. I will do anything you ask to make up for what I missed when you were growing up.” His warm hands against my cold skin is unnerving me. I pull my hands away and tuck them in my coat pockets.
“You can’t kill him. You just need to go in and get Cat out. Then take her to Savage Saints Clubhouse. I’ll clear the path for her to be welcomed. Make sure she doesn’t tell anyone who it was that kidnapped her. I’ll handle the rest.” I stand up from the picnic table and begin to walk away. “It’s time to confess my sins and beg for forgiveness.”
“Siren,” Reaper’s voice echoes through the park. I stop walking and look over my shoulder at him. “I’ll always protect you. Always have. Remember that. I’ll be hiding in the shadows, only a phone call away.” I nod my head and walk away.
My legs are trembling as I walk down the dirt driveway toward the clubhouse. The sun is rising casting red and purple hues across the skyline. I notice Blayde’s bike is missing right away. I hope he didn’t go looking for me. I deserve nothing from him and once I talk to Poison, I will never step foot in here again. What I’ve done is unforgivable and disgraceful. I inhale a deep breath and open the door, steeling my nerves.
It’s so quiet in here, my breath catches in my throat while I make my way to the kitchen on unsteady legs. I spot Holly near the coffee maker lost in her own world. I sit at the island and wait. Holly turns around and jumps when she sees me.
“Holy shit, Siren.” She places her hand over her heart. “You scared me.”
“Sorry. I didn’t mean too.”
“Where have you been? Poison has been going insane which is driving Kayne crazy. She’s been worried sick about you. We all have.” Holly pours two cups of coffee and sits down next to me, handing me one.
I add some sugar and take a sip, letting the hot liquid sooth my trembling body. “I had to take care of a few things.” I set my mug down. “Where is Poison?”
“I’m right here. Girl, you have a lot of explaining to do.” Poison is standing in the doorway, her arms are crossed over her chest and her hair is in a messy bun. She has dark bags under her hazel eyes from lack of sleep. “Come on. We need to talk.” She pushes off the door frame and I follow, holding my cup of coffee. Poison leads me into Church and I spot Kayne in his seat at the head of the table. Poison sits down next to him and they both are staring at me, waiting for me to talk.
“Siren, where have you been?” Kayne asks. The deep rumble of his voice has my knees trembling. He’s so pissed at me right now.
“I need to explain a few things.” I take a seat at the end of the table before my legs give out on me. “I’ve been keeping something from you. It was a mistake and I should’ve come to you as soon as I knew.” I look down at the table, trying to find my nerve. If I look at them, I won’t be able to confess. “My mother has been kidnapped and I’ve been blackmailed by the person who took her.”
“Siren,” Poison whispers. “Look at me.”
I shake my head. “I can’t.” I’m ashamed of my actions. I don’t deserve anything from her.
“Siren, look at me.” I raise my eyes slowly, looking at Poison. Pity flashes across her face before she schools her features and continues. “I know. I’ve known for a while and have been waiting for you to say something.”
Shocked, I inhale a deep breath. “How? I didn’t tell anyone. Why are you still talking to me and let me stay here when you knew?”
“Because, we’ve been tracking Drex for a while but we can’t get close enough to him yet.” Poison stands up and walks next to me. “You’re my best friend. I would never let anyone hurt you. Kayne and I know everything that’s happened.” She sits down next to me and places a gentle hand on my shoulder. “You’re the best shot we have to get his fucking ass, so we came up with a plan. One that will get your mother back and kill him in the process.”
“You need to act like nothing has changed when Drex reaches out to you. You will feed him the info he wants.” Kayne answers. “You will tell him we have a run in a few days that will leave the clubhouse vulnerable. He will either take the bait or run scared.”
“I have another confession.” I swallow hard.
“What?” Poison asks.
“I know who my birth father is and already have it set up for him to get Cat out of there and bring her back here.”
“We can work that to our advantage. Siren,” Poison pulls me into a hug. “We can make this work, get your mom back and take that asshole down.” She comforts me in a way only a best friend can do. “Can I ask you something?”
“Anything. As long as you’re not mad at me, I’ll answer any questions you have.” I nod my head as I speak.
“Why didn’t you come to me when this first happened? Why did you keep it a secret?”
I pull away from Poison and look at her. “Because the day she went missing was the day your family died. You had enough to deal with and didn’t need my problems.” I inhale a deep breath. “I found out about my birth parents a few months before and was going to talk to you that night. I followed Cat and watched her from a distance, pulling tricks with Johns. It made me sick that I came from a hooker and I was ashamed. Then with The Black Destroyers killing everyone, there never was a right time.” I stand up and pace the room. I can’t sit still.
“We know about your mom, but we don’t know who your father is. How did you find out?” Kayne asks from his seat. He’s been quiet and a quiet Kayne is a deadly Kayne.
“MadDog helped me hack into the adoption agency. His name is listed as the father on my birth certificate.” I answer.
“Who is it, Siren?” Poison asks.
I look at her with tears in my eyes. This is it, when I tell her, she will be so disgusted with me and will kick me out, but she needs to know. They both do.
“Reaper.” I whisper. “Reaper is my father.”



Chapter 8
Blayde

The chilly air seeps through my sweatshirt and leather cut, but there’s nothing that settles my mind more than the deep vibrating rumble of the power of my bike while it eats up the pavement. A few minutes after we hit the city, I signal to pull into a parking garage and drive to the top. Stryker, Duke and Ace follow close behind.
I find a spot away from everyone but close enough to watch, nestled in the shadows and park. I turn my Harley off, pull out a cigarette and light it, letting the smoke into my lungs. I exhale and wait. We’re here to do a job. Send a message to Kingston not to fuck us over with Cahal. My fingers are itching to sink my blade into his flesh and rip the asshole from sternum to throat. To watch his blood seep through his skin for defying us. But it will have to wait. We need proof first before ending his life. Kingston just fucked with the wrong MC and his life will end soon. Unfortunately, that won’t be tonight. Tonight is recon and info.
Headlights sweep across the parking lot catching my attention. I remove my helmet, toss my smoke away and hop off my bike, following the car. Sticking to the shadows, the four of us watch quietly as one of Kingston’s men park away from the other cars. He climbs out, locking the doors behind him. His muscles are huge and stretching the fabric of his dark blue t-shirt. He’s too comfortable in his surroundings and doesn’t see me when I sneak up behind him and wrap my arm around his neck, pinning him in a chokehold. He’s an inch shorter than me, giving me an advantage. His arms flail around, trying to break from my hold. I squeeze his neck tighter, cutting off his air supply. Stryker, Ace and Duke are on the lookout for anyone coming.
“We’re going to have a little chat.” I growl in his ear. “It appears your boss wanted to fuck us over. What do you know about that?”
He grunts and wheezes from my hold. His Adams apple bobs under my forearm. I release my grip a little. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” He chokes out wheezing for breath.
I tighten my grip again, cutting off his air. “Try again.”
He taps my arm and I relax my grip again. “Seriously, I wasn’t there. I don’t know.”
I hang onto his neck with one arm and pull my switchblade out with my free hand. I flash it in front of his face. His body tenses under my grip. “You’re going to send Kingston a message for me. He fucked with the wrong MC and sorry, but you’ll be his sacrifice.” I release him and Stryker grabs his arms, pinning them behind his back. “What’s your name? I want to know who has the honor of feeling my wrath.” My blood is pumping furiously through my veins and my adrenaline is at an all-time high.
“Chris.” Chris’s voice trembles with fear.
I step close to Chris and look into his brown eyes. “Chris, you tell Kingston exactly who did this and tell him if he fucks with me again, I will end him.” My blade sinks into his chest. He tries to scream and Stryker throws a gloved hand over his mouth, stifling him. I watch the blood seep through his shirt as I make another cut. Each one is shallow enough it won’t kill him but deep enough to cause him nightmares for the rest of his life.
When I’m finished, Chris’s eyes are closing from the pain, ready to pass out. I slap him across the face, waking him up. “No passing out on me, Chris. I’m not finished yet.” His eyes pop open with tears trailing down his cheeks. Remorse flows through me but I won’t stop now. I can’t stop now. Stryker removes his gloved hand from Chris’s mouth and drops him to the ground. I squat down next to Chris. “Remember what I told you. There will be no mercy. Tell Kingston I’m coming for him. Our deal is off the table.” He nods his head and closes his eyes. I clean his blood off my blade onto his jeans and stand up. Stryker, Ace and Duke don’t say a word. They all know what’s running through my head right now and it’s not the time to strike up a conversation.
I pull my phone out of my pocket while heading toward my bike. I dial Kayne and he answers on the first ring. “It’s done. Call Kingston and tell him where he can find one of his men.”
“Good. Siren is back. Get here as soon as you can.” Kayne responds.
“I’ll be there in fifteen.” I hesitate to ask but do it anyway. “Is she OK?”
“Yes, there’s a lot we need to discuss though.”
“On my way.” I hang up, put my phone back in my pocket and straddle my bike. I throw my brain bucket on and fire her up. We all take off back the way we came. Blood lust is flowing through my veins and there’s only one way to get rid of it, but I’m so pissed at Siren for taking off the way she did, images of what I will do to her flash through my head.
We arrive back at the Clubhouse a little while later and my mind still isn’t settled down. It’s worse since I know Siren is in there waiting. Spilling someone’s blood always puts me in a blood lust and I can’t think straight until it’s taken care of. The patch whores know the deal and know I like it rough after a night like tonight. Some steer clear of me and others enjoy it. But they won’t be able to satisfy me tonight. They haven’t been able to in a long time. Only one woman can and she’s inside. I sit on my bike after turning it off and light up a cigarette. Kayne is standing on the front porch, watching me. By the look in his deadly blue eyes, he knows what’s running through my head. With as long as we’ve been friends and brothers, he knows me better than I know myself and that’s what makes him a great Prez. You can’t hide shit from him. I tried when we were with Savage Saints Detroit and that backfired on me.
Stryker remains on his bike and peers over at me. “You good brother?”
“I will be.” I answer, exhaling a cloud of smoke. “You going to finally get your head out of your ass and fix the shit with Holly?”
“I don’t know. I’ve tried, but she won’t talk to me anymore.” He answers with a shrug. “It is what it is. Can’t fix something if I don’t know what’s wrong.”
I release a deep sigh, climbing off my bike. Looking Stryker in the eyes I step up next to him. “What’s wrong is the fact you can’t keep your dick in your pants. Holly doesn’t deserve that shit. Do you want to fix what you fucked up? Quit letting patch whores fall on your cock.” I stomp my cigarette on the ground and walk away before I bust his teeth out. I climb the steps and stop in front of Kayne.
“Shit’s fucked up, but I think we have a way to draw Drex out of hiding. C’mon, lets step inside and Siren will fill you in.” He clamps a big hand on my shoulder, squeezing it. “Take it easy on her, brother. There’s shit she didn’t tell anyone.”
I squeeze my eyes shut, shaking my head. “I’ll try. My head isn’t in the right place right now. Can I have a moment alone with her before Church?”
“She’s in your room, waiting for you.” Kayne responds as he releases my shoulder. “Go easy brother.” I nod my head and enter the house. Music is pumping from the speakers in the living room. The deep bass of Nagazi’s song Rebuilt2Kill thrums through my body, while the lead singer’s deep rumble flows through the speakers singing about pain, torture and punishment. A fitting song for my state of mind.
I climb the stairs and hesitate to open my door. I don’t know how I will react to seeing Siren. I know I can’t punish her for what she’s done but I want to. I crave to tie her up and pound into her, making her scream my name as an orgasm wracks her body bringing us both to the edge and tumble over.
I open the door and find Siren sitting on the bed. Her long black hair is hanging down past her breasts. Her green eyes watch me as I step into the room and close the door behind me. She’s wringing her hands on her lap. A nervous twitch I’ve noticed she does when she’s scared or nervous. Calming my racing heart at the sight of her here knowing she’s safe again, I cross the room and shrug my cut off, laying it down on the dresser. I sit in the chair and gaze at Siren.
“Well?” I ask. If I say more, I’ll lose my temper and that won’t be good.
“I’ve been keeping a secret from all of you.” Siren whispers. She inhales a deep breath, making her breasts rise and fall, causing my dick to stir again. “I thought it was the only way to handle it but now Poison and Kayne know. Turns out they’ve known for a while.” She looks up at the ceiling, blinking tears away.
“Known what? Siren, you’re talking in riddles. Spit it out or I’m going to lose my temper quick. The only thing I know is that you ran away. Running means hiding. Hiding means you’ve done something wrong you don’t want to deal with.” I lean forward, resting my elbows on my knees. “So, spit it the fuck out.”
Siren lowers her head, staring right at me. The look in her eyes is cunning, deadly and turning me the fuck on at the wrong time. “Drex kidnapped my biological mother. He’s been trying to blackmail me and my biological father is getting her back tonight. I don’t know how or when, just that he’ll be here soon. I specifically told him not to kill Drex, just get her out of there and bring her here.” She inhales a sharp breath and her shoulders slump forward in defeat. “That’s what I’ve been hiding.”
Rage burrows its way through my veins. My throat is closing in and I clear it trying to catch my breath. “Did you know about the hit on Sins? Did you know Drex was behind it all?”
“No.” Siren shakes her head back and forth her long black hair falling around her shoulders. “But I wasn’t at the strip club like I said I was. I was following my mom. Making sure she was safe like I’ve been doing since I found out who she was. Only that night the John she climbed in the car with was working with Drex.”
“Your mom’s a hooker?” I ask exasperated. How much more did this woman go through by herself before she told anyone?
Siren nods her head, staring at the carpet. “Her name’s Cat. Catarina Lawson.” She’s wringing her hands in her lap again. Shame flashes across her face.
Not wanting to be away from her anymore, I stand up and cross the room until I’m so close, I can smell Siren’s Jasmine body wash she uses. I know I should be pissed but watching her suffer for her parent’s mistakes isn’t in me. I sit on the bed and pull Siren against me. Stroking her silky black hair, I comfort her the best way I can. “Anything else you need to tell me? No more surprises.”
Siren nods her head. “You need to know my whole story. What happened in foster care, all the things I had to do to survive. Maybe, it’ll help you understand where I’m coming from by not telling you, Kayne or Poison everything. Every time I trusted someone, they would betray me.” A lonely tear rolls down Siren’s cheek and she wipes it away quickly. “It wasn’t pretty. And my biological father.” She trails off before continuing. “He’s someone who is feared by all. My blood is dirty. My hands are stained. And with the things I’ve done, my soul can never be redeemed.”
“Who is it?”
Siren shifts so she’s staring at me. Her green eyes are penetrating deep into mine, not blinking. Seeing right into my soul. “Reaper.”



Chapter 9
Siren – 10 years ago

“Michelle, come down here now.” My foster father’s voice booms loudly through the small house, making me jump.
I’m in the room I share with two other girls, but they’re not here. Neither are the three boys that share the room across the hall. It’s just the two of us. My foster mom is working late, again. She’s been gone more than here and I thought, if I stayed in my room and stayed quiet, he wouldn’t come looking for me. “Michelle now.” He calls from the bottom of the stairs. I was wrong.
This place hasn’t been too bad, unlike the last home I was in. Unless Jack comes home drunk. Like he is now. I set my homework down on my bed and slowly make my way to the door, hesitating to open it. The bruising he left on my body last week is fading. He apologized after he hit me repeatedly. It was just the two of us and I didn’t know what to do. Soon after, my foster mom came home, told me to go to my room and never upset Jack again. I didn’t do anything to cause the rage he inflicted upon me but I didn’t want to leave either. I told him I forgave him, but in reality, I hate him. I hate everything he represents. I hate everything he stands for. I can’t go to the cops, they’d never believe a fourteen-year-old girl in the system over a man who works for the City. I’m not the only kid he’s done this to, but if I have my way, I’ll be the last. 
I take a deep breath and open the door with shaky fingers. If he touches me again, I will kill him. There will be no one here to stop me this time. Standing at the top of the stairs, my legs tremble. Jack is drunker than normal and the sneering look on his face tells me this one will be bad. He’s at the bottom of the stairs, glaring at me. A look of something passes in his glossy eyes and a smile crosses his rugged face.
“There you are. Come down here, Michelle.” Jack’s tone is gentle, but the look in his eyes is scaring me.
I slowly walk down the carpeted stairs, hanging onto the railing so I don’t tumble down them with my unsteady legs. My heart is beating hard against my chest in rapid successions. My breathing is choppy and if I don’t get it under control, I’ll end up passing out.
“Hi, Jack. Did you have a good day at work?” I ask pleasantly, trying to keep the tremble out of my voice and the conversation positive.
He narrows his glassy brown eyes in my direction. “Why do you want to know?” The accusation in his voice tells me I went in the wrong direction.
I swallow hard, “I was making conversation.” Jack staggers in front of me and rests his palm on my shoulder, squeezing it hard. I wince from the pain but stand strong.
“Why do you want to know?” His rancid breath sweeps across my face. I hold back a gag. “Why does a poor orphan want to know how work was?” Jack’s voice is menacing and he’s right in my face. He presses his body against mine. I can feel his hardness through my clothes as he squeezes my shoulders with both hands hard. I’m going to have bruises. If I don’t get out of this, I’m in serious trouble. He’s not the first male to make a pass at me. 
“Jack, I’m asking because that’s what someone does when you come home from a long day at work.” I swallow back the vomit crawling up my throat and straighten my spine. I won’t show him any fear.
Jack narrows his eyes further until their beady little brown specks. His breathing is harsh against my cheek. I swear if he touches me again, I will junk punch him. “That’s what makes you one of the special ones, Michelle.” The way he says my name sends a shiver down my spine. “You’re like a Siren sending out a call to every man in your presence. We can’t help but be lured into your web. There’s so much more I want to do to you.” Jack’s grip on my shoulder loosens and he trails a finger down my arm. I coil my muscles, ready to fight if I have to.
“What are you doing, Jack?” I whisper.
“What I’ve been wanting to do for a long time, Michelle. Say my name again.” Jack’s whole body is pressed against mine, there’s no space between the two of us. I stare into his eyes while his hand brushes against my breast.
That’s it. I’ve had enough. I need to get out of this and leave. I can’t come back.
I raise my arm to cup Jack’s face. His five o’clock shadow rough on my palm. I grab his greasy hair and Jack’s eyes light up in excitement. I yank hard, dropping him to his knees. Jack groans and begins panting. Still holding his nasty hair, I bend over. Jack’s eyes drop to my cleavage and I swallow down the vomit snaking its way up my throat, again. 
“Jack,” his eyes snap to mine. I pull out a blade tucked into my pocket and hold it against his throat. “If you ever touch me again, it will be your last. Am I clear?” Jack growls deep in his throat. He tries to stand up, but I don’t let him. I grip his hair tighter and press the blade deeper against his bobbing throat. A thin line of blood drips from his skin and I watch as it spreads onto the gleam of the steel, mesmerized by the darkness coating my knife. “I can end you now or you can walk away. I will leave and you’ll never see me again. What’s it going to be?” My voice is low and deadly. I watch the battle in his eyes. He’s deciding if it’ll be worth it. If he gets what he wants, which is my virginity, or let me go. I keep the knife pressed against his throat, pushing it in a little deeper.
“Go. Get the fuck out. If I see you again, Michelle, I won’t stop next time.” Jack concedes.
“Good. I’d love a reason to kill you.” I remove the knife from his throat and quickly drag it down the left side of his cheek, creating a long, jagged cut. Jack screams out in pain. “Every time you look in the mirror, you remember this day. You come near me again and I won’t hesitate to slit your throat.” I release his greasy hair and shove him back, keeping the knife in front of me. I retreat up the stairs and into my room, watching Jack sit on the floor the entire trek up. I slam and lock the door. My heart is pounding hard and adrenaline is pushing me forward. I grab my backpack and shove what little things I have in it. I ransack the room, looking for money and find a wad of cash under some clothes in the closet. I don’t know which girl it belongs to, but it’ll be enough to get me through for a little while. Once I have all my clothes, cash and valuable things, I open the bedroom window. There’s no way in hell I’m leaving through the front door.
The cool spring breeze nips at my fingers while I slide out the window and shimmy down the drain spout. Once my feet safely touch the soft grass, I run. I keep running and don’t look back, letting the shadows of the night swallow me up. I disappear into the darkness with my body intact and a fresh start upon the horizon.



Chapter 10
Siren – 8 years ago

A foot jamming into my ribs jolts me awake. I roll over on my makeshift bed and groan. The tent I’m staying in flaps in the breeze from the warm summer day. It’s going to be a hot one as I crack an eye open and see Amy sitting at the entrance to the tent. We found each other just a few weeks after I left Jack’s house and have been together ever since. She’s the only person out here I can trust. We have each other’s backs the way siblings should. She ran away from her home back in Chicago and ended up here in Michigan after she hitched a ride with a trucker. We don’t talk about our past or the things that lead us to that day we met.
“C’mon girl, get up. We have to get ready.” Amy slurs.
I sit up and stretch my hands over my head. This pallet I scored last week is a killer on my back, but it’s better than sleeping on the ground. I drop my arms and cast my eyes on Amy. Her short blonde hair is sticking up all over the place and she’s scratching her arms, the needle marks are deep and there’s bruising around her elbows. Her eyes are ping-ponging around our tent.
“Where are we going?” I ask. My gut is telling me it won’t be anywhere good. 
“I have to meet some people and settle a debt tonight and I need you to go with me.” In other words, Amy scored some good drugs and needs my muscle to pay the debt. She’s always dragging me into her mess, but she’s had my back when I needed her and I will have hers now. 
A few weeks after I ran away from Jack’s house, I ended up on the wrong side of the street at night alone. Three guys approached me, caging me against the concrete building down a dark alley. One yanked my hair with his dirty fingers, bringing tears to my eyes as the other two towered over me. They teased and taunted me, ripping my clothes. I was so scared, I forgot how to defend myself. Thankfully before they could rape me, Amy and a guy she was with came to my rescue when they heard my muffled screams. I walked away with bruises on my face from them punching me, my arms where they held onto me and my legs where they tried to force them apart. The three guys didn’t walk away. It was the first time I watched the life drain from someone’s eyes. No remorse. No pity. And I enjoyed it.
The guy with Amy was nice at first, then he turned into an asshole. He forced me to do things I didn’t want to do for several months, but I felt I was in debt to him, so I did them. Finally, I was tired of being forced to do things to him and I left. If I stayed by myself, I don’t have to worry about someone touching me when I don’t want to be touched. Which he did every time he sent Amy off to find food.
A couple of days later, Amy found me hiding in the shadows away from everyone. She had tears in her eyes and an apology on her lips. She had no idea he was making me do things I didn’t want to do until he snapped at Amy and beat her for not sucking his dick like Siren did. After he beat her, he left her in a dark alley, vulnerable. She crawled her way behind a dumpster and holed up for a few hours until she had the strength to get up and find me. We’ve been together, just the two of us ever since.
My stomach growls with hunger snapping me out of my memories of that dreadful time. It’s something I’ve gotten used to living on the streets as a runaway. Food is scarce and far between. The last time I ate anything nourishing was three days ago. It’s been scraps of food people would throw away since I robbed a tourist and Amy and I ate like queens. Neither of us will go to the soup kitchen or shelter in fear of someone calling the cops and we go back into the system.
“OK, let me wash up and get changed.” I roll off my bed and grab the tattered backpack I used for a pillow.
I exit the tent and the bright sun warms my exposed skin. I slept in my jeans and a tank top last night. Too tired to change my clothes when we got back from wandering the streets, hoping someone dropped money or food. With the bars closing at two a.m. it makes prime picking time but nights in the middle of the week are slow and last night wasn’t any different. Besides the bikers leaving some bar that tried to get Amy and me to leave with them but I knew it was a bad idea. Their cuts and menacing glares made me feel on edge. I left by myself and Amy stayed. If she could score any way possible, she will. That’s one thing I’ve never gotten into. Drugs. Those guys raised my alarms and there was no way I would go anywhere with them. Their leader, Drex, by his name on his cut, kept giving me sneering looks and I did my best to ignore them. When Amy climbed on the back of one of the bikes, I left. I knew she was smart enough to stay out of trouble and get what she needed. 
I make my way down to the stream behind my tent to wash up. I let the sun soothe my battered and tired body while I listen to the birds chirping, bringing on a new day. What I wouldn’t give for a hot shower, a soft bed and some breakfast right now. It’s quiet out here in the knoll we found by accident a few months ago. We’re surrounded by sparse trees, a train track on one side of us, a walking path on the other and the creek behind us. The city is only a few blocks away, so the traffic is light and bearable. I’m surprised we haven’t been overtaken by other runaways or the cops yet. My blue tent is an eyesore for those who come back here, but it’s better being away from everyone than in the middle where the cops go or someone looking for trouble.
Shuffling feet snap me out of my musing and Amy plops down on the embankment. We sit for a while, watching the sun light up the sky. Finally, she sighs, “I’m sorry for leaving you last night. I never should have gone with those guys.” There’s something in her voice that makes me whip my head around and really study her. She’s tense and there’s fresh bruising around her neck and upper arms. 
“What happened?”
“Things got a little rough. Nothing I can’t handle, but the stuff they had to make it better was unbelievable. Drex, he’s the president of that MC we’ve heard about, asked if we wanted to come to a cookout they’re having Saturday. I told him we’d be there. I hope you don’t mind. I really like these guys.”
“I’ll go with you, but I don’t think I’ll stay too long. That guy gave me the creeps.” I answer, pushing my long dark hair out of my face. I plunge my hands into the cold stream and splash it on my face. The cold water wakes me up, reviving my mind. Amy does the same and a few minutes later we’re washed and heading back to the tent to change our clothes. We might be runaways, but we’re also girls who like to take care of themselves.
I take my dirty clothes I wore yesterday back to the stream and wash them the best I can. I have two pairs of jeans and two t-shirts. Taking care of what little things I have, we pack up our stuff for the day and head out to find food or money. Or possibly both.
**********
It’s Saturday. The day of the cookout. I’ve been dreading this day with each passing sunrise. Amy is excited to get to their clubhouse and we make our way there by foot. I’m wearing a pair of dark blue skinny jeans and a green tank top I swiped from the thrift store yesterday. Amy has on a pair of light blue skinny jeans and a sexy low cut red shirt she swiped. I felt bad for stealing, but Amy wanted a new outfit to wear today. The sweltering heat is making the tank top stick to my body and I wish I would have snagged a pair of shorts instead. But I needed something that I can use all the time, not just once in a while.
Loud music pierces through the air. The beat of the music is something I’ve missed since I ran away. My body sways to the music as we walk up a long gravel driveway. There are several bikes parked out front of a huge two-story house. My nerves are shot, my legs are shaking the closer we get to the house. There are men outside wearing leather cuts, laughing or dancing to the music with women dressed in tight dresses or booty shorts and tight tops. I feel overdressed watching these women. But I suck it up and place one foot in front of another. A man shouts from the porch and Amy giggles with excitement. He meets us halfway down the drive. He’s attractive with his dark hair held back in a ponytail, a strong jawline covered in a light goatee and light brown eyes. His leather cut makes his body look muscular. He picks Amy up and plants a deep kiss on her lips. Once they break apart, Amy’s panting and he has a menacing smile on his face. He looks me up and down, wraps his arms around each of us and escorts us to the back of the house where there are more bikers. 
“Wrecker, this the chick from the other night?” One biker asks us, looking me up and down. I really feel uncomfortable with the glares from the women and the ogling from the men. 
“Yup, this is Amy and her friend,” Wrecker answers.
“Siren.” I hold out my hand to shake and the guy ignores me. Well, fuck you very much, asshole. 
“Welcome, Amy and Siren,” another man says behind me and I turn around. He has deep hazel eyes and short blonde hair. His smile is kind and gentle. “Name’s, MadDog. Make yourselves at home and get some food. There’s plenty to go around. Oh and ignore the patch whores. They’re going to be catty when it comes to the two of you.” He sends me a wink and walks away. I immediately miss his company.
Amy grabs my hand and we make our way to the buffet style table. There’s so much food here, I think I will go into a food coma just looking at it. I pick up a plate and pile on the food. Once I’m finished, I sit down on the steps to the porch and dig in. My mouth waters as I take a bite of the hamburger. Real food for my starving stomach.
Once I’m finished eating, I look around for Amy. She’s sitting in Wrecker’s lap, laughing and flirting with him. I release a deep sigh and know it’s my time to go. She’s set for the rest of the night and I’m feeling unwelcomed.
I stand to take care of my plate when a voice behind me makes me jump. Jesus, I need to be more aware of my surrounding. “I hate these things.” I spin around and come face to face with a blonde haired beauty. She has light hazel eyes like the biker named MadDog and a lethal body. There’s something in her eyes, I can relate too.
“Why do you hate them?” I ask.
“Because it’s always the same. The patch whores and the Ol’ ladies. The whores are jealous when the Ol’ ladies come by because that means the men they want to fuck are off limits. Then there’s me. The princess who no one talks too.” She makes air quotes around the word princess and rolls her eyes. “Makes me feel more alone than I want or like.” She holds out a hand for me to shake. “Name’s Poison. I’m sorry. I don’t mean to unload all of this on you.”
“Siren.” I shake her hand. Her grip is strong and sure. “It’s OK. I was getting ready to leave. I came with a friend who is now currently busy.”
Poison scans the crowd and smiles when she spots Amy with Wrecker. “Want to hang out for a while? I don’t ever have anyone to talk to or just chill. It’s usually just me and myself.” Something in her voice draws me to her. Something I recognize in myself and I immediately agree.
“Sure, lead the way.” Poison loops her arm through mine and pulls me into the house, up the stairs and into a little bedroom. My body aches to sit on something soft and comfortable. Poison plops onto the queen size bed and bounces.
“So, Siren. Tell me about yourself.” Poison says, staring at me. Her hazel eyes are kind but I can see something darker behind them. I take a seat on the bed and launch into my story. I tell her everything from each home and living on the streets. We talk all night and she even brings me more food. This is where our friendship begins. Poison sees a part of me in her and her in me.



