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Prologue 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The moonlight cast an ethereal glow through the trees of the Madison County Forestry. The sounds of the night included chirping tree frogs that welcomed animal visitors like deer to bed down for the evening. Only tonight was different. The tree frogs refrained from their nightly dialogue as deer scattered and squirrels barked from their nests high in the trees. An invader had entered their world, someone who didn’t belong. 
 
    
 
   One vehicle stopped on the dirt road and four men emerged. A trunk lid opened and the bright light from a flashlight cut a swath through the dark night. The light settled on a man bound and gagged inside the trunk. He grunted and struggled to no avail. A rope thrown over the nearest tree branch had a loop at the end. The man struggled as the loop went over his head and encircled his neck. A white poster board with a string attached to both sides was also placed around the man’s neck. 
 
    
 
   The four men hoisted the bound man up high enough so his feet couldn’t reach the ground. They wrapped the other end of the rope to a nearby tree and watched as the man slowly suffocated to death. They checked his wrist for a pulse, then climbed into the SUV and left. 
 
    
 
   Soon the tree frogs were chirping their happy tune once more as the squirrels looked curiously at their new visitor. As the moonlight streamed through the trees, it rested on a patch on the now dead man’s cut. It said VP Keepers of Bedlam.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
   “You’ve got a package here,” Dog Breath yelled to Eli who had just entered the bar. Eli’s motorcycle club, the Keepers of Bedlam, owned the bar out on Route 21. Eli was young to be President of the KOB, but his father passed on the gavel to his son, with the approval of the club, since he could no longer ride due to chemo treatments. Big Daddy, his club nickname, was dying from colon cancer. Should have had that damn probe stuck up my butt years ago, he thought bitterly, but he had no one to blame but himself. While the chemo might extend his life, it also increased the torture of day-to-day living that included nausea and restless nights. 
 
    
 
   Big Daddy sat at the table and waved his son Eli over to sit with him. Eli grabbed the box from Dog Breath, a prospect who was tending bar. Eli was a tall drink of water, with short black hair. His broad shoulders, washboard abs, and tattooed chest made all the girls sigh with desire. Although he hadn’t claimed an old lady as of yet, it wasn’t from lack of trying, but no one had hit the mark for Eli. Sure, the ladies were sexy and gave good head, but Eli knew he wanted more than just window dressing. He was 33 and looking to settle down, but the young gals were too juvenile and there weren’t too many mature women around who felt comfortable affiliated with a motorcycle club.
 
    
 
   He sat down next to his dad. “How’s it going Pop? How ya feelin today?”
 
    
 
   “Not too bad,” Big Daddy shifted in his chair. “I might be able to keep down a shot of Jim Beam today.”
 
    
 
   Eli smiled. He knew his Dad was dying and that alcohol would likely be detrimental to his chemo treatment, but if Jim Beam made him feel better right now, what the hell.
 
    
 
   Eli flipped open the blade of his pocketknife and opened the package. He thought it was likely a sample of beer or whiskey that manufacturers often send to the bar so the owner might start supplying it. But that’s not what it was. He pulled out a helmet with the initials K. W. on it. It was Krank’s helmet, Vice President of the KOBMC. Attached to the helmet was a note that read, “Payback.” A map was drawn on the remainder of the note indicating a pot of gold at the end.
 
    
 
   “Fuck!” Eli exclaimed.
 
    
 
   “What is it son?” Big Daddy asked.
 
    
 
   “The Hell Hounds have Krank.” Eli answered. He turned around to the other members in the bar and said, “Load up boys, we’re on a treasure hunt but I don’t think we’re going to like what we find. Dog, call DD and Blaze to meet us down at The Copper Door.” 
 
    
 
   The Copper Door was a steakhouse the club members visited when they felt a carnivorous craving. The establishment was a bit on the hoity-toity side so the boys would usually sit in the bar to eat. But there wasn’t any fine dining today; it was a meeting point closest to the Madison Forestry. 
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
   Alexia stared at the computer screen in front of her, attempting to figure out the mosh-posh of figures on the monitor. She was sent to manage The Copper Door when the last manager funneled money from the restaurant’s reserves to his own bank account. The numbers were skewed and she didn’t know how it would ever make sense, but that was her job. Figure out how much money the idiot screwed them out of and manage the restaurant as well. 
 
    
 
   It would have been nice if the company had sent an associate down to help, she thought bitterly. But why pay another person when they could heap it all on her and then bitch when it isn’t finished fast enough. Basic corporate America…long may she prosper. Well, they can all kiss my rosy ass Alexia thought as she jumped up from her chair, grabbed a pack of cigarettes and a lighter from her purse, and marched out of her back office.
 
    
 
    She was 29 going nowhere fast. After gaining a college business degree she thought she’d rule the world, but the backhanded crap dealt to underlings like her was enough to destroy any rose colored glasses she was viewing the world through the last 6 years. But she was stuck, at least for the time being until she could pay off school loans and bills her ex had racked up on her credit cards. Alexia was too proud to claim bankruptcy, so she’d suck it up at least for another couple of years until she could find her real destiny before she got much older. 
 
    
 
   Alexia's first marriage was a disaster right out of the gate. She thought about backing out at the last minute, but with the money already invested, she secretly hoped it was just her imagination that her betrothed was becoming more distant as the wedding day approached. Unfortunately, it didn't get better after the wedding bells rang, instead it only became worse. She filed for divorce one year later after enduring months of a deadbeat husband who didn't work but had not difficulty racking up the bills. While Alexia was in no rush to find another man, she was lonely and the feeling only deepened when she laid in her bed at night.
 
    
 
   The restaurant didn’t open until 4pm and it was noon now. However, the cooks were in the back getting the evening’s meal prep ready. Alexia, better known as Lexi, walked through the kitchen. 
 
    
 
   “Hey Momma, how’s it going?” Raul said as Lexi entered through the slit open kitchen doors. Raul was the head cook, a Mexican born immigrant who acquired his citizenship when he was 20 years old. He was 40 years old with a family of four now, two already in college. 
 
    
 
   “Hey Raul,” Lexi answered sticking her cigarette in the air. “Does that answer your question?”
 
    
 
   “Uh oh--doesn’t look good. How about I cram a meat fork in your computer and we’ll call it done?” Raul said with a big grin. 
 
    
 
   “I might just take you up on that big guy.” Lexi liked Raul; they had a mutual affection society going on. Raul was a hard worker and cooked a mean Beef Wellington. She knew he worked on the side to afford to get his kids through college while his wife worked as a maid at one of the dump motels in town. But he was always smiling. I could learn a few things from this man, she thought. 
 
    
 
   Lexi walked out into the bright sunshine behind the restaurant and sat down at the picnic table set up for the employees during breaks. She sat with her back to the sun, enjoying the warmth radiating onto the tight muscles on her neck and back. She lit her cigarette, took a long drag, and closed her eyes. Then she heard the low rumble. She opened her eyes and looked in the direction the noise was coming from. She could see motorcycles in the distance and it looked like quite a few of them. Then she heard a rumble from the opposite direction as two more bikes pulled into The Copper Door’s parking lot. Then the herd from the other direction slowed down to pull into the lot as well. 
 
    
 
   “Well fuck,” she muttered. “I can’t have a pack of bikers meeting here whenever they want.” 
 
    
 
   The group dismounted from their bikes and were talking to one another, oblivious to the woman in the brown skirt, cream-colored blouse, and high heels walking towards them. 
 
    
 
   “They’ve got Krank,” Eli said to the others. “No way he’d let this helmet out of his sight.” He held up the helmet, which was well worn and a gift from his old lady who had died from breast cancer the previous year. She had it monogrammed with Krank’s initials.
 
    
 
   “Here’s a map that came with the helmet. I have a feeling we’ll find Krank there. Let’s just hope he’s still alive when we do.” Eli said.
 
    
 
   “You think it’s the Hell Hounds,” asked Blaze. Blaze was one of the older crew members, around 50 with a shock of gray hair but still built iron tough. He joined the KOBMC at the same time as Big Daddy, Eli’s father, and Krank.
 
    
 
   “I do,” Eli answered. 
 
    
 
   “Um, excuse me,” Lexi said to no one in particular. “This parking lot isn’t a meeting hall for bikers and we’re not open yet. You’ll need to find another place to have your little assembly.”
 
    
 
   The bikers turned and looked at Lexi, then turned back around to continue their discussion. Lexi was already having a bad day and putting her on mute was not going to cut it. 
 
    
 
   “Hey you bunch of road kill! Get your leather asses on those hogs and hightail it out of here! This is private property and I’m the manager of this shit hole so take a hike.” Damn that felt good. Now she had their full attention as they all turned to look at her. Well it felt good for like 2 seconds.
 
    
 
   From within the group a man stepped forward. He was tall and slender, with broad shoulders. He took off his sunglasses and looked a lot like Bradley Cooper, the actor, if he had black hair. Lexi had never seen anyone that gorgeous before, but then she’d been around middle-aged suits with beer guts the last few years. 
 
    
 
   “Are we bothering you darlin,” Eli said. His voice was smooth, like a velvet blanket. 
 
    
 
   “Well, yes you are,” Lexi said, trying to gather the strength in her voice once again. “It doesn’t look good for business if you use the parking lot for your meetings.”
 
    
 
   “This is just a one time thing,” Eli said. “We’re leaving right now. You know we do give this place some business though, so is it alright if we ride our bikes here when we’re hungry and want a steak?”
 
    
 
   “Of course,” Lexi answered. “Sorry for the intrusion. I didn’t know how long you were going to park here. It’s been a shitty day.”
 
    
 
   “Yep, I know what you mean,” Eli replied, knowing it could get much worse. “We won’t do this again, I promise.” 
 
    
 
   Eli liked what he saw, a striking woman with long brown hair who wasn’t afraid to stand up to a bunch of bikers. He could tell she was smart too. But he had other pressing issues to get to now and this would have to wait. 
 
    
 
   Eli stuck out his hand and said, “The name is Eli Lawrence.”
 
    
 
   “Nice to meet you Eli. I’m Alexia Montgomery, but everyone calls me Lexi.” She took his hand and shook it.
 
    
 
   “Sorry we got off on the wrong foot,” Eli said. “We’ll be going now.”
 
    
 
   “Come back when we’re open and you boys can enjoy a good meal.”
 
    
 
   “I thought you said this place was a shit hole,” DD said and the group chuckled.
 
    
 
   “It’s a shit hole with good steak,” Lexi answered and the boys laughed. It got their mind off club business for a minute, but their minds immediately returned to the map and Krank. 
 
    
 
   “Let’s go Eli,” Blaze said. Eli nodded to Lexi and turned to walk back to his bike. Lexi admired the view of Eli’s tight ass jeans. She watched them ride off and thought, this day just got better. Unfortunately, it wouldn’t for the KOBMC.
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
   Eli Lawrence had only been President of the Keepers of Bedlam for the last four months. His father, Big Daddy, was diagnosed with cancer six months prior. He didn't want to have surgery and put off chemo and radiation treatments a month after the diagnosis. He was stubborn that way. After the second chemo and radiation treatment he could no longer ride his Harley Softtail. That meant he wasn't able to fulfill his position as President. Although Eli didn't want to take over, and since Krank was VP, he should have taken over, Eli was voted in. Krank was getting older and said he'd only have the position a year or less before turning the gavel over to someone else. So now Eli was President and whether he was ready or not, his first major problem awaited.
 
    
 
   The group followed the map to the Madison Forestry. It was a crude drawing, but Eli had ridden these roads and trails many times. He stopped at the entrance to a dirt road off the main Forestry highway and took out the map from his vest pocket. This was the road, for as much as he could gather looking at the diagram. 
 
    
 
   His mouth was dry and he felt a twinge of fear from what he might find. He’d been in the Club long enough to suffer losses of the human kind, but Krank--he was like a second father to Eli. Krank and Big Daddy had patched in at the same time to the KOBMC almost 30 years ago. He wasn’t looking forward to what he might find, for the club’s sake or his father’s who was already very ill.
 
    
 
   Eli got back on his bike and motioned for the others to follow him. Slowly the bikes wound down the dirt path deeper into the woods. Squirrels and rabbits scattered and birds flew from their low branches higher into the treetops. 
 
    
 
   Eli could make out something straight ahead that contrasted with the rest of the wooded environment. The object swung slowly back and forth and Eli could feel his chest tighten. He put his hand up to motion the others to stop. He got off his bike and removed his helmet, laying it on the bike handle. Blaze, DD and a few others followed suit while the rest remained with their bikes. 
 
    
 
   Eli and the others walked slowly to the man swinging from the tree. His eyes bulged from their sockets and his face was swollen. Eli removed a knife from his pocket, cut the rope while Blaze and DD held the body, and then lowered him slowly to the ground. 
 
    
 
   “Fuck,” Blaze said. “I told him not to go alone to Marshall.” 
 
    
 
   “You know Krank was stubborn,” DD said.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, and it got him killed,” Blaze replied.
 
    
 
   They looked at the poster still hanging around Krank’s neck. It read, 
 
    
 
   “Back Off Or This Is Just The Beginning.”
 
    
 
   Eli’s immediate thought was to the Hell Hounds, a rival motorcycle club gaining strength in their region and itching to claim territory. The KOBMC had been selling stolen goods for over 15 years in the region, which included cigarettes, liquor, electronics and small handguns. While some distributors wanted the club to move to higher end weapons, like other charters were, Eli and his father wanted to remain more low key to stay off the FBI’s RICO list. They knew the FBI would rather go after the big guns than the little fish and why rock the boat.
 
    
 
   However, the Hell Hounds wanted to go all out, Uzis and fully automatic weapons were more their speed along with selling cocaine. They wanted it all and their greed knew no bounds. The two clubs had been circling one another for a while, but nothing major had occurred. A few threats here and there, vandalism, but this was off the cuff. Eli could see it heading down the road to busted heads, bullet wounds, and eventually dead bodies, but so soon? It was like the Hell Hounds were in a rush to get this war started and over with. 
 
    
 
   “Call Dog Breath and tell him to bring the van. Meet him at the entry to the Forestry,” Eli said to two of the members. They nodded and one grabbed his cell phone out of his pocket. 
 
    
 
   Eli turned to Blaze and DD, “We got to get ahead of this. Get in touch with the remaining members of the club. We’re having a church meeting at 5pm.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
   Lexi watched the club as they rode off down the freeway. She turned around, sat back down at the picnic table, and lit another cigarette. She couldn’t believe how turned on she was by the leader of the group, with his leather jacket, rough complexion, and brilliant blue eyes that seemed to look right through her. 
 
    
 
   Lexi wasn’t use to the bad boys. She had never been around them much, coming from an affluent family that only saw each other on Christmas. There was a wildness about him she found exciting and primal. She hoped her invitation to stop back by was taken, especially by Eli. She liked that name--it fit him. Lexi was surprised at herself and how fast the man made an impression on her. She hoped she did the same for him, but she suspected he had a bevy of tattooed beauties at his disposal. 
 
    
 
   She stamped out her cigarette and walked back into the kitchen. 
 
    
 
   “Raul, do you know of any motorcycle club in the area?”
 
    
 
   “Sure, the Keepers of Bedlam. They’ve been around these parts for as long as I can remember. They do a lot of good for the community, doing bike runs for children’s charities and such.”
 
    
 
   “Really,” Lexi said incredulously. “I guess I always picture motorcycle gangs like the Hell’s Angels when I think of bikers.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t get me wrong,” Raul said. “They do mucho good things, but they’ve got some skeletons in the closet too. They own the bar, Chancey’s Tavern, in Carmel. Word is they deal in stolen goods, but the cops in town give them a wide berth because they also provide a certain amount of protection for the town.”
 
    
 
   “Interesting,” Lexi said. Bad boys with a heart of gold. She had a feeling the bad outweighed the good however, but she was willing to find out by how much.
 
    
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
    
 
   Krank’s body lay wrapped in bed sheets on the pool table. Big Daddy sat in a chair next to the pool table with his head in his hands. 
 
    
 
   In the club meeting room, Eli sat flanked by his members at the long wooden table. He needed to appoint a new VP, but that would have to wait. 
 
    
 
   “Are we sure it was the Hell Hounds that killed Krank?” asked Blaze. “Normally they don’t dick around with laying claim to their deeds and this time the calling card wasn't quite their style.”
 
    
 
   “Who the hell else has a beef with us?” asked Dirty Dan or DD. “I mean killing our VP--that’s a hell of a way to get our attention if it’s not the Hell Hounds.”
 
    
 
   The members talked back and forth, as Eli listened. Blaze had a point. The Hell Hounds always let it be known when they struck, as it provided the mystique they wished to cultivate. This should be no different, but it was. Eli didn’t want to go off half-cocked, out for revenge without having all the facts. The boys were blood thirsty, and he got it, but now was not the time to let emotions run wild. They had to be smart.
 
    
 
   Eli banged the President’s gavel on the desk to quiet the club members.
 
    
 
   “Until we know for sure it was the Hell Hounds, no one is going after them.”
 
    
 
   That brought forth several bellows of opposition.
 
    
 
   “I understand your frustration, but what if it wasn’t the Hounds? We could start a bloody turf war.”
 
    
 
   “That’s what they’ve been itching for and they started it when they killed Krank,” DD replied.
 
    
 
   “We don’t know that…it’s not their MO. What if someone wants us to believe it was the Hounds,“ Blaze said. “Maybe someone wants a turf war so we kill each other off and they can take over.” 
 
    
 
   “Who could that be?” DD asked.
 
    
 
   “Someone who hasn’t shown themselves yet.” Eli answered. “I say we bury our own and lay low. We can say Krank died of natural causes. The Hounds won’t like it if they can’t take credit for the kill. They’ll let us know in short order if it was them. Blaze, you and Dog Breath take Krank to the Thompson funeral home. Tell them we’ll pay our normal fee to keep their mouth shut on his rope wound.”
 
    
 
   Eli turned to DD and said, “Take some of the boys and start spreading the word on Krank--natural causes, heart attack, something like that. We want it to get back to the Hell Hounds as fast as possible. That way we’ll know if it was them or not.”
 
    
 
   “Right,” DD answered.
 
    
 
   Eli pounded the gavel on the table. Meeting adjourned. The group filed out of the meeting room into the bar. Big Daddy still remained beside the pool table where Krank’s body lay.
 
    
 
   “Pop, Blaze and Dog Breath have to take Krank down to the funeral home, “ Eli said to his father.
 
    
 
   Big Daddy looked up at his son with red eyes. “You get the sons of bitches that did this, you hear,” he pleaded.
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry Pop, we will.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Eli hadn’t had much time to collect his thoughts. He walked through the warehouse in back of the bar and sat down in one of the small offices. Like his father, Eli was upset about Krank, but he couldn’t show it to the club. He was President so he had to remain strong, but now, alone, he could let go. 
 
    
 
   Tears streamed down his face as he remembered Krank as a young man who would give Eli rides on his Hog and tickle him until it hurt. But Krank hadn’t been the same since his wife died of cancer, and with his best friend, Eli’s dad, battling the same crappy disease, Krank just didn’t seem happy anymore. Still, it didn’t give anyone the right to end his life as miserable as he might have been.
 
    
 
   Eli wiped the tears from his face with his sleeve. Suddenly the face of the woman he met that day popped into his head. At the time they met, he was completely infatuated with the tall dark haired beauty. He could tell she had a smoking body, even with the business apparel she was sporting. Her sassy nature and obvious smarts made her even more intriguing to Eli. He welcomed the change of thought, sat back in the chair, and closed his eyes. He could feel his rod throb as he thought of the woman--Lexi that was her name. He wanted to see her again, but with all that was going on, it didn’t seem like the right time. But hell, was there any right time when it came to club life. Nope. 
 
    
 
   He stood up and looked at the clock. It was 6pm. He wasn’t hungry, but thought getting a beer at The Copper Door bar sounded good. Maybe the manager was around.
 
    
 
   He headed into the Tavern. Krank’s body was gone and Big Daddy said he was heading home and going to bed. 
 
    
 
   “You need a ride home Pop? One of the prospects can take you,” Eli said.
 
    
 
   “No, I’ll be fine. Don’t worry about me,” Big Daddy said as he walked out the door.
 
    
 
   Eli turned to the rest of the crew and said, “I’m heading out. Think you all can behave?”
 
    
 
   “You going back down to The Copper Door?” Journey, one of the club members asked. “We’ll ride with you if you are,” he said, motioning to Laser, another patched in member.
 
    
 
   “Sure, come on,” Eli said.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
   Lexi went home before the evening meals started to clean up and wear something a little less business like and more provocative. She selected a dark ocean blue low cut dress with a hemline that hit just above the knee. Her pumps and huge blue stoned necklace finished the ensemble. Okay, she thought, I look hot without appearing like a slut. It should work. Now the next question was, would he show up?
 
