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Prologue




 


The sun was high in the sky, showing a new beginning they all seemed to appreciate. The girls stood outside the motel, dressed and refreshed from the past two days of relaxing. Everyone had woken invigorated and ready to take on whatever was next.

“It’s over now,” Abi said to Shady, giving her a hug. Shady looked around at the faces surrounding her.

“Yeah. It’s over.” For the first time, she was able to fully let go of the past. Jas walked up beside them and put an arm around her. “And you, little girl, are a chip off the ol’ block,” she laughed and hugged her daughter.

“Life wasn’t so easy growing up. So I learned how to defend myself,” she shrugged.

“And wielding a knife like that was part of your learnings?” Shady’s eyebrows rose. Hell, she was overjoyed her little girl had sensed the evil and had secretly armed herself just incase the time came and she had needed to use it. That life—and all she’d left behind—was something she wished she could have changed for her daughter. It was a miracle she’d been born with the instincts for self-preservation.

“Yeah. So was learning how to shoot,” she grinned.

“Jas, I’m so sorry… If I would’ve had a way—”

“Don’t. You found me, and I’m never gonna let anyone take me away from you again.” She smiled and hugged her tighter.

“Not to break up this afternoon special, but we have work to do, ladies. There is a bunch of girls with nowhere to go and are gonna need a home and family after they get released from the hospital,” Chevy said, smiling at the girls around them.

“Then, I guess we better get busy,” Red piped in. There didn’t need to be a vote or a discussion. The girls were all on board and immediately volunteered the moment they’d heard the Feds say some would have to go into protective services. Since they were out of country, and given the bloody massacre they’d just left behind, there wasn’t anyone stupid enough to tell them no. Not even Tonto or Fork.

“Ladies? Let’s ride.” Chevy’s words had all the women of both MC clubs mounting their bikes and roaring off down the road, taking the lead ahead of their men who’d die to protect them.

Rain rode in the back of the pack, yes she agreed with everything her friends had said and did. However, once they learned the truth about her, Shady and the others were going to fucking freak, and the worst thing was, she was going to have to tell them soon—the fucking devil had come calling, and her debt was owed.

Yes, she had been stupid enough to make a deal with the devil, hoping and praying he wouldn’t find her for a long time. She had made sure she changed her name, and her appearance, but apparently when you had a black soul, killing people to get information was not beyond the scope of what you would do to find someone.

The call right before she left to come to Mexico proved that. She still hadn’t dealt with the guilt she was feeling for hiding info from them. Then of course, she wasn’t certain her past was connected to this situation. Who would have thought Shady’s crazy ass family was in the skin trade. Everything happens for a reason, Rain thought then leaned over her bike and sped up. She needed to feel the air in her hair, and the freedom of the wind. Shit, she was going to have to finally talk about this shit. How would they all feel knowing she was still married to a monster?
  


Chapter One




 


Rain and the others pulled into the driveway of the compound. Damn, they had only been gone a short time and still it felt like forever. She pulled up next to the other women and slowly got off her bike. It was an Authentic '70s chopper, she loved it, it was a cross between old and new, custom painted with her own design. Plus it had the Lady Riders new decal on there. It was perfect.

She pulled at her chaps and vest; they were sticking to her skin even though she was wearing jeans and a tank beneath them. First course of action was a shower. Then she was going to ask to speak to Shady. She really needed to get this shit off her chest. The whole way back it bothered her. Even when they had stopped for two nights Rain was going to talk to her leader, but she hadn’t had the chance. Instead, she had hung out and planned with the others. They already had things in motion before they even arrived back to the compound.

Now, she had no clue what the fuck to say. She needed time and space to actually think before she talked to Shady. Her friend was nothing if not loyal, and could look at it as a betrayal, and Rain wasn’t sure she could handle that.

She hadn’t only changed her appearance, she had remade herself as a person, with some help of course. She cringed when she thought of the way she was brought up. In the fancy house and constant drama. Rain had longed to get the fuck out of there, and because of that, she left the morals her father taught her right at the door. If she had listened to her father before she said ‘I do’, everything would have been different. Of course, she hadn’t, why would she, Storm knew best. Arrogant and foolish, right until she discovered her soul had been turned just as black as the devil she had married.

Sweet, shy, loving, three words never used to describe Storm Rugel. Why would they, she was a vicious bitch with no feelings. That was her past self, Rain was who she was now. It’s why she was drawn into the world of MCs. You could be whoever you wanted to be, and no one cared. They accepted you for who you were, and when she first came to the Ops Warriors she had still been a vicious bitch, but through them she learned something her father had never been able to get through her head. Redemption came easy when you had people at your back.

With a sigh, she walked in the main house and then wandered up to her floor. Since the leaders had all decided to move into houses behind the main house, the Lady Riders had been given the whole top floor of the main building to set up. They were planning renovations, the rooms were there for them all, which was cool, but they needed a meeting room. For now, Rain had been given Shady’s old room and she loved it.

Moving to the shower, Rain dumped all of her clothes on the floor, ignoring them. She needed to wash away the dirt and grime from the road, but she also wanted to be clean when she talked to Shady. Maybe it was stupid, but for some reason Rain thought it mattered.

The shower she shared with Treat, whose room was on the other side of hers. As she entered into the hot shower, she grimaced when the water hit her sore muscles. Rain. She grinned, she loved her name, she had changed it when she ran away and thought it suited her. Yeah it was a play on her real name, but to her Rain meant she was washing away all the bad shit, and coming out fresh, just like the air after a good storm. At least that is what she hoped.

She slid her hand down her well curved but toned body. She wondered if anyone could still recognize her anymore. When she was Storm, she was voluptuous; Rain worked her ass off to get fit. The only thing that stayed the same was her tits, thank God. Being an erotic dancer, if you had small tits, you had small tips. She ran a hand over her long, thick, very expensive, bottle blond hair. Her eyes, which used to be hazel, were now flashy blue with the help of contacts. Finally, she finished showering and got out quickly so she didn’t use all the hot water.

Dammit, she hated thinking about this shit, and she hated even more that she was going to have to fucking tell her family they didn’t know her at all. Rain heard the other women as she stepped out onto the floor. Shit, she needed to move; Shady was probably alone right now since her men were still in Mexico with the others.

She walked into the large common room and looked around, would she still be here in a few hours? That was her only thought and she smiled at her sister riders and then walked to the large staircase. She had to get this shit over with before it drove her nuts.

As she hit the bottom of the stairs, she paused when she heard a voice she hadn’t heard in a long time. What the fuck? She stormed down the stairs and sitting right there at a table with Kink was the bane of her existence. Slone ‘Knight’ Laverty, he was a Nomad with the Ops Warriors, and when all the shit had started, she assumed he would have come, but he hadn’t. Apparently, he was doing something else.

“I am ready to finally settle,” he said to Kink who was the brother he was closest to when he was here. Shit, she had to be hearing wrong, he was coming off the road, impossible, and bad timing for her.

Kink owned and ran the tat shop in town. Everyone in a hundred mile radius came to Slinging Ink to get tats done by Kink. He was a master, and when Knight was in town, he worked at the shop as well, and was just as popular.

They had history, the kind that wasn’t simple and clear-cut. When Rain wandered into town, the first place she went to was Slinging Ink. She got her first tat from Knight, and since then their love/hate relationship had been complicated. Kink was usually their buffer, he was also her best friend and confidant. Yet, he didn’t know the real her, she knew that was going to change soon and she dreaded that conversation.

“Hey, sweets,” Kink smiled at her and winked. “How was the ride home?”

She rolled her eyes, “Fine, hey, we need to talk in a few. I need to see Shady first.”

Kink frowned, she usually didn’t ask, she just went to him, so she understood his confusion.

“Okay,” he struggled. “Knight and I are going into the shop. Come up there.”

She hadn’t acknowledged Knight and she refused to look in his direction. He didn’t take that well. Rain felt the shift in the atmosphere around him, readying himself to put his two cents into the conversation that had nothing to do with him, and she braced herself.

“You got a problem I need to sort for you, princess?” Knight said dryly. This was because he thought she was a bitch. He didn’t want to help her, he wanted to point out that she never took care of anything and had others deal with her problems.

She glared at him, flipped her head around, and proceeded to ignore him, then said, “Let me know when you’re alone, yeah?”

Kink frowned but nodded as she turned and walked out the backdoor. Rain let out a deep breath as soon as the door closed behind her. Of all the shit luck she’d had, she should have known shit wouldn’t go simple. Nope, talking to Shady and opening the closet full of her demons obviously wasn’t bad enough in the fate handbook. Now she had to deal with the pompous Neanderthal Knight. Fuck her luck. She half slapped herself mentally at the fact she’d noticed in the very short time she’d glanced at him, the image of him was burned in her corneas.

Knight was six feet four inches of muscle that spanned across the widest shoulders she’d ever seen. He wasn’t like most tattoo artists that had never seen true manual labor or the inside of a gym and showed it. Nope. His muscles had muscles. The jokes about him could put all of the Chuck Norris ones to shame. His pitch-black hair wisped down in two of the brightest green eyes you’d ever see. Those thick, luscious lashes were the only things soft in his features. He had a great nose and high, defined cheekbones that contrasted his full lips. His tats went up both arms and a tribal wound up his neck and attached to a full back piece—she’d seen on more than one occasion, and it looked delicious along the ripples of muscles back there—he screamed badass. He also screamed asshole, and Rain knew if he was back, her life was going to be more complicated than it already was.

With a shake of her head and doubled fists at her sides, she stomped off toward her bike. Talking to Shady would have to wait for another time…one where if shit went down, there wouldn’t be a judgmental fuckwad on standby waiting to grab a torch and pitchfork. Rain slung her leg over her baby, groaning at the stiffness she felt from their earlier journey but allowed the anger coursing through her to push the pain down. Right now she needed the only thing that could clear her troubled mind—the road.

Rain finally pulled up and stopped at the top of the mountain. This was her favorite spot to come when the world closed in around her. Not many people, if any, knew about the cliff that overlooked the entire city. One narrow dirt road led in and out, and it was surrounded by trees so thick that unless you knew it was there, you’d walk right past it. She’d found it a long time ago when she’d ran off during one of the many fights between her and the monster she called husband. Since then, her visits were frequent. Knowing what she knew, what she’d seen, and what she hadn’t stopped, ate away at her until the only thing that remained was the hollow, hardened shell she was today. God, but if she could turn back time… A time before she’d met Zane, she’d have done things differently. God, how she’d been young and stupid. Blinded by his cocky grin and big brown eyes. Ugh. Now the thought of him made her want to vomit. Her stupidity was what led her to the OPs and Savages, giving her a place within the new Lady Riders. A place that once she’d confessed would no doubt be ripped away from her forever. She let out a sigh, willing herself not to puke, and sat on the grassy ledge looking down over the city.

The sky was an intense blue, with only a few puffy white clouds floating overhead. She closed her eyes and took in the sweet smell of the air, fading into her environment and out of her thoughts. This, she realized, was the closest thing she’d ever get to real happiness or peace. Her life was destined to be one giant shitstorm, and she had finally come to terms and accepted it after the day she’d walked in Zane’s ‘office’ and witnessed the sale of a woman. As in, an actual human being was haggled over and purchased at the low price of twenty five thousand dollars. Her first thought had been that it was prostitution, and her beloved husband was a pimp. The longer she eavesdropped, the more her brain began to piece together the truth. And the truth was hideous.

Rain had never seen any of the women, and despite knowing it was happening, she had turned a blind eye. She’d wanted to run and tell someone to help them, but Zane had made it clear he’d never allow it. The bastard told her he’d sell her and she’d never be found again if she so much as thought about leaving him. But she’d seen the girls that had been caged like dogs when they’d saved Sahara’s sister. The reality of it all had slapped the ever-loving fuck out of her. Was this what she had allowed other women to endure?

When she’d finally seen a small window to either bolt or stay and burn in hell with him, she’d run as fast as she could. The first few months she’d kept on the road, changing vehicles every state. There had been more than one occasion she’d felt the prying eyes of someone and feared he’d sent some of his goons to tail her, but they were slow. And stupid, which was a plus in her favor. It’d taken her six months on the run to find the OPs, and she hadn’t looked back since. New identity, new appearance, and new life—all about to crash and burn because of the secrets she kept. She’d known Reyes, she hadn’t known his name, but when she saw him, she knew she had met him before, it made her skin crawl. Zane had met with him on more than one occasion, and she’d prayed Zane would attend the auction they’d raided. But because she had no luck and, karma liked to fuck her, he hadn’t been there. She had to speak up now that they had the forces to stop him. Her future be damned, she was determined to give those young girls a future, like she hadn’t the countless women.
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Knight knew seeing Rain again would be hard, but he’d figured being away for as long as he had, she’d be out of his system. He figured wrong. The moment that fine little ass strutted in tossing sass, he knew he was in serious trouble. And knowing she was meeting up at the shop later with Kink, he needed to screw his head on straight and tie his cock down before he could face her again. Fuck if she wasn’t a hot piece. He’d made it a point to shove her away any chance he got, she had a thing for people thinking she was needy or clingy that he’d caught on to early and used it against her. It worked. The daggers her sapphire eyes shot at him were enough to make ice form on his skin.

So he’d told Kink he had errands to run and hauled ass to the one place he went when he had to think. He slowed his bike and turned down the old dirt road, coming to a dead halt when he’d realized how grown up the path had become since his last visit. There was no way in hell he was getting scratches on his ride and fuckin’ up the new paint job, so he decided to park it and walk the rest of the way.

Knight’s heavy booted heel kicked down the kickstand as he killed the motor. The air was warm, but had cooled some in the cover of the trees and it felt good instead of smoldering hot. It’d been awhile since he’d felt good about anything. Out there on the road, there wasn’t anything but temporary. Temporary highs from booze, temporarily good from random pussy. Neither had a lasting effect.

The walk in had already started easing his tension and confliction. The overlook was his. As far as he knew, no one knew of its existence besides older generations that had used it back in the 50’s as a make out spot. As the generations changed, it’d been forgotten. He took his time, noting the different views the trees and brush gave. He was wrapped up in his surroundings so tight he’d damn near tripped over the 70’s something chopper. “What the fuck?” he growled. He looked down to see a familiar decal and paint job that was unmistakable. His temper shot off. As he went to find the owner, his steps were no longer slow and leisure. It took all of sixty seconds to cross the clearing and find his target, sitting with her legs dangling off the side of the cliff as if it were nothing more than a tailgate party at a Steve Miller Band concert.

“What the fuck are you doing here!” he boomed. She hadn’t heard him approach, and when he announced his presence, she jerked and wobbled on the edge. Instinctively, he reached down and grabbed her by the arm, yanking her to her feet with a fling that had her landing on the other side of him.

“Ouch! What the fuck!” she exclaimed.

“Yeah, what the fuck!” he returned.

“No, you what the fuck! This is my spot dammit!” Her cheeks turned bright red and her chest bowed out.

“The fuck you say!” he ground out. Their explosive conversation was only building. His temper was double that. Knight couldn’t help but notice the rise and fall of her chest as she sucked air into her lungs to refuel for another slur of yelling. “Get your whiny little ass back on that fuckin’ bike and get the fuck outta here, Rain,” his voice had gone low and feral. The more he noticed about her hot little body and its effect on his cock, the more angry he got. Instead of backing off at his warning, she closed the distance between them and stood toe to toe with him.

“Whiny? You listen and you listen good you son-of-a-bitch. I don’t know what your fuckin’ problem is and I don’t give a shit. But I’m getting damn sick and tired of your mouth. I haven’t run to anyone for help. Ever.” Her voice now held the same low gravely tone his did and he found it amusing that she thought she could be a threat. Her neck arched up to meet his eyes but her body posture didn’t waiver. She wasn’t scared in the slightest at what he could do to her if he wanted. “I joined up, same as you. Same fucked up background, same baggage. Not one damn time have I unloaded my shit on anyone. From what I’ve heard, you can’t say the same,” she pushed. He’d had a few issues in the past, mostly from young and stupid decisions that the brothers had stepped in to smooth over. How the fuck she knew, he didn’t know, but it ate his ass he couldn’t point out a specific incident where she’d went running for help. Truth be told, she hadn’t as far as he knew, it was just his weapon to keep her at bay. She was a piece of ass who had trouble written all over her. There was no way in hell he wanted to deal with her attitude, and despite wanting to plow her little cunt over and over again, Knight knew it wasn’t worth the drama. Damned if he wasn’t drawn to trouble though. “Whatever problem you have with me, get the fuck over it. I’m tired of your shit.”

“Bullshit,” he growled, bumping his chest against hers. Oh, he’d never hit a woman out of anger, but he’d damn sure rip her pants down and beat her ass a bright red for being such a little bitch. The background she did come from obviously hadn’t entitled her getting her ass spanked near enough. He wanted to fight the thoughts about the apple of her ass over his knee, a bright shade of pink but couldn’t. That, and the fact she was at the one place he went to forget her, leaving him irrational. “You’re my problem. And right now, you’re in my spot. Get the fuck out.”

He thought for sure she’d back down, but she didn’t. His anger seemed to only egg the hellcat on. “Or what? You wanna throw down? Bring it, Knight. You may be bigger than me but I’ll still take you,” she hissed. And the fact she was serious had his head throwing back in laughter. His amusement did little for her temper tantrum, as her then red face turned brighter. He’d have sworn smoke would be pouring from her ears like in the old cartoons. Those damn blue eyes of hers clouded and narrowed into tight slits. “Fuck you.” Her tongue was sharp, but the little fist that reared back and hit him in the side of his jaw was sharper.

“What the—” he touched where the bony little knuckles had left their mark and he towered over her. “You fuckin’ hit me,” he accused. She moved to do it again but he caught her wrist and wrenched it behind her back, dragging the other one to join it. When she couldn’t move her arms, she attempted to kick and knee. Knight jerked her body against his in a violent tug and held her against him. He leaned down and pressed his forehead against hers, forcing her to look at him. “You’re gonna pay for that, Rain,” he said. His voice had taken on a new tone she didn’t recognize. The anger in his features was still there, but something else…something more dangerous mixed in his expression. His warm breath skated across her lips and she fought back the reaction her body gave. The closer he got, the more her mind shut off and her body responded. Just as her lips parted and readied for what was to come, Knight brushed his mouth on hers and grinned.

His cocky smile snapped her back to reality and back to that same state of pissed the fuck off she’d been just a few moments before, only adding another heaping to it. “Get your hands off me!” she spit out. Her words didn’t hold the bite she’d hoped, and her voice had cracked midway through giving her desire away. He grinned even harder and released her hands, laughing again when she turned and stomped back to her bike. The motor purred to life and she could be heard spinning dirt all the way to the main road.
  


Chapter Two




 


Her rage took her back to the compound, she was at least in the mood to finally talk to Shady since she was already pissed and upset, knowing it was going to be a shitty day all around for her now.

As she parked her bike Shady walked out of her house and nodded to her. Rain paused and waited for her friend to reach her. Shady was gorgeous, no one could deny her beauty and her strength. Rain admired her, and knowing she was going to be letting her friend down killed her.

“Hey, Rain,” Shady said gruffly like normal.

“Can we talk?” Rain said slowly and hesitantly, because if she said she didn’t have the time, Rain was so gonna take that answer and wait.

“Sure,” Shady shrugged. “I was going to get a drink, wanna join me and the girls?”

Rain bit her lip, she really didn’t want to do this in front of all the girls, it was bad enough she was going to have to talk to Shady about it, but to show the rest of them how dumb she was, yeah, that would suck. Shady’s eyes noticed the hesitation, her eyes narrowed, and Rain knew she wasn’t going to like what her friend said next.

“Does it affect the club?” Shady asked. Of course, her friend was too observant.

Rain grimaced and then nodded reluctantly, Shady looked at her closely and then said, “I get that you want to talk to me alone, and usually it would be cool, but we are starting this club on the right foot. So anything that will affect the club, we will all discuss. Let’s get the girls.”

Fuck, Rain thought, this was so gonna suck. She followed Shady into the clubhouse, the girls were already there waiting. Without saying a word, Shady grabbed a bottle of Tequila, motioned with her head to the others, and walked to the stairs. They went to the common room of the top floor and everyone took a seat. Shady turned and looked at the girls.

“So this is not a formal meeting, we need the other girls here for that, but Rain has something to tell us, and instead of having to go over the story more than once, I told her we were going to deal together. I will call Abi and the others after this and give them a heads up,” Shady said and all of the Lady Riders looked at Rain expectantly.

Freedom, Harmony, Nike, Bob, and Treat looked at her expectantly. These were only part of the new Lady Riders. Abi, Rose, Heaven, Chevy, and the others, Rain didn’t know as well, but they had entered a sisterhood when they decided to make the Lady Rider club, and all of them had lived the biker life for long enough to know the club was a family. Every one of these women would kill for her; she knew it and she would do the same for them. They had all proved it. Now she was going to tell them that she betrayed the club. Not blatantly, no she had just withheld information that could have helped them all in the hunt for the human traffickers. She wasn’t sure how the hell to tell them that the shit that had gone down she knew about.

Shady pulled the bottle out, put it on the table with a shot glass, and looked at her pointedly. “Drink, then talk.”

Rain nodded and took a shot. She grimaced at the burn as it went down her throat, but it was just what she needed. She took another shot while the women all relaxed into the comfortable couches the Warriors had left.

“Okay,” Rain said after her third shot. She looked at each woman in the eye before she continued, “First off, let me say I never ever wanted to lie to you or make you feel like you couldn’t trust me. I realize that when I tell you all of this that you may feel that way, and I really wish there was some way to prevent it, but there isn’t. Just please know I love you all and have thought of you as my family and sisters since I met you.”

“Well shit,” Harmony said and grabbed the bottle and looked at the others. “Drink up, bitches, this sounds like it is gonna suck, like big time. And seriously, after all the shit we have dealt with, I am gonna need to get drunk for the drama that we apparently are going to have here.”

Bob snorted, “We are chicks, of course there is drama.”

Treat laughed loudly, “Rain, we have been through a lot, there is nothing you can say that will make us turn on you.”

Rain nodded slowly, but she knew that wasn’t true. They had no clue what she was about to tell them. She sought for a way to say what she had to say when Shady interrupted again.

“Rain, we have been on the road for like ever, I am tired, and I want a drink. Spit it out and we will deal like usual.”

“I am married,” Rain burst out and all of them stared at her for a second before they started laughing. “And that’s not all,” she said, watching as the women continued to laugh.

“Well duh,” Bob snorted. “I mean who gives a shit if you are married. Well, unless we need to kill the asshole, and then I call dibs ‘cause seriously, I didn’t get to do anything fun in Mexico.”

“Shut it, ladies, let her finish,” Shady said and they all looked back at her expectantly.

“My husband, his name is Zane Rugel. My real name is Storm Rugel, I am from Southern California just outside San Diego,” Rain said and then took another shot of Tequila. “If you look online, you would never know that it was me. I ran away from my husband and changed my appearance and everything about me in order to forget that life and move on. I was born Storm Brenning,” she said softly.

Everyone in the room gasped. They knew who her family was, well her mother’s side at least, everyone knew who her family was, and it wasn’t like they were normal, rich, obnoxious people. No, not her family, they were rich-obnoxious-always-in-the-media-doing-stupid-ass-shit family. Her sister, who was the queen of drama in the tabloids, was the infamous Angel Brenning. Her mother was melodramatic to the point of needing Valium to deal with her on a good day. Her father was the only normal one and that was because he was still in the military and divorced her mother when he realized she was emotionally dumb. Her father was the only one who knew where she was and about the changes she had made. He helped her with his connections, although he never told anyone where she was. She also knew when the Ops Warriors put two and two together—it was going to get messy. They knew her father, they had to, he was a General for God’s sake. However, most people didn’t realize the opulent Sophia Brenning was married to General Rick Tang.

“Zane turned my head, when I met him he was everything my mother wanted, and so therefore, he was everything I wanted. Everything was fine for the first few months. I buried my head in the sand and just went about my busy life of shopping and spa days with my mother and sister. I was such a fool, it was so stupid how I just never saw the signs,” Rain whispered.

“Did he beat you?” Shady ground out and Rain shook her head.