Chapter 11
Blayde

Siren grows quiet when there’s a knock on my door. I release her and stand up, walking across the room in quick strides. I yank the door open and come face to face with Poison. Her eyes are red from crying and she has dark bags underneath them from lack of sleep. I’d crack a joke right now telling her to make Kayne leave her alone to sleep, but that’s not what has her messed up. It’s the beauty sitting on my bed, waiting for her punishment.
“Can I have a moment with Siren, please?” Poison asks in a quiet voice.
I nod my head and open my door wider so she can enter. She sits on the bed next to Siren and pulls her in for a hug, whispering to her. “I’m so sorry, Siren.” Poison’s voice is clogged with emotion making me tear up a little.
“It’s not your fault. I didn’t tell you and now I have to pay the consequences.” Siren chokes out.
“No you don’t. Come downstairs so we all can talk about what happens next before Reaper shows up with your mom.”
Siren stares at Poison, looking for a lie, but there isn’t one. She’s being serious and wants to help her. “What about Kayne? He must hate me right now.”
“No, he doesn’t. He feels just as responsible as I do for this mess. I promise, no one will harm you or make you feel any worse than you already do. We need to get to the bottom of this and take care of Drex before it’s too late.” Poison soothes. “Besides, you’re my girl. My ride or die and no one will harm you or I’ll cut a bitch.”
Siren laughs a little and nods her head. Her green eyes meet mine and I give her a wink. “Poison, can you give us a minute?”
“Sure, don’t take too long. Everyone’s waiting in Church to discuss the next plan of action.” She hugs Siren one more time before releasing her and walks out of the room.
“Siren,” I start, but she cuts me off.
“Blayde, don’t. I don’t want or need any pity. The choices I made in life are my choices. The things I’ve done…” she looks down at her hands like the answers will be there. “I’ve taken lives when needed. That’s the only thing I didn’t tell you. I’m just like my father.”
I cross the room quickly, pulling her into my arms. I can’t and won’t stay away from her any longer. “Siren, I’m not an innocent person either. I enjoy taking lives. I love it when my blade rips the skin from someone’s body. I’m in my prime when blood coats my hands. You’re not alone.”
She looks up at me, blinking a few times while my words bounce around in her head. “We’re fucked up.” She giggles.
“Yeah, we are. But we can be fucked up together.” I press a gentle kiss to the side of her head. “Come on. Let’s go see what we can do about your mom and dad.”
“That sounds weird, you know.” Siren says standing.
I grab her hand and lead her out of our room. “What does?” I ask, locking our door behind me.
“I have a mom and dad. I’ve always wondered growing up if things would be different. If they would’ve showered me with love and attention or if they would have used and abused me like the foster homes I was in. I never had a mother’s love and the closest thing to a father figure was MadDog.”
“He was a great man. I liked him the best.” I answer squeezing her hand as we walk down the stairs. “I grew up in the MC. My old man is the Savage Saints Detroit Sergeant of Arms. He taught me everything I know about inflicting as much pain I can on someone they can handle without killing them. That was my father figure. My mom, she didn’t want me to be a part of the Club, but she knew growing up, if I continued down the path I was on, I would be either dead or locked in a six by nine cage fighting for my life. So, she conceded my path and gave me her blessing.” We reach the bottom of the stairs and head into Church. All eyes fall upon us when we enter and Siren’s hand grips mine tighter.
“Don’t worry, I’ve got your back.” I squeeze her hand in return. Siren exhales a deep breath, straightens her spine and casts a glance around the room. Kayne is at the head of the table, his piercing blue eyes are boring into Siren. My seat to the left of him is open. Then Stryker, Ace, Axel, Texas, Maddox, Talon, Rooster, Poison and Duke are in their respective seats. Knuckles, Tatt, Rebel and Butch aren’t anywhere in sight.
“Siren,” Kayne growls, slamming the gavel on the table. She jumps a little then schools her features. “Share with the rest of our club the information you have.” He’s moody and brooding. He casts his eyes to Poison and she arches her brow. Kayne’s features relax a little and he clears his throat. I take my respective seat next to him and watch Siren. I offer her a slight nod of my head and she clears her throat.
“The night Deadly Sins was hit I wasn’t where I said I was. I found my mother and was keeping an eye on her. Only thing is I didn’t do a good enough job because Drex had her kidnapped and she’s been held by him ever since.” Her eyes are turning red, trying to hold back her tears. She clears her throat and levels Kayne with an unwavering stare. “Drex texted me and told me he had my mom and if I didn’t want her in pieces, I would do what he said. He wanted me to give him information about the club. Your weaknesses, the ins and outs, everything. Only thing is, I kept giving him false information. I had no choice but to reach out to someone who no one wants to admit they know. The nomad who hides in the shadows and strikes when you least suspect him.”
“Who?” Stryker asks, engulfed in Siren’s story.
Her eyes never wavered from Kayne. “Reaper.”
Shouts of confusion roll across the room and Kayne slams his gavel down, silencing everyone. “Continue, please.”
“Reaper is…” Siren looks down at the floor. Her long black lashes flutter against her cheeks. She opens her eyes again and her emerald gaze flips my stomach upside down. Knowing without a doubt as she stares at me, I will do everything I can to protect her. “He’s my father.”
Stryker stands quickly, his chair sliding across the floor and falling with a heavy thud. His body is trembling with rage, “Kayne, get her the fuck out now.” His deadly blue gaze is pinning Siren to her spot, but she doesn’t back down from his furious look. I clench my fists at my sides, itching to smash my knuckles into his face. Kayne rests his strong grip on my shoulder, holding me down in my seat.
“I will not make Siren leave.” Kayne growls at Stryker. “Now you will sit down and listen or get the fuck out and hang up your patch. I hate to do this to you, but she,” Kayne points to Siren. “Needs our help. Someone we swore to protect. One of our own needs us. Hear her out before you jump off the deep end and condemn her for something beyond her control.” Kayne slams his gavel down again. I swear if he hits it that hard again, the fucking thing will break. “Siren, please continue before you were so rudely interrupted.” Kanye’s voice's calm, but there’s a slight tick in his jaw.
“As I said, Reaper is my father. I had no idea who he was until a month before the hit when MadDog helped me search for my birth parents. My mother is a hooker and my father is the deadliest nomad in the US/Mexico borders. I get why you flipped Stryker.” Siren levels him with a look. “I did too. I never asked for it and don’t deserve to be punished for something outside of my control.”
Ace speaks up, “What can we do to help?”
“Reaper is rescuing my mother and will be here with her any moment. When Drex finds out she’s gone, he will come after me. I need all of your help in protecting her and killing that son of a bitch.”
Ayes shout out across the room. Everyone agrees with killing the fucker.
“I want my shot at him.” Poison speaks up and everyone’s gaze lands on her. “After the fucking shit he pulled on me and my mom, I want to make the narcissistic asshole bleed. I want his blood on my hands. Make him pay for everything he’s put me though.” Poison’s voice is unwavering, powerful and full of revenge.
“Deal.” Kayne responds. “Siren is going to set up a text to Drex, telling him we had to leave on a run. He’ll think the place is empty and a perfect time to attack. Draw him to us and we end him.”
“I need to do it before Reaper shows up with my mom or he’ll never believe me.” Siren pulls out her phone.
“Good. Hand me your phone and I’ll send it to him.” Kayne holds out his hand. Siren tosses her phone to him and he starts texting.
Siren: MC’s gone. Left Kayne and Poison by themselves. They had to go on a run for Cahal. House is empty and I’m not there either. You want your shot, now’s your chance.
“There, sent. Now we hide the bikes and wait. When he comes, we will be ready for him.” Kayne slams his gavel on the table and everyone moves. Everyone but Kayne, Poison, Siren and I left Church to prepare for his arrival. Siren’s phone vibrates on the table and Kayne picks it up, reading it out loud while I peer over his shoulder.
Unknown: How do I know this isn’t a trick?
Siren: You don’t. You want your chance, now is it. Either come and finish what you want or blow your chance. You wanted my help and now you have it. Give me back my mother.
Unknown: When the job is done, you’ll get your filthy little slut back.
Siren: She better be unharmed.
Unknown: You’ll see. If you’re lying, you’ll find pieces of her on all her street corners.
Siren: I’m not lying. Don’t fucking touch my mother.
Unknown: You’re in no shape to threaten me. You’ll find her all right.
I look up from Siren’s phone when Kayne stops texting Drex. Poison is comforting Siren. “Shhh…. It’ll be OK. Everything will be fine. I’m so sorry I dragged you into this. It’s all my fault and I’ll make it right. I swear.” She’s hugging Siren tight, soothing her.
“It’s not your fault, Poison. Please, don’t blame yourself.” Siren whispers.
“But it is. If you didn’t show up to that bar-b-que, you wouldn’t be here today.”
“If I didn’t show up, I’d probably be six feet under. You saved me from the streets and making bad decisions. I’m grateful for that.”
“You saved me too. Saved me from that vile man the best way you could.” Poison grabs Siren’s face and makes her look at her. “Now let’s end this together once and for all.”
Siren nods her head in response too choked up to say anything else. There’s a loud knock on the door, making the girls jump. Talon sticks his head inside. “We’re ready, Prez. Everything is set and it looks like it’s just the two of you. We will be spread out along the tree lines, watching the property. What do you want me to do if Reaper shows up?”
“Shit. What if he waits for Drex to leave then goes and pulls my mom out? That might be better. Drex’s cocky, arrogant attitude will only leave her with a few men for protection.” Siren’s thinking out loud and she has a point.
Kayne hands her back her phone. “Call him and tell him the change of plans before it’s too late.”
Siren grabs her phone and dials his number. “Come on, come on. Pick up. Reaper? Wait. Don’t go in there yet.” She pauses, listening intently to what he’s saying. “Drex bit the bait we set and he’ll be leaving her alone or with only a few men.” She pauses again. “Yes, I’m positive. Yes. He’s coming to Savage Saints clubhouse.” Siren is nodding her head, but Reaper can’t see her. “Ok. Yes. Call me when he leaves and then get her out. Thank you. Bye.” She ends the call. “He’s going to let me know when Drex leaves. Apparently, Reaper is there already, waiting for a chance. Said Drex has his hiding place lit up with security everywhere. And even though the Black Destroyers are gone, he has someone else in his back pocket. He said it’s some rich fucker wearing an Armani suit looking like a pretty boy.”
Kayne and I stare at each other. “No fucking way. You don’t think?” I ask trailing off.
“It makes sense. Why he jumped at the chance to move our shipments and only taking a small percentage. It’s all clicking into place.” Kayne says, rubbing the stubble on his face, thinking. “We’re going to end Drex tonight, then take care of the little cock sucker. Be ready for a war, brother.”
“A war I can handle. I’ve got him. Destroyed more for fewer reasons.” I answer. The unknown, coming to the front of my mind. “I should’ve known his cut was too good to be true. Kingston has been playing us for fools.”
“I’ll update Cahal. He needs to know what’s going down.” Kayne grabs his phone and stands up. “Poison, come on. Let’s get prepared. It’s going to get messy.” They walk out of Church together, his arm slung around her shoulders, leaving Siren and me alone.
“Blayde,” Siren’s lips are trembling.
I’m on her in a matter of moments, pulling her close. “Don’t apologize for anything. I get it.” I wrap my arms around her, stroking her silky hair.
“How can you stand to be near me after everything I’ve done?” She mumbles into my chest.
“Siren, there isn’t anything I won’t do for you. I could never get you out of my head, even when I tried. No matter how many times you pushed me away, you were always right there.” I lift her chin with my fingers making her look at me. “No matter what, I’m beside you.”
Siren’s breath catches in her throat. She licks her lips drawing my attention to them. I lean down so we’re only a breath apart. “I don’t trust easily. I’ve been burned too many times by a woman who I thought I could trust. When you came into my life. I fought it. I've fought against these feelings I have for you in fear of what you could do to me. I’m done fighting, Siren. I want to be with you in every way possible. But you have to want it too. You have to want to be with me all the way, both feet in.”
“I do. I want to be by your side. Every day that you’ll allow me there.” Her husky voice sends a shot of lust through my body straight to my cock, making me crazy. I lean in and press my lips against her, gently at first. Siren runs her hands up my chest and into my hair. Her nails dig into my head, pulling me closer to her. A moan rips from her throat, driving me wild. I grab her ass and lift her so she can wrap her legs around my waist, pressing her pussy against my aching cock. Our kiss becomes frantic, full of lust and love. Our tongues battle back and forth, seeking and retreating. Letting everything else go. I set Siren down on the table, so her legs are dangling off the edge. She yanks at my cut, trying to get it off.
“I need to feel you right now, Blayde.” Her sultry voice penetrates my lust craze brain. I capture her lips again with my own while I unbutton her jeans and she shimmies, taking her pink panties with them. She reaches for my jeans, undoing my buckle with quick fingers. Once she has my pants undone, she slides her warm hand into my boxers, gripping my stiff cock, causing a moan to escape my lips.
Pumping her hand up and down, Siren unleashes the beast pounding against my chest. “Fuck, Siren. I need your pussy wrapped around me. Now,” I growl. She frees my aching cock and leans back on the table, opening her legs, showing me how wet she is.
“Come on then.” Siren trails her slender fingers down her chest, cupping her tits. I crave her taste on my tongue, but we don’t have time for me to cherish her body the way I want, the way she deserves. With a growl, I yank her to the edge of the table and run my hard cock up and down her wet folds making her body tremble with want below me. Siren leans back on her elbows, pushing her chest out. Her breasts are heaving, begging me to suck on them.
I lower my body over hers and capture one nipple in my mouth, biting and sucking, while my hand squeezes and pinches her other one. I switch my attention to the other stiff peak, Siren moans underneath me, her body vibrates with need. I slide a finger along her wet folds, rubbing her clit, preparing her body for my cock.
With one last hard suck, I pop her nipple out of my mouth and trail hot kisses up the column of her throat making Siren quiver beneath me. “This is going to be hard and fast.”
“Fuck me, Blayde.” Siren moans and it vibrates through my body.
I grab my aching shaft and give it a tug, lining up to her pussy. Siren’s hands are all over my body, urging me on. I push forward and in one long thrust, I’m deep inside of her. Her pussy is gripping my cock.
“Fuck, you feel perfect butterfly.” I rest my forehead against Siren’s. Her fingers trail under my cut, nails digging into my skin. I move in and out, watching Siren’s face. Her eyes are closed and her head is thrown back. She’s moaning my name. I dig my fingers into her hips, pushing her down onto me hard with every thrust. She moves her hips in time with mine.
“Fuck, Blayde, harder.” Siren moans, trembling underneath me.
“Open your eyes Butterfly. I want to watch you come undone.” Siren opens her eyes, hooded with desire and lust. Their emerald depths are pulling me under. I thrust into her harder and faster, our bodies slapping together, the sounds of pleasure vibrating off the walls.
“I’m coming,” Siren groans. Her pussy grips my cock hard and fire races up my spine as I pound into her, bringing her to the edge.
“Come on my cock, Butterfly.” I tighten my grip on her hips, holding her in place as I slam into her tight pussy hard. She wraps her legs around my waist, squeezing me tight.
“Oh, fuck. Blayde.” Siren’s panting in my ear as she falls over the edge and I fall right behind her, driving in and out at a fast pace, not letting up. A moan rips through my throat, my balls tighten and I explode inside of her. Her pussy milking me for everything I have. Empty and spent, I hold Siren tight against me, breathing in her scent.
Once we both come back down, I help her off the table. Her legs are unsteady while she slides her jeans back on and I pull mine up. I look at Siren, her face is flush, her hair is a tangled mess and her eyes are slightly glazed from the orgasm I just gave her. I kiss her hard, making my head dizzy.
“Let’s go and see what Kayne and Poison are doing. We need to be ready and prepared.” I release Siren and we walk out of Church together. Her tiny hand holding mine tight.
“What if Drex doesn’t take the bait?” Siren questions as we exit.
“He will. And when he shows up, we’ll be ready for him. He will die tonight. Can you handle that, Siren?”
“Yes. Blayde,” Siren stops walking and I turn to look at her. “How do you do it? How can you take a life and not feel anything?”
I swallow hard, ready to confess my sins. “I feel. But I was taught a long time ago how to compartmentalize it. I’ve done some really bad, fucked up shit in my time Siren. If I let it get to me, I will lose my head and that will kill me.”
“Will you tell me about your past sometime?” Her green eyes are hopeful and there’s nothing I won’t tell her. The way she’s looking at me, I will never let it go. “If we’re going to be a thing, I want no secrets between us.”
“When this thing with Drex is over, I will tell you about my past and about the woman who stole everything from me.”



Chapter 12
Stryker

Waiting in the woods with the chilly night air biting at my face, my mind is running a million miles an hour. How can this be possible? How can my past finally come at me and I will face off to the one person who can ruin everything I’ve worked so hard for? Fucked up shit happens to a lot of people, and I’m no exception. Everyone thinks I’m a brooding asshole, but if they knew half the shit I went through in my life, they’d understand why I am the way I am. No one does. No one knows the secrets I’ve been keeping for all these years.
I am an asshole. I am a brooding motherfucker who fucks shit up and I enjoy crushing those who fuck with me or my club. My head is fucked up and I can’t get past the shit that’s happened to me in order to push forward with the one woman who makes me want to be a better man. The one woman who sees past all the blood on my hands. The one woman I can’t get out of my head. The one woman who’s captured my heart and I’ve hurt repeatedly.
Crunching of twigs behind me snaps me out of my inner turmoil and I tighten up my stance. Ace walks out of the shadows of the trees, right for me. I release a grunt.
“What’s going on brother?” Ace asks once he’s standing next to me.
“Not a fucking thing.” I answer, crossing my arms over my chest.
“Something’s wrong. I can see it.” He pushes.
“Ace,” I snarl. “Drop it. Nothing good will come out if you don’t. We’re here to do a job and finally kill that motherfucker Drex.”
Ace shuffles his feet, his six foot six frame taking up a lot of my space right now. My skin is burning to release the pent up fury boiling inside of me. I turn my back on him and watch the road through the tree lines. He will never understand. No one ever will. It’s just me and my fucked up head waiting to unleash the rage borrowing its way under my skin, ready for bloodshed. There’s only one person who can settle the storm inside me and she’s currently at my place for the night. Far away from here and the war brewing off in the distance. That’s so fucked up too. I’ve been trying to get her to my place for years and she finally agrees, only because I promised I’d stay away. A growl rips from deep inside of me and I clench my fists at my sides.
Ace exhales a deep sigh, gripping my shoulder. I hold back the urge to throat punch him for touching me when he knows I’m at my limit. “When you’re ready to talk brother, I’m here. We all are.”
“I don’t do fucking sunshine and roses. I’m not a fucking school girl waiting to gossip. Release your hand before I rip it off and beat you with it.” I know I shouldn’t be a motherfucker to one of my brothers, but my heart is pounding against my chest and my breaths are caught in my throat. I have to get him away from me before I vomit everything all over the forest floor. Ace takes one long look at me and releases his grip. He nods his head in understanding. How in the fuck can he understand? Am I that transparent he sees through my fucked up exterior and can see I’m struggling?
“I get it, Stryker. And I know Kayne does too. When you’re ready to tell your story, all of us will have your back.” Ace walks away back into the shadows and I can breathe again.
He can’t get it. No one does. No one’s ever understood why I am the way I am. I’m an enforcer with no feelings. I’m capable of ripping a man’s balls off with one hand and shove them down his throat for even looking at me wrong. I have no remorse when blood spills on my hands and stains my soul. I doubt my brothers will have my back when they find out the secrets I’ve been keeping. And if things happen tonight, those secrets will come out and the only way to face them is head on.
A deep rumble of bikes penetrates the quiet night. A bright headlight whips down the road, followed by five others. A sneer lifts my lips. It’s show time motherfucker. Be prepared to die tonight.