    
 
   The dinner crowd was heavy and Lexi remained busy orchestrating the kitchen and wait staff. She kept an eye and ear out for thundering bikes, but it was difficult to hear anything within the restaurant. She knew the bikers wouldn’t come into the main dining area, preferring the bar instead, so she’d look in occasionally to see if she could spot them. Nada. 
 
    
 
   She was starting to feel a little blue. The crowd remained busy but the wait staff and kitchen had found their rhythm and were moving like clockwork. Her feet were killing her, stupid high heels, she thought. Lexi decided to take a break in her office, but as she filed past the bar entrance, she spotted Eli and a couple of other bikers as they sat at the bar. Guess my feet will have to suck it up she thought as she glided into the bar area.
 
    
 
   Eli, Laser and Journey had just sat down at the bar and ordered some drinks when Lexi walked up.
 
    
 
   “I see you boys made it back,” she said smiling. “Lester, whatever they’re drinking it’s on the house,” she said to the bartender.
 
    
 
   “Why thank you little lady,” Journey said. “What do we owe this nice gesture?”
 
    
 
   “The word is your club is very giving towards children’s charities. I just want to show my appreciation,” Lexi said as she looked towards Eli.
 
    
 
   Eli liked what he saw. The V-neck of her dress cut very low, showing off nice sized tits without appearing whorish.
 
    
 
   “Yes, we’re good, but we can also be very bad,” Laser said, making sure he took in the gorgeous brunette in front of him.
 
    
 
   “Okay, quit your leering gentlemen,” Eli remarked. “Take your drinks and find us a table.”
 
    
 
   The two smiled knowingly and took off for a table in the corner. Eli turned his attention to Lexi.
 
    
 
   “Since you already know some things about the club, tell me about yourself Lexi.” His voice was as smooth as she remembered and the musk cologne he was wearing filled her senses. There was no mistake from earlier today, he definitely got her engines revving.
 
    
 
   “Well, I’m just a Midwestern gal, divorced, no children, who was sent here by her company to manage this restaurant. Actually, the company is a conglomerate. They own restaurants, stores, even banks. I’m a glorified accountant who was sent here to hold down the manager’s position until they can find someone else.”
 
    
 
   Lexi stopped cold. Here she was blabbering on about business, something Eli could likely care less about, but it was all she knew.
 
    
 
   “Wow, that must sound totally boring to you.”
 
    
 
   “The question is; is it boring to you?” Eli asked.
 
    
 
   Lexi sat down on the stool next to Eli and said, “Yes, yes it is.”
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Eli and Lexi continued to talk. Their banter was easy, as if they’d known one another in a different life. Laser and Journey ordered their steaks and drank free beers. When they were finished, Eli and Lexi were still talking as they sat at the bar. 
 
    
 
   “Well boss, we’re heading out,” Journey said as he put on his leather jacket.
 
    
 
   “Okay, I’ll see you guys tomorrow then,” Eli answered.
 
    
 
   The two thanked Lexi for the free drinks and headed out the door. 
 
    
 
   Eli turned to Lexi and asked, “Am I keeping you from your work?”
 
    
 
   “Oh they’re fine. Believe me, if the cooks or staff needed me they’d find me in record time. It’s starting to slow down for the night. This is when I usually head home.”
 
    
 
   “I’d offer you a ride but I’m not sure how comfortable you'd feel in that dress on the back of a bike,” Eli said. “Don’t get me wrong, you’re way sexy in it.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you for the compliment, but as it so happens, I have a change of clothing in my office that may fit the occasion.”
 
    
 
   Eli smiled, “I can’t wait to see it.”
 
    
 
   As Eli waited for Lexi to change, his thoughts turned to Krank and the entire fiasco. While the Hell Hounds were capable of offing one of his crew, his gut told him it wasn’t them. Problem was, who? He was glad for the distraction tonight otherwise he’d go crazy trying to figure it out. But Lexi was more than a distraction however. He liked how she put him at ease. Not an easy task, especially today. He wanted to take her to Chancey’s Tavern, but he didn’t want to scare her off either. She was definitely not a biker babe, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t become one. 
 
    
 
   At that moment Lexi walked into the bar wearing tight jeans and a button shirt that was unbuttoned almost half the way down. Eli liked what he saw. 
 
    
 
   “Now that outfit would look good on the back of any bike, and especially mine.”
 
    
 
   Lexi smiled and Eli put his arm around her waist, gently, as they walked out the door. His touch sent rivers of tiny shocks down her legs, awakening senses she had long forgotten about. 
 
    
 
   As they approached the bike Lexi said, “I’ve never ridden on a motorcycle before.”
 
   “Just grab on tight darlin and don’t let go,” Eli said with a grin.
 
   Don’t worry, Lexi thought, I won’t.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Lexi loved riding on the back of Eli’s bike, with the wind in her long dark locks, arms around his waist, and her sex up against his tight ass. She felt those stirrings rise up in her loins once again. This man had turned on a switch that was flipped off long ago. She buried herself in her work with Spectrum Inc. and had allowed them to engulf her mind and body. But now, in this moment, Spectrum was completely forgotten and all she could think of was how good this man felt. 
 
    
 
   He was taking her to his club’s bar, Chancey’s Tavern. Lexi wasn’t so naïve about what that meant. First, she knew a biker bar wouldn’t be anything like the clubs she use to frequent. The smoke, language and people would be primal and she would have to ready for anything.
 
    
 
   Eli pulled the bike into the Tavern’s parking lot. The front door stood wide open as music spilled out. A trail of smoke also emerged, wafting its way lazily towards the heavens.
 
    
 
   “So how did you like your first ride?” Eli asked as he helped Lexi off the bike.
 
    
 
   “I loved it. I felt so free.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that’s why we like to ride.”
 
    
 
   He grabbed her hand and led her into the Tavern. Some of the club members were there with a couple of prospects, including Dog Breath, manning the bar. The rest were customers who looked like club wannabees and of course, biker babes. There was an assortment of women and Lexi tried to take it all in without being obvious. 
 
    
 
   The women were of all ages. Some were old ladies sitting with their men, and others were looking to hook up. There were groups of women young and old, and they were all looking at Lexi. She was the new girl, escorted by the President of KOBMC. 
 
    
 
   The crowd was muted tonight as Krank’s death resonated through the Tavern. Eli had told Lexi about Krank’s death earlier (the natural causes death), and how much he meant to the club. Lexi felt bad for the club members and the patrons who were clearly upset by the news. 
 
    
 
   Eli guided Lexi to a table where Blaze and his old lady, Alice, were sitting. Alice was in her late 40’s, but she looked much younger. Her long and thick blond hair appeared like a halo around her head. She had green emerald eyes that danced when she smiled. 
 
    
 
   Eli made the introductions and called a waitress over.
 
    
 
   “What would you like to drink Lexi?”
 
    
 
   Now Lexi was more of a white wine girl, but she knew that might make her look soft.
 
    
 
   “I’ll have a beer, whatever’s on draft,” she answered.
 
    
 
   Eli smiled and turned to the waitress, “Make that two darlin.”
 
    
 
   The four made small talk, getting to know one another, as best as one can in a crowded bar. Lexi felt like a fish out of water, but only because she wasn’t use to this type of environment. As the night wore on and more drinks were consumed, she started to feel at home. More of the club members and their old ladies came by to talk with the group. They all seemed nice enough, but she was sure this was because of Eli. If she made Eli happy then the club was happy. 
 
    
 
   Lexi excused herself to visit the ladies room and Alice joined her. When they walked in, three of the unattached biker babe wannabees stood primping in front of the mirrors. They performed their up and down, look the bitch over routine at Lexi. 
 
    
 
   “Don’t get too comfortable Mommy--you’re too old for Eli. He likes them young and wet.” The girl making the statement had coal black hair, white skin, and too much blush on her cheeks. She wore tight leather pants and a white tank top with no bra that made her tiny nipples stand at attention. 
 
    
 
   “Take it down a notch Rose,” Alice said to the girl. “You wouldn’t want Eli to know you disrespected his guest, now would you?”
 
    
 
   Rose whipped around back towards the mirror. Her long hair hung straight down the middle of her back. She’s very pretty, Lexi thought, but her attitude makes her ugly.
 
    
 
   The girls walked out and left Alice and Lexi alone in the restroom.
 
    
 
   “Don’t mind Rose,” Alice said. “She has more bark than bite. She’s wanted to become someone’s old lady for the last year. I think she’d even take on Dog Breath at this point, but no one wants to deal with her temper and wild ways. What these bitches don’t realize is that these men deal with drama all the time livin the club life--they don’t want to come home to it too.”
 
    
 
   It made sense to Lexi. The funny thing was, she was drawn to the wildness of Eli and his club, but maybe it was the opposite for him. Perhaps he was drawn to her because she offered a more secure and stable background. Maybe they could fill each other’s needs. 
 
    
 
   “Alice, do you think I’m way over my head here? I mean I’ve enjoyed being here tonight and I really like Eli, but do you think this is something I could handle?” 
 
    
 
   “Honey, only you can answer that,” Alice answered. “I do know one thing. Eli’s been floundering the last year, especially since he’s dad got sick with cancer. And today only compounded it with Krank’s death. But he has a light in his eyes when he looks at you that I’ve never seen before. If you can do that, and especially on a day like today, I’d say you’re good for him. Whether he’s good for you or not--that’s for you to decide. But you don’t have to decide anything tonight. Let’s powder our noses, take a pee, and go back to our men.”
 
    
 
   As they headed back to their table, Rose and her entourage gave them a wide berth. The girls remained at the bar drinking, talking to Dog Breath and the other prospects.
 
    
 
   “You girls were gone for a while,” Blaze said.
 
   “Girl talk,” Alice said.
 
    
 
   “Well, I’m glad I wasn’t privy then,” Blaze responded.
 
    
 
   “We are too honey,” Alice said. 
 
    
 
   The group laughed and then Eli said, “I’m going to take Lexi for a tour.”
 
    
 
   The two headed into the warehouse portion of the Tavern. Eli showed Lexi the meeting room where “church” was held. He explained how club business worked and Lexi was surprised that it wasn’t much different from a corporation, just on a smaller scale. 
 
    
 
   She looked around the warehouse, at the stacks of boxes ranging from computers and televisions to cigarettes and liquor. 
 
    
 
   “Looks like you’ve got a wide array of items the club pushes through,” Lexi said.
 
    
 
   “Yes, we do. And I’m sure you’re aware that some of this isn’t legal,” Eli said.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, but I look at it this way. Corporate America likes to stick it to the little man, so if you guys can stick it to them, however small, I’ll cheer you on. The only thing I can’t condone is drugs.”
 
    
 
   “We don’t run drugs darlin,” Eli said as he put a hand on one of the boxes. “We want to keep our town free of drug runners, but there are other clubs that don’t see it that way and look at the city of Carmel as unclaimed territory in the drug trade. This is the part of club activity that isn’t pretty, and in fact can be deadly.” 
 
    
 
   Lexi understood. She wasn’t uninformed where motorcycle clubs were concerned and she knew the life wasn’t for the faint of heart. She was willing to give it a chance, especially if Eli wanted her to. Her life in corporate America was slowly killing her, and she wanted to feel alive again. Here was a perfect opportunity. 
 
    
 
   Eli too was adrift in his life. His mother died when he was young and Pop and the club was his only family. But with Big Daddy slowly dying before his eyes, and now Krank’s death, he was afraid things were spiraling out of his control. Lexi, this woman he just met, seemed like the only anchor he had left. How could someone he barely know make him feel grounded? He wasn’t sure, but he liked it and didn’t want to scare her off.
 
    
 
   Lexi was the type to take charge and she was becoming more aroused the longer she was alone with Eli. They continued to talk until there was nothing left to say. Lexi moved closer to Eli, her hands touching his chest. She could feel the hard abs underneath the thin fabric of his shirt and it sent trails of desire through her body. Eli grabbed her around the waist and pulled her to him, his lips meeting hers. 
 
    
 
   Lexi opened her mouth, allowing his tongue to enter and explore. She felt light in his strong arms and the more he devoured her with his kisses, the more aroused she became. His lips left hers and traveled down her neck and chest. He started to unbutton her blouse as his lips touched the tops of her breasts, above her bra. 
 
    
 
   Lexi was in the throes of ecstasy. It had been a long time since she felt this way, and maybe never. Eli brought shock waves of pleasure that ran throughout her body. She was all his for the taking. 
 
    
 
   Eli loved kissing her soft skin. He’d had many women, but Lexi was different. She was smart and strong, yet also tender and or so gorgeous. His manhood stood erect and all he wanted at that moment was to rip her clothes off and have her. But he took his time. The last thing he wanted to do was scare her. Hard to know what if any misconceptions she had of the biker crowd, but he didn’t want to step into any of them, especially since he was so infatuated with her. 
 
    
 
   Suddenly shots rang out, accompanied by screams and hollers. Eli grabbed Lexi and pushed her into one of the offices. He opened a desk drawer and pulled out a pistol.
 
    
 
   “Stay here and lock the door behind me,” Eli said as he ran out and shut the door.
 
    
 
   Lexi did as she was told, hurriedly buttoning her blouse.
 
    
 
   Eli ran into the Tavern where he could hear more shouting and screams. Customers were under tables while it appeared the club members had relocated outside. Eli ran towards the front door and into a mess. 
 
    
 
   The Hell Hounds had driven to the Tavern on motorcycles and a couple of SUV’s. One of their pickup trucks parked right in front of the bar. In the bed of the truck sat DD, looking busted up with streaks of blood on his face and down his shirt. One of the Hounds had a gun to the back of his head while two others stood in front of the truck with guns drawn. The rest of the gang was there for support. From one of the SUV’s stepped the President of the Hell Hounds, Zane. 
 
    
 
   Zane was younger than Eli, born of mixed parents, mother white, and father black. In his formative years, he endured the mockery only interracial children succumb to in racial cities. When his family moved to Marshall, a more of a melting pot community, Zane still held the onto past cruelties dealt to him in his youth. His father left his mother to raise four children. Zane being the youngest of the four didn’t conform to his school or his mother’s pleas of staying out of trouble. Instead, he rose through the ranks of the Hell Hounds, the only group who accepted him for who he was. 
 
    
 
   The rest of the Hounds had much of the same background as Zane. Outcasts for one reason or another. Yet they built their club to be one of the most formidable in the region. They made good money dealing drugs and Carmel was a city not yet undertaken. While Zane and his crew didn’t partake of the drugs themselves, they didn’t understand why it was a crime for them to sell to people who wanted them. Zane knew there was a market in Carmel, and he wanted it. He didn’t give a flying fuck about the KOBMC and their stolen electronics trade. Let them have it. But don’t keep the Hounds from getting a sizable cut from the area as well. 
 
    
 
   “What the fuck is going on Zane,” Eli yelled. “What’s the deal with DD?”
 
    
 
   “Your boy came into our club and started shooting up the place. So I’m asking you Eli, what the FUCK IS going on?” Zane asked. 
 
    
 
   Eli heard grumbling coming from his crew so he turned around and said, “Everybody just calm down. Let’s put the guns away and talk about this.”
 
    
 
   He knew his crew was hot from Krank’s death and the belief the Hounds had something to do with it. If just one let loose, it could be mayhem. Eli started by placing his pistol into the back of his pants. On Zane’s order, the Hounds lowered their weapons.
 
    
 
   “You’re lucky he’s not dead after coming into our place and shooting it up.” Zane said. “I could tell he was drunk so it didn’t take much to take him down. Of course we had to teach him a lesson.”
 
    
 
   Eli looked at DD. Yep, they taught him good. His nose was broke for sure and probably a couple of lost teeth, maybe even some cracked ribs, but Zane was right…he was probably lucky to be alive. 
 
    
 
   “He was yelling shit about the Hounds killing Krank too. What the hell? We heard the old motherfucker died from a heart attack or something,” Zane said. “I know I’m gifted, but I doubt I could curse him with a bad ticker.”
 
    
 
   There it was, the proof Eli needed. Not that the rest of the club would believe it, but Eli knew if Zane had killed Krank, he would have opted to it. And why keep DD alive as well if the Hounds killed Krank. Nope, it wasn’t coming together. 
 
    
 
   “We found Krank at the Madison Forestry, strung to a tree, dead. The map leading us there along with a poster tied around his neck indicated it was the Hounds, although it didn’t come right out and say so…which is your MO,” Eli said. “We cooked up the story about Krank dying from natural causes to fish out the truth. Seems like some of my crew have already come to their own conclusions despite me telling them to stand down.”
 
    
 
   “Listen,” Zane said. “I don’t give a shit about your club or your VP hanging from a tree. If we’d done it, you’d know…there wouldn’t be any guessing about it. But we didn’t. So it seems like you got someone else on your ass.”
 
    
 
   “So do you Zane,” Eli replied. “Whoever did this wanted us to think it was the Hounds.”
 
    
 
   “Then why not just name us in the map or poster?” Zane asked. “Why be all mysterious?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know. Maybe whoever did it wasn’t sure how you left your calling card. Most clubs like to lie low, unlike yours.”
 
    
 
   Zane let out a humph. He knew what Eli said made sense, but he wasn’t ready to work with the KOBMC to find out what was going on. 
 
    
 
   “It’s your club’s problem, not mine. Keep your boys in line or you’ll be digging more than one grave,” Zane replied. He nodded to one of his guys, who knocked DD out of the truck bed where he collapsed on the ground. Several club members ran over to help him up as the Hounds took off in a roar of dust. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
   Lexi didn’t wait long inside the office. When she didn’t hear any more gunshots or yelling, she decided to venture out and see what was going on. It wasn’t her style to simply hide away from the action. Although she’d never been in the middle of a gunfight, she wasn’t about to cower in fear.
 
    
 
   She slipped quietly out the office door into the warehouse. Lexi kept hunched down as she walked to the door leading into the Tavern. She didn’t know why she walked that way, just seemed like a good idea. She peeked into the Tavern, noticing people were coming out from under tables and sitting back down in their chairs or looking out the front entrance. 
 
    
 
   Alice motioned for Lexi to come to her table. “Are you okay?” Lexi asked Alice.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, just your usual club antics. It wouldn’t be a normal weekend if someone didn’t get their head bashed in,” Alice answered.
 
    
 
   “Sounds like more than that with the gunfire.” Lexi remarked.
 
    
 
   “That’s the Hell Hounds. They always have to make an entrance.”
 
    
 
   Alice made light of it, but Lexi could see the worried look in her eyes. Blaze was out there along with Eli and the rest of the club. All they could do was hope whatever was going on would end without any bloodshed, provided there hadn’t been some already. 
 
    
 
   Suddenly the bar patrons heard the roar of vehicles and motorcycles taking off. A few of the customers watching from the door held it open as a couple of the prospects helped DD into the Tavern.
 
    
 
   “Take him to one of the offices in the warehouse and get him cleaned up,” Eli said. “Alice, can you take a look at him.” Alice use to be a nurse, but since she became an old lady she performed many other duties, like removing bullets and suturing.
 
    
 
   “Okay--Blaze get me my bag,” she said as she walked behind the men helping DD.
 
    
 
   Eli walked over to Lexi. “I’m so sorry this happened. I hope it didn’t frighten you too much.”
 
    
 
   He looked so concerned that it made Lexi’s heart melt. “I can’t say it didn’t startle me. But scare me away? Not hardly.”
 
    
 
   Eli looked relieved. “I want to explain to you what happened tonight. I don’t want to get off on the wrong foot with you and have secrets.”
 
    
 
   He guided her over to a table where he explained what really happened to Krank and the bad blood with the Hell Hounds. Lexi understood that he had to follow through with the lie to ensure they found out if it was actually the Hounds behind the murder. Eli also explained how close his father and Krank had been and how he was afraid it would affect Big Daddy’s health. Lexi could tell Eli had so much on his mind and her heart ached for him. 
 
    
 
   “I hate to ask this, but would you mind if Alice took you home when she gets done with DD? I’ve got to have a church meeting with the club before this escalates out of control.”
 
    
 
   “No, of course not,” Lexi replied. “I totally understand.”
 
    
 
   “I wish our evening had ended differently,” he said with a soft smile.
 
    
 
   “Me too,” Lexi said as she placed her hands on his face.
 
    
 
   He kissed her softly.
 
    
 
   “I’ll call you tomorrow. I’d like you to meet Pop. I think he’d really like you.”
 
    
 
   “Sounds good to me,” Lexi answered. 
 
    
 
   She watched him walk away and felt a twinge in her stomach. She was falling hard and fast for this bad boy and his way of life. But she had no idea there was a secret that could rip Eli apart.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   The club members joined Eli in the church meeting room along with DD. Alice had cleaned DD’s wounds and bandaged his ribs. One eye was swollen shut and he held an ice pack to his puffy face.
 