“I wish it were that simple, I mean seriously, I wish that was all it was,” Rain replied. “No, I discovered around month four that I married a monster. You see, I walked into a meeting my husband was having by accident. A woman was sitting in the corner crying, and I was shocked and just stood there while my husband barked at me to leave. I did, but I listened at the door. There I heard the deal my husband was making to sell the woman to the man who was in the office with him. I was shocked and disgusted, unable to believe it. I went upstairs to my room and started to pack. I mean, what the fuck, I remember thinking. I pulled out my cell, called my mother who was shocked, not about what my husband was doing, that could be explained, it was just a misunderstanding. Even when I told her exactly what I heard, she argued with me. Told me I needed to ask Zane what exactly was going on before I left. It would cause such a scandal she said,” Rain said in a scoffing tone. She didn’t even see her friends’ faces, maybe because she didn’t want to and maybe because she was so caught up in her thoughts of the past she couldn’t see them. “So I waited like the dutiful wife. Zane came upstairs and he was pissed. He yelled at me not to ever enter his office when he was in a meeting. I asked him about the woman and he laughed, said it was none of my business, but I pressed it. He asked where the fuck I thought he made all his money. Truthfully, I thought he was a consultant, that is what he told me and I never thought to ask more. Why would I, at the time I was so self-absorbed that I didn’t care where the money came from, only that he would be able to support me in nice clothes, nice cars, and a nice house. He said he was in consulting, he aided others on how to train women, I figured 50 Shades or something like that, even though the woman was crying, I still convinced myself. I didn’t get it, not until later when I truly allowed myself to look into his business.”

Rain looked at her friends finally and tried to read what they were thinking. She couldn’t believe all of them had a compassionate but cautious look on their faces. She wasn’t sure what it meant, and she knew that she had not gotten to the worst part yet. Damn this sucked, was the only thing she could think and then took another shot and started explaining more.

“My father, he refused to come to the wedding. He said Zane was an asshole who was hiding shit, but I didn’t believe him. I was dazzled by the three-carat diamond he gave me as an engagement ring. Zane told me my father was just trying to break us up because he was threatened by him. He fed me a bunch of bullshit, which I used to rationalize why I didn’t listen to my father. Instead, I cut him out of our lives and didn’t even invite him to the wedding. Instead, I allowed Zane to take care of everything. Looking back, I get how he was controlling, but I let him, I allowed him to do that. So when I found out what Zane really did, I could have left, I could have told someone, I could have done a million things, but no, I was weak,” Rain said disgustedly. “I just let him explain, threaten, and then I followed orders so I didn’t cause any waves. All because I didn’t have enough courage to do a damn thing.” She could feel the tears coming down her face, but she ignored them.

The others were listening intently, Rain was afraid to look at Shady because the next part was where it was going to get dicey.

“I buried my head in the sand and just went about my life, hoping Zane wasn’t the monster I perceived him to be. Hoping he was telling the truth, all because I didn’t want to give up my lifestyle. Then it all came crashing down around me when I came home again and this time there was another man there and another woman. However, this time I listened and didn’t barge in. I listened to the whole disgusting transaction. The girl was only eighteen, barely legal, the man Zane was talking to said she was too old. I almost threw up, but he said he would take her so she could look after the younger ones. Zane laughed and said he was getting a shipment of the younger sort in a few weeks. I threw open the door and took pictures of the man, the girl, and Zane, yelled at them I was turning them in, screamed I was going to the police,” Rain said through her tears.

“What did he do?” Freedom asked softly and Rain turned to her and tried to talk. At least she knew Free might understand a little, after all, her father had put her in a bad position as well.

“Beat the shit outta me, broke my nose and five ribs, punctured a lung, and broke my arm, then told me to mind my own business or I would end up on the next auction block, then walked out the door and left me laying on the floor. I called my mom, she didn’t answer. I called my sister, she said she was too busy. I had no one else, so I called my father and he came and got me. Took me to the hospital, arranged for plastic surgery and for me to disappear, all without question,” Rain said.

Freedom nodded. “Honey, I am not quite sure why you would think we would look at you different because of this. I mean, so you were rich and spoiled, shit happens, and that is not who you are now.”

She heard the others murmur in agreement and then she dealt the final killing blow, the one she knew was going to change their minds.

“The last day I walked in, when he beat me. He was meeting with Reyes Sr., I have the picture still in a lock box, Zane didn’t get my phone, I fell on it and he was too pissed from chasing me. I knew what he was doing, I knew right when you said the man’s name, my father had identified him but couldn’t touch him because he wasn’t in the US,” Rain said quietly and took a deep breath. “My father is General Rick Tang.”

The silence in the room was palatable. She turned to see the look on Shady’s face; there was no expression, nothing. Fuck.
  


Chapter Three




 


Shady stood and Rain flinched a little. Her leader, friend, older sister said nothing to her. Instead, she turned and walked into one of the bathrooms and they heard her vomiting. Fuck, not good.

Harmony was silent as were the others, only Freedom reached out, clutched her hand, and gave her support. Yeah, one out of five sucked big time. She really hated that Free was going to be put in the middle. She knew her, Free would stand against all of them if she thought it was right. The others pretty much held a grudge.

Finally, Shady walked back into the room and put her hands on her hips. “I get why you didn’t tell us about your past when you came here. I can even understand why you didn’t tell us right off the bat when you heard Reyes’s name, but Rain, what the fuck? Why would you wait until all this shit was over to tell us this crap? We could have planned better, maybe taken them all down, maybe saved more women and young girls. FUCK!” Shady screamed loudly. “Even when we found out about my shit, everyone understood, why the fuck were you holding this shit in, everyone would have understood. Now you put us in a shit position, we have to go to the guys and tell them this shit, give them something new to fucking worry about because now we have yet another fucking drama in our midst.”

“I didn’t tell you because I expected you to do something about it, Shady. I told you because I wanted to be honest with you. No one knows where I am, my cover is clear,” Rain said calmly but feeling like her heart was being torn out of her chest, she hated to let her family down.

“Do you think that matters? So was mine! Did you ever stop to think about the others that your husband sold, did you think of the families, you know, like my daughter? Rememebr her, was she one your husband was involved in selling? Do you even know?” Shady yelled and Rain cringed. She didn’t, and she also knew this was why Shady was going to be so pissed at her.

“Shay,” Harmony said quietly.

“No,” Shady said. “Not right now, I need to think,” their leader said, turned, and left the room. Rain lifted her chin and even with the tears streaming down her face she walked out with her head up. No matter what happened to her, she wasn’t going to ever be that woman again. She had come too far, if they asked her to leave it was fine, she would go, but she would not beg to anyone. She fucked up, she knew it, and she was paying for it. She needed to talk to Kink, as she walked down the stairs she pulled out her keys and didn’t look at anyone as she left the compound again.
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Knight bent over the man’s back and continued his tattoo. Charro was a Savage but a Nomad just like him. They had a lot in common and they had run into each other plenty of times on the road and in town. In fact, all of his tats, Knight had done. Even though they were from different clubs, they had partied together and they had formed a friendship.

Now that the clubs were joining, it made their relationship better. They were brothers now.

“So, any women over there that are hot?” Knight asked. He knew who he preferred, and couldn’t get out of his head.

“Hell yeah, all of ‘em, bro. There isn’t but a couple that would be up for your fast fuck though. Most of those bitches you’ll need more than once to get out of your system.”

“What the hell you sayin’? I couldn’t get the job done in one go?” Knight grumbled on the defense. His head was fucked up with the blond haired, blue eyed bitch who he just couldn’t stop thinking about.

Charro laughed, “You don’t know bitches like these. They’ll have you eating their pussy and thanking them after.”

“Fuck. I gotta tell ya, I do know a chick like that and I am trying hard to forget her. I just need an itch scratched, you know?” The bell over the door chimed and Knight turned to glance over the partition wall. The top of Rain’s head bobbed back toward Kink’s room and he jerked. They heard Rain’s voice, and Knight bit back a string of cuss words. Fuckin’ A, he just couldn’t catch a fucking break with that chick, she was going to be the death of him.

“There’s a fine piece of ass right there,” Charro laughed. “That one’s gonna take more than one guy to break her, and even then I’m not sure there’s enough rope to keep her wild ass tied.” At hearing Charro’s words, Knight tensed. A twinge of jealousy shot through him, but the idea of having her hot little body stuffed with cock so full it turned her bitching into moans, made him adjust his dick.

“Yeah, not sure you wanna go there, dude,” Knight laughed.

“Oh yeah? Why is that?” Charro asked curiously.

“Been there done that and the chain that attaches with that pussy is strong,” Knight grimaced.

Charro looked at him closely and then turned back and looked at the wall thinking. It was almost like he could see Rain through the barrier and was assessing what he thought.

“You know, some chicks just need a firm hand.” Charro grinned. “Or maybe four firm hands.”

Knight snorted and then dipped the needle in ink and went back down to do another section of line work when they heard voices. It was Rain talking to Kink, and his machine stopped buzzing. Charro didn’t seem to mind, being as he was straining to hear the conversation just as much as Knight was. So they stilled and eavesdropped.
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Rain found Kink alone, he was between customers and she figured it was now or never. He’d greeted her with a hug like normal, and even though she knew good damn and well he knew what she had to say wasn’t gonna be good, he didn’t push. So she fell into the same song and dance she’d revealed for the girls, including their conversation and leaving off with the fact she may or may not be hanging around much longer, by the decision of the Ladies of course. Also she left out the part about her father, Kink would know who he was immediately. Rain felt lost and hoped Kink would understand, she needed someone now.

Kink had remained silent, letting her go through the entire story before he commented. The look on her face and her defensive posture meant she expected him to have the same fucked up reaction as Shady. Shady…well was Shady. She was a bitch. Her temper flared before any emotion could register. It was a built in mechanism to protect herself, which she’d learned at an early age. He could see the reason for Shady’s reaction, but didn’t necessarily agree with it. They all came from shit, and all of them made shit poor decisions on how to handle them. Hell, he’d had his own shitstorm they’d all stepped in to clean up. That’s what the club did—it had your back no matter what. If someone got in trouble, the others dealt. That was one lesson the Ladies would need to learn, and learn quick—of course, the Warriors all needed to be in agreement as well. It was gonna be like walking a minefield with this situation, after everything that happened over the last few months, everyone was running on emotions and not thinking logically all the time. “Get your shit. You’re stayin’ here,” he snapped, knowing he was going to need to go and talk to Creed and Fork before this got outta hand.

Rain looked at him with a funky expression, and waited for him to elaborate. He didn’t. So when irritation clouded his features, she felt her own temper flaring. “What the hell do you mean I’m staying here?” She had no desire to be here, if they were going to ask her to leave, she needed to get the fuck out. Rain already had a few ideas about where she was going to go.

“I mean, until we can figure this shit out and get things situated, pack your fuckin’ bag and get your ass back to the backroom. I’ve put a bed and TV back there. There’s a full bathroom with a shower. We need a meeting. Then, we need to discuss a few club fundamentals with your Ladies. Plus, I need to talk to the guys about this shit, regardless of what you think, we will deal with this shit. Muther fucker does not mess with one of ours, don’t care when it fucking happened.” He sounded pissed, and she dreaded having to pack up and leave them all behind, but listening to him, that was what she was gonna have to do. This was the closest thing to belonging she’d ever felt, and while she appreciated Kink’s anger for her, she wasn’t going to set herself up to be kicked out. She didn’t quite understand why, if he was ready to send her packing, did he want her here?

“Don’t bother. I’ll hit the road tonight,” she said finally, she needed to do it now, before they got in too deep. This would be a mess considering how well known her family was.

He stared, his face hard and unreadable, she hated it when she couldn’t read his face. Finally, he spoke low, “Get your shit for a few days and be back here by midnight.” She shook her head, but he caught her by the arm. “Don’t make me find your ass, Rain. This shit…” he waved his hand around, “ain’t shit you are gonna fuck around with alone. Damn sure ain’t gonna leave here until we figure out what to do.” She opened her mouth to argue but he stared her down. “You’ve been through hell. No one’s gonna blame you for keeping a lid on it, and if they do, I will sort them out. Now, GO GET YOUR SHIT.” She stood, staring, until he arched an eyebrow and crossed his arms over his chest. Rain wasn’t one to take ‘shit’ off of anyone, but given he’d stood up for her and chewed her ass all at the same time, she couldn’t argue. So she nodded and turned to leave. When she rounded the corner she saw both Charro and Knight staring at her. She may be pushing her luck, but she couldn’t help it. Her nerves were raw, and she was not in the mood to have another sparing match.

“Now you’ve got something on me, muther fucker. Live it up.” With that, she stormed out and peeled rubber out of the parking lot. It wasn’t until the last glimpse of her taillight out the window front faded that Charro spoke up.

“What the fuck?”

“Dammit. She’s trouble, but I gotta say even though I fucking hate to admit it, she is the good kind of trouble. I’ve always known it. Case in point, that bullshit we just heard, she is gonna need us at her back.” Knight went back to tattooing, his attitude worse than normal. It pissed him off knowing Rain would never have thought to confide in him.

“Yeah. Seems to me she’s the right kind of trouble. Damn that ass…” Charro said and Knight paused for a second, an idea was beginning to form but Charro just didn’t know yet.

“Pain in the ass. Fuckin’ huge. We need to cut her loose before she brings this shitstorm down on us.” Knight saw Kink walk up.

“What the fuck? She fucked up, but seriously are you going to sit there telling me you haven’t ever fucked up? Gotta get her the fuck out, and figure out what the hell we’re gonna do about this shit. The chick before was a selfish bitch, she admitted it, but that isn’t who she is now. You and I both know it. The others, yeah, we may need to do some convincing ‘cause the crap we have been dealing with is fresh,” Kink said and looked at the ceiling. “Some of the guys don’t even want the Lady Riders to even exist, they are just humoring them, but I have seen them in action, all of them, and they are mean as fuck and can handle a lot of crap,” Kink said to the two men and both were silent trying to think about what they’d just heard.

Knight wasn’t sure how the fuck he felt, Rain was a pain in the ass, but Charro was right, he could feel it, one man wasn’t going to handle her alone. To be truthful, he didn’t want to, he had already come to terms with the fact he liked ménages, but had never found anyone he would be willing to share a woman with. But as he sat and thought about it, Charro was a man he trusted, someone he knew would always have his back, he had proved it. They just needed to see if they could deal with it, and it wasn’t a conversation to have with him in front of Kink.

“Don’t you think that’s a little hard? You told her it wasn’t her fault,” Charro, the pathetic bastard, spoke. Knight shook his head but continued shading in the skull on Charro’s forearm.

“She was a spoiled rich bitch, but she kept that shit from the club, it could go either way, man. Got herself in a bind, and instead of trusting us to help her, she kept quiet, the guys won’t be happy with that shit. Hell, it’s a wonder Shady didn’t slit her throat right there and then today. She’s gone from the clubhouse until we can figure this shit out. Knight, since you are here and decided to stay, you need to know she will be here too. If that is going to be a problem, man, tell me now. If not, I need your help.”

“Hold up, that shit goes to vote, Kink.” Knight had stopped, and for some reason spoke up, “We are going to have to move real fast to get that stopped.”

“Yeah, I know, that is why I need your ass to step up. Jesus, do you think you can think with your big head and not your little one for three seconds?” Kink’s pissy attitude had Knight and Charro bowing up. Charro was pissed too about the whole situation and Kink didn’t have the energy or time to wonder why.

“Fuck this, when you make up your mind let me the fuck know.” Kink took off to the back, mumbling and cussing. He didn’t want her tossed out, shit it was gonna suck going in by himself with this shit. The Ladies should have her back, by the sounds of it though they didn’t. As fucked up as it was, it was a test to see how they’d handle the hierarchy of managing a club, the guys would be watching. If they united and stood for her, then maybe they had their shit together. If not, their club would be the next to be sent packing. He knew Creed and Fork, they would use this as a test, hell, they might even seriously want Rain out, but either way, he was going to do his best to make sure that didn’t happen.
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“Fuck, not my business, man, but that is some fucked up bullshit. Her hot ass aside, dammit would be cold for the club to turn their backs. Not sure I am liking what that says about the Warriors, since we are joined now, think that means I have a say in this shit too, I may be making a few calls.” Charro shifted in his chair, pulling out his pack of smokes and lit up. “Fuckin’ bullshit.”

“Are you fucking kidding me? You know how this shit works,” Knight said.

“Yeah, I do, I also know she is unclaimed, which means she is at the mercy of the club, if she was an ol’ lady, she would have more pull with the Warriors. With the chicks, that is fucked up, I don’t know what the fuck to think about that, hadn’t had a chance to hear about it other than a few bits here and there, but I know Abi and the others from the Savages will back her,” Charro said.

Knight looked at Charro and the thought he really hadn’t wanted to address yet suddenly came to the forefront. “You know when we shared that chick in New Mexico?”

“Yeah,” Charro snorted. “That was one awesome fucking night, the bitch screamed our names so many times she was hoarse the next morning.”

“Have you ever thought about claiming a woman with a partner?” Knight said.

“What, you mean like sharing an ol’ lady?” Charro said seriously.

“Yeah, man, I mean we were Nomads, don’t think the itch for traveling is gonna just go away. But finding bitches in every city has begun to get old; I came back here to settle a little, be a part of the club. But damn, you and I know that shit gets old real fast. Are you planning on settling as well?” Knight asked and Charro smiled at him.

“Aww, man, you asking me to go steady?” Charro laughed.

“Fuck you,” Knight chuckled, this is what he was talking about. Charro and him were always on the same wavelength.

“Seriously, man, never thought about it, but yeah, would feel comfortable with you. And Rain? Shit, from the moment I saw her I have been planning to tap that shit. Keeping her chained to my bed, yeah, I can see that,” Charro said.

“Brother, taming her is gonna be a huge fucking task. You have no idea what a serious bitch she can be. Fights me on everything, the only time she doesn’t argue is when she has my cock in her mouth, and then I am scared half the time she is gonna bite it off,” Knight laughed. “But she would make a good ol’ lady, she knows the score, and she has been here a long time. But no messing around, man, if we do this we have to commit, cause no shit, I am not gonna get my dick chopped off in the middle of the fucking night because we cheated.”

“Nah, man, I always knew I wanted an ol’ lady. Felt something I have never felt before when I saw her, so yeah, I am ready to see where this shit goes,” Charro laughed.

“Yeah, man, you just need to keep your nut cup ready,” Knight laughed.

“We couldn’t handle her? She isn’t that big of a fuckin’ threat, man. She’s a buck twenty soakin’ wet,” Charro chuckled. He wasn’t one to put up with bitches trippin’, but he damn sure wasn’t scared of ‘em either.

“Yeah, after the first time she grabs your nuts and gives them a good twist you will be singing a different tune. Just saying, we are gonna have to work together, man, or she will never be tamed. Let me finish this tat and we will go to Bitches and have a beer.” He waited for Charro to settle down before he went back to laying in the ink.

The next customer came in, and he heard Kink still in his pissy tone of voice talk. Knight finished Charro’s ink but the man sat and talked to him and the customers the rest of the night. Time flew for them since most of the customers were brothers.

Around midnight when they were about ready to close up shop Rain walked in. “You’re late,” Kink snapped.

“So? What the fuck does it matter?” Rain shrugged. “Not gonna be here for long.”

“It matters because you have a problem with trust. That’s the main reason all this shit happened, Rain,” Knight said quietly and she turned her eyes on him and glared.

“What?” Her hands went to her hips, her chest puffing out in defiance. “Who said you even had a fucking voice in this shit?”

“You need your hot little ass simmered down and some of that damn attitude adjusted.” Knight held her glare, waiting for her to back down. Her cheeks turned bright red and she was about to bolt when he spoke up again. “You haul ass now, you’re gone. Nothing we can do to help you.”

She didn’t want to stick around; she had spent the day thinking about it. Rain was pissed, after everything she had been through with the club and this shit comes down like this, oh hell no, she didn’t need it. No one told her what to do or when to do it, and walking away from all of this…even if there was a small chance she’d keep it, wasn’t something she could risk. She didn’t want to put them in the middle of her shitstorm, she knew from experience what they had dealt with Reyes was tame compared to Zane and his minions. They were the first and only real family she had, she was going to protect them. Now, she just had to prove it to them all and show them she wasn’t the spoiled little bitch they thought her to be. Or, that she once was. The best way to do it was go and fix the shit on her own.

Rain stomped to the back of the shop and tossed her bag against the wall, slamming the door shut behind her. She needed to make some calls, but she had to wait until the guys left. Hopefully she would be gone in a day or so.
  


Chapter Four




 


“Where the fuck did she go?” Shady roared as she searched the upper floor looking for Rain. She had been pissed, and had not dealt with it well, and now she felt guilty, not something she actually liked to feel dammit.

Jas had moved to the floor with the other women and she came out of her room and shook her head. “I was asleep.”

It took her the whole night, and her men had come home, which helped, although she hadn’t told them exactly what was going on, they knew something was up and helped her work shit out in her head. But since her guys were home that meant Creed and Fork were here as well, which also meant they were going to come at anytime to talk to them.

“Never saw her,” Nike said, looking in the mirror at her new hair color. Shady rolled her eyes, this month it was pink. She changed it every month, at least the guys liked it.

“How can she walk in here, grab all her stuff and leave, and none of your bitches saw her?” Shady growled.

Freedom and Harmony walked into the room with the women from the Savages. Since the women had been briefed already on the phone, they knew what was going on. Shady had called a meeting with all of them after she had calmed down. She knew they were going to have to deal with this shit, along with the guys, but they needed to present a united front. This would be their first test as a true biker club.

They had already gotten the leadership roles out of the way. The women from the Savages hadn’t actually argued much with what they had worked out, although they had made sure they included everyone in the hierarchy since they were going to be the originals. Shady was President, Harmony and Heaven were VPs. Freedom and Rose were Treasurers. Rain and Treat were the Road Captains, and Bob, Nike, and Abi were Enforcers. The rest were full members: Chevy, Alice, Lacey, Bree, and Rave. And they had three Prospects: Sadie, Tami and Jas.

They were seriously going to need more room. Especially if the clubs were going to merge some, because the guys were talking about having a house for each of the clubs on the other compounds. That way they had a place to crash when visiting. They were also creating a new patch for both so everyone would know they were united.

“She isn’t here,” Shady yelled and Freedom and Harmony looked at each other. “All of her shit is gone too.”

“Fuck,” Harmony said. “The guys are gonna be pissed. You know how they are about hearing shit from the horse’s mouth. They are gonna want to make her explain shit.”

“Yeah,” Abi said. “Our guys are the same, bunch of high maintenance little asses when they want to be.”

“Come on, sit down, we gotta sort some of this shit out. Nike, did you get the info we needed?” Shady asked. She had called her hours ago and asked her to gather as much info on Zane and Rain’s family as she could so they could talk about it.

Nike snorted, “Yeah like that was hard. I mean, I did dig some more, but damn all of them are on the front page of MSN, half the time in the worst dressed section. But only surface stuff, I need help to get down and dirty, one more pair of hands to cover my trail when I hack and I can get the real skinny.”

The women all chuckled and sat down in the large living area. “Before we start,” Chevy said, “I gotta say you all have a sweet setup. You think the guys will let us have a bar up here too?”

Abi rolled her eyes. “Bitch, we can decorate later. We got a lot of shit to talk about. New drama, and the rest of this stuff with the chicks who need a place to stay, we are gonna be spreading ourselves thin. Gotta get shit done. Now, where would she go?”

Shady and the others looked at each other and then Freedom said, “Slinging Ink.”

“We don’t have time to get her,” Rose said. “Our guys came with us, and they are with the others. They are going to want to talk to us about the other project, and if we withhold from them…”

“Fuck,” Shady snapped and turned to the Prospects. “Jas, Sadie, Tami, get a move on, take the truck, get to the shop, and bring her ass back here.”

The three young girls grinned. They were finally going to be trusted to do something now that their threat had been eliminated. Freedom had set up counseling for them already, that was part of their Prospecting chores.

They heard the thump of motorcycle boots on the stairs and all of them turned as Easy walked into the room. He had a serious look on his face and he said, “Church, now.”

Shady rolled her eyes. “Why?”

“Rain,” was all he said and the women sucked in a breath. Who had talked? None of them should have, that was their code. Chevy had announced it when they were on the road. ‘Hoes before Bros’ and they all had drank a shot of whiskey on it.

Easy crossed his arms and waited for a second until Freedom snapped at him. “Hey, get outta here, we will be down in a sec, you are interrupting our Church.”

Easy frowned. “The Pres called a meeting, nothing more important.”

“Well seeing how Shady is our Pres, you will have to excuse us until we have been given our orders,” Freedom shot back and her man raised an eyebrow and said.

“That’s one.”

“Yeah,” Freedom snapped, “say that to me tonight while you are sleeping on the couch.”

Easy glared at his woman, then turned and stomped down the steps.

“Yeah we need to get a handle on the guys or they’re just gonna run over us,” Abi snapped and all the women nodded.

“Yeah,” Shady sighed. “Gonna make a strong statement. Let’s go.”

[image: tmp_998e4fe1dbe6e9f9b12257b025ef6d68_Z7n6Ep_html_m2d6034a3.jpg]

Creed sat at the front of the table. The other Warriors sat in their spots, but an extension had been added for the Savages. Kink had already come in and explained everything he found out. The men were pissed. The mission could have gone better had they known more information, and Rain withholding was like a betrayal. And people who betrayed the club, well, they didn’t live to make the mistake a second time.