Chapter 13
Blayde

I found Kayne pacing back and forth in the surveillance room. Poison is watching the screens, looking for something. Several monitors are up and running, recording each of our properties. Two on the entrance and exit at Savage Saints Bar, one on the strip club turned dance studio, another on our burned down warehouse, one on our repair shop and the last three on our clubhouse. The bar is in full swing. People coming and going, laughing and having a good time. The dance studio, warehouse and repair shop are ghostly quiet.
I enter the room and shut the door behind me. Siren, which under my protests, wanted some time alone, so she went up to our room. Said she’d be back down once she gets her head around everything.
“Where’s Siren?” Poison asks.
“Our room. She needed a minute. This shit’s really affecting her and needs to collect her head.” I answer.
Poison glances up at Kayne and he nods his head. “I’m going to check on her.” She leaves the room, now it’s just Kayne and me.
“How are you holding up?” Kayne questions, while pacing back and forth.
“I’m good. Ready to end this with Drex. The motherfucker’s going to get what’s coming to him. He’s been a pain in our ass since we arrived and now this shit?” I run my hands through my dark hair. “It’s got to end tonight.”
“It will brother. It will.” The seriousness in his voice tells me he means every word. “Have you found anything else about the other problem? The one before we left Detroit?”
“No. Nothing yet. I keep hitting dead ends. Something happened, people don’t just disappear. I will find out. I might need to bring Rooster in for help. That fucker can find just about anyone.”
Kayne looks at me in surprise, his eyebrows almost hit his hairline. “Bringing in someone else? Wow, Siren must really mean something to you.”
A smile cracks my face. “Yeah. I can’t move forward with her when questions about the past keep haunting me.” I confess. “I know I want to spend every minute with Siren and I can’t give her everything I have when I don’t know what happened. There was a lot of blood in that apartment building and it’s been driving me insane for the past several years.”
“Let’s deal with this and then Kingston. Once it’s put to rest, we can go full throttle on your past. Maybe bring everyone in.” Kayne suggests.
I shake my head back and forth and exhale a deep sigh, “I’m ashamed, Kayne. If they all know how much of a failure I am, none of my brothers will ever trust me again. I can’t bring them all in.” I pull my switchblade out of my pocket and play with it. It’s my coping mechanism when things stress me out. Silence descends between the two of us, tension thick in the air. I flick the blade open and closed several times, it’s calming and relaxing me. Kayne wants me to bring everyone on board, open up and show them what a failure I am. How I couldn’t protect someone who I swore I’d protect. I can’t do it. I can’t let them know what a failure I am.
Kayne’s phone vibrates in his pocket, cutting through the tension. He fishes it out and reads the message. His eyes fly to the screens, searching. I look too and a bright headlight flashes quickly past the camera.
“It’s show time.” Kayne hurries out the door and I follow, closing and locking it behind me. Poison and Siren are at the top of the stairs, heading down them quickly. “He’s here. Basement now.” Poison grabs Siren’s hand and leads her to the basement door, through the kitchen. Kayne and I are following close behind.
This is it, it finally ends now. My heart is hammering in my chest and my fingers are itching to spill blood and dirty my already damaged and stained soul.
The basement is dark and cold while we wait in the shadows. Heavy footsteps creak above us across the floorboards. The shuffling of boots as they walk from room to room. There’s a pause in the kitchen and the steps come closer to the basement door.
“Blayde. You ready?” Kayne whispers in the darkness across the room. Kayne and Poison are off to the left of the stairs, behind a set of boxes. Poison’s job is to get Drex all the way down here. Once he follows her, my job is to sneak up behind him and put him in a chokehold. Siren will tie his hands and then we have some fun ending his life the way he ended his club.
“Ready.” I whisper back. I’m underneath the wooden stairs waiting, and Siren is tucked behind me, gripping my cut with shaking fingers. Her whole body is vibrating. I can smell the fear pouring off her. I reach behind me, seeking her out. “It’s going to be fine. I’ve got you.” I whisper in her ear.
“Thank you.” She whispers back, her voice trembling with terror. I know Siren’s stronger than what she’s portraying right now, but this man has scared the shit out of her. Another reason why he dies tonight.
The basement door creaks open slowly, the light from the kitchen pouring down the stairs. Drex is at the top, his body a silhouette of darkness. Poison steps out from behind Kayne and stops at the bottom of the stairs.
“Looking for me daddy dearest?” Poison taunts Drex.
She stares up at Drex and a smirk forms on his rugged face. “Poison,” he spits out with a growl. “Why are you hiding? Afraid of me are you?”
“No, not anymore.” She levels him with a glare as he takes the stairs one at a time. His boots are heavy with each step.
“I’m going to have fun torturing you, then I think I’ll go after that little bitch who tried to stop me before.” Drex is halfway down the stairs when he suddenly stops. Come on asshole, just a little further.
Drex cocks his head to the side, an evil sneer on his lips. “I found her.” He shouts up the stairs. Four other men come into view and Poison’s eyes widen for a split second. Long enough for Drex to see and a maniacal laugh escapes past his lips. “Did you think I’d come alone, little girl? I’m not that stupid.” He takes another step forward and the four men follow. One I recognize. I just sank my blade into him a few days ago, Chris. His eyes are ping-ponging around, but from where he’s at, his sight is limited.
Come on Poison, move. You’ve got to do your part. Her feet are cemented to the floor as Drex takes another step closer. “Your mother was a junkie slut. Do you know that? Fucking my VP behind my back. Ending up pregnant with you and then again with your sister. Thank fuck I got rid of that vile bitch for good.” Drex taunts.
That gets Poison moving. She steps back towards Kayne. “You’re lying you disgusting piece of shit.” She lifts her chin in defiance, Drex’s nose flares from her outburst. Good, Poison keep them moving down the stairs. She takes another step back as Drex and the others step forward.
“Am I?” Drex sneers. “That junkie would do anything for a fix and a fuck. She’s a slut, just like you are. She was nothing before I found her and brought her into my world.” Drex takes the last step and reaches the bottom of the stairs. The basement door slams shut behind them, plunging us into darkness.
Now’s our chance to attack. I hear shuffling feet pounding up the stairs. An oomph penetrates through the chaos. I draw my .40 caliber Smith and Wesson out of my cut and move away from Siren still tucked in the shadows.
“One of you turn on a fucking light now,” Drex demands, telling me exactly where he is. I quietly make my way to him at the bottom of the stairs and wrap my forearm around his neck in a tight hold, cutting off his air supply. While I hold the cold metal of my gun against his head, locked and loaded. He struggles underneath my hold, but I’m a lot stronger than he is and his fighting is useless against me.
“Welcome to hell, bitch.” I whisper in Drex’s ear.
His men are still pounding away at the door and don’t hear him struggle. Stupid motherfuckers. The basement door finally gives away from them pushing against it and two out of four men fall onto the kitchen floor. They’re immediately dragged away by my brothers. The other two are torn between helping them and helping Drex.
I tighten my hold on Drex’s throat, daring him to make a move. The sound of bones crunching and muffled cries penetrate around us and the other two men decide to help their men out and leave Drex down here. Their boots pound up the stairs quickly.
“Fucking… useless… assholes…” Drex struggles for words.
I drag him deeper into the shadows of the basement, knowing my brothers will take care of those guys. They’ll have their own fun in the garage, while we have ours down here.
Poison steps out of the shadows and pulls the chain to the single light bulb shining down on a metal chair cemented to the concrete floor. A drain is below the chair, making clean up easy. “Now, Drex is that any way to speak about the men you hired? Such a pity.” She taunts him.
Drex’s body grows stiff under my hold and I squeeze his neck a little harder with my forearm. He’s wheezing and gasping for breaths. Kayne and Poison are standing next to the chair, enjoying Drex’s struggle. Siren finally comes up beside me and grabs Drex’s hands. He struggles against her, trying to fight her off. She grabs his pinky finger and bends it back, causing a grunt to escape his lips and he falls to his knees.
“Now I have you on your knees, asshole.” Siren quickly ties the ropes around his wrists and I drag him to the chair. Throwing him down onto the metal chair, Siren quickly grabs Drex’s kicking feet and ties them to the chair.
“You’re not going to get away with this, bitch.” Drex wheezes for air. I release my unforgiving grip on his throat, moving in front of Drex while he coughs and stutters.
“That’s no way to talk to my woman, motherfucker.” I raise my clenched fist and swing hard, connecting with the side of his head. The satisfying crunch of his face under my fist is music to my ears. Drex’s head whips to the side, blood spurting from his mouth.
He laughs through the pain, blood coating his teeth. “She’s no woman. She’s a whore just like her mother and can suck dick like a pro. Isn’t that right, Siren?” He glares at her and Siren’s face is full of fury.
“Raping a teenage girl doesn’t make her a slut you motherfucker.” Siren fires back.
Poison moves toward us, glaring at Drex. “What did you say?”
Siren swallows hard realizing her mistake. Realization dawns on me, she told no one what happened. “Nothing. Drop it.” She shakes her head back and forth, her dark hair whipping around.
“No Siren, I won’t drop it. He raped you? When? Where? What happened?” Poison asks, gently.
“I didn’t rape her. You can’t rape someone willing to spread their legs.” Drex taunts.
Red clouds my vision homed in on Drex cackling about his statement. I’ve had enough of his mouth and rain another powerful blow to his face. Repeatedly, blow after blow.
I don’t stop until Kayne pulls me off him. “Enough brother. He’ll get what’s coming to him. The girls need this right now.”
I cast my gaze to Siren and Poison huddled together. Poison has her arms wrapped around Siren, holding her tight. “Why didn’t you tell me?”
“If I did, he would’ve killed you.” Siren’s voice is thick with dread. “The only way I could keep you safe was to allow him and his brothers to do what they wanted to me. They wanted you, but MadDog stopped them and then their attention landed on me. MadDog had no idea either. No one did.” Siren’s body is trembling with each word she speaks until her eyes land on Drex. I watch as Siren fights against the demons haunting her and a sinister smile etches on her beautiful face. One I recognize within myself. She’s taking back control. “Now it’s my turn to shift power.”
Siren strolls over to Drex sitting in the chair, bound and tied up like the pig he is. His swollen eyes follow her every move. She leans over Drex, yanking on his hair forcing his head back. I stand directly beside her, letting her do what she needs to do in order to beat these demons haunting her. I hand Siren my switchblade and keep my pistol pointed at Drex’s head. Siren takes the switchblade and flips it open. A deadly gleam appears in her emerald eyes.
“Look what I have here, Drex.” She runs the blade up his shirt and it rips away like butter. My dick is twitching against my jeans, watching her inflict torture on Drex. Drex struggles against the ropes binding his hands, trying to back away from my girl. I love the way that sounds in my head. My girl. My Butterfly. My Siren.
“I think I’ll let you suffer the way you made me suffer all these years. The way you made me feel like a worthless piece of shit. The way you made me do things I didn’t want to do.” Siren slowly sinks my blade into Drex’s chest. My dick twitches again, watching her take back her power. Drex is trying to fight the pain, his grunts penetrating the basement, echoing off the walls. Siren shifts her hold and a wild gleam enters her eyes at the first sign of blood dripping down his torso. My girl is enjoying this. She’s finding her strength one slice at a time and I’m enjoying the pain she’s inflicting on him. Siren makes another cut deeper across his chest. She makes several more, repeatedly. She’s cutting his chest, abs and arms. Drex’s grunts turn into ear-piercing wails until his voice is hoarse and my Butterfly keeps going. Blood is everywhere. He stops struggling and loses consciousness from blood loss and pain. My body is on fire watching her. Who knew I’d enjoy watching Siren torture someone into unconsciousness? I sure in the fuck didn’t and now that I’ve had a taste, I want more. I want her to keep going until her body is vibrating with need and the only way to fix it is my cock deep inside of her.
“Siren,” Poison says gently, capturing her attention. She places her hand over Siren’s bloody one and stops her from making any more cuts. “It’s OK. You’ve got your power back. Let us finish this.”
Siren steps away from Drex’s unconscious form and drops my switchblade, hanging her head in shame. I’m on her in three quick strides, gathering her slender body in my arms. Siren grips me tight around the waist and buries her head in my chest. I don’t care that she’s getting someone else's blood all over me. The only thing I care about is getting her back up to my room and fucking her six ways to Sunday until both of us are satisfied and the hunger for her sexy slender body is sated.
“Good job, Butterfly. How are you feeling?” I ask, nudging Siren’s head up so I can look into her eyes. Her green irises are wild and a groan escapes my throat. She licks her lips and I follow, wanting to suck on that full bottom lip.
“I don’t know. I feel better taking back control, but I’m afraid, Blayde. I’m afraid I’m going to turn into the monster my father is. A cold-blooded killer with no remorse.” She squeezes my waist tighter and leans into me. “Don’t let me, please.”
“I won’t Butterfly. I won’t let you turn into a monster.” I promise her and with the Biker Gods as my witness, I will never let her turn into a cold-blooded killer.
“Michelle,” Siren whispers. “My real name is Michelle. Now kiss me. I need to feel something other than the darkness.”
“Michelle,” I groan, letting her real name roll off my tongue. My lips land on hers in a heartbeat. She opens her mouth, allowing my tongue to plunge inside her hot wet heat. Our kiss is sloppy and wanting, causing my cock to stir painfully against my zipper. Siren grips my hair and pulls our mouths closer. With each sweep of my tongue battling hers, she trembles under my grip. A moan escapes her lips and right now, it’s just the two of us. Everything else fades out.
A throat clears behind us and I pull my lips away from hers. I slowly turn my head and see Poison and Kayne holding onto each other and a smile on Poison’s face. “We’re going to end him now. Siren, do you want to stick around or leave?” Poison is giving her the choice. Letting her decide.
“I’ll stay. I want to make sure Drex is no longer breathing or haunting me.” Siren’s answer surprises me.
“OK. Stand back and let me do my work.” Poison answers with a smirk. The familiar gleam in her hazel eyes would scare the shit out of me if I was on the receiving end of her work. Kayne kisses Poison with so much passion, she sways a little. Once Poison gets her bearings, she bends down until she’s eye level with Drex. Slapping his face with the palm of her hand, Poison awakens him.
“Time to play.” The coldness in her voice sends shivers down my spine but by the look in his eyes, Kayne is enjoying it. He adjusts his jeans not so subtly and smirks. Drex grunts in pain. Poison slaps him again. “Wake up and enjoy this, asshole.”
Poison stands behind Drex yanking his head back, exposing his throat. Kayne steps in front of them, his boot lands on Drex’s dick. Drex screams in pain as Kayne digs in further.
“You want to force yourself on young teenage girls. I’ll cut your nasty fucking dick off and shove it down your throat. Deep throat that motherfucker.” Kayne snarls. Drex is sobbing in pain.
Poison pulls out her LHR black combat knife Kayne bought her from her boot. The six-inch blade appears with a flick of her wrist and she holds it to his throat. Drex stiffens under Poison’s grip. She leans closer and with a cold deadly voice, she delivers her final words to the man who controlled her her entire life.
“Have fun in hell you narcissistic asshole. I hope the devil fucks your ass with no lube for eternity.” She slides the blade across Drex’s throat. He garbles and struggles while his blood runs down his body into the drain. Poison holds onto his head and we all watch as the light leaves his eyes and his body slumps forward. Siren loosens her grip on my waist and she relaxes against me.
“Is it finally over?” Siren asks.
“Yes. He will never haunt you again.” I promise.
“Thank you.” She snuggles into my side and my heart skips a beat. Now that this part is over, I need to tell Siren the truth about my past. I don’t know how she will take it or if she’ll want to stick around, but she needs to know about Monica.
“Siren, there’s one more thing you need to know about my past.” I struggle for the right words.
Kayne notices and steps in. “Let’s go find the prospects and get them to clean this shit up. Then you can tell her.” He slaps me on the back. Heading up the stairs, Kayne and Poison are in front of us, his arm tight around her shoulders. I have Siren tucked under my arm. She stops at the bottom of the stairs and turns to look at Drex’s dead body.
“It’s finally over.” Siren’s voice is peaceful and full of acceptance.
I lead her up the stairs. She’s right, her past is finally put to rest. Now, I need to bury my ghosts haunting me in order to move forward with Siren. I’ll have to come clean on everything that concerns Monica and her disappearance. That scares me more than taking a life with my blade.



Chapter 14
Blayde

I’m edgy as I pace the kitchen. One foot in front of the other I walk from the table tucked in the corner to the stove and back. My hands are shaking and my heart is beating hard against my chest. The need to ride overcomes me. I need to clear my head before I tell Siren about the ghosts of my past haunting me. The failure I’d become the day Monica disappeared. Siren and Poison are sitting at the table watching me, waiting for me to begin my tale. Kayne is standing still on the other side of the marble island patiently waiting for me to tell them. I stop pacing and look out the kitchen window. The sun is a few hours away and I need to get this over with before everyone comes back for an update.
Forgoing the ride I’m itching to take, I plop down in the chair at the table and steeple my fingers together, leaning my weight on my elbows. The prospects are done cleaning up down in the basement and Drex’s body is gone. So are the men that showed up with him. All my brothers took a ride to dispose of the bodies so it’s just the four of us here. Holly is staying at Stryker’s house for the night and Cougar took an impromptu trip to Detroit to visit Steam, the president of the Savage Saints, Detroit chapter.
I can’t look at anyone while they know what a failure I am so I cast my eyes on the table, following the wood grain pattern. I don’t want to see their pity or shame. Clearing my throat, I begin my tale.
“Before Kayne and I were sent here, I was dating a girl named Monica on and off for a couple of years. She wanted me to leave the Club and that was what we always fought about. She didn’t understand the MC life and didn’t like the fact I chose the club over her every time. She wanted all my attention on her all the time and I wouldn’t do it. Every time the club called I went. It didn’t matter if I was balls deep fucking her or if she was deep throating me. My phone rang and I was gone. The club comes first.
“She silenced me for about two weeks the time we were together before our last date because the club called and I left in the middle of dinner. I made sure I took her home first, but she was pissed. Bitching me out the whole ride home. Anyway, we went to the movies to watch some stupid chick flick and we were walking back. We were supposed to go to the Clubhouse, but these boys were taunting and teasing her from the fenced-in courtyard of the apartment building. Of course I didn’t let it go. She’d never seen that side of me. I kept it hidden from her. I knew she wouldn’t like it. But that night, I wasn’t letting that little cocksucker get off easy. After I threatened him within an inch of his life, Monica was scared and pissed. We went back to her apartment.
“She asked me afterword about wanting kids. How I would raise them, all that fucking shit. Then Monica brought up the subject of me leaving the club if we had kids. Yet again, another big fight occurred and I left. The further away from her rundown apartment I got, this feeling in the pit of my stomach kept growing. Something was wrong but I was so fucking pissed at Monica for bringing up me leaving the club again, I ignored it. I drank myself stupid that night. The next day my dad, Kick, came to my room. I had a job to do.”
******
Blayde – 3 years ago
The beating rain against my bedroom window awakens me. Thunder rumbles in the distance along with a flash of lightning lighting up my dark room. I sit up, rubbing my eyes. Fuck, I shouldn’t have drank so much last night. My head is pounding and my body is sore. Groaning, I climb out of bed and head for the bathroom.
I turn on the shower as hot as I can stand it and lean my hands on the bathroom sink, letting the steam fill the room. I look into the mirror above the sink. The man staring back at me isn’t someone I recognize anymore. There are dark bags under my eyes and my tanned skin is pale. Bile climbs its way up my throat, remembering what happened before I went on my drinking binge. The guy from the courtyard, going back to Monica’s place. Her starting a fight with me after we fucked. Me walking out and coming back here. God, why do I keep going back to her? Our relationship isn’t healthy. We’re either fucking or fighting. Or fucking while fighting. She wants me to put her before the Club and that will never happen. Savage Saints comes first before anything else.
I stop the pity party for one and get undressed, stepping into the shower. I let the steam and the hot water pound into my aching muscles. Washing away anything to do with Monica. I have to stop thinking about her and her toxic soul. I have to end it and it’s going to be today. 
With a plan forming in my head, I turn off the shower, dry off and step into my bedroom, wrapping my towel around my waist. The Savage Saints Clubhouse is one of the nicer ones I’ve been to. Steam put the money into it to make sure each of us has our own small bathroom in our rooms. There are three other bathrooms throughout the Clubhouse for visitors and patch whores to use, but each member has their own.
Steam, my father Kick, and Kayne’s dad, Switch, God rest his soul, have brought the Club up in the MC world. I’ve gone on a lot of runs with them while they fought their way to the top. There’s shit I’ve done that Kayne has no idea about and I don’t plan on telling him anytime soon. My hands are stained from this club and in reality, I wouldn’t want it any other way. I play a vital role here. I’ve never felt accepted with anyone until my dad patched me in. My mother didn’t want me to live this life, but growing up around these guys, I knew it would happen. It’s what I’ve dreamed about. 
I slide my jeans on and buckle my belt when there’s a loud knock on my door. I grab a black Savage Saints t-shirt and throw it on while I open my door. Kick is standing on the other side. His familiar blue eyes are tired, he has hard lines on his face from the MC life.
“We have a job.” Kick says, barging in my room. He looks around before sitting in the chair with a groan. “It sucks getting old. Enjoy it while you can.”
“You’re not old pops. Just ridden a little hard.” I joke.
“And put away wet.” Kick chuckles at our joke. His face turns serious before he continues. “Listen, this job is going to be rough. We’ve got word a gang in the city is out for our blood and we need their leader taken out. That’s where you come in. With your skills, you should be able to get in, get the job done and get out. Then you can cut ties with that bitch that keeps trying to get you out of the Club life.” His cold blue eyes pierce into me. I can’t lie to him, he always knows.
“How did you know?” I ask instead.
“My son doesn’t come home from a date and get three sheets to the wind. That tells me something happened, yet again. I don’t know why you keep going back to that vile bitch. A woman who tries to make you choose between your livelihood and her isn’t worth keeping. A good, strong woman won’t be so insecure in her role in your life. Your mother understands the Club comes first. That’s why she’s my Ol’ Lady. She gets it. You need to release this toxin Monica brings or you’ll end up hurt.” Kick rests his hands between his legs and releases a deep sigh. He looks up at me, really looks at me. For the first time in a long time, there’s pride shining in his eyes and I’ll do anything to keep it there. 
“I’ll take care of it and the job. You have my word.” I slap my dad on the back.
“Church in ten. You’ll get your information there. I just wanted to give you a heads up. Steam wants this cleaned up A.S.A.P.” Kick stands and stretches. His back cracks with the movement. “See ya there son.” He walks out of my bedroom door and I finish getting dressed.
I walk into church a few minutes later and take my respective seat. It’s across from Kayne toward the end of the table. I trace the grooves of Savage Saints logo etched into the table with my finger. This is my pride. My life. Who I am. I will never give it up for anyone. Without the club, I would either be sitting in a jail cell or six feet under. I’ll do what needs to be done to protect this club and my brothers.
“Blayde, I have a job for you today.” Steam, the President of Savage Saints Detroit, bellows over the room, silencing it. “As you all know The Blood Crypts are out for revenge after we took down a few of their men a couple of weeks ago. Today we’re going in and taking out their whole crew. No one will be left breathing. Your job today will be to get as much information as you can from their leaders then end each one. We go in hot and heavy.” Steam looks at each man sitting at the table making eye contact with every one of us. “Take out any threat but leave the leaders for Blayde. If you find them, restrain them but don’t kill them. Blayde will extract the information we need.” Steam slams the gavel on the table and Church is dismissed.
I’m the first one out the door in search of greasy food to soak up the raging hangover I still have from last night. Kayne finds me and corners me in the kitchen. Patch whores are mulling around, eye-fucking the two of us.
“Is there something you need to tell me?” Kayne asks, cocking a blonde eyebrow. He leans his long body against the counter folding his arms over his chest.
“Why would I have to tell you something?” I answer with a question. Kayne stares at me, his blue eyes sear straight into my soul patiently waiting. I slam back a too hot cup of coffee in three gulps and stuff a few pieces of bacon in my mouth avoiding Kayne. “Fuck. You’re a dick you know that?”
“Yeah, I do. Now spill.” Kayne’s gravelly voice isn’t letting me get away with not telling him. Something I hoped to avoid, but he is my best friend, my brother. He has a right to know the man he trusts with his life. 
“I’ve been doing jobs for Steam and Kick. I found my place and what I do best, finally. After so many years of fighting, fucking and wandering around with no clue what I can do, I found it. I’m good at getting information from someone then ending their life with a flick of my blade. I have blood on these hands and my soul is stained from this club. I don’t want it any other way.” I look up at Kayne and he’s smirking at me.
“It’s about fucking time, brother. Grab some more grub and let’s do this shit.” Kayne slaps me on the back and fixes his own plate of food. My eyes are huge and my mouth is hanging open. “Dude, close the trap or someone will stick their dick in there.” Kayne teases me.
“You aren’t mad?” I’m so fucking confused. I thought for sure he’d be disappointed.
“Why in the fuck would I be mad? I’m happy you found what you’re good at. Now close the trap, pop the eyes back in your head and eat motherfucker. You’ll need your strength. Then we’ll go and take care of the Monica issue.” Kayne plops his plate on the table and straddles the chair, shoveling food into his mouth. I shake my head and follow.
It’s a few hours later and one less gang to deal with when Kayne, Kick and I roll up to Monica’s apartment building on our bikes. My stomach is churning with dread about what’s going to happen. That job went way easier than I thought it would. All the assholes were in one house and squealed like pigs when they saw me. The leaders gave me all the information we needed on who their drug suppliers were after I tortured them with my blade. Kayne stayed with me the whole time, watching me work. It was gratifying having my brother beside me again. He even helped. It was like old times again. My paranoia was for nothing and I felt like such an ass for keeping that part of me from him. If anyone understands this life, it’s Kayne.
I shut my beast down and remove my helmet. Kayne and Kick follow suit. I dismount and face the two men. “Let me go up first. If Monica sees you two, she’ll flip a gasket.”
“We’ll be down here, brother. Take care of business.” Kayne responds. He lights up a smoke and stays on his bike.
Kick nods his head, lighting up his own cigarette. “Go handle your business. We’re just here for support.” This is why I will never leave Savage Saints. No matter what, my brothers will have my back.
I turn and head up the concrete steps to Monica’s apartment building. The main door is jimmied open and my heart beats hard in my chest. I know she lives in a shitty area and I’ve tried getting her to move several times, but she always refused. I think she likes the attention whether it’s good or bad.
I climb the stairs and reach her floor. There’s a bloody handprint on the wall at the top of the stairs and smears trailing down the hallway. I follow the trail and stop dead in my tracks. Monica’s door is busted open, hanging on the hinges. I grab my phone and dial Kayne.
“What’s up?”
“Kayne, get the fuck up here now.” I growl and hang up. I push open the door further and the food I ingested earlier is threatening to make a reappearance. Monica’s furniture is flipped over, destroyed. There’s blood everywhere. Her whole apartment is destroyed. Nothing is left untouched. What in the fuck happened?
Boots pound up the stairs and stops short in the doorway. “Holy fuck. Kick, call the club now.” Kayne orders. Kick pulls out his phone, but everything he says is white noise as I wander further into Monica’s apartment being careful not to touch anything.
I reach her bedroom and my heart is hammering in my chest. The door is closed and I crack it open afraid of what I will find. Kayne is behind me, with a supportive hand on my shoulder. I swing the door open wider and almost fall to my knees. Relief flows through my system. She’s not in here. Everything is ransacked and destroyed, but there’s no body. A bit of blood and signs of a struggle but no body. That I can handle. 
“We will figure this out, Blayde.” Kayne declares. “We will never stop until we get the answers. Now, tell me about Monica. Her family, friends, enemies.” He’s going into leader mode and I’m thankful he’s here.
Thinking back to all our conversations, I come up empty. “Nothing. She never talked about her family and didn’t have many friends. She always stayed to herself. Fuck, Kayne. What if someone took her to get back at me? What if those assholes from last night followed us here?”
“Where did you run into them at?” Kayne questions.
“Just down from the movie theater. They had red bandanas and were taunting her.” I’ll never forget the asshole who thought he would get away with what he said.
“Come on, let’s take a ride.” Kayne and I leave Monica’s bedroom and approach Kick sifting through her things. “Kick, we’re going for a ride. You going to hang here or go with?”
“Going. Not much I can do here. Called Steam. He and the boys are on their way. See if they can get some tenants talking.”
“Let’s roll then.” Kayne turns to me and rests his palms on my shoulders. “We will find her, Blayde. Let the boys do their work when they get here. We’ll see if that fucker had anything to do with it.”
I nod my head, following Kayne and Kick out the broken door. Defeat and rage burrowing its way through my bloodstream. I want answers and I want them now. If this motherfucker had anything to do with Monica’s disappearance, I will end him.