    
 
   “This is bullshit,” said Laser. “Are we just going to sit here while the Hounds keep pounding us?”
 
    
 
   “You heard what they said, it wasn’t them,” Eli answered. “Besides, DD took it upon himself to shoot up their club. If one of them had done that here he’d be in a body bag.”
 
    
 
   “Oh so I’m supposed to be grateful they didn’t kill me?” DD asked. The pain had sobered him up.
 
    
 
   “Yes you are! That was a bullshit move DD. What the hell? I told everyone to stand down until we knew for sure who killed Krank.” Eli was frustrated and it showed in his voice.
 
    
 
   “Krank’s death has been hard on all of us, but we can’t let this thing get out of control. If I can’t trust my men to do as I say why am I even here?”
 
    
 
   “Eli’s right,” Blaze said. “We’ll put feelers out tomorrow. Try and see if anyone else has a beef with the club or maybe even Krank in particular.”
 
    
 
   Eli adjourned the meeting when it felt like the club had settled down. DD went back to one of the offices with a bed and crashed. Eli had the prospects close the Tavern as he made his way home. He looked in on Big Daddy who was asleep. His ratcheted breathing brought tears to Eli’s eyes. He knew it wouldn’t be long before he’d be saying goodbye to him as well. To lose two men he looked up to all of his life and so close together would be devastating. His mind immediately turned to Lexi. He felt a deep burning desire in the pit of his stomach that he’d never felt before. Was this how love felt? As he lay down in his bed, he wanted to find out.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Lexi lay in her own bed reflecting on the day and how everything played out. It was definitely not her normal boring day of managing The Copper Door, that’s for sure. One tiny part of her was frightened by the evening’s events. She’d never been in such a situation, and the club’s illegal dealings were a far cry from her sedentary job. But there was a fire that was lit the moment she laid eyes on Eli, and she didn’t want to put that flame out, even if it meant losing everything she was use to. It’s not easy to give up a life you’ve become accustomed too, even if it’s going nowhere fast. Lexi’s heart raced and tears seeped from her eyelids. She knew if she chose this life, she’d never be able to go back to the one she had now. 
 
    
 
   What if you give it all up and Eli drops you like a stone she thought. But her instincts told her that wouldn’t happen. She never believed in love at first sight--lust, sure. However, what she felt for Eli went way beyond infatuation. It was like they were old souls, meeting one another once again. She knew how corny that sounded, but she couldn’t shake the feeling. 
 
    
 
   Lexi decided to put off her decision. That was the normal Lexi, the one who didn’t look before she leaped. Old habits die hard, but she wasn’t going to be stupid. She would continue with her job and see where the road led with Eli…then she would make her decision.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
   The sun shone bright the next day, and rays of light filtered through the trees at the cemetery. Club members and bar patrons who knew Krank attended his burial service. Big Daddy sat in a chair that someone had brought, as he was too weak to stand. Eli said a few words as well as Blaze. Big Daddy declined to speak, his voice too low for the group to hear anyway. 
 
    
 
   Lexi stood by Alice and the other old ladies. She hadn’t known Krank, but Eli asked that she come. She didn’t want to intrude on the club’s grief, but she couldn’t say no to him. 
 
    
 
   When the service ended, Eli asked Lexi if she would accompany him to take his father home and see that he was okay until the nurse arrived. Eli had hired a nurse to come and check on his dad a few times a week, but his health was declining rapidly so he hired 24-hour care for him. 
 
    
 
   Once home, Big Daddy wanted to go to bed. He hadn’t spoken all the way home and only nodded to Lexi when Eli introduced them. His dad was in bad shape. He knew that Krank’s death was hastening his father’s death as well and it broke his heart. 
 
    
 
   He helped his father to bed and pulled the covers over him. It didn’t take long for him to drift off to sleep. Eli emerged from the bedroom looking defeated. 
 
    
 
   “I know this is all so hard for you,” Lexi said. “I’m so sorry you’re going through this.”
 
    
 
   Eli walked over to where she stood and took her in his arms. They hugged each other tight. It felt right, as if they had held one another before, their bodies curving into one another like a perfect fit. 
 
    
 
   A knock at the door drew them apart. The nurse was here. Eli gave her instructions and told her someone from the Tavern would bring dinner by for her and his Dad. They got on the Harley and headed for Lexi’s apartment.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Lexi’s apartment was modern with light grey walls, marble counter tops in the kitchen, and hardwood flooring throughout the space. Fresh flowers and couch pillows provided punches of color ranging from bright reds to glowing yellows dotting the rooms. This was Lexi, a modern chick whose taste was reflected in her surroundings. A part of her didn’t want to let go of this, but another part wanted to embrace the wildness that she had barely tasted. 
 
    
 
   Eli didn’t seem taken aback by the eclectic taste. In fact, he made himself at home by lounging on the sofa. He had too much on his mind to be concerned about décor. Lexi was glad. Any of her old suitors would have remarked on her taste, and Eli didn’t give a shit. That’s what she liked/loved about him.
 
    
 
   “Come sit with me and get my mind off of things,” Eli said as he patted the sofa cushion next to him.
 
    
 
   “You don’t have to ask me twice,” Lexi said as she slid into his waiting arms.
 
    
 
   It didn’t take long for the kisses and wandering hands to take up where they left off the night before. Eli had his shirt off within seconds, his washboard abs and broad shoulders causing threads of desire to run through Lexi’s body. When she felt his hot lips suck her now bare nipples, she felt her body drift as though she were weightless. Eli unzipped her pants and pulled them down along with her panties. His hot breath traveled down her stomach to her sex. He pushed her legs apart to have full access. His mouth consumed her tender area, his tongue playing with her joy button. 
 
    
 
   Lexi’s heart pounded in her chest as desire consumed her entire being. Feeling him pleasuring her down there in her most personal area was giving way to a climax she had never felt in her life. As he stuck his tongue deep inside her, she felt the rush as it built and built until it exploded like fireworks reaching down her legs and up in her stomach and chest. She let out a long moan while her body rocked from the orgasm. She pulled Eli up and grabbed his manhood to insert within her body. She needed to feel him inside her. At that moment, it was the only important thing in her life.
 
    
 
   Eli was entranced by Lexi’s gorgeous body, but more than that, he felt comfortable and free with her. He wanted her to feel good, to hear her moan, and watch her body rock to the rhythm of his wandering hands and tongue. When she came, it made him burn with desire to feel himself inside her. He moved his erect manhood, now throbbing, into her sex, moving gently at first and then faster. Lexi moaned under him and he could feel himself climbing gradually towards his own climax. His orgasm blasted through his body as he let out a gasp and then a moan as he finally collapsed on top of Lexi. 
 
    
 
   Eli moved over to her side and held her tight in his arms. The lovemaking was the release he needed after a stressful few days, and laying here with Lexi in his arms felt right. He didn’t want to let go or move. This was the only place he felt at peace the last few days. Lexi too was content to lay here in the arms of a man she was falling deeply in love with. The decision to move on with her life in a very new direction was becoming easier by the second. 
 
    
 
   They fell asleep on the couch in each other’s arms, exhausted by the previous day and today’s events. At approximately 7am, Eli’s cell phone rang. Lexi stretched as Eli grabbed his cell phone from his pants lying on the floor.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” he answered. “What--Fuck! I’ll be right there.” He hung up the phone and started pulling on his clothes. 
 
   “What’s wrong?” Lexi asked with concern in her voice.
 
    
 
   “More fucking trouble at the club,” he answered. He leaned over to give her a long sensuous kiss. “I’ll give you a call later.”
 
    
 
   With that, he was out the door and roaring off on his bike. Lexi sat naked on the sofa. She knew if this was the life she chose she better get use to him taking off in a flash.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
   It was Blaze who made the call to Eli. One of the prospects, Lucky, came to him early that morning to tell him about the occurrences from the evening before. After the burial service for Krank, DD grabbed two of the prospects, him and Rick. DD wasn’t done with the Hell Hounds. He wanted a pound of flesh for Krank and himself.
 
    
 
   He had cooked up a plan wherein he and the prospects would lure several of the Hell Hounds out along Route 68 and then off a side road into the hollers of the outskirts of the county. The plan was Lucky would shoot up several of their bikes while they drank at their favorite watering hole. DD didn’t want the entire gang so they waited until only three were left. Lucky was to shoot up the bikes, but not the tires, so they remained ride-able. Once the Hounds came roaring out of the bar, Lucky would lead them on a merry chase into the darkness of the hollers where Rick and DD lay in wait. They stretched a cord across the roadway that would catapult the Hounds off their bikes, leaving them powerless to respond. Lucky knew where they hung the cord and when to duck. The cord should catch the rider’s at chest level. 
 
    
 
   Everything was going to plan he told Blaze. Lucky shot up the bikes, being careful not to hit gas tanks or tires. The three Hounds came tearing out of the bar and Lucky made sure they knew it was he that did the shooting. The chase was on. 
 
    
 
   Lucky led them easily down the freeway and onto the side road. Up and down the hillsides they rode. Lucky had a good lead on them, but he didn’t want to lose them either. Then he felt the whoosh of a bullet slide past his cheek. Shit! Well they hadn’t lost him that’s for sure.
 
    
 
   Up ahead he could make out the light from DD’s flashlight. He was glad they decided to shine it because the hollers were all looking the same in the dead of night. Lucky ducked down as the cord dusted past the top of his thick hair. The three Hounds rode up over the crest of the last hill before descending towards the cord stretched across the road.
 
    
 
   The first guy hit the cord and he tumbled off his ride, sending the bike on a collision course with a tree. The next one hit four seconds later, almost replicating the first one’s crash. The third saw what happened and started to duck, but he wasn’t fast enough. The cord caught him around the neck. It didn’t decapitate him, but it may as well have. He was dead before he hit the ground. 
 
    
 
   It was difficult to make out much in the dark, and DD had only his flashlight to see. The lights from the motorcycles jutted a mystical swath in various directions. One headlight shot straight up and another pointed into the woods. The first motorcycle, which took a header into a tree, had busted its front light. 
 
    
 
   DD and Rick approached the Hounds that were still alive and moaning on the pavement. DD took out his gun and shot the one nearest to him in the head. By this point, Lucky had turned his motorcycle around and was driving back to the carnage. He watched as DD pointed the gun at the guy lying on the road and saw the flash as the pistol discharged. Then he saw another flash, but this one came from the road. The remaining Hound had gotten to his gun and fired it, hitting DD in the eye. Rick turned and watched as DD staggered backwards. He started to pull his own gun but it was too late, the Hound had fired again, hitting Rick in the chest. By that time Lucky jumped off his bike, drawn his weapon, and unloaded it into the Hound. 
 
    
 
   He stood there for several minutes, listening to the dogs barking off in the distance. He then pulled the bodies off the road as well as the bikes, and cut the cord. The sun was coming up in a few hours and the bloodbath needed removed. He couldn’t get a signal on his cell this far out, so he rode his bike to the freeway where he called Blaze. In 30 minutes, Blaze and a few other club members on bikes and a large moving truck showed up. Lucky directed them to the spot where he hid the bodies and moved the  bikes. The members wrapped the bodies and loaded them along with their bikes into the moving truck. The group then headed back to the Tavern where they parked the truck inside the warehouse. That was where Eli found them when he showed up that morning.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Eli looked inside the moving truck. This was exactly what he didn’t want to happen, but despite his best efforts, it had. Now three of the Hell Hounds were dead and two of his own, not including Krank. 
 
    
 
   “What the fuck were you thinking?” Eli shouted at Lucky.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know--me and Rick--we just thought we better follow DD’s command,” Lucky answered. 
 
    
 
   “Why? Because it was such a fucking great plan?” Eli was beside himself. He’d been keeping it in, hiding all his rage and grief in a dark place and now it was flooding out with no way to contain it.
 
    
 
   He walked up to Lucky and clocked him across the jaw. Lucky went staggering back and Eli continued to pound him until Blaze pulled him off.
 
    
 
   “Get out!” Eli yelled. “You’re out as a prospect. You come around here again and I’ll kill you!”
 
    
 
   Lucky scattered out the door as Eli hit the side of the truck with his hand. He looked down at the floor and then over to the rest of his club. 
 
    
 
   “Take them to the Forestry and bury them deep.”
 
    
 
   “All of them?” Blaze asked.
 
    
 
   “Yes, all of them. Put them in the same damn hole for all I care! But put them deep where no animals can dig them up and bring their bones to the surface.”
 
    
 
   “You got it Eli,” Blaze said. He got five guys along with shovels and headed out. 
 
    
 
   Eli walked into the Tavern, took a bottle of whiskey off the shelf, and poured himself a drink. He knew DD was a hothead but he never imagined he’d cook up this type of scheme. Krank’s death was pulling his club apart and he didn’t know how this was going to pan out with the Hell Hounds. He could reach out to Zane, leader of the Hounds, or keep quiet. Zane acted as if he didn’t know anything about Krank’s death. Eli thought, Well, I could do the same when he comes looking for answers regarding his missing men.
 
    
 
   At that moment, his cell phone rang. He didn’t want to answer it, but when he saw it was his Dad’s house number he punched the button. It was the nurse. His father was failing fast. Big Daddy hadn’t wanted to be taken to the hospital when the end was near, just let him die in his own bed he told Eli. But if Eli wanted to say goodbye, he better hurry. As Eli ran to his bike, he called Lexi to meet him there.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Ten
 
    
 
    
 
   Lexi was waiting in the driveway in her car when Eli arrived at his father’s house. She jumped out when she saw him driving up on his motorcycle. 
 
    
 
   “I wanted you to be here with me…I don’t think I can face this without you,” Eli said with tears in his eyes. 
 
    
 
   “Of course I’ll be here Eli,” Lexi said. “You can lean on me.”
 
    
 
   They walked into the house together. Eli dreaded this even though he knew it was coming. You think you can prepare for it, but when the end comes, there’s never enough preparation. The nurse came out of the bedroom. 
 
    
 
   “Go ahead in,” she said. “He’s resting comfortably.” She'd given him morphine for the pain and Big Daddy lay with his head on the pillow, staring out the window. Eli walked over to the bed and stooped down so his father could see him. Lexi remained in the doorway so as not to intrude on this most personal of experiences, but making sure Eli knew she was near in case he needed her.
 
    
 
   Eli took his father’s hand in his and said, “Hey Pop, how you feeling?”
 
    
 
   “Tired,” his father answered. “I can feel myself slipping away, but its okay.”
 
    
 
   Tears slipped from Eli’s eyes, leaving streams down his face. 
 
    
 
   Big Daddy continued to look out the window at the huge maple tree in the front yard. 
 
   “Do you remember the swing Krank made for you and hung from that tree when you were little?”
 
    
 
   Eli nodded. Big Daddy was gone a lot on club business back then so Krank filled in as a father figure when he could. 
 
    
 
   Finally, Big Daddy looked at Eli and said, “I wanted to take this to my grave, but I know I can’t. Just understand me son that I had my reasons. I had Krank killed.”
 
    
 
   Eli felt like a ton of bricks just fell on his chest. His dad was delusional--it was the morphine, it had to be. 
 
    
 
   “Pop, you’re confused. You didn’t kill Krank; we’re not sure who did at this point.”
 
    
 
   “No son,” Big Daddy said wearily. “I hired four men to take Krank to the Madison Forestry and string him up on a maple tree. I told them to make sure it was a hard maple, not some hickory or walnut tree. Then I told them to hang the poster around his neck and send his helmet and a map to you.”
 
    
 
   Lexi listened and her heart broke for Eli to hear these words coming from his father’s lips. His death was bad enough, but now to hear he also orchestrated the death of a man he also considered a father figure. My God, when does the suffering end?
 
    
 
   “But why Pop? Why would you do that?” Eli’s voice hitched, trying to stifle the sobs that were rising up from his chest. 
 
    
 
   Big Daddy looked away from his son and back out the window. 
 
   “Two weeks ago Krank wanted to talk to me alone. He and I both knew the chemo wasn’t working and I’d be gone soon. So he decided to unburden himself before I left this world.” 
 
    
 
   Big Daddy began to choke on his own saliva and Eli thought he would die right then, but he finally coughed it free. He lay in the bed, gathering his strength and breath to go on.
 
    
 
   “Can you tell me what he said Pop?” Eli pleaded.
 
    
 
   Eventually Big Daddy answered slowly. “He told me that he and your mother had an affair for several years. I was gone a lot on club business and he decided to take advantage of it. That’s not how he put it, but that’s the way I took it. The son of a bitch took advantage of your mother. She was a young thing, naïve in the way men are. I trusted Krank, thought he would look after her and you while I was gone. I never thought my ‘brother’ would stab me in the back.”
 
    
 
   Big Daddy struggled to continue, but he was determined to be heard.
 
   “Here I was, sick from chemo, dying, and he decides to unburden himself of this awful truth, so he can feel better. I went from loving this man to hating him in an instant. How dare he back stab me like this, take my old lady for his own! I knew then and there, I would have to end his life before I left this earth. So I called another charter and got hooked up with people who could do the job.”
 
    
 
   “But Pop, why the poster and the cryptic message. It sounded like it came from a rival gang.” Eli was trying to make sense out of what was coming from his father’s deathbed confession.
 
    
 
   “The Hell Hounds will take over Carmel one of these days if you don’t take care of them first son. I thought I could kill two birds with one stone, so to speak. I thought if I pointed Krank’s death towards the Hounds, it would be enough for you to take revenge. But you were too smart and I failed in my attempt to get rid of the Hounds. I’m sorry to be laying all this on you my son, but I felt you had a right to know.”
 
    
 
   Eli’s head was spinning. So much death all because of an affair that occurred a long time ago. If only his mother hadn’t been so weak--if only Krank hadn’t confessed to his father--if only his father could have forgiven him. So many if’s; and it was all too late to make a difference now. What was done was done and Eli couldn’t fix it, only hide another secret that could eventually blow up in his face some day. 
 
    
 
   Big Daddy never spoke to his son again. He fell into a restless slumber while his son and Lexi sat in chairs next to his bed listening to his ratcheted breath as it became weaker and weaker. Eventually his breathing stopped altogether. Eli got up from his chair and walked over to the bed. He bent over and gave his father a kiss on the cheek. Lexi stood up and walked with him out of the room. 
 
    
 
   The nurse was still there. Eli told her to call the funeral home to come and take his father’s body. Lexi and Eli walked into the kitchen and sat down at the table.
 
    
 
   Lexi reached over, grabbed Eli’s hands, and kissed them. He looked so defeated, and how could he not after hearing such devastating news and then watching his father die. 
 
    
 
   “I’m so glad you’re here Lexi. Please don’t leave me.”
 
    
 
   Lexi had made her decision earlier as she watched a father and son in their last precious moments. 
 
    
 
   “I’m not going anywhere,” she answered.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
   Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
   A dense fog hung over the cemetery, making the proceedings even more mournful than they already were. A group of bikers, wearing their cuts, stood around the casket. A minister said a prayer, and then excused by the group. Eli, the President of the Keepers of Bedlam Motorcycle Club stood at the head of the casket in which his father lay. Lexi, the woman he had only met a few days prior, but who he was falling in love with, stood by his side. The rest of the club surrounded the casket with their heads lowered. Big Daddy had been their President for many years and a member of the club since he was a young man. Stricken with cancer, he handed the gavel over to his son Eli when he could no longer ride his Harley. 
 
    
 
   Big Daddy was proud of the club and of his son. But before he died he revealed a secret to Eli that would shatter his world, and the repercussions would bring havoc down on the club. Not only was Big Daddy dead, but Krank, the former VP, one prospect, and another club member had died as well in the last few days. So much death, and now a rival biker gang, the Hell Hounds, would be on the rampage when three of their own men came up missing, compliments of the now dead KOBMC members who went rogue. 
 
    
 
   Eli had more than enough on his plate, but it would have to wait. Today he was burying his father. 
 
   “My father loved this club,” Eli said to the group. “You were his family and he put his life on the line for the club many times. His loyalty was always to the KOBMC, and anything he did, right or wrong, was always because he thought it right for the club.”
 
    
 
   Blaze, the newly appointed VP and one of the oldest in the club, looked at Eli. What does he mean, right or wrong, Blaze thought.
 
    
 
   Eli walked over and touched the edge of the casket. 
 
   “Goodbye Pop. You were the best father a son could have.” 
 
    
 
   Tears glistened in his eyes as he turned away. Lexi put her arm around his waist and they walked back to the SUV together. The rest of the club walked back to their bikes, which had led a caravan in front of the hearse to the cemetery. 
 