By the time the girls entered the room, the men had all but made up their minds. Even though Kink, Knight, and Charro had tried to convince them to give her the benefit of the doubt. However, they were adamant, mostly because of the people who had been hurt by Reyes, it had struck too close to home for all of them. The three men were sitting together with frowns on their faces and the others were glaring at them.

When Shady and the girls walked in, they looked directly at Kink. Shady said, “You assprick. This is Lady Riders’ business not Warrior/Savage business.”

Kink shook his head and said, “No, Shay, this is everyone’s business ‘cause it will affect us all.”

“Yeah, well I am the President of the Lady Riders, and you should have come to me to see what I was going to do before you came in here spouting your bullshit. I had it under control,” Shady snapped and the other women stood behind her and nodded.

Creed finally spoke, with Fork on his left, Tonto and Sandman on the other. “Shay, you know this is not just affecting you. This is gonna bring a shitstorm down on us as well. We didn’t get the main player, and now we find out it was probably Rain’s husband? She betrayed club, she has to go.”

“Hey,” Shady said and put her hands on her hips, “you don’t get to determine that, we do. She is a Lady Rider not a Warrior or a Savage.”

“When she lied she was none of that,” Fork said forcefully. “We can’t trust her to be in the clubhouse. I won’t put anyone here in danger, especially the women who we are going to be helping back on their feet. What the fuck is gonna happen if they come looking for them, Shay? Are you women gonna be the ones to protect them or are we? You know the answer.”

“Oh shit,” Slider said and put his head down. Cajun just grimaced and waited.

Shady, Abi, Chevy, and Harmony didn’t say a word, but all of them pulled a knife out of the back of their pants and threw them. Each of them landed right in front of the four leaders, inches from their chest, sticking straight up from the table. None of the men flinched, they just sat there, but a few of the others jumped back and yelled.

“What the fuck?” Maxi said.

“Not what the fuck, Max,” Shady said, never taking her eyes away from Creed’s. “This is serious as fuck. You will not sit us in a corner, pat us on the head, and think we are going to go and bake cookies and fucking sew shit. WE made the club because of who we are, and that is just like you, but since you Neanderthals don’t allow women in your clubs we made our own. Now, either you are gonna respect it or we are gone. I mean it, gone. Because you do not make decisions for my club, I do. So make your choice right now because I have some packing to do if we are leaving.”

Tonto shook his head. “Rose…”

“Oh hell no,” Rose said with a grim tone in her voice. “I am with Shady and the Lady Riders, where they go I go.”

“Dammit, Harmony,” Fork said and Harmony just laughed and shook her head.

“Don’t even try it.”

Easy smiled and said. “Free…”

“Yeah,” Freedom said sweetly.

“Come here, baby,” Poke said firmly.

“Fuck you,” Freedom said and put her hands on her hips. “Really, you thought I was going to be the weak link. Please, biotches.”

There was noise behind them and the door flew open with Rain being pushed in by Jas and the other Prospects.

Kink went to stand up but Knight and Charro beat him to it, went directly to Rain, and stood on either side of her. She looked up at them with a frown and then looked at the rest of the room and said, “No meeting, I am gone.” She went to turn and Shady said.

“Bitch, take one step outta this room and I will kick your ass myself.”

Rain froze and turned with a shocked look on her face. She could have taken that as a threat, but she knew Shady, and she wouldn’t have even spoken to her if she was going to kick her out. She would have let the guys take her and do with her what they wanted, instead, she told her to stay put, and so she looked forward, lifted her chin, and nodded.

“Now,” Shady said. “Here is how this is gonna go. We have already had our vote, and Rain is staying. We are going to deal with this shit like we did for Free, Harm, and the rest of us. Don’t care if you don’t want anything to do with it, don’t care what you have to say. You will be allowed to help if you choose to but will have no input on whatever plan we make, it is our club our rules. Now decide, do we still have a place here or do we leave.”

Rain sucked in a breath, what the fuck had happened before she got here. She could guess, by the looks around the room. The guys wanted her gone, and the women didn’t. All over her, dammit, she knew this was going to turn into a clusterfuck, and it had.

“By the way,” Kink stood and walked to where Rain was with the others. “I am speaking for myself only when I say, I am helping.”

“Charro and I are as well,” Knight said firmly and hooked a finger through her back belt loop while Charro did the same on the other side. Okay, not in Kansas anymore, Dorothy, she thought but didn’t say a word.

“Fuck,” Creed spit out and looked around the room. The guys were shifting uncomfortably in their chairs, they were asking them to go against their protective nature and allow the women to handle this. None of them wanted that. “You are part of the Warriors.”

“Yeah, we are.” Shady nodded. “Then treat us like it.”

“Hands,” Creed said loudly and everyone knew what it meant. They wanted a vote of the guys to see what everyone wanted to do. “For.”

Slowly the hands went up, but none of the women took their eyes off the President. Rain was the only one who did, and that was only because she was standing in the back of the room and could see everyone. She knew why the women didn’t do it, it would have shown weakness. She could because no one was looking at her. But she felt Kink, Charro, and Knight’s hands go up immediately but she didn’t turn to them. Instead, she waited and watched.

None of the leaders voted until the end. That was the way it was, because they could still veto it. “Against.”

No hands went in the air and Creed sighed loudly. “Tell us what you need, but we want the full story.”

Shady nodded and looked at Rain, “Rain?”

“What do you know?” she said hesitantly.

“What Kink told us?” Creed said and Rain nodded.

“Only missing two things,” she said and the men nodded.

“My given name is Storm Brenning and my father is General Rick Tang,” she said and Shady grinned because she knew that most of the men in the room knew her father and respected him. If they had thrown her out of the club, they would’ve been pissed later.
  


Chapter Five




 


Zane sat back in his chair looking at the footage from the Reyes’ compound. Damn bikers, how the fuck had they become involved? Didn’t make any sense, even the background information he had didn’t add up. None of them should have known about Reyes, there was no connection.

“I need IDs on all these people,” Zane snapped at the woman sitting in the corner who was cowering already. She felt his rage, and knew when the boss was pissed, anything could happen.

He picked up the phone and called his lead guard. Z-Man was the best of the best. Handpicked by Zane over ten years ago, he had helped him get out of many messes and cover his tracks. Especially with his wife, although the bitch was out there, and he would never give up looking for her.

“We have a situation from the south,” Zane said. “We lost most of our shipment, and we can’t fill the orders we need to. Get some men together, we need to go hunting. Anywhere and everywhere they can, age is not an issue at this point.”

Z-Man snorted. “How many?”

“Fifteen to start, I will call the other houses and see what they have as well,” Zane said. “And I will have some people I want found. As soon as I identify them, I will let you know.”

“Who are they?” his man said.

“The bastards who cost me a fortune. I’m not sure who they are, but they will pay for it with their own blood if they have to,” he said and hung up the phone then picked it back up again.

“Find out if the authorities know about what happened over the border and if they have any information about me,” he snapped to his second-in-command.
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General Rick Tang put down the phone and leaned back. Shit, what has Storm gotten herself into now? He grabbed his case and walked out the door calling to his secretary to clear his calendar, he was going out of town on an emergency.

Creed and the others didn’t know it yet, but they were about the get the help of an extremely pissed off father. He had been watching that fucker for a long time and had just been waiting for him to slip up. The phone call he just intercepted was all he needed in order to make it happen, but only after he extracted a bit of personal revenge himself. No one fucked with his daughters.

It wasn’t two hours later that he had his flight itinerary, bags packed, and ready to go. With backup at the ready and the airborne unit on twenty-four hour stand-by, there was no way in hell this motherfucker was going to get away. If he lived long enough to look him in the eye, the General had every intention in showing him what real suffering was and make him relive each demon act he’d committed tenfold.
  


Chapter Six




 


Rain walked into the bar and spotted Shady and the girls waiting over in the corner. She walked over and sat on a stool, ready for the blow up she knew was coming. Abi handed her a shot, and waited. “We are a family. If one has a problem, we all have a problem. Trust is something that binds us together in blood. To have your place with the Lady Riders, you had better never forget that again. We clear?” All of the girls stared at her, waiting for an answer. Of course she’d trust them. This…atrocity that she’d withheld from them yet they’d given her a second chance, spoke for the Ladies.

“Crystal.”

“Good. Now we drink to it,” Shady grinned, holding her glass up. The others followed, and without hesitation, Rain raised hers. The girls chugged down the amber liquid and set their glasses down waiting for Shady to continue. Their Church had shown what little faith they’d had in the Ladies. There was no way in fuck they were going to gain any kind of control, or dictate who came and who went.

“The boy scouts need to learn real fast that we say what we do, when we do it, and how we do it. There won’t be any folding, no matter what,” Shady said.

“Agreed,” the girls chorused.

“Now, we need to come up with a plan on how to take that son-of-a-bitch out and everyone around him. Start gathering all the info you can on Zane, Nike needs another hacker, who here is good at that? We need what contacts he has, who’s working with him, that kind of shit.”

“I can hack and erase, I also know how to spoof, which will leave a footprint of whoever I want, even the account holder,” Bree said.

“Good. Let’s see what kind of interesting ways we can leave a message for any wanna-be-Zane replacements that may arise. It was bodies on pikes last time… Maybe fucking balls in a jar? When we are done, this shit will stop for good. Maybe not everywhere, but for here it will,” Abi grinned, chugging her beer.

“Sounds good. I can give you all the names of the people I overheard him say or talk about. He’d mentioned before that there were numerous houses getting and holding girls. This time, we make sure there aren’t any left alive and no one steps up to fill their position.” Rain felt more rage against him for what he did with every passing day. It haunted her that she had been capable of turning a blind eye to that. Human trade, which was only the small section of the evil they committed against the girls, was sickening.

“The guys are gonna be a problem,” Freedom laughed.

Shady nodded her head and looked at the women around the table. “They are, and this is gonna be an uphill battle, they will try to go around us at every turn, but we just need to stick together, and we can do this. I get what they are concerned about, and all of us know there is nothing guaranteed in life.”

“Yep, but I couldn’t live with myself if I sat back and did nothing,” Rose said and the others agreed.

“No one takes chances on their own, if something goes down, we are there. Now, we gather information, but we also need to brush up on self-defense, and weapons,” Abi added.

“Right, we have a range. I also bet we can find a trainer or two who will help us,” Rose smiled.

“Make him hot and buff just enough to piss off the guys and I am in,” Harmony said. They finished planning and then finally sat back and relaxed.

Heaven finished her drink and waved at the bartender for another round. Their talk eased into an all-out party. “So what’s the deal with you and Knight?” Heaven asked Rain.

“Nothing. He’s an asshole,” she huffed. Ugh. Just the thought of his name raked across her nerves.

“Mmhumm. I’m telling you, girl, them guys stood up for you against their own. Ain’t no way in hell they’d do that unless they were staking their claim,” Nike said over the jukebox playing in the corner.

“Fuck no. I don’t know why he did, but it wasn’t that.” She knew how he felt about her because he couldn’t be around her without spouting some sort of bullshit out of his hole.

“I wouldn’t be so sure,” Bree said behind the lip of her glass.

“Oh, I’m positive. That fucker can just stay the hell away from me. The less I have to deal with him the better.” Rain slammed back a shot. She sat her glass down and held on to the edge of the bar with one hand to keep from getting off balanced on her stool.

“Too bad,” Knight’s voice boomed from behind her. Her head flipped around and she saw both Knight’s and Charro’s arms locked over their chests, their eyes focused on her.

“What the hell are you doing here?”

“Taking you home,” Charro said, walking toward her.

“What? No. Home? Who the fuck do you think you are?” His bossy smirk set the whisky in her veins on fire and she was bowed up and ready.

“That hot little temper ain’t gonna do shit for you right now, Rain. Your ass is ours. The more you fight it, the redder that ass is gonna be.” Knight walked up to her on Charro’s other side, boxing her between them.

“Back off,” she warned. That, for some insane reason, made the Neanderthal fuckwads chuckle.

“Or what?” Charro taunted.

“Or I’ll fuckin’ make you back off,” she said, her voice low. Charro grinned again, sending her temper through the roof.

With Knight closing in from behind her, all Charro had to do was step up. When Rain tried to step backwards, she ran into Knight. Charro’s lips crashed down on hers, his hand winding in her hair to keep her tight against his lips. When he’d kissed her hard enough she quit trying to push away, Knight flipped her around and took his place. Once he’d pulled away, she was swaying and out of it. “Come on,” Knight said, grabbing her hand. Charro grabbed her purse, and nodded at Shady. This was them making their claim on her so everyone would know that she was theirs and theirs only.

They led her out of the bar and into the truck, getting her seated in the front seat between them. When her attitude came back, there was nowhere for her to go. “What the hell was that all about?” she tossed sass at them.

“Two,” Charro said from behind the wheel.

“Two?” she parroted.

“Swats to that ass with my belt,” he threatened with eyes still on the road.

“What? That’s fuckin’ ridiculous.” She jerked her shoulders back, readying to fight. They were fucking insane if they thought they were going to order her around and then spank her like a child. She’d beat the living shit out of them.

“Five. Keep running that mouth,” Knight warned.

“I’m gonna bloody your fuckin’ mouth if you don’t stop.” Yeah, alcohol probably wasn’t the best additive in this little anger management issue.

“Ten,” Charro said, upping the count, which upped her attitude.

“Fucking ridiculous.” By the time they stopped at Slinging Ink, Charro and Knight had agreed on fifteen. If they thought for a second that would ever happen, they were more stupid than they looked. Not that they didn’t look sexy as hell despite her urges to slit both their throats. It didn’t matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t ignore that.

Knight grabbed her arms and pulled her over with her head in his lap and Charro twisted her body until her ass stuck up in the air, facing him. “Warned you,” he growled, low and husky. He reached under her and unfastened her jeans while pinning her down. Charro slid them over her hips to stop just above her knees and before she could focus on what the hell they were doing, Charro’s hand came down on her ass in a sharp sting.

“Fuck!” she yelled. The sting had her jumping, but Knight held her down tight. By the third whack, the heat seeped to her clit and sent a spasm through her pussy. The hotter it got, the closer she got. Her yells became moans, making both guys grunt in satisfaction. She felt a trickle of cream slide down her leg and Charro’s finger slipped between her slick folds.

“She’s fucking dripping, man. Such a tight little cunt.” He prodded her opening, not giving her what she needed. When he pushed on her clit and made circles, she felt it building up. She was going to come all over his hand and then he fucking stopped. Her pants were righted and she was helped into the room before her brain caught up with what had just happened. Her bed wasn’t five feet away. She wanted nothing more than to strip off her clothes, fall on her back, spread her legs, and beg for them to fuck her over and over but that wasn’t gonna happen. They’d tried to show they had the power. Well, that power was going to be shoved up their ass.
  


Chapter Seven




 


Charro stalked toward her, his eyes locked to hers in a way she couldn’t look away. She knew what he was doing but wasn’t about to fall prey no matter how fucking hot he looked. Oh no. That badass attitude and so sexy bare chest… Those abs… The way his tattoos appeared to be etched in his skin… Those dark, intense eyes… Fuck! Rain shook her head and took a couple steps backwards, determined to get the hell out of there. He thought he was all that, and even though he was, the bastard needed to learn he couldn’t just demand shit and expect her to jump and run. She jumped for no man, and didn’t run. Ever. If she was running, you had better follow because that meant something was chasing her that she couldn’t take on. There wasn’t much she couldn’t handle, so whatever it was would be zombie type shit. A small smile tilted the sides of his mouth and she felt that little bit of annoyance seep through the lust filled fog he’d created and embraced it. Anger was good. She stepped back a couple more feet and once she thought she had enough ground between them, turned on her heel to stomp off. Instead of making it to the ‘off’ part, she stomped right in to a solid steel chest. Two python arms wrapped around her, and before she’d caught her breath after having it knocked half out of her, another set of hands landed on her hips, their fingers digging in her flesh through her jeans. Fuck. It didn’t matter how pissed off she was, there was no resisting encased in this bad boy sandwich and she didn’t want to. Charro grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked her head backwards, slamming his mouth against hers. He swallowed her screams when Knight shoved his hand down her pants and went straight for her clit, skipping the soft touches and going straight to intense circles that had her pussy gushing from the abrupt connection.

“Fuck yeah,” Knight grumbled. “Show me those tits.” Charro slid his hands up her sides and yanked her t-shirt up over her head, leaving it around her wrists. His free hand tickled up her back, using little effort to work the fastener on her bra, freeing her huge breasts with a bounce. He cupped one, tweaking her nipple between his thumb and forefinger until she gasped. His mouth lowered to her ear.

“We’re gonna fuck you until you beg, Rain. Fuck you until you can’t think of anything but our cocks deep in that little body of yours. Then, when we’re done, we’re gonna fuck you again.” Charro gave her other nipple the same treatment, pulling and pinching it until she arched her back against his hand.

“I don’t remember giving either of you permission,” she hissed, tugging against her restraints. She managed to get one arm lose before he laughed and used her shirt to tie her wrists together in tight knots. Knots, that unless she had a knife, she’d never get out of.

“Don’t remember asking.” Knight shoved two fingers knuckle deep in her soaking little cunt and watched her fold. Oh, she may be full of hate and discontent, but her dripping pussy said she wanted it and wanted it bad. He worked her over good while Charro swallowed her poor half ass attempts at protest that turned quickly to moans. When he felt her pussy start to clench and pulse around his fingers, he pulled out. She arched her hips toward him, chasing the release she craved.

“Mmm. That’s better. You’re gonna come on my cock, Rain. Then, you’re gonna keep coming until we get done with you.” Knight sucked her juices off his fingers and stood, nodding for Charro to take her to the bed. He grinned and released her just long enough to toss her over his shoulder and carry her to the bed in the corner. She landed and bounced, her hands still bound, jeans on, and boots bunching up the covers. Charro saw her struggling and grinned.

“Here, baby.” He reached over and took her boots off, tossing them behind him. He used the palm of his hand to push her flat against the mattress and worked her jeans, ignoring her disgruntled murmuring. Once he had them off and tossed in the floor, that’s when he noticed she didn’t have panties on, and the hungry side got hungrier. He looked over at Knight and grinned. “Look at that. We were in such a rush in the truck, I hadn’t paid attention.”

“Fuck yeah. Knew she was a fuckin’ wildcat. Look at that pretty shaved pussy.” He traced his finger up her slit, dipping it in her juices. She couldn’t pull him closer because her hands were still behind her back, but she could wrap her legs around his arm.

“Stop fucking with me. Untie me. Now,” her voice was low and feral, but they both knew it was because they were pushing her by taking control, and she liked it. There was no way in hell they were gonna give it back to her.

“Hell no. I like you like this,” Knight said, stripping off his clothes. His eyes didn’t move from where Charro’s hand rubbed her cunt.

“So do I,” Charro grinned. “Here, take this for me for a second. Get her ass nice and juiced up. I don’t want to fuck without priming her.” He stood and undressed, this time taking in Knight’s mouth licking and sucking up and down her slit. Rain had her head tossed back and pushing down in to the mattress when he crawled up beside her. He rolled her just enough to get her hands free and pulled her up just enough he could get under her with her back to his chest. “I’m gonna sink into that tight ass, baby. We’re gonna make you feel so fuckin’ good.”

“Fuck yes!” she screamed. He licked up the side of her neck and bit down. “Say it right, Rain. Beg for my cock.” She squirmed on top of him, but Knight pushed three fingers into her pussy and curled them and she quit. His other hand pushed down on her stomach, making sure that her G-spot felt every swipe when he curled them inside her. It wasn’t long until she was ready to go and he stopped. This time, she gritted her teeth and begged.

“Please!” she gasped. It didn’t matter. Right now all that mattered was them getting inside of her. It’d been so long since she’d been fucked, and hadn’t ever been fucked the way these two had so far. This was her wet fantasy come true. She’d been with two guys before, but they’d been out for theirs and she took what she could to get off, which wasn’t much. But Knight and Charro, there was something about the way they took total control and didn’t back down when she fought back that had her ready to explode with need. She arched down against Charro, pushing against the head of his cock until she felt him pushing past the tight barrier. Knight upped his handwork and had her coming so hard she floated off when Charro sank balls deep inside her.

“Fuck! She’s so fuckin’ tight,” he hissed.

“Good. I wanna stretch her holes good then swell them shut from fuckin’ her all night.” Knight climbed on top with one knee between theirs and his foot planted at the side and climbed over her enough until he shoved into her dripping, pulsing pussy. As soon as he got in, she was begging.

“Please! Oh God! Fuck! Please!” she gasped, her body milking them.

“Mmm. That’s a good girl,” Charro whispered in her ear and began pumping in and out of her, alternating strokes with Knight until they had a seesaw rhythm that had her convulsing over and over on their cocks. One orgasm rolled into the next, and the guys had no choice but to hold on tight and ride it out. “Fucking amazing!” he growled.

“I’m gonna fill your ass with my cum, baby. Then I’m gonna fuck you again and again until my balls won’t unload any more,” he gritted through his teeth. At that, her ass clenched down in another orgasm and he exploded. Squirt after hot squirt filled her, sending her higher and higher. Knight wasn’t far behind, and dug his fingers into the flesh of her tits when he shot off, grunting loudly. He didn’t stop either. She’d expected them both to pull out and at least take a recess but they didn’t. Before either of them went hard, she was coming again, and again as they fucked her.

“Fuck!” she gasped, clamping down on them again. They took a little longer to come the second go-round, but by the third time she was exhausted and couldn’t move. Her muscles jerked, her head lulled back and forth, and all she could do was lay there and ride each orgasm they shook her with. She was moments from passing out when they came and locked in her tight, emptying every last drop of cum in her.
  


Chapter Eight




 


Zane opened the door of his limo, stepping out in his black on black suit into the shadows of the alleyway. “What do you have?” he asked a guy dressed in jeans and a black t-shirt.

“Word has it, the club that took Reyes down, your dear sweet wife is a part of it.” The informant handed him a picture of her in the distance with a group of biker chicks. The zoom was poor quality, and she looked a lot different. He stared at the picture for a long while before coming to full agreement it was indeed her. She’d had a lot of work done and her hair was different, but he knew her too well.

“Interesting. What else?”

“They said she has told them about you and is helping to track you down,” the guy answered. “I don’t know from where or how soon, but they are moving in.”

Zane scowled for a moment and nodded. “Thank you.” He handed the guy a wad of cash and got back in his limo. Once the door was closed tightly, he laughed out loud. Oh, dear sweet wife, how I adore thee. Let me show you the ways… She wanted to play huh? Well, game on. She had no idea who she was messing with. He flipped out his phone and punched a button, holding it to his ear, “Round up a few of our best. It’s time to bring my wife home.”
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Rain woke and looked around, fuck a duck, she thought, I slept with them. Dammit all to hell. She slowly moved down between them, making sure she didn’t disturb them because she needed to get the fuck outta here. Rule number one, never spend the night with anyone, ‘fuck ‘em and leave ‘em’ that is her motto and she wasn’t changing it. Too many strings came from relationships.

When she reached the end of the bed, she slid off, grabbed her clothes, pulled them on swiftly, and left. It wasn’t until she was outside on the street that she remembered they had been at Slinging Ink. Thank God, she thought, at least she didn’t have to explain to anyone what the fuck she had done.

Taking a deep breath she pulled her cell phone out, which was still in the back pocket of her jeans and walked right toward Starbucks, yes she needed the elixir of life, coffee. Of course, she wasn’t obsessed like Harmony, hell, no one was that obsessed. The woman stabbed someone with a spork for messing with her bagel. As she hit the front door Rain changed her mind, possibly Harmony was right, because right now she spied the Raspberry Swirl Pound Cake, which was only in season once a year, and apparently Rain had missed that memo. She loved that shit.

She saw her reflection in the window and grimaced a little. Her jeans were baggy and sagged on her waist, held up by her favorite belt, which had a buckle with bling-crossed guns. She was wearing her Harley boots, and a cropped t-shirt with a bike on the front. Her long blond hair was a mess, but still looked good. Damn, she looked like she was headed out for the night instead of beginning her day. Fuck it, she thought and swung open the door.

She walked to the counter and ordered. Then she heard Harmony and the other Lady Riders come in. She should have known they would be here; it was their morning ritual.

“Hey, Rain,” Harmony called and the others came up to her.

“Hey,” she said. “I ordered and will get us a table.”

The women stared at her and then Shady laughed loudly. “She got laid.”

“Hell yeah she did,” Freedom said. “Get a big table, the others are coming too, they are right behind us.”