Chapter 15
Siren

I listen as Blayde tells us about Monica and my heart is hurting for the man in front of me. I see him struggling with this story and I have the urge to wrap him in my arms and take the pain and defeat away from him. Blayde is a strong man, but right now he’s falling apart. I should feel jealous about the way he’s talking about Monica, but I don’t. He feels responsible for her being missing, but there’s no love there, only the pain on failing someone he felt he should’ve protected.
Once Blayde stops talking, he keeps his eyes cast down onto the table, shame washing over his handsome face. I wish he would look at me.
“Blayde,” I coax reaching across the table covering his hands with my own. When he doesn’t push me away, I continue. “What did you find out? Is she dead, missing? Did that asshole from the courtyard have anything to do with it?”
Blayde shakes his head. “No, he wasn’t involved. Monica’s been missing. I think she ran off but why would her apartment be destroyed? That part plagues me every day.”
“Maybe she did it to make you suffer. You said she wanted you out of the club life. Maybe she set the whole thing up to make you turn against your brothers.” This came from Poison sitting next to me. She has a point. “Maybe Monica had connections you didn’t know about and they helped her stage the whole thing. Did you think about that?”
Blayde raises his eyebrows. He runs a tattooed hand down his tired face. He’s at the point of exhaustion and defeat. “You might be right. I didn’t think of that.”
“That’s because you’re too close and need an outsider’s perspective. I don’t know this bitch but I’d love to meet her and give her a piece of my mind.” Poison declares with an edge to her voice.
Kayne steps forward, “Do you think we can bring some others on board now?”
“Rooster. Have him dig up anything he can. But I have to deal with Kingston first. That slimy fucking asshole is going down.” Blayde drops his fists on the table, making it rattle in protest.
“I’ll have him start digging up shit on Monica once he gets back and gets some rest. Once Kingston hears Drex is dead, he’ll be on high alert. We’ll have to be patient. We can’t go in guns blazing and take down the wealthiest man in the county. We have to be smart and hit him where it hurts.” Kayne paces the small space. His mind is running in president mode right now. What’s best for the club and his brothers. He shakes his arms and cracks his neck. “What’s the one thing that can damage him? The one thing that will bring Kingston to his knees.”
“His wealth.” Blayde remarks. “Kingston doesn’t give a fuck about anything or anyone but his businesses and money. We hit him by taking those away.”
“Exactly.” Kayne points a long finger at Blayde. “This will take some time. I’ll have Ace start on it after he gets back. We hit Kingston hard but we have to be careful and do it subtly so he doesn’t notice it until it’s too late.” Kayne must have hit his second wind. He’s pacing the floor like a jackrabbit on speed. “We continue with our business like normal. Then when Kingston has nothing left and is groveling at our feet we end the motherfucker.”
A deep rumble of an exhaust echoes through the house and I’m on my feet in seconds, scared of what’s going to happen next. Drex is dead. That past is buried in a six-foot grave. But now I have to face another part of my past. My parents. My face must have expressed the anxiety burning through my skin because Blayde is beside me in seconds. He wraps a tattooed arm around my shoulders drawing me into his body.
“I’ve got you Butterfly. No one will ever hurt you again. I promise.” He swallows hard and kisses the top of my head. “I might have failed Monica, but I will never fail you.” I breathe in Blayde’s scent. It’s a calm, refreshing feeling knowing someone will have my back and help me when I fall.
Kayne leaves the room with Poison hot on his heels. They’ll talk to Reaper first before they let him step foot in this clubhouse. The bike shuts off and I strum my fingers on my jeans trying to curb the adrenaline coursing through my body. This will be the first time the three of us are together. The first time I will come face to face with my mother. Will she want me? Will she run screaming the other way? Will she tell me I’m no good? Will she blame everything on me? Or will she hug me? Give me the love of a mother that I’ve always craved? Kiss my cheeks with affection?
All these questions are floating around in my head as I stare off into space. I didn’t hear anyone come into the room. “Michelle.” A deep voice brings me out of my inner dialogue and I stare into the familiar green eyes of Reaper. “I’m sorry, Siren. I have Cat. She’s in the other room. Do you want to see her or wait?” I watch Reaper as he runs his hands through his black hair. He’s uncomfortable, itching to leave.
“I want to see her, but how’s she doing?” I swallow past the lump in my throat.
“Traumatized. Anxious. Drex kept her drugged the entire time so she isn’t herself. That woman in there is strung out and needs help.” Reaper responds. “I want to stay but this is past my comfort zone. I live in the shadows and wreak hell on others without them knowing it’s me until it’s too late. I’ve been in the dark for so long I’ll never be comfortable where either of you need me. Get her the help she needs, please.” Reaper steps forward and covers my hands with his own. His grip is strong, comforting. “I will always watch over you. No matter where you go, I’ll be hiding in the shadows. I’m proud of the strong woman you’ve become. Remember who you are. Who you come from and if you ever need me again, I’ll be there. No hesitation.” Reaper leans in and kisses my cheek. His dark stubble scratches my skin and I close my eyes relishing this moment I’ve been waiting a lifetime for. “I love you, my child. I’ll never be far.”
Reaper releases my hands from his grip and walks out of the kitchen with the grace and quietness of a killer. Before I can respond, Reaper is gone. My father is back where he thrives. In the darkness. I hear his bike fire up and take off, the deep rumble echoing around me. A smile graces my lips knowing no matter what Reaper will be here for me. Blayde’s been quiet during our conversation and I look up at him. His strong jaw is tense.
“Blayde, what’s wrong?” I ask.
He shakes his head, “Sorry. I don’t think I’ve ever come that close to someone I’ve heard tales about my entire life. I always thought he was a myth, a legend to keep asshole bikers in their place. But seeing him in the flesh is more terrifying. I’m thanking the Biker Gods he’s on my side.”
I snuggle into Blayde’s side, “He’s just a dad trying to do right by the kid he abandoned years ago. He bleeds like the rest of us.”
“I know. Stryker is going to flip his shit when he finds out Reaper was here. I don’t know what it is about him that always has Stryker on high alert.”
“I noticed that when I mentioned Reaper was my father. I don’t have a good feeling about that.”
Poison hurries into the kitchen looking around before she spots Blayde and me. “Siren, the guys are back and Butch is checking on your mom right now. She’s going to need a good rehab facility. Kayne says he can put her in the one my mom’s in.”
“Is she that bad?” A tremble of fear hitches my voice. Blayde’s strong arm wrap around me tighter.
“Yes. She’s out of it right now. You can see her if you want but be prepared. Cat has been through a lot these last few months and she isn’t the woman you remember.” The pain in Poison’s voice brings emotions to my throat. I swallow them down, straighten my spine and nod my head.
“I want to see her.”
“Be careful, please.”
I follow Poison out of the kitchen into a spare room next to Holly’s. Poison steps out of the way and the sight before me almost takes me to my knees. If Blayde didn’t have a hold on me, I would’ve crumbled. Cat is lying on the small bed, asleep. Her once vibrant blonde hair is dull and dirty. She’s skin and bone. Track marks trail up and down her bruised arms.
Butch is leaning over her, checking her pupils and heartbeat. He spots me standing in the doorway. “I had to give her something to relax her. She was out of it. Confused, crying, fighting. Signs of withdrawal. There’s not much we can do now except let her get some sleep and take her to rehab as soon as possible.”
With his dark hair and a permanent scowl on his unshaved face, you’d think Butch doesn’t give a shit about anyone. But he does, he just won’t admit it. Poison has been asking him for months how he got his medical training and he finally opened up one night when he was wasted. He received his medical training when he did a stint in the Marines. He went AWOL after he found out his woman was in bed with another man while he was overseas, fighting for his country. When Butch came back, he beat the guy within an inch of his life. Spent some time in the Brig and when he got out, he left all that behind and ended up a patched in member of Savage Saints. Since I’ve been here, I’ve only ever seen him fucking patch whores. I hope someday a woman can shatter his I-don’t-give-a-fuck facade and bring him to his knees.
“Thanks. Can I have a moment with her alone?” I ask everyone in the room. Butch rises from the bed and walks out, followed by Kayne.
Poison approaches and sets a comforting hand on my shoulder. “Take the time you need. This chapter in your life needs to be closed. You’ve done the hard part by facing Drex. Don’t hide now.” She walks out of the room and closes the door behind her.
Blayde is the only one left in the room with me. He wraps his strong arms around my shoulders giving me the strength I need to get through this. “Do you want me to go or stay?”
“You can go. I need time alone with her.”
“I’ll be right here when you’re done.” Blayde kisses the top of my head. “I’m not going anywhere.” His words bring comfort to my heart and heal my soul.
“Thank you, Blayde.” I close my eyes reveling his lips lingering on my skin.
“I mean it, Butterfly. You are mine. I’m staking my claim in front of everyone. You belong to me and I belong to you.” Blayde releases his grip around my shoulders and walks out of the room, leaving me alone with Cat.
I slowly approach the bed she’s laying on. Her body shudders and goosebumps break out on her skin. I cover her gently with a thick blanket. Tucking it under her chin, like a mother would do to a child, I smooth her ratty hair off her forehead. She exhales a deep breath and snuggles into the warmth of the blanket.
“I’m so sorry, Cat.” Tears pool in my eyes and I wipe them away. “I’m so sorry you had to go through what you did. I will make it up to you. No matter what, I will make this right.” I know she can’t hear me because of the shit Butch gave her, but my promise sets my soul free. My mother is safe, Drex is dead, my father is keeping me safe and I can move on with my life. I can finally let go of the past and move forward toward the future.
With a renewed energy thrumming through my stained soul, I will be strong enough to help Blayde get through the shit with his ex, Monica. I need to be there for him and help him get the answers he deserves. Stay strong for him the way he’s been strong for me.
I raise up from the bed and cross the room, taking one last look at Cat and close the door. Close the door to the past and open a new one to the future with Blayde.



Chapter 16
Blayde

“I found something.” Rooster shouts. I run into the communications room Rooster’s been holed up in for the last hour. I filled him in on what I needed when he got back with Stryker, Ace, Talon, Maddox and Duke. Told him it had to stay quiet until I knew for sure if the other brothers needed to be filled in. I’m shocked by how quickly he found Monica. I hesitate to ask what he found and Rooster must have known because he turns from the computer and begins talking.
“It wasn’t that hard, actually. She’s been living in Cali for the past three years. Venice Beach to be exact. Didn’t use a fake name. That’s how I found her. I hacked into the NCIC and ran her name and social security number.” Rooster holds up his hands. “Don’t ask how I got it. But someone has to take one for the team.” He grins and struts his cocky self to his seat. That’s how Rooster got his name. According to him, he’s the biggest cock in the hen house. Patch whores flock to him in groups and he loves the attention they give him.
“And?” I ask.
“And she’s been living the high life. Has a sugar daddy paying all her bills. She hasn’t worked a day since she’s been there but she’s running with a rich crowd. Parties every night. Her social media is full of them.” Rooster is getting more excited the more he talks.
“Can you find out who her sugar daddy is.” I shake my head. “Dude did you really just say that?” I’m trying not to laugh.
“Yeah bro I did. A man who pays for everything for a woman and gets sex in return is a sugar daddy. Get with it, bro.” Rooster turns back to the computer. His fingers are flying over the keys and I can’t figure out what or who he’s looking for. “Anywho, her sugar daddy is a Porn Star King by the name of John James. He pays her through an offshore business in the Caymans. It’ll take a little while to search through everything and find out who it is.”
“Ok, Thanks, brother. I’ll leave you to it.” I slap Rooster on the back and walk out of the room leaving him to do what he does best, besides fucking.
Kayne is waiting for an update when I walk into the kitchen. I nod my head in the direction of Church and we head in there together. Memories of Siren and I in here last night assault my mind and I try not to look in the spot where I fucked her into submission. My eyes keep drifting back to the spot I had her pinned underneath me, wrapping her warm pussy around my dick. Fuck, I need to get a grip before Kayne realizes what we did in here.
“Well?” Kayne asks, raising a blonde eyebrow.
“Rooster found her in Cali. She’s been living the high life. Parties and has,” I throw my fingers up and air quote, “a sugar daddy.” I drop my hands on the table. “He’s going to need a little more time because the man paying her is using an offshore account.”
“Cali? Really? This whole time she’s been in the open and we didn’t find her?” Kayne is finding this hard to believe. “Fuck, if Monica is in L.A. I need to get ahold of Krimson and let her know we’ll be in the area.”
“Venice Beach to be exact and her sugar daddy is a porn star king named John James. I didn’t search outside of Michigan. So what do you think we need to do next?” I cringe at what he will say because it’s the last thing I want to do.
“We need to fill the rest of the Club in and take a trip. You need closure and the best way is with all of us behind you.” Kayne responds.
I suck in a deep breath and nod my head in defeat. “I’m not seeing any other choice. Let’s do it so we can get on the road.”
Kayne leaves Church to grab everyone. This is it. They’re going to see what a failure I am and will never trust me again. I plop down in my seat to the left of Kayne and wait with my head bowed in shame. I don’t look up when the room begins to fill. Voices and jokes can be heard in the small room.
“All right. Listen up fuckers. We have a situation.” Kayne slams his gavel on the table quieting the room down. “It’s been brought to my attention someone’s ghosts won’t stay away and we need to take a road trip. Blayde needs our help. Get some rest. We leave tomorrow morning to Cali. Poison, Siren, Stryker, Duke, Butch, Talon, Blayde and I will be going. The rest of you will stay here, hold the fort down and proceed with business like usual. We can’t just kill Kingston like I want to. We’re going to hit him where it hurts the most and that’s through his bank. We’re going to bleed the motherfucking asshole dry and then when he’s on his knees, I’m going to slit the fucker’s throat. Any questions?”
“What happened with Blayde?” Ace asks.
All eyes shift to me. I hesitate to answer and leave it all out in the open. I look up and see everyone watching me, waiting for an answer. Kayne rests his hand on my shoulder and nods his head.
“Back before Kayne and I came here, I was dating a girl named Monica. We were dating on and off for a year. She wanted me to leave the Club and I refused. Causing fight after fight. One night after a date we had a fight. I left her apartment and went back to the Clubhouse. We had business to handle the next day so I didn’t make it over to her apartment until late. When we finally got there, she was gone. Her apartment was tossed, blood everywhere and she disappeared. I’ve searched for her for the last three years and haven’t been able to find her.” The room is silent as I fill the guys in on what happened. No one says a word and I don’t know what to do with my hands. My anxiety is creeping up the back of my neck so I run my fingers through my hair and hold them at the base of my neck. “I filled Rooster in a couple hours ago and he found Monica. She’s living the high life out in Cali. Been there the whole time. That’s why we need to go there. I need answers.”
Stryker is the first to speak. “Why didn’t you tell us this?” He’s not accusing me of anything but I can’t help but cringe at his tone.
I exhale a deep breath and look at Stryker. “What’d you want me to say? Hey, I’m Blayde. I torture people within an inch of their lives but I’m a failure. I couldn’t protect someone and she’s been missing for the last three years. Don’t trust me because she did and look where it left her.” Sarcasm is dripping from my tone. “Kayne, this was a mistake. I’ll handle it on my own from here. May I leave, please?” I stand up from my seat, waiting for his permission.
“Go and collect yourself. I’m going to have a little chat with our brothers.” Kayne agrees and I’m out of the room as quick as my feet can take me. Anger, hurt, and betrayal is thrumming through my veins. I need an outlet bad. Siren is sitting at the kitchen table, waiting. Our eyes collide and she offers me a small smile. She knows what it’s like to feel the way I do right now. She knows.
“Blayde, what happened?” Siren asks and stands up.
I reach her in a few quick strides, gathering her into my arms. I just need to hold onto something good right now. Someone who isn’t judging me on my mistakes. Siren wraps her slender arms around my waist and nestles her head onto my chest. I breathe in her Vanilla-Jasmine scent and it calms me down a little. “It didn’t go the way I thought it would. I have to get out of here.” My voice is hoarse.
Siren leans up and kisses my cheek, “Then let’s go.” She leads me out of the kitchen in silence through the living room and out the front door. The sun is rising to the east, casting red and purple hues over the cloudy morning. We reach my bike. This is what I need. How she knows, I have no idea. But I need to feel the powerful beast under me vibrating to life. I straddle my Harley and fire her up. Siren tosses on her helmet and climbs on behind me. I wish things weren’t so complicated right now.
“Take us anywhere you want. I’m with you one hundred percent.” Siren says in my ear. She wraps her arms around my waist and holds on tight. I lift the kickstand, drop the gear into first and we take off down the driveway. My bike vibrates underneath me as I pick up speed. I let all my worries float away as the two of us eat up the pavement into the rising sun. Nothing has ever felt so right having Siren on the back of my bike willingly. It’s a sensation I don’t think I could live without.
After a couple of hours and several miles later, I pull off into a little diner. Siren’s been silent the whole ride. If it wasn’t for her hands roaming up and down my chest, dangerously close to my dick, I would’ve forgotten she was with me.
I turn off my bike, drop my kickstand and tap her leg to get off. Siren climbs off the back of my bike and I immediately miss her warmth plastered to my back, creating a shiver to roll up my spine. I reach into my pocket and grab my cigarettes, lighting one up and offering it to her. She accepts with a smile that takes my breath away. I light up my own and we sit in comfortable silence while we finish.
“Are you hungry?” I ask a few minutes later.
“Getting there. Come on, let’s go inside, get warm, eat and you can tell me what happened.” Siren offers. Always knowing what I need and when I need it. I swing my leg over my bike and stand to my full height. Siren tucks herself into my side and we enter the diner together. The little bell rings when I open the door and all eyes land on us. I lead Siren to a corner booth in the back of the restaurant and we sit side by side, facing the entrance. People go back to eating and chatting once we take a seat, Siren sliding into the booth next to the window. My arm is still around her when the waitress brings us menus and coffee. I flip our cups over for her to fill.
She’s an older lady with silver hair pulled back into a tight bun. Her green eyes are tired but she still gives us a warm smile as she pours our coffee. “Here’s our menu. Don’t have any specials because anything you get is special anyway. Let me know when you’re ready and I’ll place your order, hun.” Her voice was a sweet motherly tone that reminds me of my mom. Making me miss her.
“Thank you,” Siren responds, taking a menu and looking it over. After a few moments, the waitress comes back and takes our order. Once we’re alone, Siren asks the question I’ve been avoiding. “What happened at Church to make you hightail it?”
Swallowing hard, I answer. “I told them about Monica and they had questions I didn’t want to answer. Kayne let me leave and was going to have a chat with them.”
“Blayde,” my name rolling off Siren’s lips makes my heart ache for putting her through the problems I have. She doesn’t deserve my issues. Siren gently places her fingers on my jaw, pulling my head in her direction. “That doesn’t sound like the man you are. What are you afraid of really?”
I open my mouth to respond but no words come out. I try a few times and think about what to say. Looking into Siren’s green eyes, full of trust and concern, I go for it. “I’m not an innocent man by any means. I’ve done shady shit to get the job done. I think… No, I have a feeling in the deep part of my stomach Monica’s disappearance is because of me. She’s living in Venice Beach with a porn star king. I don’t know why or how, but it’s got to have something to do with me. We’re heading there tomorrow and I want you to come with me.”
A smile graces Siren’s lips. “There’s the man I know. Blayde, you’ve never run and hidden from anyone. Don’t let a mistake in your past define you now. That’s not you. You’re a strong, smart, handsome man who’s shown me what it’s like to be courageous. You’ve helped me when I needed it. Focus on what you’ve accomplished, not what mistakes were made in your past. I’m here for you the way you’ve been here for me. I’m not going anywhere anytime soon. You claimed me and now it’s my turn to claim you.” Siren leans in and presses her lips against mine. Our kiss is slow and gentle at first, but then she runs her tongue along the seam of my lips and it turns me on. I open my mouth and deepen our kiss, our tongues battling back and forth. Breathless, I break our kiss and rest my forehead against Sirens. We’re so close our breaths are mingling together.
The waitress approaches our table with our food in her hands. She drops them off with a wink and walks away. We both start eating. In comfortable silence, I find the inner strength I need to get through this. To prove to everyone I’m not a failure. With Siren by my side, I will be able to get through this and finally lay my past to rest and move on with the future.



Chapter 17
Stryker

Blayde and Siren left a while ago and the rest of us are holed up in Church while Kayne rips us a new one. For what? I have no idea because I wasn’t paying attention. My mind keeps wandering to Holly and what she’s doing right now in my house. Is she sleeping in my bed touching herself wishing I was there touching her instead? Is she showering in my marble stand up shower imagining I’m in there with her, licking the water off her succulent body with my tongue? Is she looking through my things trying to uncover any secrets of mine? Is she laying on my dining room table stroking her wet pussy thinking it’s my tongue playing with her clit, inhaling her sexy scent? Fuck me. Now I’m rock hard in a room full of men while Kayne bitches us out. Thinking we aren’t supporting Blayde and his fucked up shit but we do. We all have secrets of our own. Secrets we need salvation from. Blayde’s just happens to be front and center.
“Stryker,” Kayne snarls.
“Yeah, Prez?” I adjust my rock hard dick, cross my arms and shift uncomfortably in my seat. Kayne called me out. Shit.
“Do you have any objection on going to Cali? Are you with us or no?” Kayne’s sitting in his chair at the head of the table. He’s on edge and I see the fury hiding behind his tense body.
“Yeah. I’m in.” I respond uncrossing my arms and setting them on the large oak table. I look Kayne in the eyes. “I won’t leave a brother behind.”
“Good. We roll out in the morning. Boys, take today off and enjoy it before we head out. Our plane leaves at seven a.m.” Kayne slams the gavel on the table and everyone stands up to leave. I follow close behind Ace. Since we’re leaving, some of the guys are talking about having a party. All I want to do is go to my house and see Holly. Give her a farewell fuck before I go. Have her tiny body wrapped around me, riding the fuck out of my dick and using it as her own toy.
I’ve really screwed up with her and I don’t know how to fix it. She doesn’t deserve the fucked up shit I’ve done. I don’t grovel or beg for forgiveness. I am who I am and do what needs to be done, fuck the consequences. And maybe that’s the problem.
“Stryker. You down bro?” Tex asks snapping me out of my head.
“Count me in.” For what? I have no fucking clue again.
I cross my arms over my chest and a scowl etched on my face as I lean against the counter in the kitchen. A familiar giggle pierces the air and drives straight into my heart. Holly’s here now. What the fuck? I thought she was staying at my house for a while longer. There goes my idea on riding over there and fucking her.
Holly breezes into the kitchen with the grace of a ballet dancer or some shit like that and a huge smile on her face. “Hey boys! Are you hungry? I can whip up something quick.”
A round of “yeahs” ring around the room and I’m so fucking pissed right now. I snarl and make eye contact with every single brother out here. Holly isn’t their fucking servant and I won’t have her treated that way. The kitchen quiets down and everyone’s looking at me, including Holly. The smile she was gracing me with earlier disappears as she narrows her eyes.
“Holly isn’t your fucking maid. Make your own fucking food.” I bark. No one says a word or makes a move. “Think I’m fucking joking? Try it and see if I don’t fuck you up with the fork you want to eat from.”
Holly is the first one to make a move. She saunters up to me so close I can smell the shampoo she used before she left my place. I bought some girly things for her if she ever came over. With Holly standing so close to me, my dick is straining against the zipper of my jeans begging for her warm wet pussy. She crooks her slender finger and I bend down so she can reach my ear with her lips. Excitement pounds through my veins making my heart beat hard against my chest. I settle a hand on her waist and pull her against me.
“Stryker,” Holly whispers in my ear. I hold back a groan from the way my name rolls off her lips. “You have no right telling me what I can and cannot do.” She grips my hair with her free hand and pulls. I can’t help but moan in response. Pushing my body against hers, Holly can feel how bad I want her right now. She sucks in a deep breath but continues. “You’ve had your chance with me and fucked it up.”
She releases my hair and pulls my hand gripping her waist away. She steps away from me and starts making food for everyone. She pins me with a look over her shoulder that would have me falling to my knees groveling if it wasn’t for everyone watching us.
I storm from the kitchen and the watchful eyes of every brother in there and slam the back door so hard it vibrates. The cool air nips at my face while I pace back and forth trying to calm the fuck down. Every once in a while I’ll sneak a peek in the window of the kitchen and watch her cook and laugh. Then I’ll need to calm down all over again.
Why do I keep fucking shit up with Holly? Why do I act like an asshole with her and piss her off? Why can’t I be a normal human with other people’s feelings in mind when I shoot my mouth off? Because I’m a fucked up asshole. That’s why. The teasing and taunting of my childhood rear its ugly head. Whispers float around my brain telling me I’m not good enough. I’ll never be good enough. I’ll be just like my father. Just like the man who left me when I was a kid with a woman who never should have had children.
The back door slams shut and the voices quiet down when the one woman who doesn’t know how much she makes them go away steps forward with a plate of food in her hands.
“I thought you’d be hungry.” Holly holds out a plate of food filled with eggs, bacon and sausage and a spoon on top. I cock an eyebrow and take the plate from her tiny hands. Our fingers brush and a shot of fire races up my spine. Holly giggles. “I didn’t want you to fuck yourself up so I brought you a spoon instead of a fork.”
I sit on the wooden swing with my plate and spoon and begin to eat. Holly takes a seat next to me, releasing a deep sigh. “Stryker, you’ve got to stop messing with my head. One day you act all sweet and ready for me. Then the next you push me away. I can’t keep doing this with you. I found all the things you bought me at your house. That’s a sweet thing. Then you act that way inside?”
I stop eating her delicious food and swallow the bite I took, looking at Holly. She has tears swelling in her brown eyes and blinks them away.
“I’m an asshole. I’ll be the first to admit it. I’m trying not to be but I don’t know how to be anything else.” I admit.
“I don’t want you to change who you are, Stryker. I want you to find yourself before we find each other. I found who I am. Now it’s your turn.” Holly leans in and kisses the corner of my mouth. I grip her head in my free hand and rest my forehead against hers.
“You’re right. I’m trying.”
“And I’ll be waiting. But Stryker, find what’s in here.” Holly settles her hand against my chest over my pounding heart. “Then the rest will fall into place.” She stands up and disappears into the house, leaving me alone. I can do it. I know I can. I can do it for her and for me. But first Blayde needs my help.