    
 
   They would all meet up at Chancey’s Tavern, which the club owned along with the warehouse behind it. The ‘church’ meeting room was also a part of the Tavern. The KOBMC would have to determine their next call of action after the previous day’s events. Eli would also have to decide how much, if any, he planned to reveal of the secret his father told him prior to his death. 
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Lexi felt like she’d been through a tornado of ups and downs the last week. She met the man she knew would bring her the love she longed for, but he also brought with him death and despair known as the Keepers of Bedlam Motorcycle Club. But you couldn’t divide the two, with one came the other and Lexi was tormented by the two distinct and powerful sources in her life now. One she loved with all her heart, the other, the club, she would have to learn to love. 
 
    
 
   Once they got back to the Tavern, the members left for a church meeting. Lexi sat down with Alice, Blaze’s wife and old lady, at a table in the Tavern. The mood was downcast, with prospects, customers, and old ladies talking in hushed tones. 
 
    
 
   Lexi knew the secret Big Daddy had divulged since she was there at the bedside the night he died, but she wasn’t about to tell anyone, not even Alice whom she had gotten to know and love as well. 
 
    
 
   “Alice, I’m not well versed in club business. How do you think this thing with the Hell Hounds is going to play out?”
 
    
 
   “Lexi, it’s hard to know for sure. We’ve lost men and they’ve lost men. Of course they don’t know for sure that the KOB had anything to do with three of their missing members, but it’s damn sure they’re assuming it.”
 
    
 
   “What’s the KOB’s next move then?” Lexi asked.
 
   “They might ask for a meeting with Zane and the Hell Hounds, or just wait for them to make a move. I’m not sure hon. As old ladies, all we can do is wait and see.”
 
    
 
   That wasn’t Lexi’s forte. She liked to be in the middle of things, know what’s going on, not wait for something to happen and then clean up the mess afterwards. Besides, Eli was so entrenched in this disaster, when everything is said and done it could tear him away from her. 
 
    
 
   Lexi looked at her watch. “Alice, I’ve got to get to The Copper Door and resume my managerial duties, at least for the time being. Will you tell Eli to call or come by when he’s done with the meeting?”
 
   “Sure hon, I’ll tell him,” Alice said and gave her a hug.
 
    
 
   Rose, one of the younger biker babe old lady wannabees sat at the bar talking to Dog Breath, one of the prospects. Rose could be a bitch in heat, but her hard exterior wasn’t for naught. Abandoned by her father and left with an alcoholic mother, she and her older sister did the best they could to get by. As soon as her sister turned 16 however, she took off with an older man and Rose hadn’t heard from her since. 
 
    
 
   Rose was 19 going on 40. She was pretty, but in a hard-edged way. Her long black hair hung straight, and she wore too much blush on her porcelain face. She was beautiful without the caked on eye makeup, but she liked the way it looked so there was no way to talk her out of it. Rose was stubborn and she let the rest of the biker babes know not to get in her way. She tried that with Lexi, but Alice had shot her down. Alice was the only old lady Rose respected. She was maternal without being motherly. Rose wasn’t looking for a mother figure, and Alice knew that. But she needed direction and Alice tried the best she could to provide it.
 
    
 
   “So when do you think you’ll be patched in Dog,” Rose purred to the prospect.
 
   “Who knows,” Dog said as he wiped down the bar. His main gig was bartending at the KOBMC’s Tavern, but he was also a prospect looking to be patched in if he did as he was told.
 
    
 
   “It may not be much longer since we’ve lost two members and two prospects in like the last week or so,” he said.
 
   “Yeah, what happened to DD and those two prospects? No one seems to be saying much except that they’re gone.”
 
    
 
   Dog knew what happened--DD and the two prospects were dead. A retaliation gone badly with the Hell Hounds. Only the club and the prospects knew what happened and what goes on in the club stays within the club. Being a prospect, there was no way he would let the cat out of the bag, even for pussy. Dog Breath wanted to be a member, and to be one he had to keep the club’s code. 
 
    
 
   “I don’t know what happened. Could be that DD didn’t like what was going on and decided to go to a different charter. He probably talked two of the other prospects in going along with him.”
 
    
 
   Rose considered his answer and nodded. She knew he wouldn’t tell her the truth, even if he knew. She had tried and failed at becoming an old lady with club members so she was setting her sights on prospects instead. Dog wasn’t that bad. He had a short crew cut and a goatee. His arms were layered with tattoos of women. If she played her cards right maybe Dog would be patched in soon and she could become his old lady. Of course, they hadn’t even been on a date yet, but Rose was sure she could entice him. Unfortunately for Rose, her reputation as easy pussy run rampant through Chancey’s Tavern, so while she might get a lay here or there from Dog, he wasn’t interested in over-used goods.
 
    
 
   “So what’s the plan after you get off work tonight?” Rose asked, making sure to bend over the bar so her titties were in clear view. 
 
   “Don’t have any plans. Why, are you offering?” Dog asked with a sly grin.
 
   “Depends,” Rose purred. “I may not be available by then.”
 
   “Well, if you are we’ll hook up. How’s that?”
 
   “Sure,” Rose said with a smile as she got off the bar stool and headed out the door. Unfortunately, Rose would look very different the next time Dog saw her.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
    
 
   The mood was somber inside the church meeting room. They just returned from the burial service of their ex President and a few nights ago buried the remains of two of their men and three Hell Hounds members. Not only were they reeling from the experiences of the last few days, but tension was high as well, waiting on the repercussions from the Hounds.
 
    
 
   “The Hounds don’t know we had anything to do with the disappearance of their members,” Journey said. 
 
   “Just like we don’t know if they killed Krank,” Laser said.
 
    
 
   Eli closed his eyes. He knew who had Krank murdered and it wasn’t the Hounds. His father confessed to killing Krank on his deathbed, because of a long ago sin against him. His father hired a hit team of sorts to hang Krank and leave a note on his body, indicating his death was due to the Hell Hounds. Did he dare tell the club? He wasn’t sure. In fact, he was still trying to wrap his head around it himself. A club member killing another member would result in a Meeting Mr. Mayhem vote. The thing is, his father was already dead. 
 
    
 
   Eli decided to come clean. It would soil his father’s reputation, but he couldn’t allow his club to continue thinking it was the Hounds. Too many were dead already from the lie.
 
    
 
   “My father killed Krank.”
 
    
 
   A hush settled over the table. No one spoke or dared to. They all looked towards Eli, not sure if they heard him correctly, but fearing they had. Finally Blaze spoke.
 
    
 
   “Eli, what are you talking about?”
 
    
 
   “My father confessed the night he died to having Krank murdered.” Eli sighed and continued.
 
    
 
   “He told me Krank had betrayed him. That Krank came to him a week prior and told him something that he kept hidden for years. I don’t want to get into all that; it’s nothing you guys need to know about. But it hurt my old man so deeply he felt he needed revenge before he died. I’m not saying he should have done what he did. I just didn’t want you all to remain thinking the Hounds were behind Krank’s death. We all see where it got DD.”
 
    
 
   “Eli, why did he want us to assume it was the Hell Hounds behind Krank’s death?” Blaze asked.
 
   “Because he thought the KOB would take the Hounds out. He didn’t count on me not believing it was them.”
 
    
 
   “Why didn’t he have the poster and map signed up like it was from the Hounds. That’s the way the Hounds normally leave their trail, without a fucking question that they did the deed,” Laser pointed out.
 
    
 
   “Pop had been out of the loop for a long time. Plus the chemo and all the meds he was on; he couldn’t remember how the Hounds left their MO.”
 
    
 
   The guys shook their heads and either looked at the table or at the wall. The news was a shock and that was saying a lot next to what they’d all been through the last week. Somehow, they would have to work on climbing out of this hole the club found themselves in. What they didn’t count on was the brutality yet to come.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Lexi walked through the front door of The Copper Door restaurant. It seemed like it had been months since she was there, but in reality, it had only been a few days. Luckily, the restaurant was closed one of those days and the others were slow so she wasn’t missed too much. Raul, the cook, said he would oversee the restaurant and let her know if she was needed for an emergency. Good old Raul. He was a welcome sight after this devastating last week.
 
    
 
   Raul gave her a hug when she entered the kitchen of the restaurant. “How you doing Momma? We’ve all been worried,” Raul said as he gestured to the other cooks and wait staff. 
 
   “I’m fine everyone. Thanks so much for caring, but its business as usual.” 
 
   The staff took that as time to get back to work and went their separate ways.
 
    
 
   “You can tell me Momma, how you really doing?”
 
   “I feel like I’ve been beat with a bat Raul. But then there’s also a warm feeling I have inside as well. I think I’ve fallen in love with the President of the KOBMC, and I don’t know what that means for me.”
 
    
 
   “You’ve been through a lot the last week, and you’re emotions are all over the place. Don’t do anything rash…just take your time before making any life changing decisions.”
 
    
 
   Raul, the voice of reason. Just what Lexi needed at a time like this. 
 
   “Thanks Raul, I will do just that. Now it’s time I get back to work.”
 
   “Sounds good Momma.”
 
    
 
   Lexi walked to her office and sat down at her desk, which was scattered with the last few days’ worth of mail. She looked through the letters and noticed one from the corporate office. 
 
    
 
   It was from a former boss who was now overseeing all the corporate restaurants in the region. She hated this man. His rude remarks and sexual harassment crap almost drove her to quit Spectrum, Inc. Fortunately she asked for a transfer and it was granted. Now her nemesis, Carl Richards, was on his way to check out how she was doing. Lexi knew this wasn’t a coincidence. When they parted ways, it was less than amicable. She was on the verge of filing a sexual harassment suit and Carl was threatening to ruin her. Lexi knew the company didn’t want bad press, which is why they granted the transfer. While Lexi wanted to follow through with the suit, she also knew a lawyer would cost money she didn’t have. 
 
    
 
   Now he was coming to The Copper Door. How in the hell did he get this gig Lexi thought. Shit! Lexi looked at the letter again. It said he would arrive tomorrow. At that moment the phone rang on Lexi’s desk giving her a start. It was Eli.
 
    
 
   “Hey babe. Alice said you were at work.”
 
   “Yes…thought I better check in here,” she said still looking at the letter.
 
   “Come by the Tavern when you get done then.”
 
   “Okay, I’ll see you later, bye.”
 
   “Bye babe.”
 
    
 
   Lexi wasn’t sure if she should tell Eli about Carl Richards or not. He had so much going on; she didn’t want to overwhelm him, especially about something that could end up being nothing. Hopefully Richards would come, look at her reports, and then be on his way. Could it be that simple Lexi wondered? She hoped it would and Eli would never have to be concerned about her old boss.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
   Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
    
 
   Zane, President of the Hell Hounds MC, was not happy. Three of his men had gone missing with no trace. The few customers left at the bar where his members were last seen said they didn’t see anything. He was sure they were lying. They didn’t want to be caught up in a club war---better just to play dumb. 
 
    
 
   Zane and a few of his club members looked over the parking lot of the bar and found some shell casings. There was no blood on the pavement, so no one was shot. The shell casings came from guns that his club carried so it could have been his men firing for all he knew. 
 
    
 
   He did know one thing for sure---the KOBMC was involved. They had to be. This entire thing with their VP being strung up and then DD coming into their club and shooting up the place because of it. Zane knew his men didn’t kill Krank. There was no reason to, but now, it was all getting out of hand. However, like Eli couldn’t pin the murder of Krank on him, Zane couldn’t pin the disappearance of three of his men on the KOB. Well, it’s not as if I’m the cops. I don’t have to have proof to go after the club, he thought. But before he would risk his crew’s lives, he decided to give them a warning shot to back off.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Rose spent the rest of the afternoon primping for her night at Chancey’s Tavern with Dog. She just knew Dog would be patched in soon and she wanted to ensure she was his lady before that; otherwise, every bitch in the Tavern would take a pass at him. She didn’t think Dog was all that, in fact she thought she could do better, but all the club members either had old ladies or were too blind to see what a catch she was. 
 
    
 
   All Rose wanted was to belong to someone or something. She’d never felt the stability or love of a family. When she first entered, Chancey’s Tavern and was introduced to the KOBMC she knew right away that’s where she wanted to belong. The kinship felt within the club was magnetic, something she’d never experienced. But the only way to belong was to become a member’s old lady. So Rose did what she always did to ensure she had a man’s attention---offer her body. What Rose didn’t realize is that wasn’t a way to a man’s heart. Their cock sure, but when every member has had a taste, no one wants to lay claim to it. The club members loved their pussy, but when it came to picking an old lady, sex may be near the top of the list, but it didn’t trump love. And Rose didn’t know how to love, because she’d never felt it herself. All she knew was how to get what she wanted through sex. 
 
    
 
   So she primped, spraying tons of hairspray into her hair, layering on the foundation and blush, and topping it off with raspberry gloss on her lips. She wore a short black skirt with thong underwear. Her dark red blouse had a deep v-neck that stopped almost to her belly button. Rose was thin, so she felt no need to wear a bra on this sultry night. She strapped on her high heels, lit a cigarette, and headed for the door of her cramped apartment. It would be a night to remember she thought. And it would be, just not how she envisioned it.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Lexi arrived at Chancey’s Tavern at around 7pm. Eli motioned her to follow him to the warehouse and into a private office. As soon as he closed the door, he took her in his arms and delivered a long and lingering kiss. 
 
   When their lips finally parted he said, “I missed you.”
 
   “I can tell,” Lexi said with a smile. “I missed you too.”
 
   Eli grinned. The first time in almost a week. 
 
   “I don’t know what I would have done if you weren’t in my life this week.”
 
   “I’m here baby. Like I said before, I’m not going anywhere.”
 
    
 
   Eli unbuttoned her silky blouse and undid her bra, letting both fall to the floor. He bent over and kissed her breasts tenderly and then hungrily until Lexi moaned with desire. Before she knew it, she was naked and laying on the sofa in the office. Eli stood before her in all his naked glory. His sex stood erect and Lexi couldn’t wait to wrap her lips around his manhood. She did so greedily, eliciting moans from Eli’s lips. 
 
    
 
   She brought him almost to climax, and then he pushed her gently down on the sofa where he mounted her to bring it home. Lexi felt the sensual sensations lacing through her limbs, cultivating before imploding through her body. Eli came at the same time, his body rocked by his own climax. They lay together, spent from the lovemaking, and feeling safe in one another’s arms. They fell asleep for an hour until the screams and yelling started.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Eli and Lexi hurriedly put on their clothes. Eli was the first to dash out the office door into who knows what. He barged into the Tavern to see people huddled around someone on the floor. He pushed people aside to see who it was. Sitting on the floor, being held upright by Alice and Dog Breath was Rose. Her cheeks were covered in blood. Eli couldn’t tell if her shirt was covered in blood as it matched the color of her cheeks.
 
    
 
   “My God, what happened?” Eli asked no one in particular.
 
   “Don’t know,” Dog said. “She just stumbled in the door like this and collapsed.”
 
   “Quick, get her to the back office so Alice can see what’s going on.”
 
    
 
   By that time, Lexi had entered the Tavern as Dog lifted Rose into his arms and carried her towards the back office.
 
   “What happened?” Lexi asked Eli.
 
   “Not sure. Hopefully she can tell us once she comes around.”
 
   “I’m going to see if Alice needs some help,” Lexi said.
 
    
 
   Dog had laid Rose on a cot in one of the back rooms. Alice commenced cleaning the blood from Rose’s face with a cool cloth. The blood was sticky as it coagulated. Alice cleaned the wounds carefully. Facial skin is thin and Rose would likely need stitches. When Rose came to, she’d be in a lot of pain. 
 
    
 
   Lexi met Dog as he was exiting the room.
 
   “Who would have done this?” Lexi asked.
 
   “It’s pretty cowardly, whoever did it. But someone’s sending a message, that’s for sure.”
 
   Dog headed back up front as Lexi entered the room.
 
    
 
   “Lexi, take this key and open the drawer to the desk,” Alice said as she removed a key from her pocket. “It’s the upper drawer on the left hand side.”
 
   Lexi did as she was told. The drawer contained pill bottles, syringes encased in plastic, and small bottles filled with liquid medicine. Grab one of those syringes and a small bottle labeled Methadone. Lexi handed her the items and watched as Alice filled the syringe with the liquid and then injected it into Rose’s arm.
 
    
 
   “She’s going to be in a world of hurt when she wakes up. I thought it better to go ahead and give her a painkiller now before she does,” Alice said.
 
   “Good idea,” Lexi answered. “What can I do to help?”
 
    
 
   “Grab me some more clean cloths. I need to get this blood off her face so I can see what we’re dealing with. It’s coagulated, which is good, but it’s very sticky and trying to remove it is difficult without causing the wounds to bleed again. Lexi hold her head still while I clean her wounds.”
 
    
 
   Lexi pulled a chair around so she could sit at one end of the cot to hold Rose’s head in place. Alice continued to clean her face, and as she did so the wounds became clearer. 
 
   “Shit. We better get Eli in here,” Alice said. 
 
   Lexi looked on in disbelief at Rose’s face. She slowly rose from her chair to find Eli.
 
    
 
   When Eli saw Lexi’s face as she entered the bar he knew the news wasn’t good. 
 
   “You need to come with me,” she said.
 
    
 
   When Eli entered the back office he knew instantly what had turned Lexi’s face white. 
 
   Alice had cleaned almost all the blood from Rose’s face. A few bits remained where the blood had dried. Alice didn’t want to force it off until she had stitched the wounds. Underneath the blood was the carving on Rose’s cheeks. 
 
    
 
   A giant H had been carved on each cheek. HH or Hell Hounds, the club’s usual MO. 
 
    
 
   “I’m going to have to stitch her up. The skin’s too thin,” Alice said to Eli. “I gave her some Methadone for the pain.”
 
   “Will it leave scars?” Eli asked, already knowing the answer.
 
   “Oh yes.” Alice answered.
 
    
 
   Lexi’s eyes filled with tears. She and Rose hadn’t gotten off on the right foot, but she felt no animosity towards the girl. The ladies in the club had filled her in on Rose’s rough childhood and upbringing. The hard exterior Rose showed to the world was a result of that and Lexi wasn’t about to goad her on. Rose’s looks were her crown and glory and now this. How in the world would she come back from this? Bastards! What a cowardly thing to do Lexi thought. If you have a beef with the club, then handle it with them, not a young girl who only frequents the place.
 
    
 
   Lexi felt a rage build within her that she’d never felt before. Sure, she’d gotten angry, but not like this. A fire was burning and it wasn’t going to be extinguished anytime soon. She decided she would stay with Rose until she woke up.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
   Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
    
 
   Eli called a church meeting. He informed the rest of the club on Rose’s condition and the etchings carved on her face.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck man!” Blaze exclaimed. “Why would they fuck with Rose?”
 
   “Because they’re fucking cowards, that’s why.” Laser answered. 
 
   “It has to do with their missing men, I’m sure.” Eli said. 
 
   “They don’t know we had anything to do with that.” Laser said.
 
   “I know, but just like we assumed they killed Krank, they’re doing the same thing with their missing men.”
 
    
 
   “You didn’t assume the Hounds killed Krank,” Blaze said.
 
   “No, but mainly because they didn’t leave their signature. This time they did, right on Rose’s face.”
 
   “Shit.” Journey said. “So now what? We can’t just let them think they can get away with this crap.”
 
    
 
   Eli’s head hurt. Ever since Krank’s death, his entire world was spinning out of control. Lexi was his only anchor in this fucked up carnival of chaos. 
 
    
 
   “First we’re going to hold a vote on patching in Dog and Hawk. We’ve lost several members and we need to patch in a couple of the prospects. Dog and Hawk have been with us the longest. I say we hold a vote.” 
 
    
 
   Eli led the members in a vote and then let the prospects know they were now part of the KOBMC. Patches were handed out and the ceremony didn’t last long. There was no time for festivities, as the club had to determine their next move. 
 
    
 
   “If we retaliate, it’s going to be a never ending cycle,” Blaze said. “I know what happened to Rose is despicable, but the Hounds have lost three of their men, and it was due to our club. I don’t believe Zane knows this for sure, but he has to be thinking it. So this was his way of saying back off.”
 
    
 
   “How do you figure?” Laser asked.
 
    
 
   “He didn’t hit a club member or an old lady. He knows Rose and that no one’s claimed her. But, he knew he could send a message via her and get it across without digging too deep a wound.” Blaze replied.
 
    
 
    “I don’t think he wants an all out war either. He knows we can call in more chapters if needed and he’s all on his own. But he can’t seem weak in front of his men either. He’s taking the middle road and I say we hang back.”
 
   “But that’s what we’ve been doing since Krank was killed,” Laser exclaimed.
 
    
 
   “No, I told the club to lay low but DD had to take things into his own hands. So really no, the club hasn’t been hanging back,” Eli said. “This time I want the club to do as I say, or I’ll be the one burning the KOB tattoo off your back!”
 
    
 
   Eli pounded his gavel on the table to adjourn the meeting. He hoped this time the club listened to him.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Eli looked in on Rose after the church meeting. Alice and Lexi remained at her side, sitting in chairs and waiting for her to wake up. 
 