Rain frowned and hung her head, shit, they were all going to be there, and they were all going to give her shit. This sucked, it was worse than the walk of shame, it was the Starbucks happy place walk of shame. Not cool.

“Get me another Raspberry Swirl Pound Cake,” she snapped as the other laughed and she grabbed her coffee and pastry and walked off.

In the back was a large group of tables they always sat at. There was a young bunch of boys sitting there, no more than eighteen, and they grinned when she walked up.

“Hey, mama,” one of them said and Rain rolled her eyes.

“Move,” she said quietly, and the boys laughed.

“Mama, why don’t you sit with us and we can talk about what we are doing later,” the same boy said. The others were just smiling, and looking at their apparent leader in awe because he had spoken to her.

Rain softened her features and walked around the table and reached up her free hand and ran it through the teen’s hair and then leaned over and smiled at his friends who were watching intently. She could see with the looks on their faces that they were in shock at what she was doing. Rain licked her lips seductively and then whispered right next to the boy’s ear, “Baby, haven’t you heard? Caffeine stunts your growth, and I am sure your cock can’t afford that. So why don’t you run along and see if the pharmacy has some cock enlargement pills that will help you out. Then come and see me.”

The boy jerked his head back as his friends held their hands over their mouths and laughed loudly. The leader stood and glared and her, then with his head he motioned to the others and they moved.

Rain laughed to herself and then cleared the table and pulled up chairs for everyone. The others had just showed up when the boys stormed through the door.

Shady and the first group came to the table laughing and put down their drinks. “Rain, I see you haven’t lost your touch.”

She grinned, “Don’t have time for little boys messing around.”

Bob shook her head. “Shit, I could have totally initiated them into manhood.”

“Cougar,” Freedom snorted.

“Hell yeah,” Bob said and sat down. “I get some good tips from the young bucks at Bitches. Their daddies give them a big allowance to go to the strippers.”

The women laughed and waited until everyone was sitting down before they began. Rain ate her pound cake quietly, soothing herself for what was to come.

“So,” Abi said with a wink to Rain. “How was it?”

Rain shook her head and said, “I got off, and I left, no biggie.”

The women laughed and then moved on, thank God. Shady took over by saying softly, “What did you find out, Bree, Nike?”

The two women looked tired but they grinned at each other. “A lot,” Bree said and looked at Rain with a sad expression. “I know this is gonna suck and bring up shit, and I am sorry.”

Rain shrugged, “Whatever.”

“Okay,” Nike said. “First off, your mom and sister.”

“Wait. What? And it is half-sister thanks,” Rain said. “They are not involved.”

Bree looked at her sympathetically. “Not knowingly your mother, but your uh half-sister? We may have an issue there.”

Rain whispered, “What the fuck?”

Nike nodded. “Okay, here is what we have on that end. Your half-sister has been hanging around with Zane and his second-in-command. We traced several of her new purchases, one of which is a large apartment building in San Diego, the signatures were verified, it was her and Zane who bought it, and she signed off on locks, lingerie, clothes, décor, and other things which leads me to believe she is completely aware the place is a whorehouse with underage children.”

“Oh my God!” Rain said stunned. She had never gotten along with her half-sister, they had a hate-hate relationship, and Rain was okay with that. Even Zane was part of their competition, shit, Rain knew her half-sister was jealous when she was married, because Angel had tried to turn Zane’s head several times before he asked Storm out. Hell, at the end Angel had laughed when Rain said she wanted out, told her she was stupid, she said nothing could be so bad that Storm would walk away from the money. But even with all that, she would never have thought her half-sister would stoop that low.

“Uh,” Bree said. “And she is also named in several other holdings with your husband, all of which are barely on the legal side of things. She convinced your mother to invest in a shipping company they are using to transport drugs and women. From all indications, it looks like you mother has no clue, she just went along with the recommendation from your half-sister.”

“Now, Zane,” Nike said and looked at her again apologetically. “Better to just rip the Band-Aid off, babe. Intercepted a few emails, it looks like someone got a picture of you in Mexico, he knows you are with the club, and he is gearing up to get you back.”

This was the first time she smiled. And yeah, it probably looked like she was a bit mental but damn, that was seriously fucking funny. “Get me back?” she laughed and they all frowned and looked at her. “He has no clue who the fuck he is dealing with anymore. He only knows the weak bitch I once was, fuck him. I will meet him on his turf and we will see who the fuck comes out unscathed.”

Shady slammed her hand down on the table and said, “The fuck you will.”

Rain shook her head. “You don’t know Zane, I do. I mean yeah, years ago living with him scared the crap outta me. He was mean, he was a bastard, and he beat me down into a weakling. But, guys, I met you. I get I fucked up. I get that I held something from you, but it wasn’t because I was scared of him. I was scared of losing you all. I could give a rat’s ass about him, fuck, with the training I have gotten, I can kick his scrawny, perfectly slicked black haired ass.”

They all looked surprised. “I thought you were scared of him,” Freedom said softly.

Rain looked at her, and then stared at each of the women she called sisters and said, “Yeah, I was afraid of you all getting hurt. But honestly, I get what Shay had been trying to say, we have a code, we live it, breathe it, fucking taste it.”

Shady smiled and then said, “A bitch who is in it for the long run, will stay with you and have your back no matter what.”

“Well said. But not necessary,” a man’s voice said from behind them and Rain froze, she knew that voice. Fuck.

The women all looked behind her but Rain didn’t have to, she knew that voice, even though it was one she hadn’t heard in more than five years.
  


Chapter Nine




 


“Okay,” Creed said from the front of the room, they had called a meeting first thing this morning after hearing the women were doing the same. “We need to get ahead of this shit before it comes back to bite us all in the ass.”

“Shouldn’t we wait for the Lady Riders to be here?” Kink said slowly and looked at Charro and Knight who were looking like they needed a hangover treatment. The two men were silent but listening intently.

“Normally, I would say yes, but I have a bad feeling about this guy, Zane. Some of the shit we dug up on him doesn’t look good. Plus, Rain is still legally married to the guy, regardless of everything else, things could go real bad if she suddenly has a change of heart,” Creed said and that is when the men exploded.

“What the fuck?” Knight yelled. “Change her mind? Did you even listen to her?”

“And besides the fact, she is ours, we claimed her and we will fight for her,” Charro snapped.

“Yeah, that is what I am talking about,” Creed said quietly. “How will you feel if we sit back and one of the women get hurt?”

“Uh, you have met Shay right?” Slider snorted.

Creed grunted. “Yeah and I met Harmony too, and I know she can take care of herself most times. But this guy, Zane, he is connected, and when I say connected, I mean to every fucking body that deals with anything remotely illegal. He runs the West Coast, and apparently, Angel, Rain’s bitch of a half-sister is fast becoming just as powerful in those circles. She has a way with dealing with shit that even I cringe at.”

“Yeah,” Charro said reluctantly. “But going behind their back like this could cause more of a shitstorm than we want.”

“My commander used to say, ‘Do what needs to be done, and ask for forgiveness later’, can’t think of a better motto right now to use because when push comes to shove I ain't leaving my woman’s ass out there hanging without me,” Poke said and all the men nodded.

Knight knew there was no way they were going to win this particular battle with the club, and he had to admit they were right on some aspects of it. Rain would just have to get over the fact they were going to help and had their backs as well.

“This is what we know,” Raven said from the side of the table and began to explain everything they had discovered. Chills went down all of their backs as they listened to the fucked up shit that was happening in Rain’s ‘blood’ family. What a fucking mess.

“I also made a few calls. We all know who General Tang is and truthfully, I respect the guy, but he can’t do some of the things we can and keep clean,” Creed said and the guys all nodded. “Also, the girls are tough, but we have the experience an operation like this takes. So it goes without saying that we are going to do what we have to do in order to keep them safe.”

The men mumbled in agreement and Charro leaned over to Knight and said, “What do you think?”

“I think, we do both, ‘cause I agree with the guys, but I have seen the girls in action, and they are some mean ass bitches. I have no doubt they will be able to deal with this, but the number of men this dude has is gonna be the issue,” Knight said and Charro nodded.

“Besides, Rain is ours and no matter what that means, we protect her,” Charro said. “If she gets pissed, we deal with it.”

Knight grinned. “Yeah we do.”

“Okay, we are still waiting for a few more pieces of information, but as it stands right now, we are going to be taking a road trip to Cali. Mostly because some of the players we are talking about are not ones we want to fuck with. When I say that, I mean because I would rather stay under their radar. The Feds have been watching Rugel, and we do not need to draw their attention. So this will need to be an in and out. I have called Freebyrd, and Magnum already left to get things ready for us. We also need to make sure the girls don’t know what we are planning until the time comes. That is why Mag went, he and the Cali guys are gonna get the lay of the land, if they can take out Rugel they will, if not, then we are gonna have another plan.” Creed turned to stare at Kink and him. Knight closed his eyes, shit, yeah; they were the best snipers in the group. Fuck a duck, Rain was going to be pissed.

“Could be the only way,” Fork said before Kink could open his mouth and the man leaned back and looked at Knight. Shit, they’d worked together before and he knew they could again. Knight’s only problem was hiding it from Rain. He looked at Charro who nodded.

“Gotta do what you gotta do, man,” Charro muttered and Knight nodded to Creed and Kink. Looked like they’d be going to the range to get their guns lined up.

“Okay, as soon as we get some more Intel we will meet again and decide how to proceed. In the meantime, guys, get Rain’s ass back to the compound, can’t have her running all over town with a target on her back,” Creed said.

“Oh this ought to be fun,” Kink laughed. “I love watching Rain get pissy when people tell her what to do.”

“Yeah, just ‘cause you got the attitude the other night,” Knight laughed.

“This time it is not me, so yeah, gonna be fun,” Kink laughed loudly and Knight and Charro shook their heads. She would do what they wanted her to do.
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“All that money for surgery and you end up a stripper in a biker club?” her father said loudly and all of the women froze.

Rain smiled, turned, and looked at her father. “Oh look, the sperm donor is here. Care to actually sit at the same table as me for a few minutes before I kick your ass to the curb again?”

General Tang shook his head and then pulled out a chair. The Lady Riders looked at him with both curiosity and hostility. No one talked about their sister that way, however Rain didn’t seem to be upset.

“I see you still have the mouth of a sailor. I knew I should have made you join the damn Navy.”

“And I see you are still hiding behind that uniform so you don’t have to deal with the real world.” Rain’s voice was getting thicker by the minute. Abi stood and addressed the General, before he could sit down.

“How do you take your coffee?” His eyes met hers and his features turned unamused.

“Your father must be as proud as I am.” His eyes scanned her up and down, noting the tight black leather vest that zipped up the front in a halter type cut with nothing underneath and the black leather pants that tucked into her boots. “At least waitressing has its purpose,” he added.

“My parents died when I was a kid. I’m pretty damn sure they are looking down and proud as fuck of me, considering I hold the National Champion belt in the women’s MMA division. I’m not a fuckin’ waitress, but I figured it’d be a better idea to get your ass sitting and sipping coffee before this turns ugly. Now go get yourself something and come sit down. Right here, dear ole dad.” She reached over to a free chair against the wall and slung it beside her. It was a direct view to Rain, but Abi also wanted him next to her in case he didn’t come for a family reunion and tried to start shit.

Surprisingly, the General chuckled and went to the counter to order. “Your father is a fuckwad,” Shady said.

“No shit,” Rain responded sarcastically.

“He says one wrong word and I’m on his ass, got it?” Heaven reached in her pocket and pulled out her blade, getting it within easy reach under the table.

Rain smiled. “Thanks, girls.” Her father came walking back and her smile faded. He ignored their scowls and sat down, scooting his chair in to sit with a rigid posture and his chest puffed out like a fucking peacock. The girls were all slumped over or kicked back comfortably.

“I won’t sit by and watch my daughter be murdered. They are some very bad people, which given your poor judgment when it comes to men, I am sure you already know. He’s coming for you and he won’t back down until he has you. You’re going to go home and pack up your things and be ready to fly in an hour.”

“The fuck you say,” Heaven answered for her. She glanced over at Rain and saw the same reaction the rest of the table held. Oh yeah. She was one of them no doubt about it. Gone with the rich bitch, in with the badass.

“Young lady, this doesn’t concern you. It’d be in your best interest to keep your nose out of our business.” His condescending tone pissed off the entire table.

“That’s where you’re wrong. See, Rain is one of us. We are a family, and if one has a problem, we fix it together. We don’t turn our backs on each other just because they may have made a mistake or a bad call of judgment,” Rose said with her arms folded over her chest. His eyes shot to her and he scowled.

“Family? You call this high school rock-band-in-the-garage-club family? None of you know what the real meaning of that word is and I’ll tell you the same thing. Back off out of our conversation.” He was getting irritated, which didn’t faze the girls in the least.

“I wouldn’t expect a man like you to understand what family is. We love one another and support each other. Not to appear good for the public eye or force each other to save face. We take care of our own and don’t cut anyone out because of a bad marriage. If I’d been around Rain back then, she wouldn’t have fallen in that trap. We’d have kept her from ever getting involved with Zane to begin with. So tell me, General, why are you here?” Bree spat.

“Again, little girl, that doesn’t concern you.” He gave Rain a disapproving glance that had her sitting upright in her chair.

“And what you don’t get is that these girls, and the guys, are concerned. They have risked everything and saved the lives of a hundred girls or more now. It doesn’t matter how hot things get with this, they won’t pussy out or back off until the job is done. Now, cut the bullshit, Dad. What do you want?” Rain’s patience was wearing thin. The man took a large swig of his coffee and sighed.

“I’m getting my damn daughter out of this mess and somewhere safe so I can take Zane and his shit down for good. I can’t worry about you and if you’re okay when I go in. I’ve briefed everyone with what’s going on and told them when it comes down to the wire, if I have to take this uniform off to do what I’ve got to do, I will.”

Hearing him confess that softened her features. He was still an asshole, but for once was showing he actually gave a fuck about her, which was rare. “Dad, I am safer here. If you want to help take his operation down, that’d be great. But we work together. Understand?”

The General grunted and shook his head, his cheeks flushing red. “Dammit, Rain. Why can’t you listen to me for once? These guys aren’t ones you want to fuck with!”

“No shit. The more forces we have going in, the better chance we have. The Devil Savages, OPs Warriors, and Lady Riders are going one way or another. If you want to join, great. If not, I really don’t give a shit. Either way, I’m not going anywhere.” She took a bite of her cake and washed it down with her java chip Frappuccino with peppermint. The soft little moan that escaped was involuntary. She couldn’t help it. Starbucks was heaven. When she looked up, she saw her dad’s eyes twinkling and a smile playing at the corners of his lips.

“Still my little girl,” he said quietly. Instead of something snarky said back like he expected, she smiled.

“Always.” That changed the mood dramatically. After that, he sat and discussed details and information he had with them, and vice versa. Once they were done, they headed to the clubhouse to have a sit down and introduce General Tang to all of the guys. It might be an awkward pair up, but now there was no way Zane stood a chance in hell.
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Rain straddled her bike as her father walked to his rental truck. The rest of the women either got into their cars, or on their bikes. She grinned, the ones who didn’t have bikes had already ordered their new ones, and when they came in, all of them would ride together, it was gonna be awesome. Especially since they all custom ordered them. None wanted to tell the others what design they picked, it had been hilarious on the ride home listening to them talk about it.

She flipped her starter and her baby roared to life. She loved the sound of her engine. Rain caught her father’s eye when he got into his truck and she wanted to laugh at his obvious shock at her bike. This should be interesting when he sees all of the bikes at the compound and the rest of the club.

Shady raised her hand and pulled out first, the rest of them following, she saw her father shaking his head but he turned the truck and followed them. She could see him in her rearview mirror, and when she punched the throttle, she grinned at the thought of the look on his face. He was probably fuming.

They rode to the gates of the compound and Shady stopped, because of everything that had been going on, the gates were locked. One of the Prospects came out and nodded. “Who is the truck?”

“Call ahead,” Shady grinned and then looked at Rain who was chuckling. “Tell them General Rick Tang is here to see them.”

The Prospect frowned and then nodded. But when he walked back to open the gates, Rain laughed harder when she saw the look on the Prospect’s face when he called the main house. Yeah, there was gonna be an awesome welcoming committee there.

Shady raised her hand again and everyone took off down the long drive. Shit, her father was gonna freak when he saw the compound. Oh well, it was her life. She was gonna stay at Slinging Ink anyway, hopefully her father found a hotel already.

As they pulled into the parking lot Rain cringed. Shit, everyone was here. Charro and Knight were standing front and center. Yeah, this wasn’t going to turn out well.

She parked and then took a deep breath before she got off, hung her helmet off the handlebars, and then finally turned to look. Her father was already out of his truck, stalking—yes, stalking—to where the group of men stood. She tried to imagine the scene from an outsider’s view, and she smiled. Yeah, the guys were all wearing the cuts and various Harley shirts, and jeans plus the boots. All of them.

“Who is in charge of this place?” her father snapped at the group of men. Rain sucked in a breath and then Creed stepped out of the house and looked at her father who had frozen.

“Rick,” Creed said with a gruff voice.

“The fuck?” her father said and Rain frowned, as did the other women. Of course they knew the guys would know who he was. Rain’s father was well known in the military community, mostly because he led several of the operations during the conflicts the US had been involved in the last decade. But Creed knowing his first name? Yeah, what the fuck?

Fork stepped out behind Creed and smiled big. “Hey, look, Creed, ‘Orangey’ is here.”

Rain’s father practically growled at Fork and he said, “Seriously?”

“Aww, look,” Fork said, shaking his head. “He wants a hug, Poke; Easy, come on out. Orangey is here and wants a hug from all of us.”

The two Enforcers stepped out and Rain’s father began shaking, “No, I mean fuck no.”

Rain stepped forward, she couldn’t decide if her father was pissed or not, his voice didn’t usually change much so you could never tell if he was happy or pissed. By the look of his body language, Rain assumed he was pissed.

“Orangey!” Poke yelled and held open his arms and her father shook his head and backed up.

“What the fuck are you guys doing here?” he said with a gruffness Rain had never heard before.

“Ahhh,” Fork said quickly. “The boss misses us, guys.”

Boss? Rain thought and her father cleared his throat. “Yeah, no, but seriously what are you guys doing here?”

“Rick,” Creed said and held out his arm. “Welcome to the Ops Warriors Motorcycle Club compound.”

“Ops Warriors?” Rain’s father said slowly. “MC?” He turned and looked at Rain with narrowed eyes. “Are you telling me you are involved in a MC and never fucking told me? What the hell were you thinking?”

“Whoa, man,” Knight said slowly and her father rounded on him.

“Whoa, man? Did you say whoa man to me?” Rain’s father said.

Charro shook his head and said, “Sir, he was merely trying to express his displeasure of you yelling at Rain.”

“Why would he do that, she is my daughter,” Rick snapped.

Rain sucked in a breath, oh shit, yeah he was so going to tell him, like right now, before she could even have a chance to actually say a word.

“She is our woman,” Knight said and stepped forward. “I do not need anyone to talk for me either, brother. I can say it just fine, listen, man, I appreciate you are her father and this is all a shock to you, but you do not talk to her like that. She has not done one thing to be the target of your anger, and you need to back the fuck off. Rain is ours, and we protect what is ours.”

Rick stepped back and then looked at Creed, “Rain is yours? What does that mean, she is a part of the club? What the fuck are you thinking allowing women into this type of situation?”

Charro was the one who spoke this time and said, “Yeah, was trying to be nice. But, dude, you just stepped over the line. Rain is our as in, she is Knight and my woman. We claimed her. She is our ol’ lady. We take care of what is ours, and you yelling at her and talking like she is some weak bitch without a brain in her head is not fucking okay.”

“What did you just say?” Rick said quietly, shit, she knew that voice, her dad was about to blow. He turned his back to the guys and walked to Rain, grabbed her arm and pulled her toward his rental truck. She laughed loudly and dug her feet in.

“Dad!” she yelled laughing, it wasn’t a funny laugh, it was an I-am-scared-shitless-my-father-is-gonna-pull-a-gun-and-kill-all-my-friends laughter.

“No,” he yelled over his shoulder and she tried to pull her arm out of his grasp.

“Dad!” she yelled again and pulled back on his hand. He stopped and turned on her quickly.

“No,” he stormed. “I did not just hear that. I did not get you out of that fucking situation to keep you alive so you could waste your damn life on riding a damn bike and having sex with two men. Claimed you? What the fuck does that even mean, claimed, like you are a piece of furniture or something. You have a college degree. You could be…”

“An executive in a lucrative business like say a mining company, which pays me a lot of money,” Rain said softly.

“Exactly, goddammit. What the hell are you thinking? You are so much more than this,” her father yelled and she turned and looked at all the members of the club who had now come out. The Savages and the Warriors alongside the Lady Riders. All of them standing there watching her, and seeing what she was going to do. Choose her blood or her family.

“Dad,” Rain said and turned. They weren’t close, but he was her father, and she loved him. He was there when she needed it, and he had left her alone because he didn’t want Zane to be able to find her. They had a lot of shit in the past, but he needed to accept her the way she was. “I am an executive in a mining company. The Warriors own it, they bought this land and it was already on here. We have employees and I work there. I ride a bike, I love it, and it makes me feel free. Yeah, Knight and Charro…” she said and paused. Fuck, she wasn’t sure how the hell she thought about them. “Well, we are still working that out, but regardless, it is not any of your business who I sleep with, Dad. I am old enough to make my own decisions, and if I want to be with seven midgets who shoot themselves out of a canon it is my choice, not yours.”

Rain’s father was quiet. He looked at his daughter closely and then said, “You are still married.”

“Yeah, well, I am gonna get a divorce,” she snapped and said then flung out her arm. “This is where I live, this is where I love, and this is where you will accept me or you will need to leave and let me fix my own mess. I didn’t ask you here, I don’t actually need you here, especially if you are going to be an asshole to my friends. So you need to make up your mind. Apparently, you know Creed and some of the other guys. You know who they are, and what they can do, so you know if you leave I am in good hands. I won’t blame you. I know I am asking a lot, Dad. But I am asking, because you are the only blood family I have left or at least claim, and I really don’t want to lose you, but I will not lose them either. They gave me back, all of me. I am strong now, I am smart, and I am not going to ever let anyone treat me like Zane did.”

Rick stood there and stared at her, and then looked at the group behind her. Shit, he was going to leave, she thought but then he sighed loudly, pulled her into his arms, and hugged her.

“Baby girl, if one of those fuckers gives me a bad vibe I will shoot them,” he whispered into her ear.

Rain chuckled and whispered back, “Stay away from Maxi.”

“Woo hoo, one big happy fucking family!” Poke yelled and everyone laughed.

But Knight and Charro watched closely, because they were serious, they claimed her, they wanted her, she had already begun to mean something to them, not just a fuck. No one was going to take her away from them, not until they figured out what was going on between them.
  


Chapter Ten




 


After the daylong Church and weapons inventory, Rain snuck back up to her room and headed for the shower. Having her father under the same roof after all these years, not to mention in the mix with three biker gangs, had her mind melting to pudding. She was relieved he held his tongue and didn’t insult them… Much. She was even more relieved Charro and Knight held their tempers.

The plans were simple—get Intel, follow Rain’s half-sister and mother, which included their transactions and phone records, and taking down Zane. Her father had about blown a gasket when he found out Angel was so deep into Zane’s business. His Intel hadn’t told him that, and he was livid. He was ready to call her mother and yell at her, everyone convinced him to calm down and get information first.

Though little details were still being worked out, at least tonight had gotten everyone on the same page. Now, she needed to escape. There was no bars left on her patient meter to give a damn and the temper was about to go off. Why? Besides the constant condemning from her father, she had Knight and Charro playing the alpha card on her and they’d stuck to her all freakin’ daylong. Her father would make a comment and they’d get defensive and throw snark back at him. The girls were on edge because the guys kept trying to call the shots, and she was damn certain if some of the guys didn’t get laid soon she’d shoot them herself. Way too much attitude floating through the damn air.

Rain shut and locked the door quietly, letting out a deep sigh. Quiet. No bickering. No conversations to talk over or try to follow. Just her and the tranquility of running water. God, how it would be awesome to be somewhere where she could bathe under a waterfall. No one around, no interruptions…just her and nature. She’d never been somewhere she could get lost in the silence but she always wanted to experience it. Maybe when all this was over she’d hop on her bike and drive until she found that euphoria.

Once her clothing was shucked off in a pile on the floor, she turned on the water and stepped inside, wincing until it turned hot. Unlike most people, she wanted her water hot enough to burn the dirt and grime of the day away. Tonight was no different. The steam rose in a white cloud, fogging up the glass shower door and filling the room. Rain grabbed the shampoo and began to lather her hair, unaware of the intruders who’d picked the lock and snuck in. She rinsed and conditioned while Knight and Charro quietly undressed and opened the door. The moment the cold air hit her she let out a scream.