Chapter 18
Blayde

Riding always clears my head and relaxes my soul. It’s twice as rewarding having Siren snuggled up against my back as the pavement disappears with every mile. Kayne called while we were at the diner and told me that we’re leaving in the morning. I could hear guys in the background raving about throwing a party before we leave. I don’t want to party, but it’s what the guys need to unwind before the shit hits the fan. All I want to do is spend the night with Siren. Worshipping her sleek body with my own.
I pull into the Clubhouse and the sight before me is breathtaking, reminding me why I love this club, these brothers. Why I sacrifice my soul for these men. The sun has risen high in the sky and the air is warm today. There are bikes lined up perfectly side by side in front of the house with an empty spot next to Kayne’s for mine. I roll up and back into my spot. Once I cut the engine, I can hear the deep bass of Nagazi’s metal thrashing music pumping through the sound system. Brothers are coming and going with patch whores wrapped around them giggling. Poison and Siren are the only two Ol’ Ladies we have here so it’s free range on the rest of the brothers. Tonight I will make it official with Siren. I’m going to give her my patch. Then she and Poison will get their Ol’ Lady tattoos from Talon. Poison has been holding off so she can experience it with Siren. It pissed Kayne off but he will do whatever makes her happy. I filled Kayne in on the idea when he called and he said he’ll have everything set up and ready when we get back.
I caress Siren’s knee and she leans into me further, wrapping her arms tighter against my waist stroking her fingers under my cut. My cock is begging for relief, but it will have to take a backseat for a little while.
“Ready?” I ask
“Do I have to kick some ass tonight or will we be able to enjoy the party?” Siren counters.
I look around the house. Some patch whores are watching us with a seductive look in their eyes and others are ignoring us, trying to snag another brother into making them their Ol’ Lady. Little do they understand they’re just there to fill a void most of these guys have. I feel bad, but they knew what they were walking into initially. Siren gets off my bike waiting for me.
“After today, every person here will know that you belong to me. Come on.” I climb off my bike and take Siren’s hand in mine. We walk together into the house and avoid the daggers a few women are throwing her way. I release Siren’s hand and bro hug a few brothers we run into dancing with the patch whores.
The bass pounding through the sound system is intense in this room. The beat thrums through my body. Siren sways her body to the music. Her hips pop to the beat and she runs her hands up her figure into her long hair. It’s a seductive dance made just for me. I approach her and move my body in time with hers. She curves her ass against my dick and sways her body with mine. I wrap my arms around her waist pinning her sweaty body against me. I’m rock hard against the zipper of my jeans and nip at Siren’s neck when she throws her hair off to the side giving me better access. A shudder rips through her body. I lick and bite her neck, trailing hot wet kisses from her ear down. My hands grip her breasts through her shirt and Siren moans, grinding against my cock.
“I have something for you,” I whisper in her ear.
Siren turns around and grinds her pussy on my leg, dancing to the music. “What?” She asks, wrapping her arms around my neck, pulling me against her. I look up and spot Kayne and Poison in their own seductive dance. I nod my head when he looks up and they leave the room. The music turns down to a quiet level and everyone stops dancing and talking, watching us. My heart is beating hard against my chest. Nervous she won’t accept what I’m offering.
“I’ve been waiting for the right woman to come into my life that accepts everything about me. My dedication to the club, my loyalty to my brothers, and most importantly my heart. I’m not an innocent man and I’ll make mistakes, but Siren, will you wear my patch?”
Kayne walks up to us with a leather cut in his hands and holds it out to Siren. She pulls away from me with tears in her eyes. Siren gently takes it and looks it over. Her name is on the left side and Ol’ Lady on the right. On the back is Savage Saints on the top rocker, our club logo in the middle and Property of Blayde as the bottom rocker.
“You’re really serious?”
“Deadly serious. I want to make you my Ol’ Lady and show the world you belong to me and I belong to you. What do you say?”
“Yes. Oh my God, Blayde. Yes.” She slips the leather cut on and throws herself at me, wrapping her legs around my waist peppering my face with kisses. “Yes. Yes. Yes.”
Hoots, hollers and catcalls pierce the room. The brothers congratulate us with Siren still wrapped around me, kissing my face, neck and ears. She’s not letting go and neither am I.
“There’s one more thing, Butterfly.” I hold her body tighter against me.
The look of love and lust fill her green eyes. “What?”
“I want you to get my tattoo on you. Poison said she’s been waiting for me to pull my head out of my ass so you two can do it together.”
Her smile falters a little and I’m freaking out. “I’d love to get your tattoo. But…” Siren trails off.
“But what?”
She graces me with a beaming smile. “You have to get one when we’re done.”
“Deal.” I lean in and kiss Siren. Pouring every emotion I have into the kiss.
Siren pulls away and rests her forehead against mine. “I love you Blayde.”
“I love you too, Siren.” She kisses me again her body still wrapped around me. She moves her hips, rubbing her pussy against my aching cock. A moan rips through my lips as Siren’s tongue battles with my own. I grip her ass tighter, pushing her down onto me. The need to fuck her hard overcomes me but Poison stops us from leaving.
“Girl, we need to get our ink,” she smirks when Siren groans.
“Right now?” Siren pouts against my lips.
“Yes, right now. If I let you leave, you won’t come back.” Siren unwraps her legs from around my waist and I settle her feet onto the ground, still kissing her.
“I’ll be back.” She kisses me one last time. Poison yanks on her arm pulling her away from me.
“You know where to find us.” Poison sings as she leads Siren to the makeshift tattoo room where Talon is waiting for them.
Once they’re out of sight, the music is cranked back up and everyone starts dancing and having a good time again. Kanye approaches me gripping my shoulder. “Rooster found something you need to see before we head out in the morning.”
I follow him into the communications room. Rooster is at the computer again pulling images up on the screens. I close the door behind me blocking out the noise in the other room.
“What am I looking at?” I ask. None of them make sense. Images of a biker gang going in and out of a depleted building stare back at me.
“This is taken three years ago. Do you recognize these places?” Rooster asks.
I stare at the images not recognizing any of them. “No. Why? Where are they?”
He pulls up the last one of a young woman surrounded by bikers. Her shoulder-length brown hair with blonde highlights is hiding her face but I recognize her body anywhere. The bikers are wearing cuts I don’t recognize.
“What does this have to do with Monica?” I’m so confused. She told me nothing about her past when we were together but that she hated Club life. So why am I looking at images of her with bikers?
“It looks like she had a secret life,” Kayne voices.
I step closer reading her body language. She’s comfortable around whoever these guys are. “We never heard about a Club coming into our territory around this time.”
“That’s because they met in areas outside our territory. They stayed under the radar and never crossed the lines.” Kayne confirms.
“Who are they and why does Monica know them?”
“That’s another thing we need to ask her when we go there. This isn’t going to be easy Blayde. If she’s running with these guys, we have to give them a heads up if we cross into their area. I’ve already called Krimson and she’s looking into who they are and will set up a meeting if needed. She’s meeting us at the airport with her crew and taking us to her place first. Then we’ll go from there.”
“Then let’s not cross their territory. Let’s draw Monica to us.” I suggest. Kayne nods his head in agreement.
Shit’s getting real. I’m going to face a ghost of my past soon and all I can think about is why Monica would betray me. Why she would fight me tooth and nail on being in a Club when all along she was cozying up with one? Who is she really? Why did she target me? In less than twenty-four hours I should have my answers. No matter what I have to do to get them, whether blood will be shed, bones will break or she takes her last breath, Monica will give me answers.



Chapter 19
Siren

The constant buzzing of the tattoo gun as it inks my skin is relaxing and peaceful. I love getting tattoos, especially when my head is in a bad place. I can choose what I want and welcome the pain of the needle as it punctures my skin, creating beautiful designs and chasing away the demons shadowing my soul.
When Poison and I came into the makeshift room Talon was set up in, my jaw dropped at the sketches laid out before us. They were both beautifully designed. Poison’s has a purple rose dripping with blood to the left of the Savage Saints logo and Property of Kayne written below in Old English. Above it was The Cleaner written in chiller font.
Mine has a pink and purple butterfly spreading its wings to the left of the Savage Saints logo and Property of Blayde written below in Old English. I don’t have a special role in the Club so I don’t have anything extra above mine.
“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” Poison’s excitement is rubbing off on me. “I’ve been wanting to do this, but I wanted us to have this special moment together as sisters.”
“I have an idea.” I respond. Poison is straddling the chair wearing a black sports bra, Talon has set up in the room. He’s buzzing away on her lower back getting a lot done in the little bit of time. According to her, it’s the best place to put it and the reasons she told me is something I didn’t want burned in my brain but since she said it, that’s all I see.
“What?” Poison asks on a wince. Talon must have hit a muscle on her back the way her face scrunched up.
“You know how the guys have their own brother tattoo’s? What if we get one of our own as sisters?”
“I love it!” Poison jumps a little in the chair.
“Poison for someone who loves inflicting pain on someone, you sure can’t handle a needle very well.” Talon teases.
“Fuck off Talon.” She grumbles and holds back another wince. “What are you thinking we get? I mean we can’t just let the men have theirs. We need ours too.” Poison grits through her teeth.
“Hmm…” I think about it for a moment. “How about an infinity symbol and around the infinity symbol it says we might not share blood but we’ll always be sisters forever.”
“Yes. Let’s do it.” Poison winces again and I try to hold back a laugh. “Talon, when you’re done, can you draw something up and we can get it done when we get back?”
“Sure as long as you don’t cry like a baby again.” He grumbles.
“I’m not crying like a baby. Let me ink you asshole and see how you like it.” Poison sticks her tongue out.
“Poison, where the fuck do you think you can put a tattoo on me? I’m covered head to toe.”
“Your dick, fucker.”
“Like I said,” Talon stops his poking and prodding for a moment and Poison breathes a sigh of relief. “Covered from head to toe.” He smirks at her and goes back to finishing her tattoo.
“Eww gross. I didn’t need that image.” Poison laughs and I join her.
“You’re the one who brought it up.” He shrugs with a smirk on his face.
“Remind me to never engage with him,” Poison hitches a thumb over her shoulder. “Unless I’m positive I want to know the answer.”
“Deal.” I agree laughing.
The room becomes quiet when Talon turns off the tattoo gun. “Ok. Poison you’re done. Remember to keep it wrapped for the next twenty-four hours, apply this ointment every four to six and no direct sunlight for the next forty-eight hours.” Talon tapes it in cling wrap after putting a special lotion on it. His hazel eyes land on me. “Your turn.”
“You enjoy this way too much.” Poison grumbles, standing up from the chair.
“Fuck yeah I do. It’s fun watching big beefy men snivel and cry while getting ink.” Talon laughs while getting fresh needles and gun for me. I straddle the chair Poison was just in and remove my t-shirt. Talon gives off a long, slow whistle. “Damn, girl you have some great detail on these.”
“Thanks. Each one has a meaning behind them.”
“I can see that.” He studies the skulls, crossbones, daisies, roses and Chinese symbols spanning across my shoulder blades and down my spine. “Where do you want yours?”
“On my ribs. Definitely my ribs.” Talon moves his chair and table with him and presses the stencil against my right ribs.
“Here we go. This is going to hurt like an asshole so if you need a break, just say so.” I nod my head and Talon fires up the tattoo gun. The first poke into my skin hurts but I hold back a whimper and relax my body.
After an hour in the chair and Poison and I talking about stories from when we were teenagers, Talon is finished. I almost fell asleep the pain felt so good. I’ve never had a tattoo done in this mindset and it’s more refreshing than I thought.
“You know the drill, Siren. Thanks for visiting Talon’s Tattoos. I make big boys cry.” He offers me a wink and I raise from the chair. My ribs are sore and bruising but I bite back the pain and offer him a smile.
“Thanks, Talon see you in a little while.” While Poison and I were talking, we thought of tattoos for Blayde and Kayne to get. I can’t wait to see their expressions. It’s small and delicate like their Ol’ Ladies. I figured I’d go find my man, fuck his brains out then bring him back down so Talon can enjoy the party for a little while. I know Poison is thinking of the same thing with the dreamy look she has in her eyes when she opens the door.
“There you are,” Kayne lifts Poison off her feet and brushes his lips against hers in a provocative kiss. “Where’d you get it?” He asks, his blue eyes lighting up like a kid on Christmas.
“Take me upstairs and I’ll show you,” she says against his lips. Kayne growls while Poison wraps her legs around his waist and he carries her away.
“Well, that was some show,” Blayde’s deep voice whispers in my ear and a shiver travels down my spine. He grabs my hips and closes the distance between us, pressing his hard cock against the curve of my ass. I try to hold back a moan but Blayde licks my neck and squeezes my nipples through my sports bra. Fire races through my blood and need pools between my legs. I arch my neck to give him better access and rub my ass against his hardness. “I need you right now, Siren.”
The low seductive tone in Blayde’s voice undoes me. I turn and press my body against his, “So take me, Blayde. You already have your ink on me. Mark me and don’t be gentle this time.” Blayde takes my hand and drags me up to his room. Excitement races through my body with the anticipation of what he will do. Blayde closes the door behind us and his big body engulfs mine with one move.
“Do you trust me, Siren?” The deep seduction in Blayde’s voice sends a shiver down my spine.
“With every fiber of my being,” I respond with no hesitation.
Blayde picks me up and lays me on the bed. He removes the rest of my clothes and his. The look of lust in his hooded eyes is my undoing. I yank him down on top of me so the hard planes of his body are flush against my soft curves and kiss him hard. Our tongues battling back and forth. I bite his bottom lip and sooth it with my tongue.
“Take me as yours, Blayde,” I whisper against his swollen lips. Blayde crawls down my body and spreads my legs wide, exposing my pussy for his view. He licks his lips and descends his head. The touch of his hot tongue against my wet folds has me arching my back and a moan escapes my throat. A growl pierces through the bedroom as Blayde feasts on my pussy making my body quiver and bend to his will.
“God, you taste better than you smell,” Blayde growls against my clit. He continues to lick and suck marking me as his. My orgasm builds low in my stomach.
“Fuck Blayde. I’m so close.” I grip his hair and push his face against my pussy, grinding against him, chasing my orgasm. He enters two fingers into my opening and plunges them deep inside. I’m so lost in my own orgasm I don’t feel the cold blade resting against my skin until I’m so far gone to even be worried.
“I’ve got you, Butterfly.” Blayde’s deep voice puts me at ease and I want his knife to pierce my flesh. I need his Savage side to come out and play.
“Mark me, Blayde. Make me hurt and feel good.” The coolness of his blade pierces the skin on the inside of my thigh causing my skin to set on fire. “More.” I moan. Blayde makes another shallow cut on the inside of my thigh while his mouth licks and sucks up the blood trailing down my skin and his fingers dive in and out of my quivering pussy, sending me over the edge of an intense orgasm.
“Fuck me, Blayde.” Blayde makes another small slice against my skin and I’m done for. Even thinking is impossible right now with the way he makes me feel. I peel open an eye and watch him. He has a smirk on his face, his eyes hooded with desire and love. My blood paints his fingers and lips. I want him more than I ever have. His massive cock is resting against his hard abs and I want to touch it, to trail my tongue up and down his hard shaft. Licking and sucking him into my mouth.
“Come here, Blayde.” He crawls up my body, resting what I want between my legs. I hook my legs around his waist and push him on his back. Blayde releases a grunt as I straddle him. I can feel the blood from the cuts slowly dripping down my thigh coating our skin.
“Ride me Butterfly.” Blayde groans and grabs my hips.
“Not yet. It’s my turn.” A look of want flashes in his eyes and it fuels me on. I trail my tongue down his hard abs and trace his tattoos until I reach the spot I want the most. I cup Blayde’s balls with my hand and lick his hard cock. I put him in my mouth and suck hard tasting his pre-cum in my mouth. I groan pushing him in the back of my throat as far as I can go. A gag escapes my lips and Blayde pants, lifting his hips into me. I do this a few more times before I’m lifted off his cock and lick my lips.
“Mmm… I wasn’t done yet.” I pout.
“I can’t let you do that without losing control. I need to feel your pussy wrapped around my dick.” Blayde sits up and kisses me hard. I taste myself on his lips and him on mine. He runs his hands down my body and grips his shaft, tugging it hard. I sit on my knees opening myself to him. His groin and legs are covered in my blood. I look at Blayde and he nods his head. “Yes, Siren. Mark me as yours too.”
I sink down onto him and we both let out low moans. He surges up into me and I push down at the same time. Our bodies slick with sweat and blood, slapping together in sync. He fills me up and we’re making a mess right now but I don’t care. All I care about is making this strong sexy biker unravel under and inside of me. Blayde pushes his hips and thrusts up into me.
“Harder, Blayde.” I moan.
Blayde grabs my long hair and wraps his hands around it, pulling my head back, exposing my throat. The cool blade rests against my throat and my body betrays the fear I should feel but don’t. He makes a shallow nick on my collar bone and moans. “Again,” I pant. Blayde makes another small cut, barely grazing my skin. His other hand has ahold of my hip, gripping it in a bruising force. I move my hips back and forth along his groin creating friction against my clit.
“Fuck, Butterfly. You’re so beautiful covered in your own blood.” Blayde growls against my skin where he made his marks. His cock swells inside of me and I know he’s close. We’re both panting and moaning against each other’s lips.
“Harder, Blayde,” I whimper. He releases my hair and pushes me onto my back. Blayde lifts my legs onto his shoulders and slams into me harder and faster. “Oh God, I’m coming,” I shout. My body tingles from head to toe, my pussy contracts around Blayde’s hard cock and I can’t stop the impending orgasm that rips through my body as he thrusts into me harder and harder, holding my legs onto his shoulders. Blayde releases my legs and surges forth one more time and empties himself inside of me. My body twitches and my pussy grips his shaft riding out the orgasm he just gave me. Panting hard, Blayde rests his head against the crook of my neck and inhales.
“Not so sweet and innocent now, Butterfly. I want to fuck you like that more often.” Blayde grumbles against my skin. “I think you killed me with this sexy, lethal body. I can’t move.”
I laugh against his sweaty skin. “You’re not dead, Blayde. Because if you die on me after that orgasm, I’ll hunt your soul down and resurrect you. Or I’ll just keep you stuffed in the corner and bring you out when I need you.”
“Evil, evil woman. Using me for my body.” I swat his sweaty back with the palm of my hand and Blayde laughs at me.
“You know it big boy. I need to get cleaned up and you have an appointment with Talon.” Blayde pulls his softened cock out of my body and I immediately miss the way he fills me in all the right places.
“Ok, but it better not be too girly or I’ll do it under extreme protest.” I swat his chest, stinging my hand in the process. “Steel baby, in all the right places.” Blayde winks and struts his naked self into the bathroom. I can’t help but watch the way his body moves with grace. I lick my lips and follow close behind admiring his backside covered with tattoos.
A deep sigh of happiness escapes my throat. This is my life. This is what I’ve always wanted and waited for. Just when I felt I’d never find my place here, Blayde swoops in and saves me. He rescued me from myself and all the evil that taunts my soul. With him I’m at peace and nothing or no one will ever take that away from me.



Chapter 20
Blayde

I’m sitting in the chair letting Talon ink my skin while Siren watches. She wouldn’t let me see what she came up with and Kayne and Poison were already gone, so I didn’t get to see what his was. Talon let out a slow laugh while I bitched about it.
The buzz of the gun while the needle pierces my skin over my heart where I told him I wanted it is the only noise in the room. Siren has fire in her eyes and I know that look well. I wink at her and she blushes. After what we did in our room and the shower, you’d think she’d not blush. But that’s not the case with my Butterfly. She’s a secret closet freak and I can’t wait to see what she wants to do next.
“There all done. That wasn’t so bad.” Talon taunts me while he covers it, then gives it a hard slap.
“You motherfucker,” I say through clenched teeth. Talon barks out a laugh and takes care of his shit. With the half hour it took, it’s got to be something small and dainty. Hence the bitching I did earlier. “I can’t wait for someone to come along and put you on your ass Talon. I’ll laugh the whole time, fucker.” I throw my shirt on and stand up.
“Please. The day a woman puts me on my ass is the day hell freezes over. Now I’m going to see what patch whores are left and find me a warm body to sink inside of.” Talon cleans up his tools and exits the room. Now it’s just Siren and me. I crowd her until her back hits the wall.
“What time do we leave in the morning?” She asks, licking her lips.
“We have to leave here at two a.m. to make it to Detroit at five. Steam and the rest of the Detroit Chapter are meeting us at the territory line and escorting us to the airport.” My eyes are drawn to Siren’s lips when she sneaks her tongue out and wets them. A groan escapes my lips but I have other things that need to be taken care of. “With as much as I want to sink deep inside of you again, there are some last minute things that need to be taken care of.” Regret laces my tone but Siren gives me a smile that takes all the regret away.
“It’s fine. The club comes first.” She rests her palm over my heart. “I get it, Blayde. You don’t need to keep feeling guilty for doing what you have to. This here? This means you’re mine. Go do your Club thing and I’ll go pack our stuff.”
I search her eyes for any remorse and find nothing. She gets it. She gets this is my way of life. I take her lips with mine, pinning her against the wall with my body. Siren runs her hands through my hair tugging on the strands. A growl escapes my throat and she swallows it up.
“Later, Butterfly.” I rest my forehead against hers breathing hard.
“Later, Blayde,” she echoes my words back and grins at me. “Now go before I change my mind and hold you hostage.” I release her body from the wall and we walk out of the room. Stryker is sitting alone at the kitchen table nursing a beer in front of him.
“Everything alright, brother?” I ask. He looks up at us and narrows his cold blue eyes in Siren’s direction before looking away.
“Yup.” Stryker answers popping the p.
“I’ll see you later, Blayde.” Siren kisses my cheek and leaves the room.
The bass of the music vibrates against the kitchen walls. I take one chair and flip it around, straddling it. Resting my hands on the back of the chair, I lean forward. “What’s going on? I figured you’d be out there,” I hitch my thumb over my shoulder. “Letting loose with some patch whores.”
Stryker shrugs his shoulders and continues to twist the bottle in his hands. “Nah, not really feeling it tonight.”
“You’ll be OK on this trip? Your head in the right place?”
“It will be. Are you sure about this? Are you sure this is something you want to do?” Stryker looks up and his eyes are assessing me, looking for signs of regret.
“I’m sure. This needs to be done. I can’t move forward in my future with my past looming behind me unanswered.”
Stryker nods his head. “She’s the one, huh? How do you know she isn’t going to be like Monica?” Something in the way he says it makes me think he’s really asking for himself and not me.
“When we’re apart, Siren is all I can think of. When we’re together, she’s front and center. There’s a hole in my chest when I think about all the things that happened to her and I need to shelter her from her pain. Make her smile and laugh. When the right woman comes around, all you want, No, all you need is to make her happy. She has my heart in the palm of her hand and if that makes me a pussy just to see her smile, then I say fuck it. Let me be a pussy. It doesn’t matter what anyone else says or wants. She’s all that matters. And she gets the Club life. She gets the Club comes first and she’s fine with it. She reminds me of it every day. That’s how I know Siren’s the one.” Stryker doesn’t say anything. He has a faraway look in his eyes. One I recognize in myself and I see with Kayne when Poison’s on his mind. I rap my knuckles on the table. “It’s not too late brother. You need to find yourself before you find happiness with someone else.”
“Yeah, I get it.” Stryker stands up and tosses his full beer into the sink. “I’m heading off to bed. I’ll see you in a few hours.” He leaves the room quickly. I release a deep sigh and run my hands down my face. Something’s got to give with him. He has so many emotions bottled up inside and he won’t let anyone in.
Yelling and shouting startle me from my thoughts and I’m up and out of my chair in a flash. My feet are moving quickly into the living room, just in time to see Stryker pinning a prospect against the wall with his forearm pressed against the kid's throat cutting off his air. Holly is standing behind them her brown eyes are wide with fright and she’s trying to talk Stryker down. He growls low in his throat.
“Stryker, please no. He didn’t mean it.” She’s begging him but he isn’t listening. The music is turned down and everyone is standing around watching. Some are afraid to get caught in Stryker’s crosshairs. I spot Kayne moving toward him from the opposite side of the room and I approach too.
“You ever touch, look or think about her again, I will fucking kill you.” Stryker’s deadly whisper floats across the room. Holly grabs his arm, trying to get him to release his death grip on the prospect. The kid’s eyes are huge and he’s gasping for breath.
“I’m sorry.” The prospect’s voice is quivering with fear.
“Stryker,” Kayne says trying to shove himself between the two. “Let him go.”
“He deserves to die for touching what’s mine.” Stryker growls.
“Then get your fucking head out of your ass and fix it. Let him go now.” Kayne’s body is vibrating with fury.
Stryker releases his grip on the prospect's throat and he drops to the ground, gasping for breath. “Keep your filthy hands off Holly. She’s not a fucking patch whore. Respect her or I will break each finger and then your dick. You feel me?” The prospect nods his head quickly and Stryker punches the wall before stalking out of the room. Holly’s in tears standing in the middle of the floor. Poison approaches her but Holly shrugs her off and heads to her room.
“I’ll give her a few minutes and then go check on her.” Poison tells Kayne. The hurt in her hazel eyes doesn’t go unnoticed. He nods his head and kisses her forehead.
“Everyone out. Party’s over.” Kayne shouts. Grumbles and groans fill the air but the patch whores and guests who’ve trickled in quickly grab their things and leave. When Kayne gives an order, you fucking listen or find yourself in a shallow grave. “What is it with these guys? I’ve never seen Stryker act that way before.”
“He’s in love and doesn’t know how to deal with it.” Poison answers.
“What?” Rooster’s taken aback from what Poison said.
She rolls her eyes. “Don’t you see it? He’s in love with Holly but she’s making him work for it. After he was shot, something changed between the two of them and neither one knows how to deal with it. He’s acting worse than before and she’s been hurt both physically and mentally. Holly needs a gentle hand to help her spread her wings and Stryker isn’t gentle. They’ll figure it out someday.” Poison rests her head on Kayne’s chest. “I’m going to check on Holly then try to get a little sleep. You coming?”
“Yeah, babe. Give me a minute to clean some of this mess up then I’ll be up.” He kisses Poison on her forehead again and she heads off to Holly’s room. I watch as she knocks then enters her room. Once she’s out of sight, Kayne releases a deep breath and rubs his hands down the back of his neck. Stress lines are etched deep in his forehead.
“Things will get better. Thank you for doing this with me.” I say to Kayne.
“We’re all here for each other. This is your time to put the past that’s been haunting you for years to rest. You’ve been there for me, now it’s my time to be here for you.”
“I still need to thank you for never giving up on any of us.”
“I will never give up. You guys are my brothers in more ways than one. I’ll lay my life on the line for you and I know any of you will do the same. You’ve already proven that.”
“Always. No matter what we will have each other’s backs.” We clean up some of the mess left behind. Deep in the bottom of my stomach, there’s a feeling I have that things will get worse before it gets better. A sinking feeling this is the calm before the storm.