    
 
   “How’s she doing?” he asked Alice as he stood with his hand on Lexi’s shoulder.
 
   “I got her stitched up and chock full of antibacterial solution under the bandages to fight any infection. I think as far as that goes she’ll be okay. Mentally however…,” Alice just shook her head. 
 
    
 
   Eli looked down at Lexi and said, “Would you come outside for a sec.”
 
    
 
   “What’s going on?” Lexi said when she met him in the hall.
 
   “We know the Hounds did this to Rose, but we’re not retaliating, mainly because of the three men they lost due to DD going loco. We’re probably lucky if this is all they do.”
 
    
 
   “This is being lucky? That poor girl won’t ever be the same,” Lexi said.
 
    
 
   “You don’t understand Lexi. It’s tit for tat with clubs. The thing is they don’t know their three men are dead. They can speculate--hell that seems to be what we all have been doing for the last few weeks. But Zane had to send a message. I just should have seen it coming.”
 
   “You just buried your father, how could you see it coming?”
 
   “I blame myself. What happened to Rose is on the club and me. We’ll take care of her. Whatever she needs.”
 
    
 
   At that moment, they heard sounds coming from inside the office. Rose was coming around and touching the bandages taped to her face.
 
    
 
   “Rose, don’t pull at the bandages now,” Alice said. “You’ve go to leave them be.”
 
   “What happened to me?” Rose asked still in a daze.
 
    
 
   “It’s okay baby. I got you all fixed up, but you have to keep the bandages on or it will get infected,” Alice said as she tried to pull Rose’s hands away from her face.
 
   “But I have to see.” Rose exclaimed.
 
    
 
   Eli walked into the room and stooped down to Rose’s level on the cot. He took a hold of her hands gently. “Rose, what happened? Do you remember anything?”
 
    
 
   “Somebody grabbed me as soon as I got out of my car in the parking lot. Then everything went black,” Rose said. Her eyes glistened with tears.
 
    
 
   “I kind of remember being pushed out of a car here in the parking lot and feeling like my face was wet. I made it to the front door of the Tavern and then I think I blacked out again. What’s wrong with me? Why do I have bandages on my face? Why does my face hurt?” She asked Eli, pleading for answers.
 
    
 
   “You’re going to be alright Rose. The club is going to take care of you okay. Don’t worry baby. Just lie back and try to get some sleep. Will you do that for me?” 
 
   Rose couldn’t deny Eli. She nodded her head yes and let it sink back onto the pillow. 
 
    
 
   “Would it be okay to give her something to make her sleep Alice?” Eli asked.
 
   “I gave her Methadone for the pain a few hours ago. I’ll give her a sleeping pill and that should get her through the night.”
 
   “Okay, sounds good,” Eli replied.
 
    
 
   He turned to Lexi. “Let’s go home. We can’t do anything else tonight.”
 
   She looked to Alice. “Go ahead hon. I know you have work tomorrow. I’ll stay with Rose tonight.”
 
   “I’ll have the boys bring another cot in for you Alice.” Eli said.
 
   “That’ll be great. Now get on out of here.”
 
    
 
   As they headed out the door of the Tavern Lexi said to Eli, “Why don’t you spend the night at my place? I have an early morning tomorrow at the restaurant and it might be good for you to take a break from your father’s house.”
 
   “Yeah, I think I’ll take you up on that offer,” he said with a smile and a kiss.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Fifteen 
 
    
 
   After another round of lovemaking, Lexi stared at the ceiling. She listened to Eli’s slow breathing as he slept. He hadn’t slept well the last few nights and she was glad he was able to drift off tonight. Lexi however, was restless. Not just because of what happened to Rose, that was part of it. But also her meeting with Carl Richards tomorrow. She had neglected her work the last week and was running behind in her reports. She knew Richards would hold that against her. That she didn’t care about. What did worry her was his taste for revenge. She saw how he had treated others when she worked with him and she didn’t want to be in the way of his wrath. But when he started rubbing up against her breasts and slapping her on the bottom, she’d had enough and asked for the transfer. Evidently, Carl Richards wanted to let her know that she was still within his grasp.
 
    
 
    
 
   **** 
 
    
 
    
 
   Alice was startled awake that morning by an ear-splitting scream. Rose had awakened, slipped out of the cot, and taken off her bandages to look at her wounds. She stood in front of the circle mirror that hung within the office. Alice jumped from the cot and grabbed Rose’s arms from behind. 
 
    
 
   “Rose honey, you weren’t supposed to take off those bandages yet. I need to clean your wounds.”
 
    
 
   Rose started to cry. “Look what they did to me. Oh my God, I look like a freak!” 
 
    
 
   “Calm down Rose. This isn’t doing you any good getting upset like this. It will look better after its had time to heal.”
 
   “I don’t believe you,” Rose sobbed.
 
    
 
   Alice guided her back to the cot to sit down. Rose put up little resistance. She was still a bit groggy from the pill and painkiller, but coherent enough to know she had suffered a devastating injury.
 
    
 
   “Why would they do that to me?”
 
    
 
   “It’s a payback of sort’s hon. I don’t know why the Hounds picked you---it could have been any of us I think. But you happened to be the one there when they needed someone to nab. Let me clean your face and we’ll bandage it back up. It will heal better if you don’t get it infected.”
 
    
 
   Rose sat looking down at her lap. She couldn’t understand how this happened. The night was all planned out and she was looking forward to it for once. Dog seemed interested and finally things were going to fall in place for her. But again, the rug was pulled out from under her. It would never work out for her she decided. Ever since she was born, the universe had worked against her. She turned and lied down on the cot and let Alice clean her face and bandage it. I just want to sleep she said when Alice was done. 
 
    
 
   “Okay baby,” Alice said and left the room. 
 
   Rose turned on her side and looked at the wall. Unfortunately, sleep wouldn’t come.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Lexi sat down at her kitchen table with a mug of strong coffee. Eli remained sleeping and she didn’t want to wake him until she had to. She was nervous about today, seeing Carl Richards again. But she was different from the last time they crossed paths. She felt stronger; in fact, she had felt that way ever since she left the corporate office. She wondered how she would react when seeing him again however. Would the old Lexi return, or would the new and improved one stand her ground?
 
    
 
   Her thoughts were interrupted when she saw Eli, naked, standing in the doorway. His magnificent physique made her heart flutter.
 
   “You were deep in thought,” he said groggily. 
 
   “Oh just going over what I need to accomplish today,” Lexi said with a smile. “Join me in the shower?”
 
   “Now that’s an offer worth waking up to,” Eli replied as he chased her to the bathroom.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Rose sat in the chair in the office where she’d spent the night. Alice wanted her to come home with her and Blaze, but she declined, preferring to stay close to the club. She didn’t want Alice mothering or suffocating her right now. She had a lot on her mind and she just needed time to think.
 
    
 
   The door opened and Dog Breath walked in with a tray. It contained a steaming mug of coffee and some pastries from the bakery downtown. Dog knew Rose had a sweet tooth and she needed to eat something. He sat the tray down on the desk in front of her.
 
    
 
   “Hey babe, how you doing,” he asked.
 
   “Okay,” Rose answered while touching one bandaged cheek. 
 
   “Are you still in pain?”
 
   “No too bad---just when I smile.”
 
    
 
   That brought a chuckle from Dog, as he knew Rose wasn’t the smiling type. His snigger did bring a smile to Rose’s face and she let out an “Ouch.”
 
    
 
   “See I told you so,” she said.
 
   Dog smiled at her and then sat down in a chair facing her. 
 
   “Try to eat something. I brought your favorite pastries, an éclair and crème horns.”
 
   “Thanks, I’m just not hungry. I will drink the coffee though,” she said while taking a sip.
 
    
 
   “Did you know I got patched into the club?” He felt funny about giving good news about himself when she was dealing with such a treacherous blow, but he wanted to get her mind off it, if possible.
 
    
 
   “That’s awesome Dog. I’m happy for you.” Rose said, trying to bring back that smile, but try as she might, tears glistened in her eyes. She remembered the evening that seemed so long ago, when she planned on having a great night with Dog and envisioning him being patched in and she becoming his old lady. It all seemed like a dream now.
 
    
 
   Dog reached over and grabbed her hand. “Rose, you don’t have to worry about anything, okay. The club will take care of you I promise.”
 
   “That’s what Eli said too.”
 
   “See it’s true then. Eli never goes back on his word.”
 
   “Can he give me back my face? Can the club take away these scars? I don’t think so.” Rose said bitterly. “That’s all I had going for me was my beauty, and now it’s gone too.”
 
    
 
   “Rose, you have so much more going for you. Don’t let this consume you.”
 
   “Get out Dog!” Rose exclaimed. “I don’t need any lecturing about what I need to do or not do. Just leave me be!”
 
    
 
   “Okay. Alright, I’m going.” Dog said as he walked out of the office. 
 
   Tears flowed from Rose’s eyes. How will I ever walk out in public again she thought.
 
   And the more she thought about it, the angrier she became.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Making love in the shower took Lexi’s mind off what the day would bring. She was thankful for that and how empowered and sexy Eli made her feel. Eli had left right after, wanting to check on Rose and then picking up items from a new supplier. Lexi didn’t ask questions. That was still part of the club life she turned a blind eye too. Not too much all at once, she thought.
 
    
 
   She arrived at The Copper Door early, wanting to get at least some of her workload done before Carl Richards arrived. So she was startled when she walked through her office door and found him sitting at her desk. 
 
    
 
   He was just as she remembered. Overweight, balding, with a smirk etched across his face. His bland brown suit and tie matched his demeanor. 
 
    
 
   “Well, there you are Lexi. I’ve been going over your reports.”
 
   “Nice to see you too Carl.” Lexi quickly gained her composure despite being startled at his appearance.
 
   Carl chuckled. “Sounds like you gained some moxie since you left corporate headquarters.”
 
   “Oh, I’ve gained more than that,” Lexi said with no amusement in her voice or eyes. “I know I need to catch up on my reports. There were circumstances that kept me from the office the last few days, but I should have no trouble getting caught up today.”
 
   “And what circumstances kept you away?” 
 
   “It’s personal Carl.”
 
   “Well, alright then,” he said while standing up. “If I help then we can get the reports finished even sooner.” He walked around the desk towards Lexi. Even his cheap cologne repulsed her.
 
    
 
   “I can work faster on my own, but thanks for the offer.” Lexi quickly walked the other way around her desk to avoid him.
 
    
 
   “Have it your way Lexi, but I want to see those reports soon. I’ll check out the restaurant and make some calls, and then I’ll be back,” he said as he strolled out the door.
 
    
 
   After he was gone, Lexi waved her hand in front of her face to dispel the hideous odor he left behind. Okay, she thought, the faster I get these reports done the faster he’ll get out of my life. Only Carl Richards had other plans.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Sixteen
 
    
 
    
 
   Eli arrived at Chancey’s Tavern and walked towards the back to the warehouse office to see Rose. He met Dog on his way back to the Tavern.
 
    
 
   “I was heading in to check on Rose. How is she?” 
 
   “I wouldn’t bother her right now Eli. I brought her some coffee and snacks and she’s not in the mood to talk.”
 
    
 
   “Can’t blame her,” Eli said. “I’ll give her some time then. Blaze, Journey, Laser and I are heading out to pick up some supplies for the warehouse. Think you can hold down the fort here? I promise I’ll hire a new bartender soon. No member should have to work the bar.”
 
   “No problem Eli. I’ve got it covered,” Dog said.
 
    
 
   Rose listened at the door as the two men walked out of the warehouse. Good, she thought, now I don’t have to worry about being interrupted during my hunt. 
 
    
 
   Rose knew there were items in particular that she was looking for in some of the wood boxes in the warehouse. Of course, nothing was labeled. You don’t label stolen shit. She heard they kept a diagram of where items were located, but she’d have to search on her own for what she needed. She walked to the back of the warehouse where a pallet full of boxes sat covered with a tarp. She figured it was as good a place as any to start. She pulled the tarp away and noticed one of the boards on the wood boxes had been pried loose. Likely to see what was in the box before taking it. She moved the loose board and peered into the box. Bingo she thought.  
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Eli, Blaze, and Journey took off on their bikes with Laser driving the box truck behind them. They were heading out to meet a new supplier of stolen goods. Usually Eli liked to have a large group with him when meeting a new supplier, but the guys came highly recommended from another charter. Besides, the group needed a breather after the last week.
 
    
 
   His thoughts led back to Lexi. She seemed quiet this morning, not her usual sassy self. Eli was worried that everything that had occurred might be scaring her off, especially the carving on Rose’s face. If someone had done that to Lexi, he would have killed him or her. Eli knew his world was in stark contrast to what Lexi was use to. He wanted her to feel comfortable with his life, but unfortunately, a multitude of brutal acts had taken place right out of the gate since they met. Eli knew Lexi was meant for him; he just hoped she felt the same way. 
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Lexi was deep in thought, working on catching up on her spreadsheets and reports when Carl sidled into the room. 
 
   “How’s it going,” he asked.
 
   “Oh--you startled me,” Lexi said as she looked from her computer screen to Carl.
 
   “Did you forget I was here?”
 
   “No.” I wish I could she thought. “I’m just concentrating, trying to catch up,” she said looking back at the monitor. 
 
    
 
   Carl walked over and stood behind her, then bent over to look at the screen. This was so coming back to her now, his subtle moves. He liked to look down women’s dresses or shirts as he pretended to look at the computer screen. 
 
    
 
   “I really can’t work with you peering over my shoulder.” Lexi couldn’t believe she said that. The more demure Lexi would never in a million years opened her mouth, but she was no longer that person.
 
    
 
   “What did you say?” Carl retorted.
 
    
 
   Lexi pushed back her office chair and looked at Carl. “I said I can’t work with you looking over my shoulder. Do you want me to finish these reports or not?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t think I like your tone Lexi.”
 
   “I’m sorry Carl. It’s been a crappy few days and all I ask for is some quiet time to get things caught up.”
 
   “Fine. I’m leaving for lunch. When I get back this afternoon I’ll expect all the reports to be finished and ready for review.” And with that, he walked out the door.
 
    
 
   Finally Lexi thought. Maybe this won’t be as bad as I imagined. She had no way of knowing how bad it could get.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Seventeen
 
    
 
    
 
   The Hell Hounds clubhouse was an abandoned building eight miles from town. The Hounds didn’t have a nice warehouse to store their goods or a tavern to let loose in like the KOBMC. But they were coming into their own when they started dealing cocaine.
 
    
 
   So far, the club had used the money to buy all new Harleys for the members and fixing up the abandoned building, adding furniture and hooking up running water and electricity. It was a far cry from a year ago when the members only rode crotch rockets and were scraping by selling hot auto parts. 
 
    
 
   When Zane took over as president, the Hounds discovered new growth and more money coming in than they could ever imagine. Zane was a no nonsense type of leader however. He had no trouble cracking heads, whether it was someone on the street giving him lip or one of his own. He didn’t tolerate dissension and he would make damn sure his men understood that whether he had to beat them into submission or burn their balls with a lighted cigarette. 
 
    
 
   So it was no problem for him to cut the girl’s face the other night. Three of his men grabbed her outside the Tavern. He told them he didn’t care which of the bitches they got; it didn’t matter to him, as any would do. When they brought him to her, she was out cold. Once they got her in the van, one of the members clocked her to shut her up. It did the trick. Good, Zane had thought. I don’t have to hear the bitch scream while I carve her up. 
 
    
 
   So he went to work, slicing through the delicate skin. He was impressed with his handy work as blood dripped down her face and onto her red blouse. When he was finished, he told his men to take her back to the Tavern so the KOB could admire his work as well.
 
    
 
   This should keep them from messing with me he thought as he sat in their clubhouse with three of his men. The rest of the Hounds, about five of them, were on a run. He would need to do more recruiting soon if his missing guys didn’t show up. 
 
    
 
   Even if they weren’t responsible for his missing men, he took pleasure in slicing up the bitch, he thought to himself. The KOBMC is just a bunch of pussies anyway. 
 
    
 
   This was one of the last thoughts he would have before the bullet punctured his lung.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Lexi worked through lunch and finished her reports around 5pm. She couldn’t believe Carl hadn’t come back at some point, but she was glad he hadn’t. It allowed her to catch up on her work and fortunately it had taken her mind off the fact Carl was around. 
 
    
 
   Lexi decided to call it quits for the day. If Carl wanted to see the reports, he’d have to wait until tomorrow when she was back in the office. Lexi’s back ached from sitting too long in her chair. All she wanted to do was to take a nice long bath and sip a glass of wine. 
 
    
 
   Lexi walked into the restaurant’s kitchen to speak to Raul, the cook.
 
   “Raul, I’m leaving. If Carl Richards comes back looking for me, tell him I’ll see him tomorrow, but that the reports are done.”
 
   “Can do Momma. Have a good evening.”
 
   “I plan to Raul. See you tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   Lexi headed for home. She couldn’t wait to see Eli this evening and feel his strong hands working out the kinks in her shoulders. She might tell him about Carl tonight. She hadn’t decided yet. But circumstances beyond her control would give her no choice.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Rose slipped out the back of the warehouse so Dog wouldn’t see her. Her vehicle was still in the Tavern’s parking lot where it had remained since she was abducted and brutally disfigured. She stealthily got behind the wheel and drove out of the lot before any of the KOBMC could see her. She had a job to do and she didn’t want any interference. 
 
    
 
   It hurt to leave, knowing in all likelihood she’d never see the Tavern or the people she’d come to love again. Tears stung at the still fresh cuts on her face. She’d removed the bandages, wanting to ensure her wounds were the last thing they’d see on this earth. The two pistols and cartridges of ammo lay on the car seat next to her. One of the members had taken her to a shooting range a few times about a year ago. He remarked on good a shot she was. Rose liked how the gun felt in her hand and the power it instilled in her. Now she was ready to put her skill to work.
 
    
 
   She knew where the Hell Hounds clubhouse was located. Most people knew and kept their distance. Not a difficult thing to do since it was located far out of town without any nearby neighbors, just the way the Hounds wanted it. 
 
    
 
   Rose parked her vehicle past the building about half a mile. She pulled into a wooded area where her car wouldn’t be seen from the roadway. Rose loaded the cartridges into the guns and made sure the safety switch was off. 
 
    
 
   She walked towards the building, making sure to stay at least 20 feet from the road in case she needed to duck out of sight. Once she got near the building, she scoped it out. There were four Harleys parked in front so that meant approximately 6 or 7 were gone. Fuck! Rose wanted the entire crew there, but she knew they probably wouldn’t all show up until dark and she was in too much pain to wait that long. 
 
    
 
   However, the main person she wanted was there. She could tell Zane’s bike anywhere. His had the skull and crossbones painted on the Harley’s gas tank. HE was here and that made up for the other missing club members. 
 
    
 
   Rose took a deep breath, trying to calm the hammering in her chest. She didn’t want her nerves to mess up any shots. She knew she wouldn’t leave alive, and she had resigned herself to that hard truth. Now if her heart would just oblige. She took a couple more deep breaths and her heart rate lowered. Okay, she thought. Let’s do this. 
 
    
 
   First, she listened to ensure no other bikes were coming down the road. Then she climbed the front concrete stoop that run the length of the building. She peeked in the dirty window. It was hard to make out, but she saw the backs of two men that were sitting at the makeshift bar. Tables and chairs filled the rest of the room, with one long table located on the very right. At the end of the long table sat Zane. He wasn’t doing anything, just staring off into space in deep thought she guessed. Where’s the other one, she thought. She waited another minute, continuing to peek inside the window, hoping the fourth guy would show up. He’s probably in the shitter, Rose thought disgustedly. Then she heard voices. She peeked in once more and saw the fourth man walk up to the two men sitting at the bar. She looked over at Zane; he ignored the men and simply sat there. 
 
    
 
   Rose gripped the guns, one in each hand. They felt good; strong and powerful. It was time for her vengeance and the only thing she hoped for was a quick death.
 
    
 
   She walked in front of the window. Nobody from the inside noticed her shadow as she did so. The next few seconds were a blur as Rose entered the front entrance and immediately started shooting. She knew exactly where each man was and where to aim. With her right arm, she aimed towards Zane and with her left towards the three men grouped together. Through the smoke of the gunfire she saw Zane slump so she turned that gun towards the other three. Before she knew it, her ammo was spent, although she kept pushing the trigger. 
 
    
 
   Rose stood perfectly still. The quiet in the room was deafening after the earsplitting gunshots. She waited as the smoke drifted lazily towards the ceiling. Finally, she made out the three men clustered on the floor. Blood was oozing out onto the floor from multiple wounds. She had aimed down to hit their chests or backs, larger targets she thought, but she hadn’t accounted for the steps leading down into the main room. So instead, the bullets had entered through the heads of two of the men, and the neck of the other. They were all three dead almost instantly. 
 