“Easy, baby,” Charro said, his mouth dropping to hers to swallow the sound. As he kissed her dizzy, Knight slid in behind her and lathered a loofa. He gently sudsed up every inch of her body and rinsed her.

“So fuckin’ hot.” With her skin smelling of sweet lavender and vanilla, Knight let out a hungry groan and dropped to his knees. With Charro’s help, Knight got one of her legs up and wrapped around Charro’s waist. He couldn’t help but take a moment to look at her. There, with the water cascading off her perfectly hot little body, her pretty pink pussy open and wet, he felt his emotions change from just horny and wanting to sink in her body, to the feeling of warmth traveling through his veins and to his heart. Leaving him with the feeling of wanting to please her. “This pussy…it’s so fuckin’ perfect.” His last word was whispered against her folds and followed by his tongue. As he lapped up and down her cunt, Charro worked her mouth and played with her perky tits.

“I can’t wait to feel your heat wrapped around my dick, baby. I want to be buried in your sweet little pussy,” Charro murmured against her mouth.

“Yes,” she gasped, her fingers clinging to his biceps. It wasn’t that she was holding herself upright, because both men seemed to know when she needed support and would move her around. The awkward normal shower sex wasn’t happening here. Not with these two skilled beefed up men choreographing it. “Please!” she yelled, her head falling back. Charro kissed down her throat, nipping her flesh and soothing it by lapping the water drops off. “I need you in me,” she pleaded. At that, Knight added two fingers in her pussy, working her with both his mouth and hand until she was clenching around his fingers. With his mouth latched on her clit, he added two more, using his other hand to keep her from falling.

“Fuck-k-k-k-k!” she screamed out her orgasm. Her pussy gushed down his hand, coating his tongue and dripping down his chin.

“Hold her. She’s coming hard. Damn, you should taste her cream. She’s so fuckin’ delicious.” Knight felt her tremors start to slow and pumped his hand and mouth on her hard and fast until she exploded again. Before she stopped gripping and squeezing his fingers, he pulled them out and pulled her other leg up around Charro’s waist, using his left arm to hold her steady, his right to guide her hips down on Charro’s cock. With her orgasm still rolling with aftershocks, Charro tensed.

“Son-of-a-bitch she’s squeezing my dick. Fuck! That’s it, baby. Take all of me.” As he said it, he pushed her down hard until he was fully seated in her. Knight rubbed the tip of his dick against her ass, coating it with her juices to lube it up for her sweet little hole. She rocked up and down on Charro, needing him to move. “Easy, baby. You’re in for one hell of a fuckin’ ride.” He pushed in her ass, slowly feeding her inch by delicious inch until her body stretched to accommodate them both. Once the sting eased, she began arching up and down on them, using Charro’s shoulders as support. Her legs clamped tighter around his waist and her moans and screams echoed in the tight space.

“God, she’s fuckin’ going to make me come,” Charro said through clenched teeth. He fought back the urge and reached between their bodies to find her clit. Once he began rolling it in circles, she was lost. Her head tossed back against Knight’s shoulder, giving him ample accessibility to pinch and knead her pale pink nipples.

“Me too. Rain, you’re gonna come so hard on both of our cocks when I tell you to, baby. Do you understand?” Knight asked, praying his balls didn’t unload before they pleased her first.

“Yes!” she gasped, panting.

“Good girl,” Knight responded. He gripped her around the waist and began slamming her up and down on their cocks, pounding every inch up in her until she detonated. Every muscle went stiff in her body, locking them inside her so tight it was almost painful. When her walls eased off in between waves, they’d thrust, fucking her good enough that it kept her floating on the wave of her orgasm even after each of them blew inside her. Knight had gone first, his fist winding in her hair as he slammed as deep as he could go and filled her with his seed. Charro held out as long as he could, letting her ride the wave as long as she could. Just before she’d floated down, he slammed into her so hard it sent her off on another mind-blowing orgasm. As she squirted her cream all over them, she let her feelings slip and wanted to run directly after. “Fuck, I’m falling for you two.”
  


Chapter Eleven




 


Rain opened her eyes and looked around. She had them closed hoping it would block out what they were saying. It was worse than they thought; Zane was neck deep into drugs, prostitution, trafficking, and so fucking much more. She couldn’t believe she’d lived with that man, she had slept with him, she promised to love him for the rest of her life. Shit, how the fuck had this even happened to her?

“So we take Rugel out of business, we buy a lot more problems?” Creed said slowly as they talked about what they were going to do.

“How so?” Rick said, looking at the board. “We take him down and he goes to jail forever.”

“Yeah, and then he just runs it from jail,” Easy said. “It sucks, sir, but it is true. Rugel is not going to stop even if he is arrested. Sir, you know what I am saying is true, sometimes people just need to be wiped off the face of the earth.”

“Then what?” Rick said. “Where does it end, I mean you are acting as judge, jury, and executioner all in one.”

“His empire falls, then someone will take over, I can tell you that honestly. However, the one who takes over is not trying to get your daughter back and sell her off to the highest bidder,” Knight said as he walked into the room with a sheet of paper.

“What?” Rick demanded.

“It is all right here,” Knight said. “He has put a special auction on a website. Angel is running it, and yeah, a picture of her is posted and with her new look.”

“Fuck,” Rick said and grabbed the paper. It was all right there, Angel had set up the site, and the picture was the one from when they were in Mexico blown up. It had all of her information, all except her name. “Where did you find this?”

“On a fetish site that you need to be a member of. Kink couldn’t hack into it so he joined under his real name. They won’t be able to trace him, as far as his background goes, if they check, he lives in New York and is a stockbroker,” Charro laughed.

“How did he get that cover?” Rick said and the guys laughed at him.

“Not all of us jarheads are completely worthless. Kink may be a tattoo artist now, but he graduated top of his class and then decided that being a business man was not all it was cracked up to be. His parents wanted that life, so once a year he travels back and plays the dutiful owner of his business for his parents. He wears suits, takes out his metal, and covers his tats. Makes then happy and him happy,” Creed said quietly and Rick sat up straight.

“Shit, you are right, sorry. I guess when people see you they make assumptions,” Rick said quietly.

“He said not all of us,” Poke said with a laugh. “Some of us are exactly what you think.”

“Well like the military, it takes all kinds,” Rick said firmly.

“True that,” Fork said and everyone laughed.

“When is the auction,” Rick said grimly.

“Two weeks,” Knight replied, Charro froze, and his head snapped up. He had been sitting next to Rain calmly listening, laying an arm on the back of her chair showing her support. At first, she had been a little offended but as they had been talking, she actually appreciated his presence. Every once in a while he would reach over and squeeze her hand, or leg, letting her know he could tell when she was frustrated.

Knight immediately walked to her other side once he delivered the message, and leaned over and whispered into her ear, “Don’t worry, got a handle on this.”

“What about—” Rick began.

“Your ex-wife has no clue what her daughter is doing. She and Angel had a bit of a falling out, and they haven’t spoken in several years,” Knight filled in.

“What?” Rain said and her head turned quickly. “How is that even possible, we don’t know that?”

“Because Sophia Brenning, your mom, covered it up,” Knight said and kissed her cheek. “From what we can tell, they would release information about the two of them eating lunch or some bullshit, but that was all it was. Your ma moved to Northern California while your half-sister stayed in San Diego.”

“Did you know?” Rain said to her father who was already shaking his head.

“No,” Rick said. “Once I left, I cut all ties. No phone calls, nothing. You know your mom, drama and stuff. I couldn’t keep dealing with her shit.”

Rain nodded and didn’t say anything. She felt Charro squeeze her leg, and Knight grabbed her hand. Yeah, they were here to support her, and they weren’t trying to take over. She really appreciated that.

“So what you are saying is we have two weeks to make a plan, get to California, and carry it out. All before they make the move to come and get Rain,” Rick said slowly and the guys laughed.

“Yep,” Creed said smiling.

“And this is a good thing why?” Rick said.

“Do you remember Freebyrd?” Creed said.

“What?” Rick said shocked.

“Yeah, Freebyrd, the man who saved your ass on more than one occasion,” Creed laughed.

“Of course I do,” Rick said gruffly.

“He is the leader of our Cali Chapter. He is ready for us to come now, has it all set up. We leave in two days. Zane won’t actually come here, he is gonna send people. We leave some people here, and then the rest come with us to Cali,” Creed said and Shady slammed her hand down on the table.

All of the men turned to her quickly. “This is not set in stone. We still need to talk. We agreed last night to listen. However, Rain is the one who makes the final decision, and the Lady Riders are the ones who are going to make sure that whatever she wants to happen, happens.”

Rick frowned and looked around the table. “Wait. What? I mean, we have been sitting here planning for all this, what could we possibly have to talk about? The guys are ready to move.”

“That may be,” Shady said and looked at all the women who were sitting at the table right along with the men. “But Rain is a Lady Rider, and yes we are a Chapter of the Warriors, but when we started this club, we said we were going to be able to make some decisions about what was going to affect us. This is going to affect Rain in a big way. We are talking about her life. None of you can tell her how we are gonna handle it. She makes that decision. I think she has proven her dedication to the club enough for us to show her that respect. That being said. Lady Riders, we are going to have Church.”

The women all stood and walked out of the room. Rick sat, stared, and waited for them to leave before turning to Creed and looking at him incredulously. “I thought it was a euphemism, you know Lady Riders and shit. They have their own club?”

“Brother,” Easy said. “Those women are more deadly than most of the men we served with.”

“But they are still women,” Rick pointed out.

“Yeah, and we will work around that,” Creed said and the men nodded. “We wait for them to talk, and before we leave we have one more meeting, and make sure we are on the same page, this time Church will be private.”
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“So what do you think?” Shady asked Rain.

“I agree with the guys, the only thing they left out was Angel, and that bitch is gonna be the only hiccup, she is gonna have to be dealt with,” Rain said.

“How do you feel about that?” Freedom said.

“Well, if I get the chance I will put a bullet between her eyes, but hey, if someone gets closer, go for it.” Rain shrugged.

The women laughed. “Let’s make sure we know exactly where the parties are shall we,” Shady said and Nike nodded and pulled out her laptop. The guys may have a good plan, but they needed to make sure the entire empire fell down.

“Oh and someone go grab hair dye, Rain, you are going back to dark, at least it may give us a few seconds before they recognize you again,” Shady said and Rain smiled.

“Cool, being a blonde was a pain in the ass.”

The women chuckled and they set about making their plan.
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Knight grabbed Rain around the belt loop and tugged her against him. “You did good today with your father. It takes balls to stand up to your ol’ man. I’m proud of you, baby. And fuck I’m loving the hair,” he brushed his lips across her forehead, tucking a strand of her hair behind her ear.

“As much of an asshole my dad is, he shocked me. I’ve never had a problem rebelling against him. It was harder for me to accept that he gave a shit.”

“Of course he does. He’s your father.”

“That doesn’t mean shit. My mother and sister don’t,” she argued.

“Your mother does, I’m sure. And your sister has fallen in with bad people and they’ve corrupted her. Your father only wants what’s best for you. And as long as he decides we are what’s best for you, then he and I won’t have a problem.”

Rain looked up in his eyes, and that warmth she’d felt the night before, in that nanosecond before she’d slipped off to sleep between them after confessing her feelings like an idiot, spread over her once more.

“I’d hate to kick an old man’s ass, much less a General but I’ll do it, and love the hair too, babe,” Charro said as he stepped in behind her. He pressed in to her, sandwiching her between them with his hands roaming up and down her sides. He slid one around and gripped her tit, giving it a squeeze before feeling out her nipple and pinching it. She let out a little gasp and Knight grinned.

“You like the hair enough to hold onto while I do dirty things to you?” She giggled.

“That’s what I wanna hear, baby,” he cooed. “Except, I want a lot more screaming and dirty talk, got it?”

“Demanding much?” she said, fighting off her arousal. With four hands touching her all over, it proved to be no easy feat.

“Damn straight. We own this body, baby. Which means we own this sweet pussy,” his hand slid down her belly and across the crotch of her jeans. “And this hot little mouth,” he kissed her hard and abrasive, smiling when her tongue jetted out to meet his.

“And this perfect ass,” Charro added, cupping one cheek and kneading it. He reached around and unfastened her jeans, making them easy to slide down to her knees. As usual there were no panties in his way. “Fuck, I love that you are a dirty girl,” he growled. “You’re gonna wear a skirt for us with no panties so we can play with you tomorrow,” he ordered.

“Fuck yeah,” Knight said, pulling away from her lips.

“I can’t ride my bike with a damn skirt on,” she huffed, determined to let them know they weren’t going to dictate her wardrobe. She was still iffy about their claims to owning her in any sense, but especially her orgasms. That wasn’t something she was willing to give them control over. For one, she could bring herself over the edge over and over again and did frequently. There wasn’t a chance in hell they were going to tell her when she could and couldn’t get herself off.

“No, but you can ride on the back of ours,” he grinned sheepishly.

“I have my own damn bike,” she spit, her spine going straight and rigid against Charro’s chest.

“Yeah, but you’re gonna be on the back of one of ours tomorrow. Now, get those clothes off.” Charro didn’t leave room for argument in his tone. Rain didn’t seem to care.

“Don’t boss me around,” she huffed, her hands going to Knight’s chest to push him back. He, of course, didn’t move.

“One more chance, baby. Take ‘em off now.” Charro’s hand slid up her back to the back of her neck.

“Excuse me? Don’t tell me what to fucking do,” she said defensively.

“Bad answer,” Knight chuckled. She watched his eyes dance over her shoulder to Charro and wondered what the hell he was laughing about. Before she picked up on what they were doing, Charro had the hem of her shirt up over her head while Knight reached down and yanked off her boots before they removed her jeans. Knight bent down and put his shoulder in her stomach, tossing her over his shoulder.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing? Put me down!” she yelled. Her fists beat on his back but he ignored her and sat down in a chair with her belly across his lap and her head hanging off toward the floor. Her hands pushed against his leg and the leg of the chair, trying to upright herself but a giant hand pushed in the middle of her back.

“Stay still,” he growled. “Give me your belt, Charro. It’s time Rain learns who is in charge.”

“‘Bout fuckin’ time,” he grumbled, the sound of him unfastening his belt buckle and pulling the leather strap through his belt loops echoing beside her. She jerked at the sound, once again fighting to right herself.

“Stay down or you won’t sit for a week,” Charro demanded. His voice had gone hard.

“The fuck you say,” she hissed and pushed up, her back arching. The sound of popping leather made her jump and momentarily freeze. When the sting lined across her ass and it popped again, she yelped. “Fuck! What the hell—” Smack! He spanked her again, leaving another red whelp across the width of her ass. Her body jerked, but instead of continuing her rant, she stumbled over her words. “Who d-do you think—” Smack! By the third swat, she’d abandoned her complaints and gasped. He brought the belt down across her ass again, his hand pushing her head down. This time, she didn’t fight it. By the fifth, she was arching her ass up toward him.

“That’s it, baby, you like your ass spanked, don’t you?” Smack! He continued until her entire ass and the tops of her thighs were a bright shade of crimson. “Do you like that?” he asked, tracing his hand down the crack of her ass to her dripping cunt. She was so wet it was soaking through the leg of his jeans.

“No, dammit,” she argued. He removed his fingers and gave her another, then another until she admitted it. “Yes! Fuck yes, just touch me!”

“Mmm. That’s a start. Now, you do what we say, I’ll allow you to come so much you’ll beg us to stop. If you don’t, you’ll stay on edge even after you suck our load out. Got it?” Her body went tight again, but he rubbed his hand over the tender flesh of her ass and she relaxed back down. It went against everything she stood for to give in, but damn if what he was doing didn’t feel so fuckin’ good. Too good. Sex wasn’t supposed to be this good. Sure they’d had great sex before, but this… This was on a whole new level of kink and she wanted it bad. That didn’t mean she was gonna give in easy…it just meant eventually she would give in. They didn’t need to know that though. She had every intention of making them work hard for it.

“Or, I could let you two come if you are both good boys and if not, make you watch me come over and over until I get tired…” she taunted.

“I love that you think we are joking,” Charro said, the smile in his voice evident.

“And I love that you think you’re not joking,” she shot back.

“You hear that? I think it’s time we set down a little ground rules. Don’t you?” Knight’s voice held more than a little amusement.

“I think so,” he answered with the same amount of sarcasm. “Let’s start by rule number uno. We are in charge. What we say goes.”

“Oh really? And what’s rule number two?”

“There is no rule number two. What we say goes. And if you want to be a good little girl, we will make sure you enjoy it,” Knight added in a mocking tone.

“You two have bumped your damn head,” she spit out.

“No, but we can and will swat this pretty pink ass,” Knight said, his hand smacking down on the heated flesh. She let out a yelp, but the heat that came from his touch sent a jolt straight to her clit that she couldn’t ignore. Her yelp turned into an involuntary moan. It didn’t help her case much when Knight forked two fingers into her pussy without warning. He buried them knuckle deep and began twisting and curling them inside her. He had her pussy juicing and her body squirming in a matter of seconds.

“Mmm, you’re fucking hot, baby,” Charro praised, moving around to her head. He pulled back her hair and watched her face, gritting his teeth at the look on her face. “So fuckin’ sexy,” he ground out. He unfastened his jeans and pulled them down, getting on his knees in front of her.

“Shove Charro’s cock down your throat, baby. I wanna watch you choke on it while your cunt tightens around my fingers,” Knight instructed. She didn’t get much time to pull herself together and argue before Charro’s dick was prodding against her lips, demanding entry. Her tongue darted out and she licked her lips just as he pushed past them, forcing his way in her mouth. She hummed, making him groan this time as he fed her his dick all the way down until his balls hit her chin. When he felt her gag, he pulled back, giving her time to catch a breath before he thrusted back in, pushing past the tightness of her throat. “Fuck, I love feeling your throat stretch, baby,” he rumbled.

“I love feeling her clench me each time you feed her, bro.” Knight worked another finger in her sex, twisting and turning until her body began to tighten. “She’s gonna come, get ready to pull out unless you want teeth marks. I can feel her getting close,” Knight warned Charro.

“Fuck yeah. Send her over the edge,” he encouraged. He shoved in and out of her mouth a few times and pulled out, keeping one hand fisted in her hair so he could watch her face. Her lungs fought to suck in oxygen, morphing with moans the harder Knight finger fucked her. Her breath hitched and that’s when it hit—wave after wave of her orgasm rolled through her body, her muscles tensed and went rigid, her back bowed, her ass shoving against Knight’s hand and her screams loud. “Son-of-a-bitch I could blow just watching her.”

“She’s gripping my fingers so fuckin’ tight it hurts. I can’t wait to feel that on my dick,” Knight roared. “Get her on the bed.” Charro barely got her off his lap and into his arms before Knight had half his clothes off, piling them in the floor. He was totally naked, his cock pointing to the celling and leaving a wet spot above his belly button when he reached her.

“You take that pussy. I want her ass,” Charro said.

“Sounds good to me.” They talked about her like she wasn’t laying right there, and yet, she was so foggy headed from the mind-blowing orgasm she’d just had that she couldn’t get any words to form. So for now, she sucked it up and let them. When Knight rolled her on top of him, she finally found her voice.

“Hurry,” she said huskily. Her brain was mush. She didn’t give a shit if they were going alpha on her, she wanted their cocks filling her. Both of them. Dammit, she even liked being bent over his knee and her ass beat. Now, she liked the idea of them hurrying the fuck up before she exploded.

“Sounds like someone’s overly anxious, don’t it, bro?” Charro asked Knight.

“It does. She hasn’t even been prepped yet… I’d hate to hurt this sexy little ass,” Charro chuckled, the arousal thick in his voice.

“Fuck me now, dammit!” Yep. She’d had enough.

“I didn’t hear a please. Beg for our cocks, Rain,” Knight ordered. There was no way in hell she was begging for anything. She’d go finish herself off first.

“Say it. I want to fuck you so hard you know who owns you,” Charro pushed.

“Fuck it. Let me go,” she said, jerking off Knight. His ironclad grip held her in place, giving her a little jolt at her movements. Her temper went through the roof, and she was about to start fighting for all she had, despite it being the two guys she wanted more than anything, when Knight rubbed his dick along her slit, stopping on her clit. He kept it there, edging it back and forth until her legs shook involuntarily. Rain still tried to pull away, but it was halfhearted at best.

“Say it,” Charro said in her ear, his hand rubbing up and down her back while his dick rubbed against her ass. When they both pressed in just a tiny bit at the same time, something took hold of her and she broke.

“Please! God, please fuck me now! I can’t handle it anymore!”

“Mmm. Good girl.” Knight leaned up and took her mouth, fisting his hand in her hair to hold her in place and darted upwards, sinking in her to the hilt. She gasped in his mouth, but he began pistoning in and out of her so fast and hard the gasp became grunts. When he felt her body began to tighten around him, he slowed. “Now.” That single word, which in this case could mean so many different things, sent her flying over the edge. Charro pushed in her tight pucker, giving that sharp sting that had her shaking. It took all of three strokes for him to fill her and she was screaming out her orgasm. The guy’s voices were drowned out over hers as they held her tight and fucked her hard, keeping her orgasming until they both spilled in her body. They yelled out one right after the other and she milked them until the last drop of cum emptied into her.

“Fuck that was so good it was painful,” Charro said, his chest heaving.

“Fuck yeah it was. Damn, baby girl. You are un-fuckin’-believable.” Knight pushed her damp hair off her forehead. She was still quaking in his arms, her mind still floating, and her body still rolling from the never ending orgasms.

“Mmm,” she said, not knowing exactly what she was trying to say, but really not caring either. He rolled her into the crook of his arm and settled her in, waiting as Charro cleaned her up before tending to himself. When they flipped off the light and sandwiched her between them, her muscles were still jerking and trembling even after she’d fallen asleep.

“Damn,” Charro whispered to the darkness.

“Yeah.” That was the only communication needed between the two to get across what they were both thinking.
  


Chapter Twelve




 


Church had been called, and because the Lady Riders weren’t normal women, hiding the roll call from them proved to be more difficult than the OPs and Savages had anticipated. With the General in town and dead set on assisting on the operation, they’d had to keep him detoured and off their trail in hopes the chicks wouldn’t catch wind of their less than honorable act.

The worst part was, all of them knew if their women found out, there was gonna be serious hell to pay. Slider and Cajun especially knew it, and they had already voiced their concern, but serious as shit, none of them wanted their nuts cut off. But to the men, the good outweighed the thought of sleeping on the couch as long as their women were sleeping safe and sound in the bed.
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“You think you’re cute? What the fuck, Fork?” Shady kicked the metal chair that was in their line of path, sending it skirting across the concrete floor.

“Don’t, Shady,” his warning didn’t go unheeded, but from the lethal vibes Shady and Abi were casting out from the front of their mob, it went unacknowledged.

“Don’t?” Abi took a step forward, one thumb tucked in the front pocket of her jeans, the other opening and closing into a fist. “You gotta be fucking kidding us. You men tell us to get the guns packed, and make sure all of our bikes are in working order, because that is what you are all doing to get ready for the road trip and we find out you all called Church? Really?”

Fork sighed loudly and then went to speak when Harmony spoke up.

“Be very careful with the next words outta your mouth, honey, remember, I know how to torture a man, and I am not above doing it to you.”

Fork rolled his eyes, he knew his woman was pissed but she wouldn’t actually hurt him. Then he looked into her eyes and stopped, shit, maybe she would.

“Okay,” Fork said and held up his hands. He had only come out to grab a fuckin’ page they printed and was waiting for Maxi to get back from his errand. The women had then stormed into the main room, shoved him into a chair, and began yelling. “We are meeting to finalize the plan.” Ya, that was vague enough.

“What plan?” Shady barked loudly and then leaned over and got right into his face. “OUR plan is set. Come on, ladies, let’s go and see exactly what plan they are talking about.”

The women strutted down the hallway to the men’s meeting room, one of the Prospects was standing outside, but Shady only put her hand to his chest and pushed him out of the way when he stepped forward to stop them.

With two hands, she pushed open the doors loudly so they slammed against the wall. Yep, they were all there, well all the ones who were going with them on the road trip, which was mostly all of the men who had women going. The rest of the men were going to be provided by Freebyrd. It explained why they didn’t realize at first what was going on, because they had the rest of the club running around doing shit, distracting them, helping them while they were holed up in here once again planning something they had no right to plan. Rain eased to the side and saw Charro and Knight and she was fucking livid. How could they?

Creed stood and held up a hand. “Before you blow let us speak.”

Shady laughed loudly. “You got about five minutes before we serve your nuts to you on a platter.”