Chapter 21
Blayde

I’m jolted awake with an elbow jabbing me in my ribs. “What the fuck?” I blink and take in my surroundings. I’m sitting in a row of three seats, my face pressed against the tiny window. We finally made it to our flight early this morning and I must have dozed after the plane took off. Siren is snuggled against my side, batting her eyelashes at me, trying to look all innocent and shit. Duke is sitting next to Siren near the aisle and he shifts uncomfortably in the small space. These planes aren’t made for men our size and I can feel the claustrophobia kick in.
“We're getting ready to land.” Siren is still looking up at me through her long dark lashes, innocence is written all over her face. My ribs will argue her fucking innocence all right.
“I'd say thanks but my ribs won't. Damn, your elbows are boney as fuck,” I answer bringing my lips next to Siren's.
“Ladies and gentlemen, this is your Captain speaking. We are ready for descent. Please stay seated with your seatbelt on until the light overhead turns off. We have reached LAX in record time today. Enjoy your stay and thank you for flying United Airlines.”
I turn my attention to the small window on my right and the scene below me takes my breath away. The sun is shining brightly onto the Pacific Ocean, casting it in deep blues and greens. The shoreline is white with tiny people swimming or sitting on the sand. The plane dips and takes my stomach right with it. I close my eyes and breathe through my nose. Siren is clutching onto my hand hard enough to turn my fingertips white. Only once the plane touches down the runway and comes to a complete stop does Siren release my hand. I shake it to get the blood flow back.
“Sorry,” she mouths.
People move, pushing and shoving their way past us until Stryker, who’s been sitting in the seat behind us stands up. His massive body takes up the whole aisle and no one can get past him. He nods his head to the rest of us and we all get up, taking our bags out of the overhead compartments. Grumbles and groans fill the plane until Stryker glares behind him and levels the people causing issues with a death stare. The plane becomes quiet, only our breathing is heard as we exit into the terminal. Stryker and Butch, being the assholes they are, slow down their pace on the bridge that connects the airport to the airplane so the bitchers behind us can’t sneak past. Kayne, Poison, Siren, Duke, Talon and I are in front.
Once we reach the terminal, Stryker and Butch can’t hold the bitchers back any longer and they speed walk past us grumbling under their breaths. The bright Los Angeles sunlight filters through the skylights as we pass the food courts and TSA. We didn’t have any luggage stored below the plane so we follow the directions to the passenger pick up. Once we’re down the escalators and out the doors, the sound of horns blaring, buses coming and going, and engines revving filter in. The muggy, dry air hangs on my skin. This will take some time to get used too. Not to mention the time zone difference. It was seven a.m. when we left Detroit, the four-hour flight put us at eleven a.m. our time but it’s only eight a.m. California time.
“We can put our colors on once we get to Krimson’s house,” Kayne shouts over the crowd giving us a wide berth on the concrete. I would too if I came across six burly men with pissed off looks on their faces.
When we got to the Detroit airport and parked our bikes in the secured parking garage, we stowed our cuts in our carry on, so we could get through TSA with no issues. They tend to single out bikers.
“Good cause I’m feeling naked and exposed out here without them. Do we have allies from other Chapters?” Stryker asks.
“The Royal Bastards MC. Steam reached out to them and they know our situation. The only problem is I’m not sure how much we can trust them.” Kayne answers.
I spot Krimson heading our way being flanked by her boyfriend, another man with dark skin and dark hair with blonde highlights. “Kayne, she’s here.” I interrupt.
Kayne shifts his body so he can see Krimson coming. People move out of her way, like Noah parting the sea. Her authority and confidence are stunning. Her blonde hair is tied in a messy bun on the top of her head and her long legs are gracefully pulling her toward us. She has on dark jeans and a black and white tank top. Krimson’s boyfriend, Nolan, is shielding her from anyone stepping up behind her on her right side. His brown hair is cropped close to his head in a military cut. He has on jeans and a blue t-shirt, hugging his muscles underneath. Tattoos snake up and down his tanned arms and his whiskey-colored eyes are watching everyone and everything that gets too close. The other man next to Nolan is wearing a black t-shirt and blue jeans. He’s protecting her left side constantly scanning the surrounding area.
Krimson smiles when she reaches us and gives Poison a hug first, then Kayne. “So great to see you again. This is Nolan,” she says smiling at Nolan. “And this is Rush.” Krimson points to the man with dark skin. “Come on, we’re double parked this way and drivers around here are impatient.” Krimson waves to the rest of us and we all follow her to the three cars parked at the end of the passenger pick up. “Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the City of Angels. Climb aboard and we’ll get you to your destination in top speed.” There’s a glint in her brown eyes when she opens the driver’s side door of her silver Shelby GT 500. Nolan climbs into the driver’s side of a black Dodge Challenger SRT Hellcat. The other guy, Rush, stands by a dark blue Nissan GTR.
After stowing our bags in the trunks of the cars, Kayne, Poison and Stryker climb into Krimson’s car. Me, Siren and Butch climb into Nolan’s car and Duke and Talon climb into the third car. Apprehension sits in the pit of my stomach when I get in the cramped back seat with Siren.
“Don’t worry, Krimson will look out for you guys,” Nolan states as he fires up the Dodge Challenger and follows Krimson out of the airport. “Noah got you all some bikes to ride while you’re out here. Krimson insisted to help make you feel at home. I know this isn’t a vacation trip, but you should find time to check out the beaches and familiarize yourselves with the area. I recommend staying off the 405 during rush hour. Oh, and lane splitting is legal out here.” Nolan grins but there’s a warning in his eyes.
“Spit it the fuck out,” I grumble from the back seat, keeping my eyes on Nolan.
He narrows his whiskey-colored eyes in the rearview mirror. “If she gets hurt because of you, I will fucking end you. I don’t know you, nor do I trust you. But Krimson does. Remember I have a reach in every corner of the US and if you try to hide, I will find you.” Nolan’s jaw ticks as he speaks. He grips the steering wheel tight and I can hear the leather cover creak under his hands. He shifts the car smoothly and guns the gas, throwing me back in my seat. We’ve got to be going around eighty miles an hour.
“Noted and stored away. I’m not out here to cause Krimson any problems. She helped us when we needed her in Michigan and now she’s helping again. I’d rather not involve her or anyone else in this fucked up shit, but Kayne insisted she know.” I break eye contact with Nolan and look out the window, watching the scenery fly past us.
“Tell me what you’re trying to do. Maybe my guys can help,” Nolan offers, speeding up even more.
“I’d rather not but since you’re here, you should know.” I watch the palm trees and desert speed past us in a green and brown blur. Siren squeezes my hand offering me support and comfort. I squeeze it back. “Four years ago I met this girl named Monica. We were dating on and off for a year. She kept begging me to leave the Club and it caused more fights than I want to remember. I’m loyal to my patch and family. The last night I saw her alive, we had another fight. The next day I went to break things off with her only to find her apartment ransacked and blood everywhere. She disappeared without a word. It’s been haunting me ever since. Rooster found her out here living the high life with some porn star king in Venice Beach. I need answers to why her apartment was coated in blood and why she left before I can move on.”
Nolan downshifts with ease and turns onto a long winding driveway set off the main road. He pulls his car behind Krimson’s and turns it off. He shifts in his seat, looking straight at me like he can see into my soul. “Are the answers you’re looking for that important? Is it worth dragging up and rehashing or should it stay buried in the past?”
It’s like he knows something I don’t. There’s a haunting look in his whiskey eyes that I’m familiar with. “You’ve been in my shoes before.” I state. Nolan nods his head and climbs out of the car. I follow with Butch and Siren close behind. “What did you do?”
Nolan’s jaw tightens before he answers. “I did what you’re doing. Only thing is I didn’t have a choice. You do, Blayde. You have a choice to let it stay in the past or face it head on.”
“I’m facing it. I need answers and if this is where the help stops, I won’t hold anything against you. My hands are stained and my soul is damaged. I’ve killed for less and this bitch will answer for the damage she’s done.”
“Are you sure she’s the one that caused the problems?” Nolan asks.
Everyone is gathered around us, watching and waiting. No one knows what I know and it’s a secret I’ve held close to my chest. It’s what fuels me on to be the asshole I know I am. To do the things I’ve done, the lives I’ve taken. The betrayal she’s caused no one knows about. Not even Kayne. I’ve kept this secret buried inside of me for the past four years. It’s my secret and if I can keep it, I will.
“I’m positive.” I avoid looking at Kayne or Siren and cast my eyes down onto the driveway. He’s going to have tons of questions I don’t want to answer.
“Blayde, what aren’t you telling me?” Kayne asks.
“Nothing.” I answer quickly.
“Fine,” Kayne growls low in his throat. “If whatever you’re not saying causes any deaths, the blood is on your hands, brother.”
“My hands are already stained,” I declare holding them up. “I sink my blade deep into human flesh, cut people to pieces and I enjoy it. If that makes me fucked up, then so be it. Monica has done enough damage and I want to end this. I want to put the past to rest and move on.”
Krimson approaches us and steps between Kayne and me. “Let’s take this inside. My house might be secure but any and all conversations should be within the walls not out here.”
I grab mine and Siren’s bags out of the car and stomp up the driveway onto a back porch. There’s a huge deck looking over the ocean with a pool right in the middle. Pissed off and agitated, I don’t even bother to check out the scenery surrounding me. I follow Krimson inside. She leads me up a set of metal open stairs onto the second floor.
“This is your room.” She twists the doorknob and opens the door. “Don’t worry about bunking with anyone. I have enough rooms here for all of you.”
“Just me and Siren in here will be good. Thanks.” I answer.
“I’ll leave you to it then.” Krimson turns to leave but shifts back around. “For whatever it’s worth, I’ve been in your shoes. Thinking I could protect those around me with my secrets. Turns out it hurt them and myself in the long run. Don’t hide from your past, Blayde. You’re smarter than that.” With those parting words, Krimson leaves the room and my mind is running a million miles an hour. She’s right, I should come clean with the last secret, but now isn’t the time. If it comes down to it, I’ll tell Kayne but not right now. There’s no need for him to know.



Chapter 22
Siren

Blayde’s hiding something again and I don’t know what to do. I watch him as he follows Krimson into the house and disappears without a word to anyone. His shoulders are tense and the scowl on his face is heartbreaking. He hasn’t had it easy and I hope he gets the answers he’s searching for soon. I don’t know how much longer he can take this without snapping.
“He’ll be OK. I promise,” Poison slings her arm around my shoulders and leads me to the back deck. The sun is rising behind us, casting the Pacific Ocean in a beautiful mix of purple and red hues. There’s a chill in the air and a shiver rolls down my spine. I walk to the edge of the deck and lean over the iron railing separating me from the sand and the ocean below. The waves crash against the shoreline drowning out my thoughts. I need to keep a clear head and help Blayde.
I watch as the sand shifts with the waves, changing each grain, never to be the same again. Kind of like my life. Events that happened over the years changed me. With each good or bad thing that happened to me making me the way I am. But with Drex dead, my mom getting the help she needs and my father watching from the shadows, I can breathe easier. I feel like the sand. When the tide drifts away, a new shape takes form. A new start until something tries to pull me under and I vow to myself right here, right now, as I watch the sand take on a new form, I won’t let it pull me under anymore. I will be strong. I will be ready. I will be ruthless.
A movement to my right catches my attention. A young man and a woman are walking together up the beach. They’re laughing as they dodge the water’s edge, her arm wrapped around his. Once they reach the spot I’m at, they wave. My fingers curl around the iron railing, the coolness biting into my skin. I don’t wave back. I watch them as they come around the deck and up the stairs. The woman is talking really fast in Spanish and the guy is laughing at what she’s saying. The hairs on the back of my neck stand on edge as they approach me.
Krimson comes out of the house with Nolan hot on her heels, slamming the door behind them. “What are you guys doing here?” She asks.
“We wanted to meet your guests,” the woman says with a thick Spanish accent. “Dios Mios, my God. Do all bikers look like you?” She fans herself as she winks at Stryker and Kayne. Poison is standing next to Kayne curling her fingers into fists at her sides.
“Hotflash, you can’t say stuff like that to strangers. Now control yourself.” Krimson turns her attention to Kayne, Poison and Stryker. “Ignore Hotflash. She doesn’t know a filter. You should have seen her when Nolan and his men first arrived. She planted her ass on the couch for days and refused to leave.”
“Hermana, don’t be spilling my secrets.” Hotflash says with a smile. Her dark curly hair whipping wildly around her face and she tries to calm it but it’s no use. It keeps hitting the guy standing next to her in the face. He has a lip ring and an eyebrow ring. His face has a couple days of stubble making him look handsome with a hard edge. His blonde hair is a stark contrast to his tanned skin. “I’m harmless, really. And by the look on your face,” she points to Poison, “I’d guess you want to rip me apart. It looks like you can do it too with no remorse. No worry, I don’t want your man. I just like to enjoy the views. How can you not, no?”
That has me releasing a deep chuckle and Hotflash spots me, smiling back. “She has a point. I remember the first time I saw these guys. I thought for sure my eyes were going to pop out of my head and my tongue was permanently on the floor. Relax Poison, she’s harmless.” Poison doesn’t say a word, she narrows her hazel eyes at the both of us. If looks could kill, we’d both be six feet under. Kayne wraps his arm around her slender shoulders and whispers something in her ear. Her body relaxes a little and she smirks.
“I’m Redline. It’s good to officially meet you guys.” The guy with blonde hair says. He sticks his hand out to Kayne and Kayne accepts.
“Kayne. This is my Ol’ Lady Poison. That’s Stryker, behind you is Siren. Blayde, Butch and Duke are in the house.” Kayne exchanges greetings.
“There are more of you?” Hotflash’s brown eyes almost pop out of her head.
“Hotflash,” Krimson hisses. “Control yourself. Isn’t Ashton supposed to be calling you soon?”
Hotflash’s smile fades, something like hurt flashes across her face before she masks it. “When he finds the time. Whatever. What can we do to help?”
The back door slams shut. Blayde comes storming out of the house and straight at me. The look in his eyes is murderous. I swallow hard at his approach, never dropping eye contact. He cages me in against the iron railing, his lips less than an inch away from my ear. “I told you no dainty shit.” He growls low. His hot breath fans against my face and my body quivers with need.
“It’s not dainty. It’s my representation of us.” My fingers clutching the hoodie he has on pulling him closer to me, I look into his blue eyes. The storm raging behind them takes my breath away. Everything and everyone else falls away when Blayde graces me with a beautiful smile.
“It does, thank you.” His lips crash down onto mine. I part them with no hesitation as Blayde attacks my mouth. Our tongues battling back and forth. I clutch his sweatshirt tighter, pulling his hard body against my soft one. A moan rips from my throat as his hands palm my ass, pushing me against the hard bulge in his jeans. My legs are trembling with need and my panties are wet from one kiss. It’s been too long since he’s been inside of me and I want him now. A throat clears behind us, breaking our little bubble we’re in and I sigh against Blayde’s lips. “Later, Butterfly. I will devour this pussy until you’re a quivering mess begging for more.”
“Blayde, we need to roll out. Do some recon in the area before it gets too late.” Kayne speaks up over the roar of the ocean.
I almost forgot what we were doing here and reality comes crashing down around me. I release a shaky breath. “Do you want me to go with you or stay here?”
“Stay here for now. I don’t want to put you in any more danger.” His eyes are soft when he says this. It’s not personal toward me. He really doesn’t want me hurt. “I’ll be back soon. Go take a shower and a nap. I’m not letting you sleep tonight.” The promise behind his words has my body on fire.
“You better come back to me in one piece,” I concede. I have to choose my battles wisely and this isn’t one of them. I’m worried about him going deep into the porn section of Venice Beach, but If I fight him on this, it’ll only distract him from what needs to be done.
“Butterfly, you’ve branded me. My heart and my body. I’ll be back and when I am, you better be ready to submit. Now I need to go and get this shit taken care of. I love you.”
“I love you too,” I answer. He presses his lips against mine in a sweet kiss.
Blayde turns his head toward everyone. “Colors or no?”
Kayne shakes his head, “Too risky right now.”
“Copy that Prez.” Blayde turns back to me, his muscular body covering mine. “I’ll be back, Siren. I promise you.” He kisses me one last time then turns to leave. I wrap my arms around my waist, watching his backside retreating away from me. He’s wearing a pair of low cut jeans hanging off his slim waist, a Savage Saints hoodie and riding boots. Blayde looks hot as hell and he’s all mine. He stops at the edge of the deck, looks back at me and offers me a sensual wink before he disappears around the side of the house with Kayne, Stryker, Nolan and Krimson following behind.
“Dios Mios, girl you’ve got a keeper.” Hotflash mumbles standing next to me.
“Yeah, I know. Now all I can do is pray to the biker Gods that he comes back to me in one piece.” I agree. I hear the distinct sound of Harley’s firing up around the corner and listen until they grow quiet in the distance.
Poison crosses the deck and stands at my other side, “He’ll come back. That man has it bad for you.”
“Why didn’t you go with them?”
“I told Kayne this job was theirs to handle. If he needs a Cleaner, I’ll be there in a flash. But you need me here more.” Poison loops her arm through mine and pulls me toward Krimson’s house. “Come on, you need some pampering before they come back. I feel like I’ve been neglecting you.” Poison looks over her shoulder to Hotflash. “You can come too, but if you say one more word how hot my Prez is, I will cut out your tongue.” She gives Hotflash a smile to take the bite out of her words, but I know she means it. I’ve seen what she’s capable of.
“Hot and feisty, I love it. And yes, someday my tongue will get me in trouble.” Hotflash says sliding up next to Poison. “No offense to either of you ladies. You look like you can do some damage to a person.”
“They don’t call me The Cleaner for nothing,” Poison winks at Hotflash and her petite nose scrunches up in confusion. “My job is to extract information in a not so pleasant way. I clean up what they can’t get done.”
The moment Hotflash figures out what Poison is talking about is priceless. Her smile drops and her small body grows tense. “Do I have to worry?”
“Only if you keep ogling my man. I’ll let it slide this time but be warned I don’t do second chances.”
“Noted, now let’s get pampering.” A smile lights up Hotflash’s face and I relax a little. This little Latino woman knows how to put a room at ease. I’m still worried about Blayde but I trust he will handle his business the way it needs to be done and come back to me in one piece. I need him to come back.