    
 
   Then she heard a gasp. She turned immediately towards Zane, pointing the empty guns at him. His head lay on the table and he was looking straight at her. He was attempting to get his gun in his pants, but was too weak. Blood leaked from his mouth and onto the table. Rose had shot him in the lung and he was suffocating to death.
 
    
 
   Rose walked over and removed the gun from his pants. 
 
   “Looking for this?” Rose said.
 
    
 
   “You’re dead bitch,” Zane gasped.
 
    
 
   “Well here’s the kicker. Unlike you, I don’t care if I die or not. So I figured, why not just take some Hounds along with me? And guess what, I got the biggest Hound of all.” Rose swung the business end of the gun in Zane’s face.
 
    
 
   “I’m glad I cut you.” Zane sputtered blood as he tried to talk. “I only wish I had murdered you instead.”
 
    
 
   “Well you know what they say; hindsight is always 20/20. But here’s the thing. You didn’t kill me. Instead, you left your mark on me for everyone to see. So I’m going to return the favor in kind.”
 
    
 
   “Stupid cunt bitch!”
 
    
 
   “Oh now, is that any way to talk?” Rose said as she removed a pocketknife from her jean’s pocket.
 
    
 
   She pulled his head up by his hair and started carving her initials on his cheek. Zane started gasping and moving violently in the chair. Rose let go of his head, which fell back onto the table. She didn’t have the stomach to do it anyway. Shooting someone; that she could do. But the needless carving. Fuck it. She put Zane’s gun to his head and pulled the trigger. 
 
    
 
   Rose stood back and looked around. She hadn’t planned on living through this blood bath, but she had. The thought of ending her life by her own hand crossed her mind, but she couldn’t do it. It was then she realized, scarred or not, she did want to live. Suddenly her heart rate shot up and she felt almost faint. 
 
   Get it together, she thought. 
 
    
 
   Rose climbed the steps to go back out the front entrance. The door had remained open during the shooting spree. She peered out and listened for any motorcycles. When she heard none she ran to her car. She still had the guns, even Zane’s, and threw them on the front seat. She felt nauseous but she told herself she’d puke later. Key in the ignition and the engine purred. She backed out onto the road and hoped she wouldn’t pass any of the remaining Hell Hounds down the road. She lucked out. Not one Harley did she pass.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Eighteen
 
    
 
    
 
   Lexi relaxed in her soaking tub, allowing the warmth of the water to permeate her tired muscles. She lay with her head on a towel and a wine glass on the edge of the tub, taking sips from time to time. She needed this. Some time alone so she could think without being bombarded with reports and the presence of Carl Richards. Her eyes closed, she drank in the tranquility of a quiet house and how warm the wine felt going down her throat. 
 
    
 
   Suddenly her cell phone tinkled. She dried off her hands with a nearby towel and reached down to pick it off the floor where she had laid it. It was Eli.
 
    
 
   “Hello handsome. I’m laying here naked in a tub. Where are you?”
 
   “Sounds like I should be there,” he chuckled. “Now you’re getting me all hot and hard with that statement.”
 
    
 
   “Then you better hurry because the water’s getting cold.”
 
    
 
   “Wish I could darlin, but we’re running a bit late. The guys and I just finished up with the shipment and need to head back to the club. I should be there in a few hours or less.”
 
   “Okay, if it has to be that way I think I can wait,” she said with a smile. 
 
   “I love you,” Eli said.
 
    
 
   Lexi’s heart jumped. He had never said that before. While he said it for the first time over the phone and not face to face, she took that as Eli’s vulnerability. He had to be strong for his club, but she was glad he felt close enough to her to show his weaker and less self-assured side to her.
 
   “I love you too Eli,” she said. 
 
    
 
   There was a slight pause, like a sigh of relief, and then Eli said, “Okay babe, I’ll see you in a bit.” 
 
   He sounded so upbeat Lexi thought as she hung up the phone. She couldn’t wait to see him.
 
    
 
   By this time, the water was cool so she pulled the drain and got out of the tub. She dried off, lathering her body with a lavender smelling lotion. She put a housecoat over her naked body. No sense in putting on too many clothes since I’ll be shedding them quickly when Eli gets here, she thought.
 
    
 
   Lexi poured herself another glass of wine and sat down in the living room to browse through a magazine. After about 20 minutes, a knock came at the door.
 
    
 
   “Wow, that was fast,” she said as she opened the door without looking out the peephole. She expected Eli, but was surprised to find a drunken Carl Richards holding her reports in his hand.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Dog was busy most of the day in the Tavern, cleaning and taking inventory of the various wines, beer, and alcohol. He wanted to check on Rose, but thought it better to leave her be after what happened that morning. He felt bad for her, what she had gone through because of the club. It wasn’t fair. She didn’t ask for this. Sure, she could be a bitch from time to time, but he knew under that tough exterior was a soft heart that just wanted to be loved. 
 
    
 
   Once I get this inventory done I’ll check in on her, he thought. A few customers had dribbled in, the regulars, and most of the club members were out. Dog thought he could slip away and see how she was. But he wouldn’t have to, because at that moment she walked through the front entrance of the Tavern.
 
    
 
   Rose wasn’t wearing her bandages so the two red H’s shown like beacons on her porcelain cheeks. She looked haggard, like she was ready to faint. Dog ran over to her and grabbed her around the waist. 
 
   “Rose, where have you been?” Dog asked in a concerned voice. “Come here and sit down.”
 
   He led her to a table where he sat down next to her and held her hands.
 
    
 
   “What’s going on Rose?”
 
   “I did something,” she whispered.
 
   “What did you do Rose?”
 
   “I killed Zane.”
 
    
 
   Dog looked at her not sure whether to believe her or not. He knew Alice had given her some drugs for the pain a day ago, but he wasn’t sure if she was still on them or not. 
 
    
 
   He grabbed her hand and pulled her up.
 
   “Let’s go back to the warehouse where we’ll have more privacy.”
 
   She followed him out the door from the Tavern and into the warehouse.
 
    
 
   “What do you mean you killed Zane Rose?”
 
   “Just what I said. I killed him and three of his men for what they did to me.”
 
    
 
   Dog was still trying to wrap his brain around what she was telling him. She seemed lucid, not spaced out, but strangely calm. 
 
    
 
   “I don’t understand Rose, how could you have killed Zane and three of his men?”
 
    
 
   “With the guns and ammo I found here in the warehouse. Here, I’ll show you,” she said as she walked towards the back of the warehouse where the box of guns lay. Dog followed her as she led him to the rear of the warehouse. He looked at the opened wood box with the tarp laid to the side.
 
    
 
   “I took the guns from here and the ammo from over there,” she said pointing towards another box. Dog looked dumbfounded. There was security on the warehouse along with an alarm. But the club never thought that one of their own would partake of the weapons hidden there.
 
    
 
   “Where are the guns now Rose?”
 
   “In my car. I also have Zane’s gun.”
 
    
 
   Dog grabbed Rose’s hand and walked to the parking lot. He wasn’t about to let her out of his sight again. 
 
    
 
   He looked inside her vehicle and sure enough, there laid three guns. Two of them were from the warehouse, and the other was a .45. 
 
   “Fuck me,” Dog said. He grabbed the guns and led Rose back into the warehouse. 
 
   “I need to call Eli,” he said. 
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   “What the hell Carl?” Lexi was so startled to see the disheveled man she didn’t hold back. “What is wrong with you?”
 
    
 
   “I wanted to go over the reports with you,” he slurred. He burst by Lexi into the house.
 
   “Well gee, come on in then,” Lexi said with a sarcastic tone.
 
   “Sit down while I go change.”
 
    
 
   “Do you have anything to drink?” Carl asked as he plopped down on the sofa.
 
   “I think you’ve had quite enough,” Lexi yelled from the bedroom. “How did you get here? You didn’t drive did you?”
 
   “Of course not. I took a cab.”
 
   “How did you know where I lived?” Lexi asked as she pulled on an oversized t-shirt along with her jeans.
 
   “Company records.”
 
   Shit! Yep that’s how he got it Lexi thought.
 
    
 
   Lexi walked out of the bedroom and confronted Carl. 
 
   “You’re drunk. There’s no way we can go through the reports with you like this.”
 
    
 
   “We could find something else to occupy our time,” Carl said with a devilish grin.
 
   “In your dreams Carl. I’m calling you another cab,” Lexi said as she reached for the phone.
 
    
 
   “No, not yet,” Carl pleaded. “Sit down and let’s talk. I think we’ve gotten off on the wrong foot and I want to work things out.” He talked slow and slurred his words making it difficult to make out what he was saying, but Lexi got the gist of it. She was afraid he’d pass out any minute and she didn’t want that.
 
    
 
   “How about I make a pot of coffee and we can talk?” Lexi thought it would sober him up enough to get him out before Eli came.
 
    
 
   “Okay,” he muttered.
 
   Lexi headed into the kitchen to put on the coffee.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Nineteen
 
    
 
    
 
   Eli, Blaze and the other club members took a break at a rest area on their ride back to Chancey’s Tavern. They sat on the picnic tables smoking a cigarette. 
 
    
 
   “So how is Lexi?” Blaze asked. “Alice really likes her and I don’t want my old lady warming up to someone who won’t last long. Then I have to deal with her bitchiness because she lost a friend due to your fucking whims.”
 
    
 
   Eli laughed. “Yeah, I know. But this time feels different. Lexi’s different. Smart, beautiful, sexy. She’s everything I want. I just don’t want to fuck it up, and with all that’s happened since I met her it’s a wonder she hasn’t run off screaming.”
 
    
 
   “True,” Blaze said. “Maybe she’s tougher than you think.”
 
    
 
   “I’m supposed to meet her at her house later. I want to talk to her about moving in together.”
 
   “Then you better get going,” Blaze said.
 
   “Don’t you need me back at the club?”
 
   “Hell no. We can take it from here. Go on. I’ll see you tomorrow.”
 
   “You don’t have to tell me twice,” Eli said. He stamped out his cigarette and jumped on his bike roaring off down the road. 
 
    
 
   After another minute had passed Blaze yelled to the other members.
 
   “Better get a move on.”
 
   Suddenly his cell phone rang.
 
   He looked at the screen. It said Dog Breath.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” Blaze said as he answered the phone.
 
   “Where’s Eli? I just tried him and got no answer,” Dog said.
 
   “He just left for Lexi’s. What’s up?”
 
   “We’ve got a problem. Rose killed Zane and three of his men.”
 
    
 
   “What? Fuck! Why can’t anyone just lay low for two fucking minutes?” Blaze was furious and concerned at the same time. “Is she alright?”
 
   “Yeah, she’s right here with me in the warehouse.”
 
   “Don’t let her out of your sight. We’re coming right now.”
 
   “What about Eli?”
 
   “I can’t reach him while he’s riding and I’m not going to leave a message. Let me get there and we’ll access the situation.”
 
   “We’ll be here.” 
 
   Blaze hung up the phone and looked at the others. 
 
   “We’ve got a situation---again.” With that, they hightailed it down the freeway.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Lexi handed Carl a steaming cup of coffee. She had made him come into the kitchen and sit at the table so he wouldn’t spill the coffee on her sofa. He sat holding the mug with both hands and taking small sips. 
 
    
 
   “Once you’re sober enough I’ll call a cab and you can go. We’ll talk about the reports tomorrow at the restaurant,” Lexi said. 
 
    
 
   “You’re the reason I got drunk,” Carl said not looking at her.
 
    
 
   Lexi was startled. Huh?
 
    
 
   “What, I forced you to drink? You did that all on your own cowboy.” Lexi was getting fed up.
 
    
 
   “After you left they demoted me,” Carl responded. “It was never said out loud, but the word around the office was you wanted relocated because of me and some bullshit story about me hitting on you. So the powers that be decided to demote me.”
 
    
 
   “Carl, you brought everything that happened to you on yourself. Don’t try to deflect anything on me. You knew what you were doing was inappropriate, but you didn’t care. You didn’t think you could be touched. Actually you ought to be glad I didn’t file a sexual harassment suit against you.”
 
    
 
   Lexi was finally glad she said it. Now it was out in the open, not hidden like some slimy secret. Carl turned his head to look at her. His eyes no longer looked dull from alcohol. In fact, they looked glassy and dead. Lexi didn’t like the look at all.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to call you a cab.” She started to rise from her chair opposite Carl when he reached out suddenly and grabbed her arm. 
 
    
 
   “You bitch! You think you can talk to me like that? I think someone needs to teach you a lesson.” He flung his coffee on her t-shirt, although he was aiming for her face. Luckily, the liquid had cooled considerably since she poured it from the pot.
 
    
 
   “Let go of me you ape!” Lexi tried pulling her arm from his grasp, but he held on tight. Although he was drunk, Carl still had the strength afforded to an overweight middle-aged man. He rounded the corner of the table where Lexi promptly hit him across the face with her free hand. 
 
    
 
   The face blow startled Carl and he momentarily relaxed his grip on her arm, allowing her to wrench free. She took off towards the front door to get away from him, but he grabbed her around the waist and threw her to the floor where he got on top of her. It wasn’t that he was so strong, but rather so fat that it was difficult for Lexi to get him off her. She slapped at him until he was able to grab her wrists and put them over her head. 
 
    
 
   Lexi couldn’t believe what was happening. 
 
   “You’ve got to be kidding me,” she yelled. “Get off me you big buffoon!”
 
   She should have been scared, but Lexi was more angry than frightened. 
 
    
 
   At that moment, Eli walked through the door.
 
    
 
   “Eli!” Lexi yelled.
 
    
 
   Before Carl could react, Eli pulled him off Lexi, threw him on the sofa, and pointed a gun barrel at his right eye.
 
   “What the fuck is going on here!”
 
    
 
   “Eli, calm down,” Lexi said as she stood up from the floor. 
 
    
 
   “I ought to kill you, you son of a bitch!”
 
    
 
   “Eli, I’m okay.”
 
    
 
   “Well he won’t be!”
 
    
 
   “Please Eli, just put the gun away.”
 
    
 
   “Yes please do as she says,” Carl squeaked.
 
    
 
   “YOU don’t talk!! You got that?!” Eli yelled two inches from Carl’s face. 
 
    
 
   Carl shut his eyes and nodded.
 
    
 
   Lexi grabbed Eli’s shoulders to pull him away from Carl. 
 
    
 
   “Eli, I’m fine. Just put the gun away,” Lexi pleaded.
 
    
 
   Eli looked at Lexi. He stood straight up and put the gun in the back of his jeans.
 
    
 
   “Okay, tell me what’s going on here.”
 
    
 
   “Well, this oaf is Carl Richards, my boss.” Eli did a double take.
 
    
 
   “Yes, my boss. He was sent here to go over my reports with me but instead got drunk and came to my home. Then he got mad because I called him out on a few things and decided to get---well, that’s when you arrived.”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry Lexi, I’m drunk--I don’t know what I’m doing.” Carl pleaded.
 
    
 
   “I thought I told you to stay quiet!” Eli shouted. Carl turned his head and closed his eyes again.
 
    
 
   “Listen! Both of you!” Lexi shouted. “First my love, please calm down.” Eli stepped back from Carl but kept a watchful eye on him.
 
    
 
   “Second, Carl I want you to leave, walk back to your hotel for all I care. But once you’re back there I want you to call corporate and tell them you’re resigning.”
 
    
 
   “What?!” Eli took a step and Carl shut up.
 
    
 
   “You heard me, you’re resigning. I don’t ever want to see or hear from you again.”
 
    
 
   “But I can’t afford to quit.”
 
    
 
   “You can’t afford not to Carl! Because if you don’t quit, I’m going to file assault charges and a sexual harassment suit and even if I fail at winning any of that, everyone will still think you’re a pervert. Spectrum Inc. will fire you and no one else will touch you. Besides, my boyfriend here will kick your mother fucking ass!”
 
    
 
   Carl peered over at Eli who nodded his head.
 
    
 
   “Okay--okay, just give me a chance to write a resignation letter. I don’t think I can do it tonight,” Carl pleaded. “I will tomorrow and then fax it in.”
 
    
 
   “Fine by me,” Lexi answered. “But if you don’t, my boyfriend and his friends will hunt you done. You got that?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, loud and clear.”
 
    
 
   “Now get out of here before I change my mind about the ass kicking,” Lexi said. 
 
    
 
   Carl looked towards Eli. “Yeah, get out of here.”
 
    
 
   Carl stood up and backed over to the front door. He opened it and walked backwards through it, all the while watching Lexi and Eli. Then he promptly fell backwards down the front stoop. 
 
    
 
   Lexi burst out laughing as they watched Carl get up and scamper away. 
 
    
 
   “Do you think he’ll do as you told him?” Eli asked.
 
    
 
   “Yes I do. He’s a coward and your presence scared the shit out of him. He won’t be back and he knows I’ll be checking up on his resignation.”
 
    
 
   Lexi walked over to Eli and put her arms around his shoulders. “My hero,” she said with a smile.
 
    
 
   “I’m just glad I got here when I did.”
 
    
 
   “How about I pay you back. Maybe we could take a shower together. I especially need one after getting soaked with cold coffee.”
 
    
 
   “I was wondering what happened.”
 
   “Don’t ask.”
 
    
 
   “Alright,” Eli said as he pulled off his t-shirt. “We’ve got better things to do.”
 
   Lexi giggled as he chased her to the bathroom.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty
 
    
 
    
 
   When Blaze and the others arrived, Dog, Rose and Alice were in the meeting room. Blaze had called Alice at home and told her to meet him there. Once she got there, Dog proceeded to tell her about Rose’s latest adventure. Alice examined Rose’s wounds, cleaned them and then put more bandages over her cheeks. 
 
    
 
   Blaze walked into the meeting room and sat down.
 
    
 
   “First of all I’m not going to yell at you Rose for doing what you did, because I get it. What they did to you was unthinkable. But now we have to figure out how this is all going to shake out. Are you sure you killed Zane?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” Rose answered. “I’m positive. He told me he was the one that sliced me.”
 
   “You talked to him?” Blaze asked incredulously.
 
   “Yeah, after I shot him in the lung.”
 
    
 
   Blaze sat back in his chair. “Okaaay.” Maybe we should patch her in he thought.
 
    
 
   “Do you know who the others were? I mean could you tell if it was his VP or not?”
 
    
 
   “No, I didn’t stay around long enough to look at their cuts or patches.”
 
    
 
   “How about the bikes outside. Did you get a look at those?”
 
    
 
   “That’s how I knew Zane was in there. I saw his bike.” Rose was as cool as a cucumber.
 
    
 
   “Did you notice the other bikes then? Did one have a flying hound on the side?”
 
    
 
   Rose thought for a second and then said, “Yes, I do remember the dog on one of the bikes.”
 
    
 
   “YES!” Blaze exclaimed. “Don’t get me wrong Rose. I don’t ever, and I mean EVER want you to do something so damn stupid again. Do you understand?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” Rose said as she looked at the floor.
 
    
 
   Blaze felt sorry for her. The cuts on her face were enough punishment without him being gruff with her. He got up from his chair, walked over, and gave her a hug. 
 
   “Will you go home with Alice now so we can take care of you?”
 
    
 
   Rose peered up at Blaze with tears in her eyes. “Yes.”
 
    
 
   Dog led her to the back office to gather some of her things.
 
    
 
   Blaze looked at Alice. “Can you believe she did that?”
 
    
 
   “In a way--yes,” Alice answered. “Now what?”
 
    
 
   “I think she just cut off the head of the snake. Hopefully the rest of the body, or club, just withers away and dies,” Blaze said.
 
    
 
   “That would be good,” Alice said as she left the room to collect Rose and take her home.
 
    
 
   Blaze didn’t want to bother Eli with the news that night. It could wait. Let him have a good night with Lexi. Besides, the cops won’t get involved if it has to do with motorcycle gang deaths. 
 
    
 
   Blaze walked behind the bar and poured himself a shot of whiskey. Maybe I’ll make that two, he thought.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Eli and Lexi lay in each other’s arms after making love in the shower and again in the bed. Both were awake even though it was after midnight.
 
    
 
   “What would you say to moving in together?” Eli asked. 
 
    
 
   Lexi turned to look at him. 
 
   “Are you sure?”
 
    
 
   “I’m more than sure,” Eli said. “The question is--are you?”
 
    
 
   “When you said ‘I love you’ on the phone earlier, did you mean it?” Lexi asked.
 
    
 
   “I did mean it. I love you and I don’t want to lose you.”
 
    
 
   Lexi smiled. “I love you too and you don’t ever have to worry about losing me.”
 
    
 
   Eli pulled her close. For the first time in a very long time, everything felt right.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ******
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   Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
   The gazebo located in the outdoor garden area of The Copper Door restaurant was decorated with pink, red, and white carnations. Green vines wrapped around the railings and small twinkling lights hung from the gazebo’s roof. Inside the gazebo were the bride and groom flanked by their wedding party.
 