Creed sighed and looked around the table. “Fine, here it is. We get that you feel the need to do this, but you are our women. We protect what is ours, always. It may not seem fair—it may seem fucked up, but if anything happened to any of you we would have to live with that.”

“Just like we would have to live with something happening to you when you go out on a run or some other shit,” Harmony snapped back. “And yeah, we worry, and yeah, we get that we need to let you do your thing because that is who you are.”

Creed looked at the ceiling and Easy said, “Free, you know what we mean. This is dangerous, and you know as well as I do, that we can’t let you take point.”

“Are you fucking high?” Freedom yelled. “We were there in Mexico, we have been in situations like this for months. It is not pretty, it is ugly, but dammit, we know exactly what we are getting into by doing this. You thinking you can just make plans without talking to us is fucked up. Point, none of us actually said we cared if you took point, the only thing we cared about was being fucking involved and informed of what the hell was going on. Instead of talking to us in a calm manner, you Neanderthals do this shit behind our back. Not fucking cool.”

Tonto opened his mouth and Rose shook her head. “Think before you speak, because you know we are right. You all agreed to treat us as a Chapter of the clubs. You are not, you are patting our heads and humoring us, probably thinking that we all can plan the parties and maybe have high tea or something like that, but serious as fuck, that is not gonna happen. We have all proven ourselves, time and time again. We can handle this, we know the risks, and we also know how to protect ourselves. But most importantly, until this very moment, we knew when we went into this shit we thought we had you at our backs and we don’t.”

“Not true and you know it,” Raven yelled and Heaven stepped up.

“Bullshit, you want to stand in front of us, not back us up,” she snarled.

“What is wrong with that?” Poke said calmly. “I can say I would rather take a bullet than Freedom. She almost died already.”

“And what would happen to me if you died?” Freedom said. “We all know this shit isn’t safe, but we also know it is something we will have to deal with. Maybe next time a bunny will be held hostage and we have to steal some carrots to save it. But right now that isn’t what we are dealing with, and we are going to be safe, hell, the body armor alone we agreed to wear should put your mind at ease.”

“This is not what I am talking about and you know it,” Poke said.

“No, what you are talking about is going behind our backs and making a plan without us involved in order to be in control. All we asked is to be treated as equals and respected. You are not doing that, we could argue all day on men versus women shit and get nowhere. None of us want to get hurt, none of us want to see anyone else get hurt, but we are talking about scum of the earth who if we don’t deal with, they will come after us. So either we deal as a group or we don’t. I am not sending anyone out if they are not all in on the plan,” Shady said quietly. “You told me you were down with that and then you did this shit. We don’t have to prove a damn thing anymore, you do.”

With that, the ladies turned and left the room.
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Rick had been standing at the door the entire time, and damned if he wasn’t proud of those girls, especially his daughter. After learning everything his stepdaughter and Rugel was involved in, he had been pissed. Something had to be done and for the one time in his life things weren’t black and white, there were definite shades of gray in this plan.

He wasn’t sure he would be able to, in his mind, do what the guys had talked about. He was black and white, right and wrong, but looking at his baby, and knowing even if he did what was right and turned Zane over to the authorities, the man would still find a way to make her life hell. He knew it; he could feel it, and then what. He could possibly lose his daughter to the scum.

After hearing them talk, and knowing that if this club and these men actually pulled their heads outta their ass and worked with the women, they could do what needed to be done, and he was going to be right there with them because as of fifteen minutes ago he resigned his commission. There was no way he could do what he had to do and still be in the military.

He loved his time in service, and he will retire with honors, nothing will change that. But he needed to move on and think about what he wanted to do in life. He had spoken to a few of the guys while they were working. Apparently, his daughter and her friends were helping and working with the women who had been victims of the trafficking. After briefly seeing what some of their plans were, he was impressed. After thinking most of the night, he thought this was something he would like to be a part of, and he had the connections to pull it off.

Now standing here listening, he also knew that his soldiers had not remembered the most important lesson they needed to learn, teamwork. He hammered it in the soldiers’ heads time and time again, they knew it, they lived it, and they forgot it.

As the women filed past him, he nodded to them. When Rain reached his side, for the first time in ten years, he pulled his daughter to him and kissed her on the forehead. When he pulled back, he looked her right in the eyes and made sure she was listening and said.

“I love you, I am proud of you, and there is nothing in this world more important to me than you.”

He saw the tears instantly and she smiled.

“Badasses don’t cry,” he whispered and kissed her again and pushed her after her friends.

When he saw them clear the hallway, he slipped into the room. The guys were still silent looking at the table. He clapped his hands loudly.

“Okay, boys, that was FUBAR’d to the hilt. Now what are we gonna do to fix this clusterfuck?” Rick said.

Creed cleared his throat and said, “Uh no offense, sir, but you are not a part of the club and this is club business. We’ll deal with it.”

“Son, did you just have a fucking brain fart. You know who you are talking to?” Rick said and then stood straight and looked at him. “I will never forget that I am an American, fighting for freedom, responsible for my actions, and dedicated to the principles, which made my country free. I will trust in my God and in the United States of America. This is an oath I took, and even though as of twenty minutes ago, I am no longer with the military, I am still a soldier. Now, the way I was told, you have something called Prospects, which means they do a bunch of shit jobs for you until they prove themselves. Now, Creed and Easy, why I show the bullet holes I have from covering your ass, tell me if I haven’t already proved myself. I also will point out I can still kick most of your asses, even you, Easy, and if you need that lesson I will give it to you. So, why don’t we just pass on all that, I go to the dealership, grab me a bike, you give me one of those leather vest things, and we move on.”

Everyone in the room was silent. Tonto finally spoke, “That’s not really the way things work.”

“Really? ‘Cause I can shoot a mosquito off a cow’s ass from a thousand yards, and I also have the contacts to keep the authorities off your back while you take down Rugel and the others. So how do things really work?” Rick asked and pulled a cigar from his inside pocket and stuck it in his mouth and then lit it slowly.

Damn he felt good again, shit, sitting behind a desk for the last few years where they thought he would do the ‘most good’, had been okay. Right now, he felt liberated. It was crazy, the military had been his life, and for once, he was looking beyond it. Wow.

The guys looked at him and Tonto turned to Creed who chuckled, “You aren’t gonna be a General here, Rick.”

He took a pull of his cigar and then smiled. “Don’t wanna be, I seem to remember how to follow orders when I need to. Besides, I am thinking maybe I can be your liaison to the women. You fucked that up, and I like what they are planning, but I don’t wear pantyhose.”

The men all looked at each other and then Creed said, “Give us a few.”

“No worries, I will be in the bar having a drink and finishing my cigar.” Rick shrugged. “Though if you wait too long, I may not have to worry too much. The women looked like they were going to arm up.”
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Yo Neg and Sledge walked through the main room to the bar. “Hey, Rick.” Rick turned to look at them, his blank expression stone cold. The guys had noted that despite being in the middle of a motorcycle club and totally out of his realm, Rick still radiated hardcore badass despite being older than most of them. The soldier part of him would always show no matter what his surroundings.

“Boys,” Rick said, taking another gulp of his whiskey. “Don’t just stand there looking awkward, spit it out, boy,” Rick told Sledge.

Sledge and Yo Neg shared a look and Sledge shook his head. “You’re in. Gotta say, I can see why.”

“Oh yeah? Why’s that?”

“It’s the soldier in you,” Sledge smirked, and grabbed a glass. He poured some of the Jack that sat in a bottle by Rick and took a drink. “That, plus you have good taste in beverages.”

“Doesn’t everyone drink Jack?” he laughed.

“Only the ones who aren’t pussies,” Yo Neg laughed.

“Can’t argue with that. Thanks for the drink, boys. I have some business to attend,” he grinned.

“Might wanna suit up before goin’ up there. Can’t guarantee you won’t have bullets whizzing over head.” Sledge had seen how pissed off the girls were, and it wasn’t good. Abi, plus anger, was disaster. Their girl could beat the living hell out of most of the guys there. She still held her title belt, and was due to start training again in less than two weeks for another big fight in Las Vegas. She’d worked her ass off for so long and now she’d made it to the top.

“Thanks for the warning, but I think I can handle it. Watch and learn, boys.” He stood and nodded, headed to the war zone of angry hormonal women.
  


Chapter Thirteen




 


The women went up to their floor and Shady waited until they were at the top and then closed the door they had installed and locked it. They needed privacy right now.

“Oh my fucking GOD!” Abi yelled and the rest of the women laughed.

“Did that really just happen?” Freedom asked shocked. “I mean, I know they are all Alpha and shit, and like ‘me man you woman’ in the bedroom but honest to God, I can’t believe they took it that far. Actually planning around our plan.”

“Yeah they did. And I have no clue what to do with this,” Harmony said and turned to them. “I am shocked. I have had this talk with the guys, I get they are protective, but seriously, I thought we worked past it. I mean, they let me torture someone with them.”

“Yeah, but you were in control, they were in control. This, they have no idea what can happen, they don’t like it,” Shady said quietly. “I get it, I do, and we all talked about this. We know what we are up against.”

“Shay,” Nike said and stepped forward. “Every single person in this room has the ability to shoot a gun with accuracy, kill a man with one hit, and run like the fucking wind if we are in trouble. They know this, and they still don’t trust us. I don’t know if there is anything else we can do.”

“Yeah there is. We do exactly what they want, and if we teach them the lesson before we get there, better for us,” Shady said. “I do not want to rip the club apart. I want them to treat us like we have a brain. Because you know, our plan still needs them. We can’t do it without them. Okay, ladies, let’s not be stupid. This is what we will do.”
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Rick walked up to the door and knocked. He knew the guys wouldn’t take long to make their decision and they hadn’t. It took longer than what he liked but finally the door swung open.

“Yeah?” Bob said.

“I need to talk to you all,” he said firmly and Bob rolled her eyes and looked over her shoulder. Apparently, someone agreed, because the door was swung open farther for him.

He stepped in and the women were all sitting on couches in the center of a huge room. He spotted Rain right away and grinned. Without hesitation, he said.

“Here it is, ladies. I am now your liaison to the men. Just got voted in, now they were a bunch of dumbasses, and they know it—”

“Hang on, Dad, what the hell? You can’t, you are still—” Rain argued.

“If you would let me finish,” he said. “They know they fucked up, and just needed a reminder of a few things. Now, I resigned my commission effective immediately, because after being here and seeing what you are doing, I gotta say, I want to help out. I let them know and I will let you know, I will wear both your patches but won’t be involved in girls’ night out. But I learned a long time ago working with a spouse can fuck shit up. So even though you had good intentions, this is never gonna work because you don’t speak the same language.”

“You speak girl?” Abi snorted.

“No, I speak honest and you will come to appreciate that, because I do it to both sides. No one will get special treatment, if I think you’re wrong, then I will tell you, same goes for them. That way you are fighting with me not your men and you can actually have some loving time instead of fighting with your men,” Rick said and then turned to Rain. “All but you, you can fight with your men, in fact, maybe you should stay away from men for a long time, you know, until I can handle it.”

Rain smiled and shook her head. She hadn’t seen her dad like this since she was small. He was usually buttoned up tight, now he was looser. It was good. Really good. “Okay, Dad, what do you suggest? We have a tea party and bake cookies and shit to offer up as a truce?” He may be her dad, but that didn’t mean that one little falter in her emotions would set her back to being a helpless little daddy’s girl. He needed to know she was, and always would be, one badass bitch the chicks under him in the military would cringe at.

“Cookies are always good, but I’m thinking a little less domestic, ladies.” Rick took a seat on the couch, his back slumped down, and propped up his feet. Oh yeah. This was a lot better than behind that fucking desk.

“Please, elaborate.” She gave a snarky eye roll but the smile that tugged at her lips showed she was more teasing than serious. He gave her a discrete wink and grinned.

“Tonight, the clubs come together for a BBQ. There’s nothing better to comrade troops than ribs and beer. Tomorrow, you kiss your man at the door and ride out to fight by his side. How’s that sound?”

“First off, who the hell is cooking all this food? Do you honestly think that after having us play at our wifely duties, they will stand by our side and not shove us back even farther than they have now?” Rose stood as she spoke. “We have a new baby. If something happens to her father, that leaves me raising her on my own. It’s not about his Neanderthal need to protect me. This is about us protecting each other and our little girl from monsters like Zane.”

“You are absolutely right. And I think I’ve put things into prospective for them. I’ll send out for the side dishes, and the grilling is man’s work. You girls can take charge of the refreshments, but leave the cooking to the master.”

“The last time you grilled burgers they tasted like lighter fluid,” Rain laughed.

“Yeah, well, the last time you were ten. I’ve cooked a lot of meals since then and have mastered the art. Gas grills don’t hurt either,” he chuckled.

“Okay, Rick, a BBQ it is.” Shady started delegating tasks to the girls, starting with Rick’s advice on drink choices. She was half-shocked he was a whiskey man and not some fancy Brandy or Scotch drinker. Jack Daniels was going to be a very popular man tonight.
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“Come here,” Charro said in a low voice. Rain’s eyebrow quirked, but she didn’t move. He copied her and she knew his dominating wasn’t about the club. It was the fun kind. She pretended to keep up her guard, but from the shadowed look in his eyes, she wanted him to tear it down, and tear her up.

“What?” she asked cattily.

“Closer.”

She took the last step and closed the distance, standing toe to toe with him. “What?” she repeated again, her little back bowed and chest puffed out. He reached out, grabbed her hands, and twisted them behind her, crushing his mouth down on hers. No denying what his intentions were, if the huge bulge in his pants grinding against her stomach was any clue. It didn’t take long for him to break her down and her to fall into his kiss. What she hadn’t expected was the feeling of something cold snapping on her wrists and two more hands coming up from behind her. She jerked away and turned around, her mouth still parted.

“Just in time,” Knight said, taking over where Charro left off. They passed her back and forth, kissing and groping her until she couldn’t fight it if her life depended on it. Before things got hot in the middle of the sitting area, Rick walked in and put a stop to it.

“You boys wanna explain?” His eyes shot from them to the cuffs on Rain’s wrists.

“Do you want us to explain?” Knight returned, fighting a grin.

“Good point.”

“Foreign relations. We’re making an alliance.” Charro grinned, all of his pearly whites showing.

“That works for me. Carry on…someplace besides here.” Rick looked down at Rain and shook his head, still playing the protective father roll but giving in enough the guys knew he approved.

“You heard the man,” Knight said and hoisted Rain up over his shoulder, her yells of disapproval once again apparent.

“Good luck with that,” was the last thing they heard before they took their woman to bed.
  


Chapter Fourteen




 


They pulled out at six a.m. that morning. Rain looked over her shoulder to her father who was riding his new Harley Fatboy and grinning like a little kid on Christmas morning as they pulled onto the highway. Wow, who would have thought? The perfect uniform wearing, boots polished to mirror status, clean cut man, was now decked out in leathers with a bandana tied around his head. She couldn’t believe it.

Charro and Knight flanked her and as she looked around, the women with bikes were also being flanked by their men, and the four trucks behind them were filled with both Savages, Warriors, and Lady Riders.

While they were gone, Kink was in charge. Of course that had been a battle as her best friend wanted to come with them, but he was the next highest-ranking Warrior and they needed him there just in case Rugel sent someone to the compound before they were able to strike.

The rumble of the bike and the smooth road made Rain grin; she loved it when they took long rides. To get to the Warriors’ Chapter in Oceanside, Cali, it would take four hours. It was the most gorgeous drive she had ever been on and Rain looked forward to taking it with her men.

Yep, she finally admitted to herself they belonged to her. As fucked up as everything had been over the last few days, they had stepped up. Made sure she understood they had her back, and also, made sure that even with all the shit going down, she knew they would put her first. Even if it pissed her off.

Damn, emotions sucked. She also wasn’t going to say anything until she was divorced. She needed to get this shit dealt with and then she would see where the other led. It wasn’t going to be easy to hold back, she wanted to be with them, but her past needed dealt with, and she had no clue what was going to happen.

During the ride, Rain had time to think about a lot of things, mostly her future. She would watch the guys who would instinctively look at her, smile, nod, and then make sure she was safe. It was weird how they did it. One of them would move forward to block if a car was passing, the other would fall behind when they were getting off the highway making sure she didn’t get in the sand, which usually gathered on the road, and was slippery on the exits. It made her feel like they really did care.
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Zane stood by the window of his large office. He was staring out the high-rise he now owned. It was all his, this is what he built. To the outside he was a respectable businessman who bought and sold bonds for very selective entrepreneurs. In reality, he was their pimp, their drug dealer, their blackmailer, and finally, their owner. Nothing was going to take it away from him. He was too smart.

They had left, his men told him, and Storm was coming to him. It made it so much easier. Not that he really cared; he paid the best mercenaries in the world to get her for him. Then she would be taught a lesson before she died. She was going to know who owned her.

“So, I hear my loving sister is coming home.” He heard Angel say as she walked into the room. Zane turned, she was wearing a tight, white dress that made her look like an Angel, and of course, she was not. What she was was perfect for him. He married Storm because she had been so pure, and soon realized his mistake. She couldn’t handle this life, no matter how much he wanted her to fit. Of course, he could have made her, but her father helped her escape. At first he had been pissed, and then Angel showed him she was his perfect match.

“She is,” Zane said smoothly, walked to her, and kissed her on the forehead like they weren’t planning on torturing and selling a person.

“Well, so far we are up seven million in bids. We will have a nice honeymoon with that money,” she laughed. They had agreed the money made would pay for their wedding and honeymoon. It was irony, which they both got off on.

“Good, who is in the lead?” Zane asked. He wanted to make sure a sick fucker got her.

“The man from Germany,” Angel giggled. “The one who made the modified torture box you love so much.”

Zane grinned. Perfect. It would give her a fitting end. “They left early, should be hitting the city in about an hour, I have people waiting on every road coming in. One of them will pick her up. Once we find out they have her, we announce the bidding closed. Make sure the German stays ahead.”

Angel grinned, pulled his head down, and kissed him passionately. When he pulled back, she was smiling.

“Of course I will, no worries,” she laughed and then turned and walked out of the room.

Everything was going as planned.
  


Chapter Fifteen




 


Treat and Rain nodded at each other and then Rain raised her hand. They were the Road Captains for the trip, and had planned down to the last stop how they were going to get into San Diego. They all knew people were watching and Freebyrd and the others had already told them they spotted men on some of the roads coming into town.

At the last stop, they talked about how to handle it. Basically because, by being watched, they figured Rugel was going to try to take Rain on the way into town. A surprise attack would be the smartest since they were coming to them. Plus with all of the motorcycles, they were a target.

Treat and Rain had brainstormed. They wanted Zane to know they were coming, but they didn’t want them to know where they were going. The Warriors’ compound in Oceanside was actually hidden. Freebyrd was brilliant, they had a three block area where they owned a mechanic’s shop. They bought the houses and building surrounding over the years so now they held a three block radius where unless you were a Warrior, you didn’t live. No one paid attention and no one cared. Nothing like hiding in plain sight.

However, to get them there without bringing attention was another deal. So Treat and Rain had poured over maps until finally they figured out how they would do it.

Currently they were pulled over in a row of storage buildings after making sure no one was following them. They had pulled over and come back to them and were now in the back lot where people on the road couldn’t see them. They were waiting for three large trucks to come and get them. One of them was a motorcycle transport semi, which had heavy tarp side covers so no one would see their bikes. The second was a vehicle semi, it would take the trucks and weapons, which no one would recognize since they had used wrap when they left the compound and had now peeled it off, making the trucks look different. And the last was the enclosed semi, they would all pile in and drive right into the compound where no one could see them and then unload.

The guys had been surprised they could organize this so quickly. However, they were women, and they were resourceful. Or Treat was, she had promised the guys from the Cali Chapter she would stay for a few weeks after the mission and help them get their new club up and running with good dancers. It was a good trade off since Treat had her eye on a few of the guys in Cali, and had for a while. Since everything with Trick had gone down, she had felt a little lost. She was coming back, she told the others. She just needed to have a bit of time and they were giving it to her. They agreed Nike and Bob would stay with her as well, since both women actually were going to talk to some of the ol’ ladies of the Cali group about making a Lady Chapter there as well.

Mostly they wanted to because they needed contacts in a lot of cities so they could help the women who needed it. It had been Rick’s idea, and they had all agreed. Now, they were just making things solid.

Rain turned and heard the rumble of the semis. It was time to get this show on the road. When they drew closer, she saw who was driving one of the rigs and rolled her eyes. She should have known since her father had been talking about meeting his old friend for the last twenty-four hours.

They pulled to a stop and Joe ‘Freebyrd’ Callehan jumped out of the cab of the semi, followed by his sweet petite woman, Casey ‘Bic’ Callehan, who was wearing her classic biker bitch attire. A pair of holey jeans, a black shirt with fringe around the waist, her thigh high boots, and her bleach blond long hair pulled back into a ponytail wearing huge white sunglasses with bling around them.

“Woohoo, bitches!” she said with her hands flung in the air. “I need me a cut and a patch, I am ready to join!”

“Woman,” Freebyrd growled. “Gimme a minute to talk business before we start gabbing.”

“Fuck off, Byrd,” Casey said. “Finally got some bitches who understand the meaning of the words ‘female cock’ and I am not wasting a moment getting the deets.”

Byrd rolled his eyes and looked at Creed, “Such is our life.”

“I hear ya,” Creed muttered and then Rick stepped out.

“Shit, thought you were dead,” Rick said gruffly and Byrd laughed and shook his head.

“Everyone tried, seems I have more than nine lives,” the man laughed and both of them did the one armed man hug.

“So I hear y’all need a ride into Oceanside?” Byrd laughed and Rain stepped up.

“Yep, and is everything else there that is supposed to be?” Rain asked. Some of the Warriors were supposed to be watching all of Zane’s hidey-holes. She knew he was going to move to one of them soon, fucking coward.

“They are watching, so far, Rugel and the chick are still at the office building, but I guess some of the calls we have intercepted have them being mighty pissed about where you have gotten off to. Last call we heard, Rugel said they were going to stay in the penthouse until they had the package,” Byrd said.

“Yeah, not gonna happen. Give him time, when they can’t find me, they will move. He is too paranoid,” Rain laughed.

“Well, once we get back to the compound we will be able to look a little more closely at what they are doing. Let’s get you loaded up and ready to go, shall we?” Byrd said and everyone nodded and moved, getting to where they needed to be.
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Charro and Knight went right to the communication’s office when they got off the truck, Rain followed as did Rick. The others were getting the supplies and bikes offloaded. They all knew what they needed to do, and Shay had told Rain she would be point because she knew Zane best. Plus, they also wanted everyone to be on the same page when it came down to it.

“Where is he exactly at?” Rain asked, looking at the map; they had pulled up on the computer screen marking all of the places that Zane owned or were known to be hangouts. She skimmed them and since she had left, he had increased his holding considerably.

However, even with that, he still had his safe spots. She knew he wouldn’t get rid of them, and he hadn’t. Now she needed to make sure he hadn’t actually gone somewhere else. It would be a problem, but they would figure it out.

“He is here,” one of the Warriors named Stone said and pointed at the screen where there was a red dot. There was also a blue one at another place and she pointed to it.

“Who is this?” she asked.

“The chick,” Stone said.

Rain leaned back and then looked at the guys. Angel was at her old house. She paused briefly, because there was only one reason for her to be there.

“Angel is going to grab the one thing they think will control me,” Rain smiled.

“What is that?” Knight asked tightly.

“There were two things Zane held over my head before I left, one was my teacup puppy. Her name was Sandy, and I adored her. When I left, I was devastated I had to leave her behind. The other was my father’s career, Zane made tapes he threatened to release to the public if I even thought about leaving. They would have ruined my father. I figure my beloved Sandy was given to the shelter, which means they will try to get my compliance by using my father. They think I would do anything to keep those tapes from being released,” Rain laughed.

“Why? What is on the tapes?” Charro asked.

“Zane drugged me several times before I left, it was when I knew he was going to kill me if I didn’t get out. I don’t remember shit about them, but trust me I saw them. The tapes were of several high ranking military officials taking turns having sex with me when I was passed out,” Rain said slowly.

“The fuck you say?” Knight roared.

“Who?” Charro bit out. “And why the fuck didn’t you tell us.”

“One, because it happened to me, and my father spent a lot of money getting me therapy for it after I escaped. And two, until right now, you didn’t need to know about them. They don’t mean dick, because my father already took care of it. Zane obviously had left them in the safe all these years waiting to use them. He didn’t look at them. If he had, he would have seen they were now blank. Rick had someone break into our house and make sure they were unusable. Zane threatened my father for a few months with them, which is why I know he didn’t look at them again. My father laughed and said show them. But Zane thinks he can still fuck with my mind, that I am a weak little girl, he will try to use them against me. I changed back to my mother’s maiden name to let him think I was distancing myself from my father in case he released the tapes,” Rain laughed.