Chapter 23
Blayde

The California sun is beating down on the pavement as I shift gears on the new sleek black Harley Davidson Ultra-Limited Special Edition this guy Noah got for us. Kayne is in front of me, leading the way. I’m on his nine and Stryker is on his three. Krimson and Nolan are following us in her silver Shelby GT-500.
These guys are thinking I’m fucking nuts for wanting to do this, but they don’t know the whole truth. They know of our fights to leave the club but they don’t know why. I’ve never told them why she wanted me to leave and I hope I never have to. If Kayne discovers why it will push him over the edge and there will be no stopping him when we get back to Michigan. That’s what worries me the most. That he’ll never forgive my betrayal.
We’re getting close to Venice Beach. Kayne signals to turn into a gas station on our right and we follow suit. Women are walking around in bikini tops and short shorts, some guys are wearing board shorts and barefoot, watching us pull in. Our bikes draw a lot of attention and that’s what I want. I want our presence known. That the Savage Saints MC are here and we will wake up the whole fucking neighborhood.
Kayne pulls into a parking spot to the left of the gas station and turns his bike off. Stryker and I do the same. Krimson pulls in next to us, getting out of her car. Kayne lights a cigarette and exhales before he speaks. “Are you sure about this Blayde?”
“Positive.” I answer. My fingers clench into fists at my side as I stay seated on my bike.
“What is it about her that has you traveling all the way across the country? There’s something you’re hiding from me and I’m really starting to lose my cool about it.” Kayne stares at me.
I’m at an impasse. I should tell him, but I know what it will do to him if I do. I remain quiet, staring through my sunglasses watching the traffic go by. With a deep sigh, Kayne flicks his cigarette and takes off his sunglasses, pinching the bridge of his nose. “Look, Blayde. I’m struggling to hold it together. I’m trying to figure out why you want to do this and with you remaining quiet I’m being forced to call Steam and Kick. You either tell me now, or one phone call will tell me everything. I can’t trust a brother who hides shit from me.” Kayne takes his phone out of his pocket and stares me down. “What’s it going to be? Their version or the truth. You know they twist things to their advantage.”
My heart is pounding in my chest. He’s forcing my hand and I have no choice anymore. I have to tell him what happened.
“It’s not something I’m proud of. It’s something you will never forgive me for.” I answer, staring straight ahead. Kayne puts his phone away and listens.
Taking a deep breath, I steady my heart rate and open my mouth. “I didn’t meet Monica by chance. I was on a job for Steam and she was there. I was doing jobs without you knowing for about a year. Once I found what I was capable of, I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to stop. I enjoyed sinking my blade deep into an unsuspecting victim. I still do.”
“One night I was at a strip club watching my mark. He was a wealthy businessman, cheating on his wife with one of the dancers. His wife was the one to call Steam and ask for help. She found out her husband couldn’t keep his dick in his pants and asked if we’d take care of it. I was only supposed to fuck the guy up. Make it so he would think twice about sticking his dick in holes he shouldn’t be. Only thing was, I was naïve, I believed what Steam told me about this guy. It wasn’t the truth. There was an ulterior motive I didn’t see until it was too late.”
~~~~~
I’m hiding in the shadows of the strip club deep in the heart of Detroit. I arrived early to get a spot where my mark won’t see me coming. I watch him as he enters the club wearing a three-piece suit. The arrogance rolling off him in waves. He sits in front of the stage and gives the scantily dressed waitress a wink and a slap on the ass, placing his order. A few men join him and together they grope and fondle the dancer performing. Bile rises in my stomach the way his hands roam over the women and the way they eat up his attention.
He shifts slightly in his seat, his brown slicked back hair set to perfection. This pretty boy with loads of money won't know I’m coming for him until it's too late. Holding my temper in check, I wait. The beat of the next dance music filters through the speakers, causing my body to vibrate. A woman with brown hair with blonde highlights makes her way onto the stage, dressed in a see-through white mesh dress, red hooker boots and her lips are painted crimson red. She spots my mark sitting center stage and their eyes lock. She moves her hips to the beat of the music, seductively dancing for him and him only. She wraps a long, lean leg around the pole next to her and flips upside down, her skin tight dress rides up on her thighs, revealing creamy white skin. Once she slides down the pole, she slides the zipper of her dress down letting it pool at her feet. Running her hands through her hair, she catches the dress on the tip of her toe and flings it at my mark. He catches it and holds it against his crotch, rubbing it on the hardness being contained by his expensive dress pants. Hoots and hollers ring through the club as the dancer’s set is done and she crawls her way off the stage, giving my mark the signal to follow her.
He looks around and excuses himself from his friends. They wave him off as he stands up, adjusting his suit. My mark makes his way in the direction the dancer went in, bypassing the bouncers on the way. He ducks out of sight and now's my chance. I stand up and stay in the shadows, sneaking my way towards the back, where the private rooms are set up.
I spot my mark head into the farthest door on the right. I stay next to the walls, walking toward the room. I pass four other doors and the sounds coming from inside make me want to slaughter them all. My body is trembling with rage. Shouts, moans and screams pierce the darkness surrounding me, fueling me on to finish this job.
I reach the door they went into and listen. Grunts and groans come from the other side of the door and I slip inside. The sight before me sends my blood into fury as my mark has the dancer on her knees, naked, her hands are tied behind her back and he's ramming his dick into her mouth while he grips her hair, forcing her to take his cock into the back of her throat. He moans loudly, gearing up for release.
“Suck it now or I won’t let you come, bitch.” He grunts between thrusts, his pants are around his ankles. Tears are streaming down her face, dripping down her chin as she fights to breathe. Asshole grips her tit with his free hand and thrusts his hips forward hard causing her to gag. She spots me and the relief on her face moves me. I sneak up behind him and grab his throat with one hand.
“Make a sound and I’ll rip your dick off and shove it down your throat,” I growl low in his ear. “Let her go. You and I have business to take care of.” He releases the dancer and she falls back on her ass, sobbing with relief. “Come here and I’ll cut your ties,” my voice is gentle with her. She hesitates, looking up at my mark with fear in her brown eyes.
“What he wants won't matter in a little while.” The conviction in my tone has her moving. She struggles to stand but I’m not letting go of his throat to help her up. I feel him swallow hard against my grip.
The dancer slowly walks in our direction when I slip my butterfly knife out of my pocket and flick it open. She turns around and I slice through the binds with a flick of my wrist. “Thank you,” she whispers into the darkness.
“Get your clothes and get out. Don't speak to anyone. If anyone stops you, you don’t know shit. Get out and far away from here. This is your only warning.” She nods her head and wipes the tears from her eyes.
“What are you going to do?” The dancer asks.
“Nothing you need to worry your pretty little head about. Now go.” I demand.
“Wait. I know his secrets. Meet me outside the club when you’re finished.”
“Why? What happens here doesn’t concern you.”
“Because I know who you are. Trust me, like I trusted you to not harm me, please.” She pleads.
I don’t know what or why but I agree. I give her a slight nod of my head and she disappears out the door quickly closing it behind her.
“You’re making a big mistake. Do you know who I am?” His bottom lip quivers.
A sneer graces my face. “I know exactly who you are, Senator Graham. Which is why my Prez doesn’t want you dead. Just injured. And you will do exactly what we want or I’ll be back and you won't be breathing.” I deliver a harsh blow to his kidneys, knocking the wind out of him. Senator Graham crumbles to the dirty floor. “You think you’re a big bad ass?” I grab his slicked-back hair and yank his face up. “Can’t command someone to bend to your will unless they’re a woman?” I slam my fist into his face. The crunch of bone against my knuckles sends a spark through my blood. Senator Graham's nose bleeds down his crisp dress shirt and he blubbers like a baby. I bring my fist down again to the side of his face, delivering another harsh blow. He collapses onto the ground, curling up into a little ball.
I step my heavy riding boot onto his hand, sprawled on the floor and grind the heel in hard. He shrieks like a little girl. His pants are still down and I flip him over onto his back. I flick my knife open with one hand and bring it inches from his withering dick. I put my knee into his stomach so he can’t move.
“Remember my warning. You ever lay another hand on a woman forcefully, this,” I slide my knife against his disgusting dick and press into it, watching blood seep out while he snivels and cries. “won't ever work again. When Steam calls, you better do what he says or you won't be breathing.” I slice a deep cut into the inside of Senator Graham's thigh, sinking deep, but not enough to kill him. 
“I got it. Just stop, please. Stop.” Senator Graham begs.
“Did they beg you to stop?” I look into his disgusting eyes and see the fear radiating from them. “Didn’t think so.” I slide my knife from his lower abdomen all the way up to his left breast. Blood blooms from my cut. The sounds of metal ripping flesh is music to my ears. My heart beats hard against my chest and my mind is free from the monster always trying to break free. This is what I’m destined to do. This is who I am. 
~~~~~
I’m brought back to the present by the sound of horns blaring from the traffic on the street. I lift my eyes toward Kayne. He has a slight tick in his jaw and his nostrils are flaring. “Why did Steam want him and what does this have to do with Monica?”
Ignoring the first part of the question, I answer the second. “The woman in the club was Monica. I saved her life that night and now she's running with this porn star asshole.”
“Why did Steam want the Senator alive?” Kayne grits out through clenched teeth.
“Because he wanted power in his pocket. To do what he wanted without anyone looking at him.”
“Why…” Kayne's at his limit and the look he's throwing at me tells me I better fess up before he decides to kill me.
“Because Senator fucking Graham had your dad killed. He tried doing what I did and ended up dead!” I shout. Relief fills my body finally telling the secret I’ve carried for the past four years. “Fuck! I tried to tell you so many times. When I met Monica in the alley after I was finished, she told me what Graham did. She had proof and everything. Each time I found the courage to let the secret out, fucking Steam would put a gag order on me. Threatening my mom. Threatening my dad. Threatening you. Said you can have an accident at any time if I told you.”
I see the moment Kayne loses control. The moment he's beyond reach. The fury vibrating off his body, the hard glint in his eyes, turning the soft blue into ice. He narrows his eyes in my direction and he's up and off his bike in a flash. Before I can react, Kayne's on me, gripping my throat with his bare hands. Stryker tries stepping between us but I shake my head the best I can.
“No. Let him. I deserve everything he gives me.” My voice is rough and raw under Kayne's grip. I plead with my eyes to see I’m not the enemy. White spots don my vision, my lungs are burning from the lack of oxygen. Everything turns fuzzy and my ears ring. Suddenly Kayne's grip on my throat loosens and I cough and gasp fighting to fill my lungs with oxygen.
“Fuck!” Kayne roars. I know his anger is in the right place aimed at me, but it still fucking hurts. It hurts a lot. “We're paying Steam a visit when we get back. This is far from over.”
I nod my head still trying to draw a deep breath. “I know and I’m sorry for keeping this from you for so long. I tried to tell you so many times and then days passed into months then turned into years.” Tears burn the back of my eyes and I blink them away. “It's all my fault, I’ll take whatever punishment you think I deserve.” I hang my head, waiting for Kanye to strip me of my patch and ranking.
“That’s not necessary. You’ve punished yourself long enough.” Kayne's words surprise me and I’m caught off guard.
“Wait. What? Why?” I ask, flabbergasted.
“I know Steam and I know how he works. That motherfucker will answer for what he’s done to me, to you and to anyone else he’s controlled.” Kayne steps up next to me and stares down at me gripping my shoulder. “If you ever withhold anything else from me, I will end you.” A promise he will keep passes his lips.
“I’m sorry Kayne. I really am.”
“I know and I’m sorry too.”
“What are you sorry for? You didn’t do anything to apologize for.”
Kayne looks out into the traffic passing us by before answering me. “I’m sorry I let Steam come between us and I’m sorry for allowing him to use my best friend for his own sick reasons and not seeing it.” He walks to his bike and straddles it, slipping his helmet on his head. “Let’s go and get whatever it is you’re looking for out of this.”
He fires up his bike and I follow. Krimson pulls out into the busy street blocking traffic so we can all go together. Drivers honk their horns impatiently, but Krimson holds her place as we swing out onto the street and she follows close behind, keeping everyone off our ass. After a few minutes, we arrive at the corner of Pacific Ave and Sunset Ave. Kayne signals to turn left onto Sunset and parks across the street from the non-descript white washed building. I pull in next to him and Stryker on the other side. Krimson and Nolan park in the spot next to me.
People are walking up and down, not a lot of foot traffic but enough to make me nervous if things go sideways. We sit and watch the building for any signs of life.
“What’s the plan?” Krimson asks, leaning against the hood of her silver Shelby. Nolan is next to her, crossing his massive arms over his chest, staring at us.
“We wait a few more minutes until someone comes out, then we sneak in and find Monica.” Kayne answers.
The hot sun is beating down causing me to get warm enough to shed my sweatshirt. Removing my helmet, I slide my Savage Saints sweatshirt over my head and put it in my saddle bag. A light breeze picks up and the salty smell of the ocean fills my nose. I watch Stryker and Kayne do the same, removing their Savage Saints sweatshirts and stowing them away. Kayne slips his sunglasses back on and watches the building. A man comes out the door, slamming it behind him. His brown hair is slicked back, he has on a white wife beater tank top, a pair of stone-washed jeans and several gold chains hang around his neck. He looks left then right, not even looking in our direction. The sleaze ball walks left toward the ocean.
“What’s over that way?” Kayne asks Krimson.
“The Venice Beach boardwalk. By the looks of him, I’d guess we have about twenty to thirty minutes before he comes back.” Krimson answers.
Kayne looks over to me, “It’s now or never.”
I nod my head and climb off my bike. “Let’s do this.” I lead the way to the building and try the steel door. It’s locked. I bend down, retrieving my lock picking kit out of my back pocket. Kayne, Stryker, Krimson and Nolan create a semi-circle around me, letting me do my work. Once I have the tools in the right place and feel the tumbler inside give way, I open the door, stepping inside. Everyone follows me and once the door closes behind us, we’re plunged into darkness. I can hear Krimson whispering something to Nolan as we walk down the narrow hallway, but I can’t hear what they’re saying. My focus is on the dirty, dingy hallway in front of me. We come to a set of concrete stairs and walk up them. Once we reach the top, music is filtering to the right and I follow it. There are doors on either side of us, but they’re not being used. I try each one as we pass and they’re locked. I come to the last door on the left and the music is louder.
“This is it,” I whisper, standing against the wall next to the door.
“Last chance. Are you sure about this?” Kayne whispers back.
“Positive.”
“Alright. Do your magic. We’ll keep watch.” Kayne answers.
I bend down and fumble with the lock pick set a couple of times before the tumblers move and the door swings open. Not even bothering to look around, I step inside with Kayne, Stryker, Krimson and Nolan close behind. Wild kinky music vibrates around inside my skull before I hear grunts and moans come from the back of the apartment. I head that way with a fast pace. Once I reach the closed bedroom door, I grab the gun from my hip and pull it out, just in case. With my finger on the trigger, I kick the door open splintering it from the frame. A naked woman screams trying to cover herself up and a naked man jumps up looking around for an escape. I quickly glance around the room taking in the filming setup pointed at the bed before moving in fast. Grabbing the naked man trying to escape by the hair I hold the gun against his head forcing him on his knees.
“What the fuck!” I hear a familiar voice screech from behind me. The music is turned down and now I can feel the rapid beat of my heart against my chest. Heels click on the hardwood floor until two tiny blood red shoes are in my line of sight. “Blayde? What the hell are you doing here?” Monica asks.
“I’m here for answers,” with my gun still pressed against the guy’s head, I look up from the man I grabbed and stare Monica in the eyes. She’s wearing a pair of black dress pants, a flowy red dress shirt and her hair’s pinned up on top of her head. She’s scowling at me.
“What kind of answers?” She looks really confused as to why I’m here.
I press the gun tighter against the man’s head, “First off, what the fuck are you doing in the porn industry? Second, why did you leave without a word and third, what was with the blood all through your apartment?”
“Ok, Ok. Let’s talk,” Monica puts her hands up, palms out. “Let James go and I’ll explain. There’s so much you don’t know.”
“Oh you mean the biker gang you were meeting with behind my back?” I growl. Her eyes widen in surprise. “Yeah, I figured that out too. So, start talking or his blood is on your hands.”
“It’s not what you think,” Monica’s voice trembles. She releases a deep sigh. “They found me in Detroit and dragged me back here.”
“The whole time you were trying to get me to leave mine and you’ve been involved in one. Are you fucking kidding me?” I roar. I’m beyond pissed. I’m so angry red clouds my vision. The man I’m holding at gun point snivels. “You disgust me. After what I did for you with Senator Graham and that’s how you repay me?” I release the naked guy and shove him away. He scurries past Kayne and Stryker, grabbing his clothes along the way.
Kayne steps up to him with a glint in his ice-blue eyes, “You don’t know anything, see anything or hear anything. If you so much as breath any of this, I will pay you a visit and you won’t enjoy my own little porn shoot.” The man named James nods his head in rapid succession. His eyes ping-ponging between Stryker who moved in behind him and Kayne who’s not giving him any breathing room. “Good. Now get gone and don’t come back. Keep fucking whores and your dick will fall off.” James scurries past them like his ass is on fire and leaves the apartment.
Monica tries to sneak around me but the clicking of her heels on the floor alerts me. I swing my gun in her direction so she’s staring down the barrel. She doesn’t even bat an eye. “You’re such a lying bitch. Tell me why I shouldn’t end you right here, right now.”
“Because if you kill her, I’ll have to kill you,” a deep voice booms from the doorway behind Krimson and Nolan. Kayne and Stryker spin on their heels pulling their guns out simultaneously. I can’t see who answered and I don’t take my eyes off Monica. Relief and something I’ve seen on Siren’s face when she looks at me pass when she hears the loud voice. “Now, let’s talk like rational human beings without bloodshed and get this shit settled.”
“Who the fuck are you?” Kayne growls.
“Name’s Xander. I’m the V.P. of The Royal Bastards MC. Los Angeles Chapter and you currently have my Prez’s sister held at gun point. Now put down the weapons and let’s have a chat.” I get a good look at Xander when he steps into the room. He’s around my height with tattoos and muscles bulging out of the cut he’s wearing. His blonde hair is shoulder length and a light goatee covers his strong face. His green eyes are aimed right at me still holding my gun on Monica. Kayne nods his head and I put my gun away. “Good, now let’s settle this.”
“I’ve already asked her what I want to know and she’s avoided the questions,” I say to Xander.
“Hello, I’m right fucking here,” Monica’s annoyed.
“Shut the fuck up, Monica. Let the men talk.” Xander snarls and Monica scowls. She crosses her arms, lets out a huff and sits on the edge of the messy bed.
“This is fucking bullshit. Don’t shush me. Who the hell do you think you are?” Monica pouts.
“I’m the V.P. You respect me or I’ll put you in your place.” Xander’s voice is low. He’s at his limit with her and I know how that feels. I can’t help but release a deep chuckle.
“What’s so funny, Blayde?” Monica spits my name out like it’s a disgusting piece of food. Any other time I would end a life for that snarky comment, but I can’t help but laugh. I’ve lost my fucking mind. Monica pouts even more, crossing her arms over her chest.
Once I have myself back under control, I wipe the tears from my eyes and straighten myself. “I’m sorry. I’ve been through it with her and it’s funny she’s aiming her sights on you.”
Xander’s head whips in my direction, shaking it quickly. “I don’t think so.”
“Oh, I know so. She used the same shit on me to lure me in. Played me the entire time.” Xander’s head snaps in my direction. “That’s right, your Prez’s little sister is a lying, manipulative little bitch who left me with tons of questions she needs to answer for.”
Monica huffs and glares at me, crossing her arms over her chest. “I did no such thing. I knew what the biker life was like and didn’t want you in that situation.”
“Listen to yourself. You sound like a petulant child, Monica. Got caught living one lie and I’m calling you out. What happened in your apartment that last time we were together? You begged me for a year to leave my club, my life and all along you belonged to another club and never breathed a word. Never talked about your parents, family, nothing. So, fucking excuse me for not believing a word you say.” I spit out in anger.
She opens and closes her mouth several times trying to answer. “I had no choice. The Royal Bastards were in the middle of a turf war and my brother felt it was safer for me to get away from it all. To get out of the crosshairs. Detroit seemed like the best option.” Monica stands up and paces the floor from one end of the room to the other. “If I didn’t leave, Chains, the old Prez would have used me to bring my brother down.” She stops talking and stands in the middle of the room, pleading with me to understand. Her brown gaze shifts to Xander, “I didn’t know about the connection until I was already involved with Blayde. I tried to keep Savage Saints out, but Chains found me. Paid me a visit for a couple of days every few months.” She wraps her arms around her waist and sighs. I’m watching her carefully. Something isn’t adding up.
“What connection? Stop stalling, Monica,” I grit out through clenched teeth.
“Chains and Steam have a long history and they both tried using me to take the two of you out. But I refused.” Monica stares off into space lost in her own memory before she starts talking again. “The night we were last together, Steam paid me a visit. He was out of his mind, thinking Kayne and you knew about Kayne’s father. How he was responsible for his death. I didn’t think you two knew so I kept my mouth shut, protecting you. He beat me within an inch of my life and left me there to die. That blood was mine. All of it. I don’t know how I survived, but I did.
“I crawled my way out of my apartment and made it to the bottom of the stairway. I passed out and when I came too, Xander and Derek were there. I was in an apartment on the first floor. I had a concussion, three broken ribs, a broken wrist, several cuts and bruises and stitches in my head and abdomen. I still don’t know how long I was unconscious for and most of the time is a blank space in my head. No memory, only darkness. No matter how hard I tried I couldn’t bring anything back. Just Steam’s fists raining blows down onto me.” Tears are swelling in Monica’s eyes and she wipes them away. Xander moves quickly to her side and tucks her against him, soothing her.
Kayne steps forward, “How do I know you’re not lying? With everything you put Blayde through, how in the fuck do I know this story isn’t something you’re spewing to get us to leave you be?”
Xander’s jaw ticks from Kayne’s words, but Kayne doesn’t back down. Monica pats Xander on the chest and looks into his green eyes. “It’s OK, Xan. They have every right to be skeptical after all the shit I put Blayde through.” She looks at me with sadness. “I’m really sorry about everything, Blayde. I really did care for you. And Kayne, I’m not lying. I know it’s hard to hear something about a man you’ve known your entire life. But I have proof he did kill your father.”
She pauses before deciding her next move. “Senator Graham didn’t just like kinky, rough, dominating sex. He liked to boast about his dirty little secrets and I taped him every chance I got. Which is why I would only meet with him at that strip club. As for Steam,” Monica hesitates before lifting her shirt up, revealing a small patch of skin. She then pulls the waistband of her pants down. “I can never have kids because of what he did to me.” Scars crisscross along her lower stomach.
Bile climbs up to the back of my throat and I’m going to puke. I can’t look at Steam’s handiwork any longer and I turn around. Bending over I rest my hands on my knees and breathe through my nose. I will kill that motherfucker for everything he’s done. Not only to me but to Monica and Kayne. He’s going to pay for ever fucking with me.
“Once I was OK to leave, Xander and Derek brought me back here. I kept track of the two of you. I knew you guys were out of that awful place and started your own chapter in Mt. Pleasant. Steam knew after what he did to me, you’d eventually figure it out and he wanted you far away. Tides changed out here and Derek became the President of The Royal Bastards. My life wasn’t in danger anymore and getting me away from Steam was Derek’s number one priority. I was to never contact you again.”
Monica leaves the comfort of Xander’s embrace and steps next to me, resting her tiny hand on my arm. “I don’t know what else to tell you, Blayde. That’s everything. I came here and started doing what I know. I’m their porn queen. I don’t do scenes but I direct them. I belong to The Royal Bastards. I always have and I’m sorry I’ve ever hurt you.”
I look down at Monica, realizing I never really knew her or who she was. This was a mistake coming out here, but it needed to be done. “Thank you for being honest.” I swing my gaze to Kayne, Stryker, Krimson and Nolan standing near the door. “This was a mistake coming out here and putting her life in jeopardy again. Steam knew we were coming here and said he reached out to your Prez. Is that true?” I ask Xander.
“What? No, he never called Derek.” Panic crosses Monica’s face. “Don’t worry, I’m not letting you out of my sight. You’re on lockdown until further notice. Pack a bag, you’re coming to the Clubhouse.” Xander leaves the room and pulls out his phone making a call. I can’t hear what he’s saying but my guess it’s to Derek to inform him what’s going on.
The front door slams open, making us jump. “Monica, baby? What’s going on?” A male voice filters through the room. “What the fuck are you doing here?”
“Step back John if you know what’s good for you,” Xander’s voice is low and threatening.
“Fuck if I will. I’m so sick of you sniffing around my girl. Monica.” John shouts causing her to jump into action and scurry out of the room. The five of us are close behind. The man we saw leaving earlier on the street is standing before us with wide eyes. He narrows them on the five of us and a scowl forms on his face. “You gang banging all of them, you slut.” Xander growls low in his throat, the tension radiating off him in waves.
Monica’s face pales and she shakes her head. “No John, I’m not. How about a, ‘hey is everything ok? What are all these strange men doing here? Is your life in jeopardy?’” She mimics him and that pisses him off.
“You know what? I’m so sick of him,” John hitches his thumb at Xander, “coming around here when you’re mine. And now there are four more and a bitch.”
Nolan releases a deep snarl from the back of his throat and is on John in a flash. He has him pinned against the wall, Nolan’s fingers digging into his windpipe while John claws at his fingers trying to get him to let go. “I think you better retract that statement. You have no idea who you’re fucking with. No one and I mean no one calls my woman a bitch and lives.” His voice is full of rage and fury.
Krimson rests her hand on Nolan’s straining forearm, “Nolan, he isn’t worth it. Thank you for standing up for me. Let him go and we’ll wait outside.” Nolan’s body is vibrating with rage. He gives John one last squeeze and drops the little weasel to the ground. “That’s it. Come back to me. Focus only on me. It’s fine. My feelings aren’t hurt at all.” Krimson cups his cheeks with both her hands. “There you are. Come on, let’s go outside.” She leads him out of the apartment and out of our sight.
“What the fuck was that about?” I ask shaking my head.
“There are a few things about Nolan not a lot of people know. That’s their story to tell though,” Kayne answers looking in the same direction I was.
Sniveling and gasping for breath, John stands up. “Monica,” he croaks. “Get over here now.” She takes a step toward him but Xander stops her.
“No, go do what I said and leave this little worm once and for all.” Xander grits out through clenched teeth. “You’re coming with me even if I have to throw you over my shoulder and hog tie you to my bike.”
A look of longing passes in Monica’s eyes before she schools her features and narrows her eyes on Xander. “I’m so sick of being manhandled. I’m a grown woman capable of taking care of things on my own.” She grumbles, walking into another room.
“Can I have a minute with her?” I ask Xander. He nods his head, pinning the weasel John with a glare daring him to say something, anything. I walk into the room Monica disappeared into and close the door behind me. There’s a king size bed neatly made in the center of the room against one wall with a suitcase opened, a nightstand on either side. A dresser and T.V. on the opposite side and two open doors. One leading into a bathroom and the other into a walk-in closet. I listen to Monica grumble and bitch about arrogant bikers and asshole boyfriends who need her foot up their asses. Something about one would like it and the other wouldn’t. I hold back a chuckle until she enters the bedroom with her arms full of clothes. She drops them in the suitcase still bitching.
“Monica,” I say interrupting her little rant. She squeals and spins around facing me.
“You too? Jesus fucking Christ what the hell is wrong with men? Maybe I should turn gay. At least a woman wouldn’t be so full of testosterone.” She grumbles.
“No, not me too. I wanted to talk to you before we left so I know you’re in a good place.” I gesture for her to sit down. Once she settles on the edge of the bed, I take the spot next to her. “I’m sorry for everything Steam put you through. And I’m sorry for what happened between us. Everything makes so much more sense now.” I run my hands through my hair and exhale a deep breath.
“Me too. I should have told you, but I was afraid. Steam is one crazy motherfucker and I don’t think I can handle anymore crazy.” She looks up at me, her brown eyes full of concern. “Are you OK? I mean you coming out here is nuts.”
I bark out a laugh and think about Siren. My sexy little vixen waiting for me at Krimson’s. “Actually, yeah I am. Things are perfect.” I smile and Monica nudges me with her shoulder.
“Who is she? I know that look and it’s not me. Which I’m thankful for. Don’t get me wrong, Blayde. I did care about you a lot, but we weren’t right for each other.”
“Her name’s Michelle. She goes by Siren now but yeah, she’s my perfect match. She understands me and what I need to do. How I live my life.” I shrug my shoulders.
“Wait. Siren? Does she have a friend named Poison?” Monica’s face pales.
“Yes, why?” I narrow my eyes at Monica and she stands up quickly.
Opening the door she shouts, “Xander, come in here now.” The panic in her voice puts me on edge.
Xander quickly strides in the room, his body is tense and a scowl is on his face. “What’s wrong?” Kayne and Stryker are behind him.
“Do you remember back about four months ago a woman reached out to Derek and he did her a favor?” Monica asks.
“Yeah, why?”
“What did she tell him?”
“She said if anyone came here named Siren or Poison to give her an address.” Xander answers.
I’m so confused. Kayne’s hands are balled at his sides into fists from them mentioning Poison, a sneer forms on his lips. Stryker’s eyes are shifting back and forth between the two of them just as confused.
“Ask Blayde what his girlfriend’s name is,” Monica urges.
Xander looks at me with a dumbfounded expression, “What’s your girlfriend’s name?”
“Siren,” I answer. His eyes grow wide and he steps out of the room pulling his phone from his pocket.
“What the fuck is going on?” Kayne growls.
“Just wait a minute.” Monica says, putting her clothes in the suitcase quickly. “Is Poison and Siren with you?”
“Poison is mine,” Kayne barks making Monica jump.
“Really? So they’re here together?” The excitement in her voice is noticeable.
“What the fuck is going on,” Kayne roars.
Xander strides back into the room with his phone still pressed to his ear. “Yeah, Prez. I’m sure. I’m staring at both of them right now.” He pauses and motions for Monica to hurry up. “Kayne and Blayde. Yes. Ok. I’ll tell them.” He punches the end call button and drops his phone back in his pocket. “Derek wants to meet you in two hours at the Clubhouse.” He turns his attention to Monica. “You ready?”
“Where’s John?”
“Gone. I showed him the door a few times.” A deep chuckle vibrates through Xander’s body.
A deep frown etches on Monica’s forehead. “Xander,” she groans. “You’ve got to stop doing that to him. Just because you don’t like him doesn’t give you the right to treat him like shit.”
“Stop defending a,” he holds up his hands in an air quote, “man," Xander drops his hands, “who would rather accuse you of gang-banging five guys and a chick I wouldn’t fuck with than making sure your life wasn’t threatened.”
“You know he’s insecure when it comes to you.” Monica huffs and zips her suitcase. Xander grabs it for her.
“If you two are done with your bitching to each other will you tell me what the fuck is going on?” Kayne growls. He’s been doing a lot of that today. But I don’t blame him when it comes to Poison. I’m the same way with Siren.
“Meet us at the Clubhouse in two hours and Derek will explain everything. Make sure Poison and Siren are with you. Trust me, you want to hear this.” Xander says over his shoulder while he ushers Monica out of the apartment leaving us standing there holding our dicks in our hands.
“What the fuck is going on?” Kayne barks.
“I don’t know but we need to get back to the girls and head there.”
We leave the apartment/porn studio and make our way out into the warm sun. Kayne slips his sunglasses on and walks across the street where our bikes are. Monica and Xander have disappeared. Krimson and Nolan are waiting next to her car. Nolan looks calmer than before but I won’t put it past him to kill that weasel dick motherfucker.
“Everything OK now?” Krimson asks.
“No, apparently we need to go to The Royal Bastards Clubhouse in two hours with Poison and Siren,” Kayne answers.
Stryker who’s been quiet the whole time speaks, “I wonder if it’s about Deadly Sins.”
“That’s impossible,” Kayne shakes his head straddling his bike. “We found out who did it and why. Come on we have questions that only this Derek fucker can answer.” Kayne fires up his bike. Stryker and I follow and head back to Krimson’s house with Krimson and Nolan following behind. With the nausea that’s climbing its way up my throat, whatever we’re going to find out, can’t be good.