    
 
   It had been six months since Lexi and Eli, President of the Keepers of Bedlam Motorcycle Club moved in together. They fell deeper in love and decided a wedding was in order, especially since she was five months pregnant. Raul, the cook at The Copper Door and Lexi’s friend and co-worker walked her down the aisle. Blaze, Eli’s VP in the KOBMC was his best man, while Alice, Blaze’s old lady, stood up with Lexi as her matron of honor. 
 
    
 
   The rest of the club attended along with friends in the community that felt the KOBMC was an asset to the small town of Carmel. Not everyone felt this way however. The KOBMC dealt in stolen goods, yet the small town police department took a blind eye. They didn’t have the manpower to police the club. Besides, the club contributed to children’s charities and so it rather evened it out. At least that’s what the police and townspeople told themselves. 
 
    
 
   Lexi remained the manager at The Copper Door, not willing to sever all ties to her past life, at least not yet. She loved Raul and his family, and feared her company might send someone with an iron fist to take over. So she kept working, although once the baby came she’d have to make a tough decision on whether to keep working or not.
 
    
 
   Eli had never been happier. The last six months were a dream come true. He had the woman he loved, she was pregnant, and he was getting married. Before he met Lexi, Eli drifted; he had no center, no purpose. But the moment she came into his life everything changed. When he met Lexi, he and the club were going through a tumultuous time. The club lost several members due to secrets and lies. Their deaths and the deaths in a rival gang almost brought the club to its knees. Yet, they were able to rebuild and continue, becoming stronger than before. 
 
    
 
   Rose and Dog sat in the second row watching the wedding proceedings. They held hands and had become a couple in the last six months. Rose, wounded by a rival gang, who carved their signature on her face, had undergone skin grafting to help cover the scars. Four surgeries had almost erased the deep cuts, but not entirely. However, Rose was an expert at applying makeup, and she could bury any lingering effects under foundation and powder. 
 
    
 
   Rose had killed the man responsible for her wounds along with three others in his gang, the Hell Hounds. Zane, the President of the HH was a ruthless bastard, but he had no idea a petite girl like Rose would be his downfall. He messed with the wrong bitch. Since then the HH had disbanded, the remaining members scattered without a trace. Now the KOBMC could operate without the worry of the HH attempting to invade their territory. 
 
    
 
   Today was a celebration, for Lexi and Eli. They had survived and came out the other side with a new love and appreciation for one another. They weren’t sure what the future held, but whatever it was, they planned to face it together. What they didn’t know that day was there were more tragedies and heartache to come. So the question was, would their love be strong enough to handle the uncertainties life was about to hurl at them? 
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   The reception was held in The Copper Door restaurant. The event was closed to the public and Lexi hired another chef to come in and cook so Raul and his family could partake in the festivities. Since it was a steak restaurant, everyone was served steak or fish if they preferred. It was a more upscale event than the MC was use to, and they didn’t dress up. Cuts, jeans and leather jackets was the normal dress code and it wasn’t about to change for a wedding, even for the President of the club. 
 
    
 
   The alcohol flowed and the club and regulars from Chancey’s Tavern, which the club owned, took to the dance floor and showed a few special moves of their own. The ones looking on laughed and everyone was having a good time.
 
    
 
   Since Lexi was pregnant, Alice brought her a bottle of sparkling cider to drink.
 
    
 
   “So, how does it feel to be married?” Alice asked Lexi.
 
    
 
   “I don’t think it’s sunk in yet,” Lexi laughed. “I’m still not convinced I’m pregnant. Maybe I’ve just gained a lot of weight!”
 
    
 
   “No hon, you’re pregnant alright. It will be nice to have a little one at the club. Maybe the guys will tone it down a bit with a youngun around.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t see that happening,” Lexi replied with a smile. 
 
    
 
   While Lexi loved the club members and the old ladies, it still felt foreign to her. She told herself she’d get use to it eventually and maybe now she was married to Eli, it would become easier. She hoped so. She didn’t want this odd feeling to linger. Fortunately, since the Hell Hounds disbanded and things had gotten quiet over the last six months, she was sure that she could get accustomed to club life. 
 
    
 
   She and the other old ladies, especially Alice who was 20 years older than her, had become close. Even she and Rose were on friendly terms after a rocky start. 
 
    
 
   Rose and Dog danced to a slow dance and Lexi watched them. She leaned over to Alice and asked, “So do you think there’s another wedding for the club in the near future?”
 
    
 
   Alice looked in the direction of Rose and Dog and said, “Could be, but Dog doesn’t move very fast, much to Rose’s dismay. They seem to be on the right track though. As far as I know Rose has kept herself exclusive to Dog, so that’s something.”
 
    
 
   Rose had been the club’s go to pussy girl for a year, but when she was wounded by the Hell Hounds, things changed. Dog became the person who was at her side during the surgeries and Rose was grateful. Things were looking up for the couple and they held each other close as they slow danced. 
 
    
 
   It was the quiet before the storm. Lexi, Eli and the club members would look back on this day and remember how happy they were before the chaos took over.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
   Eli and Lexi decided to postpone their honeymoon until after the baby was born. Besides, Eli was working with a new supplier and didn’t want to be gone too long while breaking them in. Lexi’s job at The Copper Door was going smoothly and Eli was grateful for that, being she was pregnant and didn’t want to quit. He had come to terms with his father’s death and secret that almost tore the club apart. He could look forward to the future with his new wife and the birth of his child. Then the call came. It was Lexi.
 
    
 
   “Eli, meet me at the hospital.” 
 
    
 
   “What’s wrong?” Eli’s first thought was the baby and his chest tightened.
 
    
 
   “It’s Raul. Please hurry!”
 
    
 
   Lexi sounded upset and Eli was concerned for her first. “I’ll be right there.”
 
    
 
   Lexi met Eli in the hospital lobby. 
 
    
 
   “What’s going on?” He asked.
 
    
 
   “Raul interrupted intruders in his home last night. Thankfully Maria was away visiting their two daughters in college, but Raul was beaten pretty badly.”
 
    
 
   “Has he said who did this--did he recognize them?”
 
    
 
   “He told the police no, he didn’t know them, but he told me something different. He asked Maria and his daughters to go get him some coffee from one of his favorite downtown businesses so we could be alone. Once they were gone, he told me that he had seen one of the men before. There were three of them. Two he’d never seen, but the other looked just like Zane.”
 
    
 
   “That’s impossible, Zane is dead,” Eli replied shaking his head.
 
    
 
   “He knows that Eli, but he said the man had the same appearance and talked like Zane. Raul said the man was bigger though, huskier and taller than Zane. He also wore dog tags. Did Zane have a brother?” Lexi asked.
 
    
 
   “Yeah he did. Last I heard he had done a few tours in Iraq.” Eli was beginning to think Raul hadn’t seen a ghost. “I hadn’t heard he was back, but then I don’t keep up on their comings and goings.”
 
    
 
   “Well, this guy told Raul that if he didn’t get out of town, his wife and daughters would be raped and slaughtered. It’s like some kind of racist garbage.”
 
    
 
   Eli had heard of home break-ins in Marshall the next town over and home to the old Hell Hounds Motorcycle Club, but as long as it didn’t venture into Carmel he hadn’t given it too much thought. But now it had hit one of their dear friends. Lexi was close with Raul and his family, and this was devastating news to her.
 
    
 
   “Raul has talked about having his wife go with his daughters back to college. They rent an apartment together and Maria can stay with them for awhile until this gets worked out.”
 
    
 
   “Sounds like a good idea. I don’t want you stressing about this okay, you’ve got to think about the baby. I’ll get some feelers out and we’ll find out who’s behind this.”
 
    
 
   Eli always made Lexi feel better, even in the midst of turmoil. She kissed him gently and pulled him close. The baby bump had grown and Eli loved how the baby felt next to him when he hugged Lexi. 
 
    
 
   “Now, I want you and Junior to go to the Tavern. I’ll meet you there later after I talk to Raul,” Eli said as he patted her belly.
 
    
 
   After Eli walked Lexi to her car, he headed up to Raul’s room. Raul was sitting upright in the hospital bed, his head bandaged and right arm in a cast. He also wore bandages around his waist from the broken ribs he received.
 
    
 
   “Raul, how ya doing buddy,” Eli asked as he entered the hospital room.
 
    
 
   “I’ve been better. Eli, did Lexi tell you what I told her about the men in my home?”
 
    
 
   “Yes she did. So you believe the main guy looked like Zane huh?”
 
    
 
   “Very much so. Only bigger, more muscular. I saw dog tags around his neck so I think he must have just gotten out of the service.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, sounds like it.”
 
    
 
   “Eli, I’m frightened for my family. They made threats.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Lexi told me. I think it’s a good idea to send Maria away for a bit until we can figure this out. Once you get out of the hospital I want you to come stay at the club in the Tavern where you’ll be safe.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks Eli, I appreciate that.”
 
    
 
   “You’re like family Raul--I wouldn’t have it any other way.”
 
    
 
   “You know, that Zane look-alike wanted to make it seem racially motivated, calling me and my family names, but I think there’s more to it.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I’m positive there’s more to it,” Eli said. If this was Zane’s brother come back from the service, he was sure the guy was after revenge. But why start with break-ins? Time for a church meeting.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Eli assembled the club members for a church meeting. Their meeting area was a room within the Chancey’s Tavern that the club owned. Blaze, Eli’s VP sat at his right. Laser, Journey, Dog and 7 others sat at the table. Eli filled them in on Raul and what appeared to be Zane’s brother.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, I thought we’d read the last chapter on the Hell Hounds,” Blaze said.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, well apparently not,” Laser replied.
 
    
 
   “Do you think he’s trying to build the old Hell Hounds club up again?” Dog asked.
 
    
 
   “I wouldn’t be surprised,” Eli said. “Committing break-ins is strange though. I mean if you’re trying to build a club reputation, why start out as common thieves?”
 
    
 
   “It sounds more like a gang than an MC, “Blaze said. “You say Zane’s brother is a war vet?” 
 
    
 
   “Raul saw the dog tags, and I made some calls before the meeting and sure enough his brother just got discharged two months ago.”
 
    
 
   “Does anyone know the bastard’s name?” Blaze asked.
 
    
 
   “It’s Zach,” Eli answered. “If he’s building a gang, pretty soon we’ll be a fucking target. Once he’s got the manpower he’ll come gunning for us for retaliation for his brother’s death.”
 
    
 
   “Do you think Rose needs extra protection?” Dog asked.
 
    
 
   “We can put a prospect with her at all times, but I doubt the Hounds would ever believe Rose was behind the shooting. Even if they did believe it, I doubt they’d want it out there that a little girl took down the President and VP of their club,” Eli said.
 
    
 
   “True,” Dog said. “I just want to keep her safe.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t blame you Dog. Like I said, we can have one of the prospects with her when she’s not at the club.”
 
    
 
   “Okay,” Dog answered. “She may not like it but I’ll have a talk with her.”
 
    
 
   “So, back to the regrouping of the Hounds. What are we going to do?” Blaze asked.
 
    
 
   “We’re going to pay Zach a little visit,” Eli answered.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Zack returned from his tour of duty disillusioned. Even the old saying ‘war is hell’ doesn’t seem to convey the true horrors of the experience. Watching men you’ve come to love like brothers having limbs blown off from a land mine or shot to death by sniper fire tends to turn your sensitive barometer way down. The only way Zach felt he could get through his second tour was to desensitize or else he’d go crazy. He put his life on the line many times for his fellow comrades, and would have died for them as many died for him. But eventually, amid all the chaos of death and destruction, something clicked. Many veterans come back and seek help for PTSD, and others are able to work through it on their own. But Zack didn’t want help, as he didn’t think he needed it. His turn into the darkness came not from the ravages of war, but when he received the news from home that his brother was dead. 
 
    
 
   He and his brother Zane were close. He looked after him when his father took off when they were still in grade school. Zach became the man of the house then at the tender age of 11. Zane was eight and his mother had to work two jobs to keep a roof over their heads and food in their bellies. Since she wasn’t home much, Zach cooked meals, helped his brother with homework and tucked him in at night. 
 
    
 
   But as the two brothers aged, Zane took with the wrong crowd. As much as Zach tried to steer him the other way, the more Zane rebelled. Eventually Zach gave up. He wasn’t Zane’s father and the responsibility was wearing on him. Since the recession had hit the area, jobs were scarce, so Zach decided to join the army with its promise of a huge sign up bonus. At least he’d be making a monthly paycheck, of course that meant also being shot at. Zach didn’t join the army out of a sense of duty; it was more of an escape and a way to make a wage.
 
    
 
   Yet, he hadn’t counted on how the war would change him. You can only see so much violence before it no longer affects you. Emotions turn cold as a survival mechanism kicks in. Or maybe it was already in Zach and it took surviving a war to bring it to the surface. His brother Zane had turned cold, and he never saw a day of combat. But hearing about his brother’s death was the last piece of the puzzle emerging from Zach’s inner being. He turned a corner, and once he did, there was no going back. 
 
    
 
   Once he was discharged, four months after his brother’s death, Zach looked up some of Zane’s old gang. He was told from the remaining members of the Hell Hounds that it was believed Zach and the other three men were killed out of retaliation for the murder of the KOBMC’s VP. Of course, they neglected to tell him of the butchering of Rose, not that it would have mattered much to Zach at this point. 
 
    
 
   So Zach decided to work slowly, build up his own gang until they were strong enough to take on the KOBMC. In the meantime, they needed funding, so since the police department was full of lame asses, why not take from the rich in home invasions. Most of the burglaries were done when occupants weren’t at home, but a few, including Raul’s, ended up with people inside. They always wore masks so identities weren’t a problem, but Zach wanted to make a statement. Killing might bring unwanted heat from other sources into the mix, so instead they cracked skulls, instilling fear into the community. 
 
    
 
   Zach liked the power that fear afforded him, much like his brother Zane had. It was turning out that Zach was just like his brother, but worse.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Lexi sat with Alice at one of the Tavern’s tables waiting for the meeting to be over. Lexi was anxious and Alice could tell.
 
    
 
   “Sugar you need to calm down, for the baby’s sake. If you can feel it, he can feel it.”
 
    
 
   “I know Alice, but I feel so bad for Raul. His family torn apart like this. I’m mad and I’m frightened for him.” 
 
    
 
   “The club will determine what’s going on and take care of it.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that makes me nervous too.”
 
    
 
   “Lexi, if you want to be a part of this life, you have to get use to all aspects of it, and this is one of them.”
 
    
 
   “How do you get use to it Alice?” Lexi asked. “I mean, do you ever really get use to it?”
 
    
 
   “Blaze has been a member of this club since before we were married and that’s been over 25 years ago. At first, I was like you, very apprehensive. I didn’t like the midnight runs and the danger that comes with our type of club. But as I got use to how the club worked, I found it was a family. These men would lay down their life for one another. There’s just a brotherhood here that you’ll never find anywhere else. Hell, most blood related families aren’t as close as this club.”
 
    
 
   Lexi understood what Alice was saying. But the fear of something happening to Eli was still fresh on her mind. They had six months of peace and now a force was rearing its ugly head once again. She hoped one day she could be as calm as Alice, but it wouldn’t be today. 
 
    
 
   Eli and the rest of the members filed out of the meeting room. Eli walked over to Lexi and Alice’s table and said, “Babe, I hate to leave but we’ve got some work to do this evening.”
 
    
 
   “Oh--what kind of work?” Lexi asked as she stood up from the table. Alice excused herself and walked over to Blaze.
 
    
 
   “Nothing you have to worry about,” Eli said as he put his arms around her.
 
    
 
   “But I do worry.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll try not to be late.” He kissed her goodbye and left out the door. Lexi’s chest tightened and she told herself to breathe in and out slowly. She thought about what Alice had said and hoped someday she could be just as calm about these rendezvous’ the club went on.
 
    
 
   **** 
 
    
 
    
 
   The club roared down the freeway towards Marshall. The only intel they had was that Zach and his crew frequented several different bars in town. So that’s where they started. The first one nobody had seen Zach for a month or better. The second bar they wandered into they hit pay dirt. 
 
    
 
   Zach sat at a table in the corner of the bar with four other men. Eli, Blaze and two club members walked up to the table. The other members hung back but were still visible. The club wore their cuts and leather so they definitely stood out from the other regulars within the bar.
 
    
 
   Zach looked up at Eli and the rest of the members. 
 
    
 
   “Is there something I can do for you men?” Zach asked.
 
    
 
   “We’re here to deliver a message,” said Eli. “We know you and your crew are behind the home invasions around Carmel and Marshall and we’re here to tell you that it ends now.”
 
    
 
   “First of all, you don’t tell me what the fuck I can and can’t do. Besides we’ve got better things to do than break into homes and steal televisions.”
 
    
 
   “No, it’s you and your crappy ass gang alright and we’re here to teach your crew how it feels to be stomped on in your own space.”
 
    
 
   At that moment, all hell breaks loose. The Hounds don’t have much time to react before the KOBMC pulls them from their chairs and into the back alley. Eli slams Zach’s head into the pavement, but it doesn’t faze him. Combat training has taught him well and he pummels Eli with numerous head blows before club members pull him off. Eli stands and spits blood from his mouth before walking over and punching Zach in the stomach three times while the KOB hold him. He falls to the ground clutching his stomach.
 
    
 
   The members of Zach’s crew choose not to fight. They know they’re outnumbered, even with firepower. 
 
    
 
   “Remove your weapons and place them on the ground,” Eli said. The men do as they’re told. Zach stands and hesitates, staring a hole into Eli. Blaze hits Zach on the back.
 
    
 
   “Remove it jackass,” Blaze said. Zach slowly pulls his gun out of his pants and lays it on the ground. 
 
    
 
   Eli walked up to Zach and says, “If I hear of anyone else getting hurt, you’ll be as dead as your brother.” At the mention of Zane, Zach’s eyes burn red. 
 
    
 
   “You’re the son of a bitch who killed him!” Zach yelled.
 
   “No I didn‘t, but from what I know, he had it comin.”
 
    
 
   Eli looked at the rest of Zach’s crew. “If you know what’s good for you, the rest of you will leave and never touch base with this idiot again.”
 
    
 
   The KOBMC gathered up the guns on the ground and walked back to their bikes. All Zach could feel was pure hatred and he liked it. It made him feel powerful but it was also destroying him little by little. The more consumed by hate a man allows himself to feel the less rational he becomes, and Zach was heading there like a runaway train.
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
   When Eli entered the door, Lexi was there waiting anxiously. He had cleaned himself up the best he could, but Eli couldn’t erase the bruises on his face. 
 
    
 
   “Oh Lord, what happened?” Lexi asked as she cupped his face in her hands.
 
    
 
   Eli took her hands in his and said, “I’m fine. It got a little rough. Believe me, I’ve had much worse.”
 
    
 
   “That doesn’t make me feel better.”
 
    
 
   “Come on, let’s go sit on the couch,” Eli said as he took her hand and led her to the living room.
 
    
 
   They sat together with her head on his shoulder. Eli patted the round bump of Lexi’s stomach. “Have you thought of a name yet?” He asked.
 
    
 
   “I’ve picked out two,” Lexi said. “What do you think of Brody or Brian?”
 
    
 
   “I like Brody. It sounds like a strong name.”
 
    
 
   “Then Brody it is.”
 
    
 
   Eli and Lexi discovered the gender of their baby at their last ultrasound appointment. They were both ecstatic. Life had handed them some rough times, especially Eli, but now things were looking up. He hoped the meeting with Zach and his crew would cool things down with that problem and Lexi could relax the rest of her pregnancy.
 
    
 
   Eli kissed Lexi passionately, and then led her to the bedroom. He loved her body and even with her round tummy, she was as beautiful as ever. 
 
    
 
   “I love you so much Lexi. I don’t know what I would do without you.”
 
    
 
   “The feeling is mutual,” Lexi said as she playfully pulled off her maternity top and stretch pants. “Do I still turn you on?” Lexi asked as she glided her hands over her tummy.
 
    
 
   “More than you know,” Eli said as he pulled her on top of his naked body. 
 
    
 
   They made love with Lexi on top, guiding the action as she rocked back and forth with Eli’s throbbing member in her soaking vagina. They both climaxed, first Lexi and then Eli, and then fell asleep in each other’s arms. The storm ahead would rock them to their core.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Several of the club members, including the VP Blaze and Laser, were to meet with a supplier of stolen goods out on Route 24 at an abandoned barn. Journey was to come but had to bail at the last moment, so they recruited one of the prospects, Rick, to fill in. It was their usual pickup. Blaze would bring the money and the club members would load the stolen goods into their own warehouse truck. 
 