“I am not finding a fucking bit of humor in this shit,” Knight yelled.

“Me either,” Charro snapped.

“Okay, how about this. After I had my surgery and changed my appearance and dad knew I was safe—he made an appointment with all the men and they showed up to a restaurant that my father had booked for the night. He invited them to sit, showed them the tape, and then proceeded, with the help of several of the other guys my dad served with, to beat the hell out of them and explained quite eloquently how it would be in their best interest to retire and disappear. They heeded my father’s warnings,” Rain laughed.

“That still doesn’t—” Knight said tightly.

Rain reached up and cupped his cheek. “Yeah it does, it is in the past, and it is where it will stay. I am not the weak individual who left here, I have changed, and he has no clue who he is dealing with now.”

Charro growled, “Are any of those bastards still alive?”

Rain smiled and shook her head. “Don’t know and don’t care, neither should you. Because when all was said and done, I survived, and I am still surviving.”

“Fuck yeah you are,” Knight snapped.

“Okay, how about this, we get all the information, get everyone on the same page, program our cells, and we have a few hours to ourselves before the shit hits the fans,” Rain smiled.

“You know we can’t leave the compound,” Charro said.

“Yeah, but if you had done your homework, you would know the compound had about a half mile of seclude beachfront that no one can use but the club,” Rain grinned.

“Uh, not to thrilled with sand in my ass, babe,” Knight said. “One of the reasons I didn’t come here to settle.”

“We live in a desert,” Rain laughed.

“Yeah, but we have air conditioning and no one goes and sits in the middle of a desert to fuck. Now, waterfront, hell, every woman thinks that shit is romantic,” Knight shared.

Rain shook her head. “They have a beach house, I already asked Casey to use it.”

“Well why didn’t you say that, babe,” Knight said.

“Fuck yeah, the guys are gonna bitch,” Charro laughed.

“Let them,” Rain said and then turned back. “Pull up the last conversations with Zane.”

Stone nodded and did what she said. Everyone trickled into the room while they were looking at the calls Zane had made.

Rain turned and looked at everyone who was gathered in the now crowded room. “There are two places he has mentioned in the last few days. Supplies were sent to both, and these are both places he would go if he felt threatened in order to wait it out until they had me. One of them is an old office building in La Mesa where he used to be based out of. The whole place is wired even though it doesn’t look like it. He keeps it because it was his first office and once said it was a fortress because of the gangs in the area. The second place, which I am leaning a little more toward, mostly because it has all the creature comforts my half-sister would demand, and Zane has come accustom to the highlife, he won’t want to give that up because he has to hide from us, is his bungalow. It will piss him off if he has to, but it depends on what kind of threat he thinks we are.”

“What can you tell us about these places?” Easy said, stepping forward.

Stone grinned and turned. “Hey, hoss, you know me, like a boy scout, always prepared.”

Easy laughed and waited while the larger than normal man, standing at six foot seven stood and grabbed a bunch of rolls of blue prints. He hummed as he went through them and finally he grinned and pulled out the first one and used the pushpins to put it against the wall. Then he got the second and pinned it too.

Knight and Charro stepped up and looked at the building first and then the bungalow. They turned and all the men began talking and Rain tuned them out when she felt Shady at her back.

“Which one?” Shady said.

“The bungalow,” Rain said just as quietly. She felt her friend nod and they listened for a few minutes then Shay spoke up.

“Rain thinks the bungalow, and so that is where the Lady Riders are focusing on,” she announced and Rick stepped up quickly.

“Okay, the building is in La Mesa, I believe we can blend better there so we are gonna have to split up anyway,” Rick said.

“Blend better?” Shay said, tilting her head.

Rick looked at Rain and kinda grimaced, and she wanted to laugh out loud, mostly because she knew what he was going to say, but also because she couldn’t believe her father didn’t think any of the women would actually be able to blend on Coronado.

“Well, La Mesa is a bit more of the freer thinking area of San Diego. While Coronado…well…” Rick said and looked at her desperately.

“Aw, Dad,” Rain shook her head and laughed. “What he is saying badly is that Coronado is a bunch of prissy ass military bitches who wear Gucci and Lord and Taylor on the beach because they can afford to throw away the clothes if they get dirty. While La Mesa is a bunch of new age potheads who wear tie-dyed shirts that say ‘Peace No Nukes’ on them. So he thinks the cuts and chaps would fit better in La Mesa.”

Shay laughed loudly as did everyone else and Byrd smiled. “Yeah, that is about right.”

“Well okay then,” Abi said and looked around. “Ladies, I believe we need to go shopping.”

The guys rolled their eyes and Casey said, “I have the perfect hairdresser, she can dye hair in a pinch like the wind. By nightfall, none of you will look like the badass bitches you are.”
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Charro took off his belt, the snapping sounds echoing through the one room bungalow. “Hold still,” he grumbled.

“What are you doing?” Rain asked, her eyes sparkling with that fire he couldn’t wait to unleash.

“Close your eyes, darlin’,” Knight said from behind her. She tried to turn around, but he held her in place. “Nope.” He put something soft around her eyes and tied it behind her head, both men dead silent.

“What’s the deal?” She assumed they were playing a game, but the idea of being blindfolded made her uncomfortable. His hands traced up her arms, sending shiver bumps over her skin. The soft touch was different, but turned her on in a whole new way. What she didn’t expect was for him to manipulate her arms behind her back and snap handcuffs on. That was past her comfort zone. “What the fuck? Take them off now,” she said, carpeting her fear with anger.

“Hush, Rain.”

“Don’t fucking tell me to hush, we are supposed to be having a fun evening while we can. This is not fun,” her voice was hard, but she was teetering on the verge of panic.

“Oh we are having fun, baby,” Charro said, leaning in to kiss her. She pushed him back with her chest, keeping her mouth clamped shut and her anger elevating.

“I’m not, so get this shit off of me now!” she screamed. Knight pulled her against his chest and held her, slowly dropping kisses down her neck and shoulder. Her body was rigid, and despite the goose bumps that pebbled under his gentle touch, she kept her bitch flag flying high and ignored it, fueling it to annoyance instead. “I said now,” she growled.

Charro’s mouth came back up to her ear and he nibbled her ear lobe. “And I said be still.”

“Dammit, Charro, get this shit off of me!” Now, she was going into a full-blown hissy fit and there wasn’t shit they could do or say to make her chill out.

“Unless you want your ass so red you think of how good we fucked you for a week every time you sit, I said be fucking still.” Charro wound his hand in her hair and pulled her head to the side, kissing and licking her neck. It felt amazing of course, and because they were showing a softer side, she felt somewhat guilty for being a bitch but she wasn’t comfortable with being restrained. Not after her past.

“And unless you want to carry your nuts around in a pretty pink purse, I said get this shit the fuck off of me,” Rain roared. She heard Knight chuckle and wanted to hurt him. There wasn’t anything funny about this in any way. Charro bit down on the tender flesh in the crook of her neck, sending shock waves straight to her cunt. She felt herself get wet and fought the idea that maybe this was a turn-on. His tongue traced the mark softly, easing the sting. Every touch and caress was soft and sensual. Little by little she settled and began to enjoy it, although there was no way in hell she’d tell either that.

Up until this point, Knight hadn’t spoken. So naturally when he did speak, it startled her more than his words. “Get her naked and spread out for me. I want to see all of her.”

“So do I,” Charro began unbuttoning her jeans and dropped them to her knees, restricting her even more. Instead of him taking her boots off first, he left her fully exposed, pantyless, and wet while he took his time unlacing her boots and pulling them off. She stepped to shimmy out of her jeans but Knight stopped her.

“Leave those where they are for now, baby.” Knight was still bossy but he’d softened his words and showed more affection so far than he ever had with her. That had her feeling the weight of their efforts, and against everything that screamed in her brain for it to stop, so she didn’t fight it. She felt a tongue licking up and down her mound, it taking its time to find the target. When he did finally get around to touching her clit, her pussy was so wet she felt it drenching the inside of her thighs. With her hands behind her back, she couldn’t grab the back of his head to pull him to her, so she arched in attempts for more. A loud smack echoed around them and the sting on her ass had her jumping.

“What the hell!” she yelled. The sting heated and once again only amplified her arousal.

“Mmm, I can smell your sweet cream, Rain. You like getting that pretty ass spanked, don’t you?”

“What? No. That’s ridiculous.” He smacked her again, this time harder. Just as last time and all the times before, her pussy clenched.

“Don’t lie to me. I can see your juices dripping out of you, Rain. So, once again, you like it, don’t you?” Her lips pressed together in a thin line, and he smiled to Charro. Charro nodded and Knight peppered her ass, alternating between cheeks and careful not to hit the same place twice. She twisted and tried to move away, but by the fifth smack, she was moving toward him instead.

“Yes,” she gasped.

“Good girl.” He landed three more and stopped. “Get those jeans off.” He was still being bossy as the norm, but it didn’t annoy her like it did the other times. She stepped out of them, noting how he held her tight so she wouldn’t topple over. Charro’s hands went up the back of her shirt and unhooked her bra, slipping it down her arms along with her t-shirt. When he had it most of the way off, he slipped it over her head and left it dangling on her bound wrists.

“Mmm,” Knight hummed in approval. Charro’s hands came from behind her and cupped each breast, his fingers going directly to her nipples, pinching down on them simultaneously.

“Aaah,” she moaned, her back arching her tits into his hands.

“That’s a good girl,” Knight said, sliding three fingers into her soaking pussy. She gasped, her stance involuntarily widening. Charro’s lips came back to her neck and he licked, biting down the same time he tweaked both nipples.

“Let’s get you to the bed,” he whispered against her heated skin. She nodded, no longer remembering why she’d been pissed or minded that two of her senses had been taken away because her other senses were heightened that much more. All she wanted was them, now, and however they’d give it to her.

“Please,” she whispered back. That one soft word had both men grabbing their crotch to adjust. Knight shook his head and unfastened his jeans, quickly removing them and his boots before he followed Charro to the bed.

“Chest on the bed, ass in the air, baby.” He lifted her and placed her in the middle of the bed, helping her get in to position. “Now that is fucking hot.”

“Christ, look at that. Your pink pussy is plump and ready, your ass a gorgeous shade of pink, and seeing you in that position, giving us your trust is the hottest damn thing I’ve ever seen in my life,” Knight’s voice had went raspy. She felt the bed dip and wondered who it was, but the moment Knight’s hands came down on her skin, grazing up and down her back and over her tender ass, she knew.

“Knight,” she pleaded.

“Right here, baby.” He rubbed the length of her body, watching in amazement as she responded so well to their treatment. She felt Charro come up behind her and another set of hands on her, focusing in on her wet sex. While one hand rubbed the inner crease of her thighs along the outer edges of her cunt, the other went straight to her clit. Feeling him touch her from the outside, pushing in on her pussy and the intense sensations he created on her clit had her mounting toward orgasm faster than she’d ever had before. That warm tingle started in her belly and worked its way outward, bringing on an urgency she couldn’t handle.

“Charro, please,” she begged. He rewarded her with a finger in her cunt, but not for long. She sighed when he pulled it out of her and was about to do whatever it took to get it back when he pushed the huge head of his dick in all the way to his balls. She was so sopping wet it didn’t hurt and took little effort for him to push through her tightness. “Yes!” she wailed, followed by a moan.

“Your pussy is so hot wrapped around my dick. It feels so damn good,” he said, his hands rubbing over her ass as he slowly stroked in and out of her.

“You look so fuckin’ hot getting fucked like this, baby,” Knight said, caressing her body all over. He moved from her tits down her body, continuously touching and caressing. One of his hands scooted under her body and touched her clit, sending her into a full-blown orgasm that had her body shaking and jerking so hard, Charro had to hold her hips firm to stay inside of her. He held on tight, pushing in against her body pushing back, groaning from the sensation.

“Fuck this isn’t gonna last long,” he growled, giving in to his own demanding desire and pumping in and out of her hard and fast. She came again, which led into another off the bat surprise orgasm that had her screaming out their names. On hearing that, Charro pulled out and stroked his cock over her ass, shooting spurt after hot spurt of cum over the pink skin. Hearing him orgasm had her body twisting and turning ready to detonate again but she didn’t have to wait long. Charro and Knight traded places, Knight now shoving into her while Charro stroked and rubbed her in ways she’d never felt. On the third pump, she went off again. Then again. And again. Her orgasms were coming so hard and fast she couldn’t catch her breath in between and had fallen prey at their mercy, and oh what a wonderful mercy it was.

“You feel so fucking good, baby,” he cooed, his fingers digging in her hips. When Knight felt her body tighten for the tenth time, he gritted his teeth in attempts to hold back but couldn’t. Between the visual of having Charro touch and caress her, to her body squeezing him like a vise and her screams of ecstasy, there was no holding back.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come!” he roared, his movements almost lethal as he pounded in and out of her. Instead of pulling out like Charro had, he sank in to her as far as he could go and exploded, filling her with his seed. When every drop was forced out of him, he pulled out.

While Charro was cleaning her up and himself, Knight took her restraints off, pulled the blindfold off, and pulled her into his arms.

“Hey, beautiful,” he said softly. Her eyes were hooded and her features soft as she leaned against his chest.

“Hey,” she replied with a lazy smile.

“You okay?”

“Mmm. No. I’m amazing,” her lazy smile widened.

“Good.” He pulled them up to the top of the bed and laid down with her wrapped in his arms. Charro returned and joined them, encasing her in a three hundred and sixty degree blanket of man muscle that didn’t make her feel trapped like it should. It made her feel safe and taken care of, and for the first time in her life, she gave herself totally over to them both. She dozed off for a short time, totally unaware she’d passed out between them. It wasn’t until she heard Charro’s soft voice calling her name and Knight’s hands rubbing up and down her side that she realized and shot wide awake.

“Shit! What time is it?” she exclaimed.

“Easy, baby. We have time, but you need to get up and start moving around.” Knight kissed the top of her head, pulling her up to a sitting position.

“Shit, we have to get organized. I can’t believe I fell asleep. You shouldn’t have let me.”

“After as many times as you just came, there was no keeping you awake,” Charro laughed.

“We fucked you into exhaustion, baby,” Knight grinned cockily.

“I was tired from the trip. We gotta go. Move your asses,” she said, climbing over Knight and off the bed to find her clothing.

“She was so sweet earlier,” Charro laughed.

“Yeah, well, we’re just going to have to keep one of our dicks in her at all times to keep her that way,” Knight laughed.

“That can be arranged,” Charro shot back, both of them finding way too much entertainment in the situation when they were due to ride out in less than an hour.

“Can you two have your romantic moment later? We need to move now,” she spit out.

“Easy, love, or that ass is gonna stay red permanently,” Knight warned. She rolled her eyes and threw his jeans at him, half running to the bathroom.

“Hurry up and get dressed!” she hollered over her shoulder.

Charro turned to Knight, shaking his head. “Ruthless,” he complained, tugging on his jeans.

“Yeah, but it’ll be fun to make her pay for it later,” Knight said, grinning. At that, Charro nodded and grinned, looking forward to getting her alone and naked after they were done with Zane.

“Good point,” he said, pulling on his boots as the lady had ordered. The shit they did for pussy. Then again, it wasn’t just any pussy…it was her pussy and that made it all worth it.
  


Chapter Sixteen




 


“Where the fuck is she?” Zane roared in his office with Angel standing there with her hand on her hip just as pissed off staring at the leader of the mercenaries they had hired.

“Well gee, if I knew that I wouldn’t be standing here, would I?” the man said sarcastically, he was not intimidated by Zane at all. When he had first hired the man everyone only called ‘War’, Zane had been impressed. The man delivered on everything he promised. However, Zane wasn’t stupid enough not to know that he was a mercenary for a reason, the man didn’t trust anyone, and didn’t let anyone boss him around.

They went into their association with the knowledge Zane told him what he needed done, and War did it and got paid. If he failed, which he hadn’t in any of his requests, Zane had agreed that he would still get a portion for his trouble.

“Guys said one minute she was driving with the pack and then the whole pack disappeared between two of the roads they were watching.” War shrugged.

“What the fuck am I paying you for? I need her today, not tonight or tomorrow. TODAY! That is why I paid you the money upfront, you said no problem, you had connections,” Zane screamed.

War narrowed his eyes at Zane, and for the first time in their working relationship, Zane thought he might have gone too far. Although, at this point who cared, because if they didn’t get Storm and she got to town, she could actually cause problems for him. She didn’t know he had used her name on half of his holding companies, he assumed she would either never return, or she would file for divorce, at which point he was going to set her up to take the fall for his activities. Now he just wanted her dead and buried, because she was a thorn in his side.

“Seriously? Listen here you little fuck, I told you a long time ago that I worked the way I worked and that was it, you don’t like it, you don’t have to call me again. I don’t give a fuck, just telling you the facts, she was coming into town, and now I am assuming she is in town. Now, where the fuck would she go if she were here, ‘cause that is all I need to know, this is unless you would like me to walk out the fucking door and forget your damn number,” War snarled.

Zane swallowed, he didn’t have the time to hire anyone else as good as War and his men. His men were busy fixing the clusterfuck already caused by his wife, and any lowlife thugs he could dig up would completely fuck things up even more.

“She hasn’t been in town in years, all of her friends wouldn’t help her the way she looks right now, she dresses like a whore. Which is what I told you before she came into town,” Zane said smoothly. “I have no idea where bikers hang out, maybe start there.”

War nodded and walked out the door and Zane leaned back in his chair and frowned. She was coming for him like they had come for Reyes. He knew it, there was only one place he had they couldn’t get into, also his men would be able to defend it if they did come. Right now, he needed to plan for worst case scenario—they’d grab her when she came for him.

He picked up the phone and called Angel, she was getting the tapes he needed. Zane grinned, he knew when Storm saw he still had the evidence that could destroy her father’s career she would not fight what he wanted, and she would completely give into her fate.

“Go to the bungalow,” Zane said into the phone. “Do not stop anywhere, get there and don’t drive your car, just drive downtown, grab a taxi to somewhere, and then grab another one after that, make sure no one is following, I will be there waiting.”

“On my way,” the female voice of Satan’s mistress said on the other end of the line. He heard the call disconnect and grinned. He put down the phone and stood. Yeah, she was coming for him, and he was gonna be ready. Oh what fun it would be to watch his dear beloved wife as she realized her life with him looked like paradise compared to what her future held with the German. That in itself put a little spring back into his step and a grin on his face.
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“Damn, ya’ll clean up good,” Byrd said.

The women were dressed to the nines, in their flowing summer dresses, which hid their tats fabulously, and high heels and actual pantyhose. Their hair was artfully colored to look natural and cut in a fashionable style. Their nails were done, and they had beach hats and sunglasses that made them look like they stepped out of a magazine. If anyone saw the group of women they would only think high class, because that is what they looked like from head to toe.

Their men stared with appreciation, which made all of them laugh because Creed announced moments before Byrd said what he did, that they were booking into a hotel tonight so they could be as loud as they wanted.

“Yep, they are going right where I thought,” Rain said quickly when they heard the phone conversation. “If we move fast, we can beat them. There are two exits and one entrance.”

Creed turned and looked at some of the Cali Warriors and said, “Go to the building, get in and find anything you can he is hiding. Then when you are done, haul ass to the office building, get in there as well, we need to find something to leave when we are done for the authorities to find.”

Byrd and his men nodded and left. Shady nodded and said, “The bungalow is ours and only ours.”

Creed nodded, he knew as they all did, that this was Rain and her men’s gig. Although they differed on who was going to do to deed, they all knew the outcome. The threat will be eliminated.

Everyone paid attention and listened to exactly where Rain said they needed to be. Within minutes, the men moved out to take their places. The women waited for their ride.

Rick had already made the calls to keep the authorities off their back, one of his contacts put an umbrella over them, calling it a clandestine operations in order to bring down smugglers. He was going with them. And for the first time, because Casey had done a quick sew job for him last night since they hadn’t had time before they left Arizona to have his patches sewn, Rick put on his cut. The guys smiled and nodded and Rick kissed Rain’s cheek as they walked out.

“Ready?” Rain said and put her sunglasses on and they all nodded. Bob snorted unladylike and said.

“How the fuck did you ever have a stick up your ass this far, Rain? I mean seriously? These hose sag in the crotch, I should’ve bought the thigh highs as well but you skinny bitches looked better so I went for tummy control. Fuck, like a torture device.”

“Bob,” Harmony said softly. “You are gorgeous.”

“You are,” Shady said and rolled her eyes. “Except when you open your mouth, so for the next couple of hours, zip it.”

“Bitch,” Bob muttered and they all walked out to the limo that was waiting to take them to the Coronado beach shopping area.

Because the one thing Zane didn’t know that she had discovered before leaving the first time, was that there was a hidden passageway under the bungalow and it lead right to one of the shops on the row.
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Zane waited for Angel to get there, she had better hurry, or he was locking the place down. All of his men were right where they were supposed to be, and all he had to do was hit one button and they were locked in.

He stared at the cameras he installed a long time ago. His bungalow was on the tip of Coronado, it was prime real estate. On one side was the ocean and on the other was a high brick wall. One entrance in and once entrance out, and the one only he knew about.

Finally, he thought when he saw the cab pulling up. Angel got out of the cab, the guard at the gate let her in, then Zane pressed the button, and everything went live.

Now they just had to wait for War to call them.
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“They both moved right where you said they would,” Casey said into Rain’s earpiece.

She laughed loudly and the rest of the women did too, like they were sharing a secret joke. The men in the fancy restaurant looked at them in appreciation while the women looked at them with envy. All of them sitting at one table, talking and laughing while drinking Champagne and eating fancy crab sandwiches and hummus, the later Bob had declared was the nastiest looking but best tasting dip she ever had before Nike had kicked her under the table.

One last play to make and they were good, Rain thought and then she cleared her throat and said loudly, “Alright ladies, now we are going to shop, get your plastic ready.”

“Yeah,” Freedom said clapping, they finished their lunch, and walked down the street slowly, they had to give her time.

She separated from the group as they walked into the shop and she stood on the street as if looking around lazily, but she knew what she was doing. She turned again and saw exactly what she needed to see. The camera her husband had installed to spot young women he wanted taken.

Rain pulled off her hat, smoothed her hair down, and then walked slowly. She saw the light, she knew it was on, she wondered who was there though, she would find out soon enough if this was going to work or if they were going to have to go with plan B.

Pulling off her sunglasses she closed her eyes and lifted her face to the sky. To any onlookers it would just look like she was enjoying the sun. Her long now brunette hair flowing back. When her head was just right, she opened her eyes and stared right into the lens of the camera that was buried in the tree.

She grinned, slowly lifted her finger and flipped off the lens, and then licked her lips, turned around and not moving, she waited.
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“She is right fucking here!” Zane yelled into the phone. “Shit, it couldn’t be easier.”

“Maybe it is a set up,” War said harshly. “No way she is walking up there alone.”

“I scoped out all my cameras, there is no one. I bet they think they can get in here once we have her, but they can’t. Get her and bring her to me,” Zane snapped.

“Dude, I am telling you right now, it is too easy,” War said.

“DO IT!” he yelled.

“Fine, just so you know though, I am bringing some of my men, no way am I walking into this alone, I am not stupid,” War said.

“If something happens, kill her. If not, get her here,” Zane said.

“On my way,” War said and hung up the phone.

“God, you make me hot when you are like this,” Angel said when Zane hung up the phone and watched the screen.

“Gimme a few, honey, and when they get her and I know they are on the way, we will take care of that while she waits. War will bring her in and hold her until I show up, he knows the score.”

Angel grinned and then pulled out her phone. “Tell me when to close the bidding first. The German is waiting for the final bid.”

Zane looked up briefly, grinned, and nodded.
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Rain stood and waited while she knew the guys were watching her just in case things didn’t go as planned. It only took fifteen minutes and she felt the brush against her back.

“Hey, baby,” a man whispered into her ear. “We are gonna walk nice and slow over to the van right there. And you aren’t gonna make any sudden moves or else the knife I have pressed in your side is gonna scar this perfect body.”

Rain shivered and nodded. She walked slowly with the man’s arm firmly around her waist, it had to look weird but no one even glanced at them. Good Lord, so much for security around here.

She walked stiffly so the knife she felt didn’t cut her dress. Damn, the guys would go nuts if they knew how close the knife was to her. She promised to play naughty socialite tonight after they were done, and a wound and cut dress wouldn’t turn them on like she wanted.

As they reached the van, the man waved a hand and the side door opened, and she was pushed in quickly. She fell on her hands and knees and heard the door slam, then another one open and slam before she could get her bearings.

“Move,” the man barked and she fell to the side as she was kicked off balance.