Chapter 24
Blayde

Siren’s grip around my waist tightens the closer we get to The Royal Bastards MC compound. And when I say compound I mean a fortress. With the hot sun beating down on us, we follow the road that leads to a long driveway and ride up to a chain-link fence surrounding a huge cement building that looks like it used to be a warehouse at one time. There’s a guard shack to the left in front of the fence unmanned. The only way in or out of this place is through the rolling gates. Security cameras are set up in every corner of the building and the blind spot along the fence moving with us on motion sensors.
The deep rumble of our Harleys echoes in the eerily quiet place alerting anyone around of our presence. These brothers don’t fuck around with their safety. A burly man with a black goatee, shoulder length black hair tied back in a man bun and black eyes approach us wearing a Royal Bastards MC cut carrying an AK47. The tattoos running up and down both arms dance with the strain of his forearms flexing around his rifle.
“Who the fuck are you?” He rumbles deep.
Kayne kicks the stand down, shuts off his Harley and climbs off approaching the fence separating him from this big motherfucker. He has on his riding sunglasses and leather cut. Poison remains seated on the back of Kayne’s bike. Her fingers twitching near her nine-mil resting on the inside of her leather cut. Stryker and I follow, turning our bikes off, ready to spring into action when needed.
“Name’s Kayne. President of Savage Saints MC, Mt. Pleasant Chapter.” Kayne braces his feet shoulder width apart, ready to move if needed. The only cover he has is the guard shack if things go sideways. The muscle-bound freak looks Kayne over from head to toe before whistling loudly, making my ears ring.
“Roll on in and park your bikes to the left. Follow the path to a side door. There you’ll be stripped of all weapons and cell phones until you leave.”
“Fuck no,” Stryker growls. “There’s no way in fucking hell I'm going into that fucking place without a weapon. You can kiss my white ass, bitch.”
The guy behind the fence barks a laugh. “Pucker up and bend over. No one goes inside without being searched. You’re on our turf now little boy. If you don’t like it, wait outside and pray to fuck no one mistakes you for a rat.” Muscle-bound freak taunts Stryker. Stryker growls deep in his throat pinning the guard with a deadly glare. “You don’t fucking scare me. Put that little bark away before a big dog comes along and finishes your ass. Make a choice. Come inside, no weapons or stay the fuck out here in this godforsaken heat.” The burly man steps back with his AK47 raised and motions to someone we can’t see. The gates roll open with a buzz and a loud bang. Kayne straddles his bike and we file in one at a time. Kayne in the front, me behind him, Stryker behind me with Krimson and Nolan bringing up the rear. Once Krimson passes through in her little Shelby, the gates buzz and slide closed. Kayne finds the parking lot to the left of the building and parks. We all follow. Once I turn my bike off, I tap Siren on her leg. She swings off my bike with grace removing her helmet, shaking her long black hair out in the process. My mouth goes dry and my jeans tighten. I shake my head, pull out my cigarette pack, light one and hand it to her. Then I light another for me, inhaling the smoke deep into my lungs. Now’s not the time to think about fucking.
Poison slides off Kayne’s bike doing the same girly shit with her hair Siren just did. Cutting my eyes to take in my surroundings I find two thick stainless steel doors directly in front of us followed by six closed garage doors. Kayne dismounts his Harley and stretches his back.
“What’s the plan, Prez?” I ask flicking my cigarette onto the hot asphalt.
“Krimson and Nolan wait out here. The five of us head inside and see what these fuckers want.” Kayne answers. “Are you OK with that Krimson or do you want to come inside too?”
“Nolan and I will wait out here. If things go sideways, you need an escape route. Get out fast and head for the fence, take cover and wait for me.” She motions to some palm trees near the fence. Not a lot of cover but something’s better than nothing.
Trusting Krimson has a backup plan, Kayne nods his head and spins on his heels, heading toward the two solid doors shutting these guys out from the rest of the world. Where our fate is waiting. He pulls on the lever and swings the door open revealing a long dark hallway.
“Showtime boys,” Poison mumbles under her breath before stepping inside. Kayne follows her, then me and Siren side by side and Stryker bringing up the rear. It’s pitch black so I remove my riding sunglasses and tuck them in the pocket of my cut. The cold, dank air dries the sweat on my skin. It’s hotter than a bitch out there but it’s freezing in here. An involuntary shiver rolls down my spine and I shake it off. We walk for about twenty yards when a small sliver of light appears. We walk quickly toward the light. Once we reach it, I have to shield my eyes from the harsh fluorescent light glaring at us.
“Welcome to The Royal Bastards. Please remove your weapons, lay them down on the table and face the wall. Someone will be patting you down to make sure you’re not hiding anything.” A female voice greets us. “If you try anything, my boys here are ordered to shoot first, ask questions later.”
My eyes adjust to the harsh lights and a woman is sitting at a long table, her fingers are laced together in front of her. She has long blonde curly hair, deep sea green eyes and piercings through her lip, nose and eyebrow. When none of us move, she cocks a perfectly manicured eyebrow and titters her pursed lips.
“I think I gave you an order. I'm only saying this one more time because for some reason my Prez wants to meet with you.” She leans forward across the table, clicking her nails. “Remove your weapons, place them on the table and face the wall.”
Kayne is the first to respond grabbing his .40 caliber from the inside of his cut. He racks the chamber leaving it open and drops the clip placing it on the table. He then removes his other gun tucked in the holster in his jeans and repeats the process. Poison follows his lead, removing her gun and three knives tucked in various places. Stryker grumbles in protest but removes his weapons as well. Siren does the same. I watch the woman at the table as she looks each one of us over in appreciation. Her sea green eyes are haunted and the frown on her face is unmistakable. She’s seen more shit than anyone in here.
She narrows her eyes at me tapping her manicured finger on the table. “You’re next. Come on, he doesn’t have all day despite what any of you think. We have more important matters to attend too.”
I step up to the table and stand to my full height. I will not be pushed around by anyone. I don’t give a shit if this MC is huge. I reach into my cut and remove my two guns nestled in their holsters on each side. Then I reach into my pocket pulling out my butterfly knife. In a split second of defiance, I flip the knife open and jab it into the table. The blade sinks into the cheap wood and I smirk. “Let’s get this shit over with.”
“Hands on the wall, feet spread apart.” The woman nods to the white wall behind us. I don’t like this one bit. Something is off. I can feel it deep in the pit of my stomach but do as she says. She comes around the table and pats Poison and Siren down. A man standing in the corner steps forth with his AK 47 raised pointing it right at my head. I stare him down, daring him to pull the fucking trigger. The woman pats Kayne down next, then Stryker, leaving me for last.
Once she’s satisfied we’re not hiding anything else, she stands and juts her hip to the side. “Follow me,” she spins on her heels and leads us down another corridor followed by the guy creeping in the shadows.
“Aren’t you going to tell me your name after you violated me back there?” Stryker turns on the charm, catching up to her. She stops walking and he has to stop quickly before he slams into her.
“I don’t play with little boys in a big world. Come back and find me when you’ve stepped up your game.” These little comments are pissing me the fuck off.
“What the fuck is everyone’s problem? We’ve followed your rules, done everything you ask and respect your club. Just because we don’t have a huge fucking maze doesn’t mean we aren’t worthy of the same respect.” I step up to the woman and her guard dog, my body vibrating with rage. “Just because you hate your life here doesn’t mean you have to be a snobby bitch. You’re not any better than the rest of us so stop treating us like we’re the dirt under your high heeled boots. Yes, there are three of us and our Ol’ Ladies here, but we have our own fucking business to take care of back home, so we only brought a select few with us. So climb the fuck off your high horse, yank the corn cob out of your ass and get the fuck over it.”
Clapping echoes down the corridor has this woman’s eyes widening and she spins on her heels. A man steps out of the shadows heading right for us still clapping, pinning this bitch with a deadly glare. He stands around six foot six with shaggy black hair and crystal blue eyes. “Samantha, you can go now. We don’t treat our guests like garbage. They’re here under my request.” He dismisses her with a scowl. Samantha stays rooted to her spot not moving when he speaks to us. “Welcome to my home ladies and gentlemen. Thank you for coming and I apologize for anyone not treating you with respect. They will be dealt with in private.” He shifts his gaze to Samantha still here. “Get the fuck out now,” he growls. Samantha jumps and scurries down the hallway, her high heels clicking on the marble floor. “Name’s Derek. You must be Kayne.” Derek holds his hand out and Kayne takes it, shaking his hand.
“This is my Ol’ Lady Poison.” Kayne points to her. “Stryker, Blayde and his Ol’ Lady Siren.” Kayne points to each of us and Derek shakes our hands.
“I’m sorry again for the rudeness of Samantha. She has issues we’re dealing with. Now you’re all probably wondering what you’re doing here. Let’s go into the commons room and I’ll explain everything.” Derek turns his back to us leading us down the corridor. An open door leads into another room and we all file inside. There’s a bar on the other side, a man pouring drinks for the ladies sitting on the stools. A long leather sofa sectional sits to our right in one corner with a coffee table and flat screen T.V. against one wall playing the show Sons of Anarchy. To our left are dart boards and two pool tables. Several doors and another hallway are behind the bar.
“Those are our guest quarters back there and the club whores stay there when we’re on lockdown or can’t go home. Let’s step into my office and get down to business.” Derek leads us to a closed door behind the pool table. He unlocks the door and steps inside. Xander and Monica are sitting close together on a leather couch and jump apart when we step inside. Derek narrows his eyes on both of them but doesn’t say a word. He takes a seat behind a big oak desk and leans his elbows on top.
“Please, take a seat.” Derek gestures to the two chairs in front of him. Poison and Siren sit, watching him with weary eyes. “Poison, it’s a pleasure to finally meet you.”
“I’ve never heard of you so I can’t say the same.” Poison retorts, crossing her arms over her chest. “Can you please tell us what the fuck is going on?”
Derek looks up at Xander and nods his head. Xander disappears out the door and closes it behind him. Monica is still sitting on the leather couch watching us.
“Back around six months ago, I get a phone call. Imagine my surprise when it was a woman from my past who I never thought I’d hear from again. She asked for a favor and being who she is, I complied. You do strange shit for family.” Derek’s eyes take on a glossy gaze staring through all of us.
“And?” Poison asks.
Derek releases a deep sigh steepling his fingers together in front of him. “And a few days later a package shows up to my compound. She asked me to take care of it and when it was healed to contact you. You’d know what to do.”
Kayne takes a menacing step forward, “Quit talking in fucking riddles and tell us. Now.”
Derek holds a hand up signaling to hold on. The door opens and Xander steps back inside followed by someone else I can’t see because he’s blocking him with his body. I shift my gaze on Monica and a smile graces her lips. That’s confusing the fuck out of me. “The woman who called me is someone you know and the man who dropped the package off is another person you know, Poison.”
“Who? Who the fuck are you talking about? What the hell is going on.” She stands up and turns around. “Oh my god!” A hand covers her mouth and tears trail down her cheeks. “No, no way. This isn’t happening. How is this happening?” Poison is full out sobbing and shaking now, not making any complete words. Kayne holds her confused as the rest of us.
“Princess, baby. What’s wrong?”
“How? How is this possible?” Poison’s hazel eyes are red from crying staring past Xander. Her breath hitches in her throat, clogged with emotions.
I look in that direction and do a double take. I hear several gasps ring around me but my eyes are stuck on the figure in the corner. He doesn’t look like he used to. Fewer muscles and burn scars cover his arms, neck and part of his face, but those eyes still look the same. Those hazel eyes are brimmed with unshed tears.
“MadDog,” Kayne whispers. “But how? We thought you were dead.”
“I survived. I don’t know how, but I did.” He takes a tentative step forward, his feet shuffling on the carpet.
“I looked into your eyes that night. There was no light, no movement, nothing. How is this possible?” Poison sobs. “The look in your eyes haunted me for the past six months. Six months! I lived in hell and did unthinkable things in the name of payback for your death.”
MadDog steps forward and gather’s Poison in his arms. His tears are now falling down his cheeks dropping into her blonde hair. He rubs her back in soothing motions, trying to calm her down.
I turn to Derek still sitting at his desk and Xander who’s now behind him leaning against the wall, “How?”
“My uncle dropped him off. When he went to the house and seen that the fire destroyed the whole place.” Derek answers
“I heard the explosion, felt the heat on my back. I barely got out of there. How did you do it?” Poison asks MadDog.
“I heard you moving and once I knew you got out, I crawled my way through the living room.” MadDog stops to catch his breath. “I made it to the back bedroom and crawled out the window. I didn’t make it far before the explosion and some debris landed on me. That’s how I got these scars. I was too weak to move and thought for sure I’d die.” MadDog sits in the chair Poison was in. He reaches for her hand with shaky fingers and she takes it. “I was finally able to get the burning debris off me and crawl into the woods. It sapped all my energy and I passed out. When I woke up, I was in a strange room. I don’t remember anything.”
I step forward and rest my hand on Siren’s shoulder. She’s been extremely quiet the whole time. “Are you OK?” I whisper. She looks up at me with tears in her green eyes.
“Yes, I am now.” She smiles at me and watches MadDog being reunited with his daughter.
“Who found you?” I ask MadDog.
“Cahal and Reaper. They took me back to Cahal’s house and the doctors did surgery to remove the bullets lodged in my lungs and spleen.”
“What? Cahal and Reaper knew you were alive this whole time?” Poison’s voice trembles with anger. She turns to Siren. “Did you know? Did you keep this from me? Did you let me slaughter those men in retaliation knowing he was alive this whole time?”
“No, I had no idea until this very minute MadDog was still alive.” Siren shakes her head causing her tears to fall down her cheeks.
“Poison, she’s not the one that called.” Derek said from behind his desk. We all turn in his direction.
“Who was it then?” She arches an eyebrow.
“It was your mother. She called and asked for a favor.”
“Why would my mother do that?”
MadDog squeezes Poison’s hand, “Because Derek is my son.”



Chapter 25
Siren

The whole room grows quiet at MadDog’s confession, not even a breath is taken. But my mind is running a million miles an hour. The voices I’ve battled with come rearing back screaming at me to get away. Get out of there and leave. Nothing good will come from this. I stand up quickly and make my way to the door before anyone stops me. I sit on the stool at the bar and stare off into space. What does this mean? Why is this happening? What is going on?
The bartender approaches me, “What can I get ya, sexy?” He offers me a wink and I ignore him. I can’t speak, I can’t open my mouth and get the words out lodged in there. Why did my father help Cahal? I didn’t even think they knew each other.
I’m lost in my own head when I feel someone sit down next to me. It was the woman in the room sitting on the couch. She sighs and rests her hands on the bar. “Scram prospect. She doesn’t need you sniffing around.” She turns her attention to me. “Look I’m sorry all this shit happened. I wish it didn’t but for some reason Cahal and Reaper wanted MadDog protected. I don’t know all the details. My brother is old school like that and would only share what he wanted too.”
“Your brother?” That had my attention. “Derek is your brother?” She nods her head. “That makes you related to Poison too?” A longing forms in the pit of my stomach. I wish I had family crawling out of the woodwork.
“No, I’m Derek’s half-sister. Same junkie mother, different dads. Sometimes I wish we had the same dads. Then I wouldn’t have done some of the shit I’ve done.” The woman sighs, haunting memories flash in her brown eyes before she speaks. “Look, I know you don’t know me, but I want to tell you something.”
I spin in my stool so we’re facing each other. I take in her appearance. She has on skin-tight jeans, a red tank top and her brown curly hair is pulled up on top of her head. Her brown eyes are thoughtful as she studies me the same way I’m studying her.
“What do you need to tell me?” I ask, raising an eyebrow. I don’t think this day can get any worse, but a churning deep in my stomach tells me I’m in for another surprise.
“I…” she trails off and looks away. Squaring her shoulders she speaks without looking at me. “I’m Monica. The one who did all those things to Blayde. I’m not proud of them or want any pity. I’m telling you this to let you know you have a wonderful man who loves you. He never looked at me the way he does you. He never smiled because he was thinking about me, but he does with you. You’re his universe and that man in there will walk through hell to keep you safe. Cherish that, honor that and love that. That’s all I ask from you. Make him happy the way I never could.” Monica stands up from the bar stool and leaves me with one last parting word. “Love him the way I never did.” She quickly leaves the commons room, leaving me in my own head.
That’s Monica? Jealousy rears its ugly head as I process what she said. Why is she still alive after everything she’s done to him? What is it about her that she can saunter all over and swing her hips like she owns the place and not even bat an eye at how anyone feels? Anger and rage brew inside of me. Whispers to end her life creep in the back of my mind. My fingers tighten on the bar top, digging my nails into the wood. Pain laces up my arms and I keep digging, begging to feel something other than the jealousy burning in the pit of my stomach. Desperate to get rid of the voices telling me to seek her out and end her meager little life.
A commotion near Derek’s office stops these thoughts flying through my head when my eyes lock on Blayde. He’s stalking right for me with a pissed off look on his handsome face. Before I can say anything, Blayde wraps his arms around my shoulders and my heart leaps in my throat. His lips crash down onto mine in a bruising kiss. I moan as his tongue plunges inside my mouth demanding attention, swallowing them up. Making the voices disappear.
“If you ever leave me again, I will burn this motherfucking place down to find you,” Blayde growls against my lips. “Don’t ever walk away from me, Siren.”
“I needed to clear my head.” I pull away from Blayde and turn my back to him.
“What’s wrong?” The concern in his voice is my undoing.
I hold my head high and look at him square in the eyes. “Is she someone still important to you? Do you want to be with her and not me anymore? Do you regret giving me your Ol’ Lady patch?” I need to know what Blayde’s thinking and where his head is.
“Where is this coming from? What did Monica say to you?”
“Answer my fucking questions, Blayde.” I seethe.
“Fuck no she doesn’t mean anything to me. Not anymore. Listen,” Blayde takes my hands in his big ones. “People come into our lives at the wrong times to teach us something. People come into our lives at the right time to give us something. She came into my life at the wrong time with the wrong reasons and it taught me who I was. What I was capable of. For that I’m grateful.” He runs a finger down my cheek and presses it to my lips. “You came into my life at the right time and gave me something I had no idea I was missing. For that, you will have my heart. She might have shown me what I could do, but your strength and belief in me give me something she never could. Love. I never loved her. I love you.”
“Always?” I ask through a sob choking my throat.
“And forever,” Blayde responds. He brings his lips against mine gentler than before. I give into it and melt against his hard body. “Listen, I’m going to take you back to Krimson’s house. Derek and Xander have a job they need outside help with. Will you be OK while I’m gone? I can tell them no if it helps you.”
“No,” I shake my head. “Go and do Club business. I’ll be Ok. I promise.”
“We’re getting ready to leave. Don’t go anywhere, I’ll be right back.” Blayde kisses me one last time, leaving me breathless and my head spinning. He disappears into Derek’s office and comes back out with Kayne, Poison and Stryker. Derek and Xander are helping MadDog through the door and down the corridor.
Poison comes over to me and I stand up from my spot at the bar. “I’m so sorry I accused you of keeping this a secret. Can you forgive me?” Her red-rimmed hazel eyes plead with me.
“I get it, I really do. It’s Ok. I’ve lied in the past and now everyone will continue to think I’ll lie again. I’m working on proving to everyone I’m not horrible. Just made some mistakes.”
“I should have trusted you to tell me the truth. I’m not a good friend at all and that tears me up on the inside.”
“Hey,” I take Poison’s hand. “It’s fine. I get it. You’re not a horrible friend. If anything you’re a great friend. My best friend. Stop being so hard on yourself. We have MadDog back. Let’s focus on that.”
A smile graces Poison’s lips. “Yeah, we do. My father is alive and well. I have a wonderful boyfriend, I found my place in this life and I have the most important thing to me.”
“What?” I ask, holding back my tears.
“You. I still have you by my side. Together we can get through anything.” Poison hugs me hard, not letting go.
“Bitch,” I grumble when she finally releases her sumo hold on me. Poison laughs and it’s music to my ears.
“You love me and you know it.”
“No matter what, it’s us against the world,” I answer.
“With a few great perks to go along with it. You will find your place, Siren. I promise. It might not be today. It might not be tomorrow, but soon you’ll have the world at your fingertips as long as you give yourself the confidence to go after what you want.”
Blayde interrupts us, throwing his arm around my waist. He kisses the side of my head, “I know what I want too.” He wiggles his eyebrows and winks at me.
“Hmm.” I think about it. “Well, you do ride a hard bargain.”
“Butterfly, you can ride my hard bargain anytime you want.” The lust shining in his eyes at me makes me squirm.
“I know what else I want.” I think about all the things I’ve been through. The hardships and the bad times. The good times when I met Poison. The way she accepted me as part of her family. I think about Blayde and the way he lights up my whole world, centering me when I need it the most. “Family. I want my family beside me, walking through hell to get shit done. And I want to dance. I want to head your dance studio, Poison. If you’ll let me.”
Poison squeals and throws her arms around me. “I’d thought you’d never ask. Yes, of course, you can head the dance studio. You will show those girls and boys how to dance with confidence. How to express themselves through their moves. I’d be honored.”
“Speaking of family,” Derek comes up behind us interrupting our talk. “Sorry I couldn’t help overhearing and I have one more thing to tell all of you.” Stryker, Kayne, Blayde, Poison and I are watching Derek, waiting to hear what he has to say. “I told you my uncle dropped MadDog off but I didn’t tell you who he was.”
The room grows silent as we waited on bated breath for him to continue. Derek looks me square in the eyes before continuing. “My mother is half Mexican, half Caucasian. She migrated here with her half-brother years ago from Mexico City to escape the Cartel.”
“What are you saying?” I ask Derek. I’m so confused as to why he’s telling us this.
“My uncle is Reaper. Your father. My mother is his half-sister.”
A gasp leaves my lips and my head is spinning. I feel myself drifting away. The voices rear up in my head, telling me he’s lying. There’s no way my father has a sister. “No. Reaper would have told me.” I shake my head in denial.
“He wouldn’t have, to protect my mom. If the Mexican Cartel finds out where she is, they’ll come after her. So, Reaper kept her a secret for years. Hidden in Los Angeles. A city with a million people. Then when she met MadDog, they had a one-night stand and she ended up pregnant with me. He protected her even more by placing her with The Royal Bastards. I grew up in this compound with her and she passed me off as the old president’s kid. That’s a story for another day.” Derek shakes his head and continues. “What I’m saying is, not only am I related to Poison with the same dad, you and I are cousins through my mom.”
“I have more family?” Tears of happiness swell in my eyes. I turn to Blayde and rest my head on his chest. He tightens his grip around my waist, pulling me closer to him. “I have more family, Blayde. Do you know what this means?”
“Yeah, Butterfly I do. You have everything you could wish for. Blood relation and non-blood family. You have all of us by your side.” He kisses the top of my head and my heart is full. “Come on Butterfly. Let’s go celebrate before I have to leave again.” Blayde kisses me, leaving me dizzy and breathless.
I might not know what tomorrow brings or my place with Savage Saints, but I have Blayde, Poison, Kayne and now Derek and a whole family to support me. I’m ready to face the world head-on. I’m ready to stop hiding and live my life the way I was meant too.



Epilogue
Stryker

Summer is in full swing, meaning more riding time. More time to escape the chaos of my own mind. We’re out on another run for Cahal tonight. Clouds cover the moon, engulfing us in darkness. We met him in an old barn off M30 and we’re taking this load to our newly rebuilt warehouse in the middle of nowhere. There, some of Cahal’s businessmen will meet with us tomorrow night. The van transporting our cargo is in the middle of the pack. Duke, Rooster, Talon, Ace and Axel are in the front clearing the way for us to keep on rolling through with no problems. Kayne, Blayde, Knuckles, Axel and I are bringing up the rear protecting the van from behind. The two prospects are driving the van, getting their feet wet a little.
Headlights swing behind us and my finger tightens on the grip of my gun as I ride like nothing’s going on. The car behind us approaches at a fast pace with their high beams on, glaring into my mirrors. I slow down along with Axel and Blayde, putting more distance between the van and us. The car speeds up, riding right on my tail. I maintain my speed, waiting to see what this fucker’s next move is. They back off and come back on us again.
“I’m done playing with these fuckers,” I shout to Blayde and Axel. They give a thumbs up and I roll into the opposite lane, slowing down until the car’s driver side door is level with me. I swing my bike with one hand toward the car and tap on the window. The tint is dark and I can’t see inside. This is a dangerous move, but these fuckers need to know who they’re fucking with. Blayde slows down more in the front and Axel is level with the passenger side door, blocking the car. I point my gun at the window when they don’t roll it down. The van and the rest of my brother are almost out of sight now and I breathe a little easier. The car tries to speed up, getting close to Blayde’s back tire.
“Stop the car, motherfucker or I’ll shoot first and ask questions later.” I threaten.
The car comes to a complete stop in the middle of the road. We follow blocking the car from leaving. The driver side door opens and a man gets out. I can’t see who it is until they walk into the headlight of my bike. His cold gray eyes focus on me and a snarl crosses his rugged face.
“You’ve been hiding from me, Stryker. I’m here to collect the debt owed from your father.” I’m face to face with someone I never thought I’d see again. Someone who left me high and dry years ago. The bane of my existence.
The voices that overtake my mind come rearing back full swing and I go into a fit of rage. I dismount my bike and approach him at a rapid pace, my gun still held tightly in the palm of my sweaty hand. “I don’t owe you shit motherfucker and I haven’t been hiding.”
“Your father does and I’m here to collect.” He taunts. Once I’m close enough, I swing the gun hard clocking him in the side of his head. He does down like a brick house and satisfaction clears my mind.
“Collect this asshole.” I shout as he shakes his head.
“Stryker, calm the fuck down.” Blayde is in front of me, blocking my advances to end this assholes life. “Let’s tie him up and take him to the garage. Come on brother, we can’t leave any bodies behind or the cops will be hot on our tail.” Always the voice of reason, Blayde’s words sink in. He’s right. I can’t kill him here, but I can do it where no one will find him and I can keep my secrets close to my chest.
“Fine. Gag and restrain him. I don’t want him moving.” I concede. The man laughs and I clock him again, knocking his ass out cold. Motherfucker won’t be talking anytime soon.
Blayde pulls out his phone and makes a call. Fifteen minutes later I can hear the deep rumble of a Harley before a single headlight appears and Kayne pulls up beside us. The prospect in the van gets out and gets in the driver’s seat of the car.
“Do I even want to know?” Kayne asks approaching me.
“Not yet. Soon I’ll tell you but for now, let me handle him.” I shake my head, clearing the voices taunting me.
“You got it, brother. Remember we’re always behind one of our own.” Kayne clamps his hand on my shoulder, giving me a reprieve for just a single moment. The only one who can really keep the voices at bay wants nothing to do with me until I can find myself.
Holly.
She wants me to find my self-worth.
Find my salvation.
Well, Holly, my salvation is coming sooner than you think so be ready because once I handle this, I’m coming for you. There will be no stopping me.
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