“Babe,” Knight said quietly. “Hang on.”

He steadied her and she flipped her hair and glared. “Hang on? Strong arm tossed me in here and didn’t give me a chance to get situated before we took off, dumbass. And what was that, Charro, could you have taken off a little slower?”

“You have your hands full with that one,” the man muttered.

“Don’t I know it,” Charro said.

“Hey, War, is it? Rain snapped. “You got a woman?”

“Uh no,” War laughed.

“Right, well when you do, you will know if you toss them around like that, you tend to sleep on the couch,” Rain said.

The men laughed as they drove to the gates that were a mere few minutes away. Once they were in the gates, the rest of the Warriors would be in the tunnel and right where they were supposed to be.

Then when they got inside. War had already installed something to scramble the signal from the security system, and would allow the door to the tunnel to be opened without notifying anyone.
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Zane grinned and leaned back in his chair, fuck yeah, Angel knew how to suck cock. He knew Storm was in the house, he had heard the guards let them in, fucking her sister while she waited for her sentence was satisfying. Fucking bitch was going to fucking know what pain was.

Angel moaned around his cock and he pulled her up quickly and laid her out on his desk. Ripping her dress, he spread her legs and slammed into her before she could even say a word.

“Fuck yeah, baby, harder,” Angel cried and Zane did what she asked.

“Well fuck yeah, babies,” a voice said from the doorway and his head flew up. “She has no clue what hard is, trust me, he used to fuck me like that, it is nothing compared to your cocks filling me up,” Rain laughed.

Zane stood and glared at War who was standing there with a group of other men. “What is the meaning of this?”

“What is the meaning of this?” one of the men laughed as Angel was trying to scramble up and cover herself with the tattered dress.

“Honey,” Rain said and ran a hand over his cheek. “I think he is confused.”

“No shit, babe,” Knight said and stepped forward, “So we are clear, War over here he is one of us, dumbass. You sold your soul to the devil and we have come to collect.”

“What?” Zane said loudly.

“Not real bright is he, babe? Wow, no wonder you got sick of him,” Charro said.

The room suddenly filled with people, men and women dressed in crazy attire. The men, rough and gruff in jeans and leather, while the women all looked high class.

“What the fuck is going on here?” Zane screamed.

Rain chuckled, “Okay, I will make take this real slow for you. Zane, Angel, your little plan of selling me off to the highest bidder is not happening. You have been played. Now, let me tell you a little story.”

“No,” Angel yelled loudly, forgetting to pull the clothes across her chest in her anger. “No way, you are not that smart, you are not that good. And you are sold, the man who bought you will stop at nothing to get you, trust me. He has the resources to do it. I have made sure he has all your information. He knows everything, so no matter what you do right now, you will look over your shoulder the rest of your life. You didn’t win, you are not good enough for that.”

Rick stepped around the back and looked at the spoiled girl he once called a daughter and shook his head and held out his phone. “Who am I talking to?” he asked loudly and Rain heard Kink’s voice come over the line.

“Herr General…” Kink laughed trying to have a German accent. “Please send my darling Storm home right away, she owes me a game of pool and a bottle of Jim Beam.”

“No worries, Kink, we will be done here soon,” Rain called and she saw the look on Angel’s face.

“You bitch,” Angel screamed and ran at her. Rain didn’t even blink but Angel never got to her, because Shady had stepped forward and grabbed her around the neck and threw her on the floor.

“Hey,” Shay growled, “do not ever call her a bitch, you don’t have that right.”

“As entertaining as this all is, we really need to get the fuck outta here,” Creed said.

Knight nodded and pulled out his gun from his back, as did the other men. The women all looked and frowned.

“Hold the fucking phone,” Bob yelled.

“What?” Creed said.

“Where are our purses?” she snapped and all the women laughed and pointed. War was standing at the door holding them with a disgusted look on his face.

“Someone is buying me a bottle of Jameson before you leave. This is fucked up that I was on purse duty,” War snapped as the women grabbed their purses and pulled out their guns as well.

Zane was standing there looking on in horror. “What the fuck is going on here?”

“Oh my God,” Freedom said. “He really is slow, Rain honey, what the fuck did you ever see in him?”

Zane shook his head and pointed at War. “You have done eleven jobs for me, how are you involved with them?”

War laughed and shook his head. “Fucker, I did those for the money, this last one, right when you called we knew who you were talking about, called our man Creed and told him and played your ass, you fuck head.”

“What? You played me? You are a…” Zane sputtered.

“Duh,” Rain said and stepped closer.

“Anything happens to me and the tapes…” he warned quickly.

“Yeah, about those,” Rick said. “Should have checked them out years ago, asshole.”

Angel had scrambled back to Zane and was standing next to him with her head up as she glared at Rain.

“Who gives a shit, call the cops, we will be out in an hour. You think you hold all the cards, you pissant bikers have no clue the power we hold. Judges, Senators, Generals, you are nothing. A biker whore,” Angel said.

“I so wanna shoot her right now,” Harmony snapped.

“Who said we are calling the cops?” Rain said quietly and Angel looked at Rick and then back to her shocked.

“Really?” Angel said. “You expect me to believe you will actually allow her to kill me?”

Zane looked at them and said, “Put those away, do you know how much money I am worth? I can set you up for life and not even blink. Now let’s get down to negotiations.”

“Who is doing it?” Creed said.

“Me,” Knight said.

“Me,” Charro said.

“Me,” Rain said.

“Uh,” Shady said. “I am pretty sure you all want to do it, and I understand, but seriously, we talked about this. Rain gets the call.”

“Babe,” Knight said. “Don’t want this on your soul.”

“Me either,” Charro said over Zane’s blustering.

“No one is killing anyone. How much is this gonna cost?” Zane said.

“Ahh, that is so sweet,” Rain said. “But, babes, trust me, I need this, they tried to sell me.”

“Yeah,” Knight said. “But still, you have history.”

“Bad history,” Rain argued.

Everyone listened to as the three bickered back and forth. Then Creed and Shady yelled at the same time, “Gun.”

They turned and fired, all of them. Later they could fight over who hit who.

“Damn,” Rick said. “That was close.”

“Nah,” Creed said. “Was watching them. They were trying to make it to the drawer where they had their guns, just wanted them to have them in their hands when they died.”

“But they aren’t dead,” Rick pointed out because they had both only been hit in the arm.

“Dad, we need him to sign a few things first, remember,” Rain laughed and Rick shook his head.

Angel was screaming and crying on the ground when Rain walked to her with her gun.

“You whore, everything you ever had was given to you by Mom, you didn’t deserve a fucking penny of it,” Angel screamed.

“I only want to know one thing before I end you,” Rain said quietly. “When you were selling those women, did you even think about them or their families?”

“Fuck you,” Angel spit out. “They deserved it, everything they got, all of them came on to men like bitches in heat, trying to get them in bed. They knew what they were doing and getting everything they wanted. All of them. You too, I was there you know. The night Zane drugged you and let those men fuck you. You moaned and groaned like you were loving it, so don’t for one second tell me you are better than I am. I am more powerful than you will ever think of being.”

Rain didn’t think, she just shot, and her half-sister was gone, dead. She stood up and turned around thinking she was going to feel something but she didn’t, she didn’t feel a damn thing other than relief.

“Compromise, you get him. Just get the documents so I don’t go to jail,” Rain said and walked to Charro and kissed him on the cheek and then turned to Knight and did the same thing. She heard Zane screaming at her, but Shady and the girls surrounded her and led her out of the room. When they got to the living room, and saw the carnage the men had already wreaked with Zane’s guards.

“You know this will take a while,” Shay said and looked around the room ignoring the blood and bodies.

“Yeah,” Abi said. “Hey, he has a bar.”

“Fuck yeah,” Harmony said and walked to the corner and looked. “The good stuff too, you know in these heels and dresses we should only be drinking the best.”

“Shit,” Bob said and lifted her dress and yanked down her pantyhose and ripped them off. “We deserve it all the time. Fuck that.”

Rain laughed, who would have thought after killing her demented half-sister she would laugh. But she was, and she finally felt free.
  


Epilogue




 


Treat looked around the room and smiled. Some of her friends were leaving today, and some of them were staying. It was time for her to move on from the past and figure out what the fuck she was going to do in the future.

“Are you going to be okay?” Shady whispered to her when she hugged her one last time before they mounted their bikes.

“Yeah,” Treat said. “Bob and Nike are gonna be here and Casey said that some of the others were ready to get this going. I think we are going to be fine here for a while. But don’t be given my spot away. I plan on being back soon.”

“You’ll always have a spot with us, no matter what,” Shay said and then kissed her on the forehead and turned where Harmony, Free, Abi, and Rose were waiting to give her a hug as well. She smiled, yeah, she would be here for a while, but they would always be home.

“We are four hours away, babe,” Freedom said as she stepped up and hugged her. “Call and we are here.”

Treat nodded and then Nike and Bob came up behind them and everyone began the hug fest. It took the guys whining and complaining before the last of them finally got on their bikes and in the trucks so they could pull out.

She turned and looked back at the group she would be living with for the next few weeks. Two men stood out, Stone and War were both staring intently at her and she ignored them. Fuckers were going to have to work for her forgiveness after they had fucked her over.

Casey stepped up and smiled. “Let’s show you the house you have been assigned, you are gonna love it. And maybe we can convince you to stay for a while and check out all we have to offer.”

Treat rolled her eyes and looked at Casey, she already knew the history between the two men and her best friend who had turned out to be a fucking lunatic. It still didn’t change things, they had fucked her best friend right in front of her; of course, they hadn’t known she had been standing there, they had been to focus on Trick. It had been the beginning of the end of their best friend relationship. She had lost a lot over the last year, and now it was time for her to gather her shit back together and move on.

The cell in her pocket rang and Treat rolled her eyes. It had to be one of the girls; they were probably making sure she hadn’t fallen apart. Sometimes they thought she was more fragile than what she was.

“I am fine,” she smiled into the phone.

“Brooke?” a weak woman’s voice said to her and Treat froze as her eyes went right to her friends.

“Who is this?” Treat said because no one called her Brooke anymore. And the only ones who would call her by her given name have not spoken to her in years.

“Brooke? It’s Jilly, I need help.” And Treat froze, her sister? Why would she call her now? Of course they all had her number, she always sent it in letters even though they had all gone unanswered, Treat always sent it every single holiday, birthday, anniversary, whatever.

“Jilly, why do you need help?” Treat whispered fiercely and instantly Nike and Bob were at her side, both leaning in to listen into the receiver as much as they could even though they didn’t know what was going on.

“It is bad this time, Brooke,” her sister whispered.

“Honey, I am not following, what is bad, what do you need help from?” Treat said softly.

“Supper was late, and the baby was crying. Lane needed to rest so he could get to work, but I wasn’t keeping it quiet enough.” She cried into the phone and Treat froze, what the fuck? Who was Lane? Of course, she didn’t know Jilly had gotten married, no one had told her. It was probably an edict from her father the bastard.

“Jilly, honey, calm down and tell me where you are,” Treat said.

“Home,” Jilly groaned as she cried. “Hurts so bad, I can’t get up.”

“Where is home?” Treat said urgently.

“Guy at the tattoo place said you were here. That is why I called, same trailer park we grew up in just three doors down. Mom and Dad are still here too but I can’t go to them,” Jilly whispered.

Fuck no she couldn’t. Her mother was a weak woman who let her husband beat their kids daily for stupid shit. Dammit, she was going to have to go back and face that shit, but there was no way she was leaving her sister with some asshole who beat her. They’d too much of that.

“I am coming, honey. Just gimme a few and I will be there, if anyone comes home don’t say I am coming, we will get you out,” Treat whispered.

“My son?” she cried.

“Him too, honey. If your husband…” Treat said.

“Not married, Lane is one of dad’s drinking buddies,” Jilly said and Treat closed her eyes, yeah, she knew how that had gone down. Fucking dick.

“Lady Riders?” Nike said and Treat nodded absently, but she was keeping her sister on the phone as long as possible.

Nike yelled at Casey who was already cuddling up to her man. “Bic, need you now.”

The woman was nothing if not perceptive. She jumped off Freebyrd’s lap and called to the other women who were still milling around and then came to them quickly.

“What is up?” she whispered.

“If you are serious about setting up a Chapter here, now is the time. You remember I told you we were going to work with women who are abused or recovered from trafficking?” Bob said and Casey nodded. “Looks like we have our first woman in need.”

Casey snapped her fingers and began barking orders to the women. The guys who were paying attention as well went on alert. Freebyrd and his Vice, Stone, stepped forward to Casey who began explaining what was going on.

Treat was calming talking into the phone to her sister when Stone saw her get still. He looked at War who was watching Treat as well and saw the change. He motioned and both moved to Treat who had moved to the corner.

“Jilly? Don’t say anything, just put the phone down, don’t hang it up, just put it down so I can hear. I am with you, honey,” Treat whispered.

War grabbed the phone and listened for a moment, his face turning grim as he heard a man in the background yelling.

“You stupid worthless woman, get your ass up and make me a sandwich,” the man yelled and he heard a grunt as if someone had been kicked again.
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Stone and War threw the legs over their bikes and quickly started them. They didn’t have a lot of time, Treat’s sister was in trouble and they were going to help, even if she didn’t want their help, which was evident a few moments ago when she grabbed the phone back out of War’s hand and snapped, “Fuck off, this is not your concern.”

Yeah they fucked up. Two years ago, they had what they thought was a fairly good relationship with Treat. They were part of the Warrior Chapter in Nevada, so they partied together and always ended up in bed together. It was comfortable, and safe, no commitments, no hassle.

War and Stone hadn’t wanted anything steady; they had been more interested in establishing their lives. But one night Treat had been really drunk, both of them were sure she didn’t remember telling them that she was ‘falling in love’ with both of them and it freaked them out.

They talked about it and figured they would have to cut it off. They went and talked to Creed who told them about the opportunity in Oceanside to open a shop and they jumped at it. But then Treat would come to Cali on road trips, or they would go back and every time she’d assumed they were going to be together, and they had been stupid not to realize what they were feeling and allowed it to happen.

Then they totally fucked up. One weekend they went to Nevada on a road trip, before they went they talked about sitting Treat down and telling her they didn’t want what she did. But when they arrived, they had gone to the bar for some stupid reason and saw Treat dancing. Something they had always avoided. Seeing the men watching her and holding out cash had pissed them off. Especially when she seemed to love the attention.

Jealousy drove them to grab the first woman who came onto them, which was Trick, her best friend. They had already had a lot to drink, but it was no excuse. They had allowed Trick to take them to a backroom and there she danced for them privately, which led to them fucking her, and Treat walking in since it was where Trick told her to come after she danced.

They hadn’t known that Trick was a devious evil bitch who wanted to hurt Treat because she was jealous. However, that was what happened.

That was then, this was now, and she was finally going to let them try to make up for their complete fuck up. Even if she didn’t want to.
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Freedom looked around the room. It was Friday night, the first time they had a party while she was here. She had no idea what to expect but she was ready to see if it was something she could actually do. Shady had told her what to expect, and even told her not to freak or be judgmental. She just had to keep an open mind, and understand that everything was the way it would be if she decided to stay. No one would change just because she had nowhere to go.

She looked down at the clothes Shady loaned her. They weren’t her normal clothes. The rich brown leather pants hugged her hips like a glove and the matching top was corset with black ties in the back. The outfit was something she would have worn to work at the strip club, not out to a party. When Shady had worn the outfit, it had showed her Warrior Bitch tattoo on her breast. Freedom looked down and even though her breasts looked perky in the top, it was lacking.

She stared at the boots she was supposed to wear. They were high heeled and she was certain she would fall on her ass. That would be embarrassing. With a sigh she sat down,
suck it up, she thought. She needed to give this a shot.

Shady said they would go downstairs for the first few hours, then they would move back to their floor if they didn’t see anyone that interested them. The guys would come up if they wanted her. Shady wasn’t sure she was ready for a hook-up tonight, so she told everyone hands off unless invited specifically. Creed had followed up with a warning at a meeting. It made her feel a little better about the situation though. She had been worried.

Now the time had come for her actually to make a showing. She looked in the mirror and smiled at the way she looked,
she did look hot, she thought. Her hair cascading down her shoulders, curling by itself, and her make-up a little heavier than normal, but it made her eyes look smoky. With the outfit, she looked like a completely different person.

She slowly walked out into the main area and smiled at the guys that were sitting on the sectionals already drinking. Creed and Fork looked up and stared at her outfit; she almost turned around and went back to her room when they stared at her chest for too long.

“Damn, Free,” Numbers said slowly, dragging the words out as he walked toward her. He grabbed her around the waist and turned her, holding out her arms with his as he looked at her. “You are one hot piece. The guys are gonna be tripping over themselves to get your attention.”

She grinned and blushed, and said, “Thanks.”

As she turned, he slapped her on the ass and she jumped and laughed.
They were treating her like Shady, she thought until she saw the look on Easy’s and Poke’s faces. They were frowning and staring at each and then her. She had no clue to what she had done wrong but they were pissed about something.

Creed nodded to her in approval and winked while Fork just stared at her. His look unnerved her and she shifted from foot to foot and finally said, “Uh, where is Shady?”

Rock snorted from the bar and said, “Downstairs laying claim already to men she wants to possibly f*** tonight. Everyone knows Shady gets first pick of the guys.”

Freedom frowned and then nodded. “Well, I will go and find her.”

“Sit down, Free,” Easy snapped at her. “Shady is doing what she does, and doesn’t need any help from you to figure out who she is gonna put in her bed tonight.”

Freedom felt her cheeks grow hot and looked at Creed who was just staring intently at Easy and Poke.
No, she wasn’t going there,
she thought and raised her head up. “F*** off, Easy.”

The room was silent and then Creed snorted and shook his head. “Yep, I think we need to get used to another Bitch being up here.”

Freedom shook her head and walked down the stairs in search of Shady. Damn them, she wasn’t going to be told what to do every second of every day anymore. She was a grownup woman. She had choices.

*****

Creed stared at his friends who were watching Freedom leave and he leaned back. “That the way it is?”

Poke looked at their leader with a guarded look and Easy just glared. “Don’t know what you are talking about,” Easy finally said.

“Yeah, you do, and either you do something about it, or someone else will. She is too hot to be alone in bed. Someone is gonna fill that spot, and I would guess once they do, you are gonna have to pry them out of her pussy,” Creed snarled.

“Good for her,” Poke shrugged.

Fork laughed loudly and looked at Creed. “Cool, you don’t wanna a piece of that, leaves more for the rest of us.”

Easy growled, “She ain’t gonna decide tonight.”

“You think,” Numbers said, joining the conversation with a laugh. “I, for one, am gonna try to convince her that tonight is the perfect night. Magnum and I have already been talking about it, we think we would be the best to initiate her into the club.”

Poke and Easy looked at each other. Easy looked at the others with a stony expression. “Whatever.”

“Right.” Creed nodded and stood. “Keep telling yourself that.”
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Rose checked herself one last time in her rearview mirror, dabbing on a coat of lipstick before she headed into Devil’s Den. She wasn’t big on cosmetics, but had layered it on thick, complete with smoky eyes and red lipstick. Instead of the average girl next door that normally stared back at her, there was a hot woman she didn’t recognize. She felt sexy and just the boost she needed to follow through and not hightail it back to the safety of her house. The parking lot was packed, making her park all the way out on the back forty on the grass. There were so many bikes it put Sturgis to shame. Row after row of pure American muscle filled most of the area, leaving the last few rows for cars and trucks. When she stepped out of the car, her heels sunk in the mud making walking almost impossible. By the time she hit pavement, her calves were burning and she was pretty sure there were blisters swelling up on her heels.

Great.

The roar of the crowd echoed out around her, amped up in bloodlust ready for the fights. The sounds clouded with the thick humidity making it hard to breathe. Rose sucked a gulp of the pollutant deep in her lungs to steady her nerves. She reached down and smoothed her clothing, thinking twice about her wardrobe choice, growing more and more apprehensive by the second. The little black leather mini skirt paired with black stilettos made her legs appear longer and leaner. She had chosen a pink tank top that dipped low in the front to accent her large chest and give an ample amount of cleavage without coming off too slutty. Standing there ready to face what waited ahead, she felt naked. Just as her nerves got the better of her and she was about to bolt, the door swung open. Rose looked up, staring at a towering Tonto.

Tonto looked down at the little brunette, doing a double take at what he saw. Not much rattled him. He was surrounded by willing and ready snatch every day, and yet this little vanilla cupcake sucked his attention better than Red sucked cock, which said a lot considering the little cunt could suck a golf ball through a water hose while being double fucked in the ass, and without dribbling a single drop. The innocent little mouse was decked out looking good enough to eat. “You’re early. I’m surprised you showed.” His eyes roamed over her, taking in every hot little curve and dip. His height gave him a perfect view down her cleavage, making his balls draw up painfully tight. Fuck me. Where has this little sexy bitch been hiding? As his eyes finally made their way down to her legs, it took a conscious amount of restraint to keep from pinning her up against the wall and shoving the little skirt up her hips. He could almost feel her cunt squeezing around his cock.

“I don’t believe in being late. Thank you again for seeing me.” She squared her shoulders, giving herself a false dose of confidence.

“You’re good to see, baby.” He held the door open for her, locking his eyes on her ass as she swayed in front of him. Mmm. I might need to test out all her talents.

Rose about tripped. Did Tonto, the President of the infamous Devil Savages, just flirt with her? She wanted to jump up and down, but despite looking like a total ass, she knew there was no way her tiny lace bra would keep the girls from bouncing out the top of her shirt. The moment she stepped through the doors, her senses went on overload. The walls were painted dark, leaving the main focal point the octagon ring in the middle of the stadium. On both sides were two semi-circle rows of seats, going up into the nosebleed section. People of all shapes and sizes were around her, dressed from business suits to tiny scraps of material barely covering nipple and crotch. The smell of alcohol and cigarettes invaded her nose making her sneeze. Her little ‘achoo’ came out in a squeak, getting an amused smirk from him over his shoulder. How the hell did he hear it over the deafening music and screams that blare from all directions? As they entered the main room, Rose was stopped by the crowd. Tonto took her hand and stepped forward, parting them like the Red Sea. People literally stepped on top of each other to get out of his way. She knew he was intimidating, but this was ridiculous. Girls jumped out at him from every direction, offering drinks and rubbing against him like bitches in heat. If she weren’t so shell-shocked, she would have puked.

He led her to the back and up a narrow dim staircase that led into a long corridor. He unlocked the first door to their left and ushered her inside, shutting it behind them. Inside wasn’t exactly what she was expecting. The flooring had black plush carpet that worked great with the blood red walls and black leather furniture. A huge flat screen television perched on the far wall, taking up the entire space. In the corner was a desk with a door directly behind it. It was…comfortable. “Have a seat.” He waltzed over and plopped down on the couch, staring at her in wait. She jumped and scurried to the chair that sat opposite of him and sat on the edge, her body rigid and uptight. His stare lingered, penetrating her. The longer the silence dragged on, the more she seized up.

She couldn’t stand it any longer. “Is there something I should be doing? I didn’t see a fridge, but would you like something to drink?” He didn’t answer. His grey eyes cut straight to her soul. Why is he not talking? What did I do wrong? Please don’t let this be one of those places that expects sexual favors. No job is worth that. I’ll just have to double up hours at the diner…maybe I can get something down at the factory. Yeah, time to go…before this gets ugly. “Look, I’m sorry for wasting your time. I can see that I’m not qualified for the job so I’ll just be going now. Thanks again for your time.” She stood and took a step toward the door when he finally broke his monk silence.

“Sit. Here.” He pointed to the cushion next to him. The corners of his lips tilted up ever so slightly, breaking his stone-cold poker face. All of her radars went off at the same time. She had heard about people who had set up fake interviews and schemed the potential interviewees into participating in sexual acts then found it uploaded on the internet before they even got home. Fuck to the no. She was not going to be an amateur porn star, no matter how much money they promised. Her mother on the other hand would have jumped on the opportunity. Maybe she should pass the word…at least the woman would be helping with the bills. She kept her legs spread and was on her back most of the time anyway. Anger raged through Rose at not only the situation but her thoughts too. Had he heard about her mom? Is that why he called her in here? Fuck, her life was one huge white trash train wreck with no light at the end of the tunnel except the oncoming engine that threatened to plow her into hell. Whether it was pent up anger and hurt from the last twenty-three years of her existence or fear of never getting out and having a life, she exploded.

“Listen, I’m not sure what this is all about but I think there has been a misunderstanding. I came here for a job, not to fall on my knees and suck my way to the top. I was under the impression there was a legit position open that didn’t require me turning into one of the whores who fall at your feet. I have five kids at home that all seem to think they need food, clothing, and a roof over their head. Have a great night.”
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