    
 
   It was 2am when the KOBMC arrived at the location. They saw their supplier’s truck but not the suppliers themselves. Blaze and Laser parked their bikes along with two other club members. Rick drove the warehouse truck, parked it along side the bikes, and jumped out of the truck. 
 
    
 
   It didn’t smell right and Blaze quickly pulled his weapon. The other’s followed suit. It was dark, except for a lone security light on the barn that the KOB had installed. The light shone down on the supplier’s truck. Blaze, with gun drawn, walked sideways from the back of the truck to the front driver’s door. He pulled the door handle and opened the truck door, pointing his weapon up into the cab. When he looked in he saw the supplier sitting in the driver‘s seat, eyes wide open with a bullet hole on one side of his temple. Brain matter, blood and skull pieces were blown to the other side of the cab. 
 
    
 
   “Shit,” Blaze muttered under his breath. Before he could warn his club, the shooting started. Zach’s crew was lurking inside the barn and ambushed the KOB. Laser and the other two club members dove behind the truck where Blaze was located. Rick, the prospect was shot immediately in the throat and fell to the ground. Both sides fired repeatedly at one another, but Blaze’s group couldn’t see as well from the security light shining in their eyes. Plus they themselves were illuminating from the light, making them easy targets. 
 
    
 
   Blaze pulls the dead man out of the truck and jumps into the driver’s seat. He’s hoping the keys are still in the ignition. Fuck me he thought, they still are. He hunkers down and turns the key. The truck fires up. In the meantime, the other club members pull Rick behind the truck. The wound in his neck is bleeding profusely. Laser shoves a bandanna into the wound but it’s no use. Rick is bleeding to death. 
 
    
 
   “Get him in here!” Blaze yelled above the gunfire. He pulls Rick over him and into the cab where he laid half on the floorboard and half on the seat. 
 
    
 
   Blaze backs the truck up in front of the bikes to allow the remaining club members to get on their motorcycles and get out. Blaze looks over at Rick whose eyes are now open, blood still pulsing out of his wound. 
 
    
 
   “Damn it,” Blaze said, knowing Rick is dead.
 
    
 
   He jumped out of the truck taking the keys with him and onto his bike. The guys roared off down the roadway with bullets flying after them. Fortunately, no one else was hurt and they weren’t followed. 
 
    
 
   They roared into the Tavern and warehouse parking lot. Blaze got off his bike and said, “What the hell just happened back there?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know boss. Was that Zach’s crew or another biker gang?” Laser asked.
 
    
 
   “It was Zach’s crew…who else has a beef with us?” Lucky, one of the prospects’ said. 
 
    
 
   “Get a hold of Dog, Journey, and the rest of the club for an emergency church meeting. I’ll call Eli,” Blaze said.
 
    
 
   Blaze dreaded calling Eli, but he had no choice. Their peaceful time had ended with Rick and one of their supplier’s deaths. 
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Eli knew when his cell phone rang at 4am it wasn’t good news. He listened to what Blaze told him and said he’d be right down. While he was putting on his clothes, Lexi rolled over and asked, “Where are you going?”
 
    
 
   “It’s alright baby, go back to sleep. The guys just ran into a little trouble with the supplier tonight so they need me to help straighten it out.”
 
    
 
   “This early?” Lexi asked half asleep.
 
    
 
   “Unfortunately I don’t have a nine to five job.”
 
    
 
   “Very true,” Lexi said.
 
   Eli sat on the edge of the bed and brushed his hand through her hair. “I may not be back before you head to work.”
 
    
 
   “Okay…you’ll know where I am then. Love you baby.” Lexi said sleepily.
 
    
 
   “Love you too,” Eli said. He looked at her as she lie in the bed. He would do anything to protect her and their unborn child, even if it meant massacring Zach and his crew.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The atmosphere was angry when Eli entered Chancey’s Tavern. The rest of the club members had arrived and were filled in on what happened on the supply run. 
 
    
 
   “Let’s go,” Eli said as he walked to the church meeting room. 
 
    
 
   “Tell me exactly how it went down,” Eli said as he sat at the head of the table. 
 
    
 
   Blaze filled him and the club members who weren’t there on what went down. He explained there was no way he could get Rick’s body out of there. The mention of Rick’s death left a cloud of both anguish and rage hanging over the club. 
 
    
 
   “How in the hell would Zach know where the supply meet was going down?” Eli asked. “Only the club and the suppliers know the meeting point and when it’s going to occur. Fuck!” 
 
    
 
   “The supplier would never tell,” Blaze said. “Do you think one of the prospects told?”
 
    
 
   “Possibility,” Eli said. “But who?”
 
    
 
   “Well it sure as fuck wasn’t Rick,” Laser said. 
 
    
 
   “Lucky’s our only other prospect right now, and he was in the middle of the gunfire. I can’t think it was him either,” Blaze said.
 
    
 
   “Okay, let’s table this for the time being and determine our next move on Zach.”
 
    
 
   “I say we take out the entire bunch. Just get rid of their asses once and for all,” Dog said. Rose had suffered by Zach’s brother’s hand and he was tired of making nice.
 
    
 
   “I want you all to make some calls. They’ve probably gone underground for a while to let things cool down. But somebody will cough up the intel when you wave some cash in their face,” Eli said. 
 
    
 
   Eli adjourned the meeting and took Blaze aside. 
 
    
 
   “Do you have any idea who sold us out to the Hounds?” Eli asked.
 
    
 
   “I wish I did, but I don’t.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll get in touch with our distributor, let them know what happened. Only a few of us will know about the next supplier meet, that way we can narrow down the suspects,” Eli said.
 
    
 
   “Sounds good. I’ll get to making calls so we can locate the Hounds and finish this once and for all.”
 
    
 
   Eli slapped Blaze on the back and went to one of the offices in the warehouse to make his call to the distributor. 
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Lexi entered her office at The Copper Door restaurant and before she could sit down behind her desk, Raul walked in.
 
    
 
   “Raul, what are you doing here? I thought I told you to go to the club after you got released from the hospital.”
 
    
 
   “I know Momma, but I’ll just be in the way. I’d rather work…it will get my mind off things.”
 
    
 
   Lexi understood how he felt. Sometimes she’d rather fill her head with spreadsheets than club business.
 
    
 
   “Well, okay Raul. But have the assistant chefs help you out and take several breaks. If you start to feel bad, please stop and go to the club. They’ve got you a cot set up in an office there where you can stay until this is all over.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks Momma. I will only work until I get tired.”
 
    
 
   “Good…I’ll see you later then.”
 
    
 
   Raul walked out of Lexi’s office and headed to the kitchen. Lexi busied herself with reports, not noticing the comings and goings outside her office door. After about an hour, a shadow fell across her desk. When she looked up the first thing she saw was the barrel of a gun pointed at her face. She quickly looked at the man holding the gun, not recognizing him.
 
    
 
   “Get up and don’t say anything,” he said. Lexi slowly stood up from her chair. The man seemed surprised to see her swelling pregnant belly, but it didn’t stop him from his task. 
 
    
 
   “Head to the parking lot and don’t scream or there’ll be a massacre in the kitchen.”
 
    
 
   Lexi did as she was told, walking out of her office and towards the front door of the restaurant. The man followed her, keeping his gun hidden inside his jacket, but she had no doubt it was pointing at her back. 
 
    
 
   Once they arrived in the parking lot, he told her to walk towards the side of a blue van. Once she arrived at the door, it swung open and everything went black. The next time she woke up, she’d be face to face with Zach.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
   Zach was not in a good mood. He lost one man in his small group the other night during the shootout with the KOBMC. Another one was healing from a bullet wound in the shoulder. He didn’t like how the entire event played out. He thought by having the advantage of a sneak attack he could take out half or at least a good majority of the club, but that didn’t happen. At least he had disrupted their supplier--that would hurt them in their cash flow at least. But Zach wanted to hurt Eli where it counted most…his club and/or his wife. 
 
    
 
   Zach had heard Eli was married and very much in love with his new wife. This was a weakness of Eli’s that would be easier to manipulate than the club. Zach knew this was a coward’s way of doing things, but he wanted to send a message, much like his brother did with the whore. Of course, look where that got him, Zach thought. But Zach wasn’t going to carve on her pretty face or any of that shit. His lesson would be more permanent and gratifying to Zach. He waited in anticipation for his crew to bring the bitch in. When they did, it wasn’t what he was expecting.
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   When Lexi awoke, she was sitting on a chair with her hands tied to the chair arms. Her head hurt where the bastard hit her, but she was more afraid for her baby than for herself. She looked around the room where she sat by herself. What the hell is happening she thought? 
 
    
 
   At that moment, she heard voices outside the door. “She’s inside. I heard stirring so I think she’s awake now,” she heard a man say. The door opened and in walked several men. The last one looked familiar and then she knew. This was the Zane’s brother, the one she had overheard talked about in the Tavern. A picture of Zane was listed in the newspaper right after his death. Now Lexi was in the middle of a club fight.
 
    
 
   When Zach first looked at Lexi he had nothing but contempt, but then he couldn’t help but notice the way her belly stuck out. She was pregnant, fuck!
 
    
 
   “Who is this?” Zach asked as he continued to look at Lexi.
 
    
 
   “This is her, Eli’s old lady,” said one of the two men standing with Zach.
 
    
 
   “No one knew she was pregnant?” Zach shouted. Lexi flinched. “Get out of here,” Zach told the two men. Once they had left and shut the door he turned to Lexi.
 
    
 
   Zach’s plans turned on a dime. His plan was to send Lexi back, raped and bloody with a message to back off or he’d finish all of them, including the women. His heart was cold and he was tired of messing around. But the one thing he hadn’t counted on was Eli’s old lady being pregnant. 
 
    
 
   He sat down in a chair facing Lexi. Lexi was a strong woman, but the thought of someone harming her child had her both angry and frightened at the same time. Hot tears stung her eyes. She couldn’t wipe them away since her wrists were tied. 
 
    
 
   “I don’t care about myself,” Lexi said, “But please don’t harm my baby. He’s innocent and shouldn’t have to pay for other people’s grievances.”
 
    
 
   Zach took a knife out of his back pocket and flipped it open. Lexi, remembering the carvings on Rose’s face, closed her eyes. But the next thing she felt wasn’t the knife piercing her face, but tugging on the bindings around her wrists. She opened her eyes to see Zach cutting the rope that bound her wrists to the chair. Lexi rubbed her wrists and looked at Zach. 
 
    
 
   “Your baby has saved you today. I may be a lot of things, but I’m no baby killer,” Zach said. “But I do have a message for your husband. Tell him and his club to stay out of my town and my business; otherwise, I will slam his club’s family with more hurt than he wants to bargain for. You got that?” 
 
    
 
   “I got it,” Lexi said. 
 
    
 
   “Okay…my boys will take you to the edge of town. From there you’ll have to walk.”
 
    
 
   Lexi nodded and stood up. Zach opened the door and gave instructions to his men. One man put a hood over her head. 
 
    
 
   “What’s going on?” Lexi said.
 
    
 
   “It’s okay,” Zach said. “The hood is to prevent you from knowing where our crib is.”
 
    
 
   Zach looked at the men and said, “Don’t harm her, just take her to the edge of town and let her out.”
 
    
 
   Lexi was guided back to the van and taken as instructed to the edge of town where the men pulled off the hood and had her get out of the van. She walked towards town to a little grocery store where she asked if she could borrow the store clerk’s cell phone to make a call.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Raul walked back to Lexi’s office from the kitchen. He thought he could get through the dinner shift, but the prep left him sore and tired. When he couldn’t find her in the office, he looked throughout the restaurant. He checked the parking lot to ensure she hadn’t left, but her car remained in its usual spot. Raul walked back to Lexi’s office and looked around. He spotted her purse. She must still be here, but where, he thought.
 
    
 
   At that moment Lexi’s cell phone sitting on her desk rang. Raul could see it was Eli calling so he answered the phone. 
 
    
 
   “Eli, this is Raul. I can’t find Lexi at the restaurant. I’ve looked all over for her and her car is still in the parking lot, but she’s nowhere to be found.”
 
    
 
   Eli had been calling for the last hour, but assumed when she didn’t answer that she was either busy or the phone battery died. What Raul said chilled him to the bone. 
 
    
 
   “Have you seen her at all today?” Eli asked.
 
    
 
   “Yes, I saw her earlier, but that was several hours ago.”
 
    
 
   “Wait, I’ve got another call coming in Raul.” Eli didn’t recognize the number but it didn’t matter, he took the call.
 
    
 
   “Hello,” Eli said.
 
    
 
   “Eli, it’s me,” Lexi answered. “Zach’s men took me but I’m okay.”
 
    
 
   “Where are you baby?” 
 
    
 
   “I’m at the edge of town on New Market street, near the Laundromat.”
 
    
 
   “I’m on my way…are you hurt?”
 
    
 
   “No, just a little rattled, but I’m okay.”
 
    
 
   “Alright, I’m heading your way…I love you babe.”
 
    
 
   “I love you too Eli,” Lexi said as she rubbed her stomach.
 
    
 
   After hanging up with Lexi Eli yelled for Blaze to come with him to pick her up and call Raul back to let him know she was safe. 
 
    
 
   “This is it Blaze, I’m going to kill him if he touched a hair on her head,” Eli said as he and Blaze traveled down the highway in the club’s SUV. 
 
    
 
   “I know, but let’s find out what she says and then make a plan. We can’t go off half cocked or it will all blow up in our faces.”
 
    
 
   Eli knew he was right, but it didn’t do much to quell the burning rage in his chest. 
 
    
 
   Lexi stood on the street and waved when she saw the familiar SUV. Eli parked the SUV and rushed to her. He held her in his arms and then looked her over to ensure there were no cuts or bruises. 
 
    
 
   “I’m fine Eli. Let’s just get out of here.”
 
    
 
   Blaze helped her into the front seat and got into the back of the SUV. 
 
    
 
   “What happened babe?” Eli asked as they headed back to the Tavern.
 
    
 
   Lexi told her story to Eli and Blaze and the warning Zach issued for the club, but if Zach thought Eli and the KOBMC wouldn’t retaliate for kidnapping his wife and unborn child, he was delusional Eli thought to himself. 
 
    
 
   Eli had Blaze on his cell phone calling the other members for a church meeting as soon as they arrived at the Tavern.
 
    
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
    
 
   Eli knew he had to calm down in order to think straight. While the thought of having his wife and unborn baby kidnapped by a low life like Zach infuriated him, he knew that only calm heads should prevail to figure out their next call of action. 
 
   The club was ready to go all out for Eli, and he appreciated their willingness to even the score, but he didn’t want to risk his men’s lives if possible. 
 
    
 
   They mulled over initiating another lock down, and decided against it. Zach’s threat was more of a don’t bother me and I won’t bother you. But they also knew better than to trust him. Eli adjourned the meeting, telling the club members they would gather the next day at 10am to go over different scenario plans for what happened to Lexi. 
 
    
 
   Eli walked over to Lexi who was sitting with Alice and Rose. “Let’s get you home,” he said kissing the top of her head. 
 
    
 
   “I’m ready for a hot bath and some shoulder rubbing that’s for sure,” Lexi answered. 
 
    
 
   “Take care of her Eli, she’s had a tough day,” Alice instructed.
 
    
 
   “You don’t have to worry about that. Good night ladies.”
 
    
 
   “Night Lexi, I hope you feel better tomorrow,” Rose said. 
 
    
 
   “Thanks Rose, I’m sure I will.”
 
    
 
   Rose and Lexi had become closer, especially since she announced the pregnancy. Rose herself had just learned she was pregnant as well, but hadn’t told Dog just yet. She was waiting for the right time.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
   Zach got the call about 4 hours after letting Lexi go. It was the call he’d been waiting for--to find out the name of the person who killed his brother. Zach had a man on the inside of the KOBMC who he was paying for information. That is how he knew where to ambush the supply run. 
 
    
 
   Getting the money together to come up with the info on his brother was much harder. The informer wanted big bucks for that intel and it took Zach a month to come up with that kind of cash, even selling his own beloved Harley. But it was worth it to find out who the person was who had killed his brother. 
 
    
 
   The information chilled Zach to the bone. He couldn’t believe that not only his brother but also several other members of the Hell Hounds had been taken out by a skinny cunt. At first, he didn’t believe it, but then it made sense. Zane had carved the club‘s initials on her face, and she was taught how to use firearms. It’s possible she could take them out, especially if caught unaware. 
 
   The next bit of news made Zach smile. The cunt had just left with her KOB boyfriend. Zach could kill two birds with one stone. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
    
 
   Dog’s red and black Harley roared down the freeway. He didn’t know how Eli kept it together so well, especially with Zach kidnapping Lexi. Even though she was all right, except for some raw nerves, she was pregnant and it could have ended badly. 
 
    
 
   He worried about Rose. She had already undergone a brutal episode in her young life and all he wanted to do was take care of her. He’d bought an engagement ring with the money he’d been saving up. It still wasn’t as big a diamond as he would have liked, but maybe someday, he could buy her another one on their 10-year anniversary. Normally Dog wasn’t the romantic type, but Rose had changed him. She was tough as nails to the outside world, but a soft and warm soul underneath. 
 
    
 
   Dog felt the arms around his waist tighten as he zoomed down the four-lane highway. It was rush hour and the freeway was busy, but he glided easily side by side between the vehicles. He didn’t hear the roar of three bikes as they approached behind them for the noise from his own Harley. Dog was usually alert, but this evening he had other things on his mind, like making Rose a nice dinner and then sliding that engagement ring on her finger. Fortunately, his last thought was of Rose and her silky skin and how smooth it felt on his lips. When the back tire of Dog’s bike blew from the gun blast, it sent the Harley into the opposite lanes of traffic where a semi tractor-trailer rolled over the top of the bike. Sparks flew as the bike became lodged under the semi until the driver could bring it to a stop. The busted and battered bodies lay on the roadway a mile back from the stopped semi. Several other vehicles had also ridden over the bodies, unable to stop in time before hitting them. One driver mentioned I doubt they ever knew what hit them.
 
    
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Eli and Lexi both sat in the large soaking tub together, with Lexi lying in Eli’s arms. Candles were lit and the calm ambiance settled Lexi’s nerves to the point she was softly snoring. Eli loved her little snoring sounds, which had only come along in the last month as her tummy swelled. He stroked her arms and stomach. He loved her so much and the thought of Zach having her in his clutches sent a river of rage through his being. But he fought it. Not tonight. Tonight he just wanted to hold his love and bring her comfort. That was all. 
 
    
 
   Eli heard his cell phone ring, but he wasn’t about to disturb Lexi and get it. Whatever it was, it would have to wait. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
   Blaze stopped by the burger joint and picked up dinner on his way home besides making a few other stops on the way. It was late and he didn’t want Alice to have to cook dinner for them. He was surprised when he entered a dark house. Blaze figured Alice would be here by now, but he wasn’t worried. 
 
    
 
   He sat down at the kitchen table and took a bite out of his hamburger. He wondered how the club was going to take care of the Hell Hounds. This shit had to stop before anyone else from his family got hurt. When his cell phone rang, he had just finished his burger and fries. The number flashing on the phone was familiar but not one that showed up very often. It was one of the cops on the take from the club. 
 
    
 
   Now what, Blaze thought. He answered the phone and listened to the man on the other end. His face paled and he blurt out “I’ll be right there.” His world was crashing and he didn’t know how to stop it. 
 
    
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
    
 
   Rose was filling in behind the bar at Chancey’s Tavern. Before Dog and Rose took off for the evening, he had fallen sick and asked to go home. Rose said she’d fill in until his replacement came in a few hours. Alice then asked Dog if he’d mind dropping her off at the house since she’d had a long day. While none of the parties involved thought anything of the switch, the repercussions would reverberate through the club for years to come. 
 
    
 
   Journey and Laser sat at one of the tables in the Tavern going over the day’s events and the upcoming church meeting scheduled for tomorrow, when a patron walked out of the men’s room and walked up to them. 
 
    
 
   “I think Hawk left his cell phone on the sink,” he said holding the phone.
 
    
 
   “How do you know its Hawk’s?” Journey asked.
 
    
 
   “It’s got that stupid gold cover on the back with his initials.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah…well just leave it with us. We’ll get it back to him.”
 
    
 
   “Could send his girlfriend a pic of your cock…tell her it’s what’s waiting for her at the end of her shift tonight.” Journey said, chuckling as scanned through the phone.
 
    
 
   The smile dropped from his face when he came upon several names. Hawk had two names of the Hell Hounds listed in his contacts and one stood out…Zach Taylor. 
 
    
 
   “What the fuck,” Journey muttered.
 
    
 
   “What?” Laser asked downing the rest of his beer.
 
    
 
   “It ain’t good,” Journey answered. “I need to get a hold of Eli.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Ten
 
    
 
    
 
   Blaze was accompanied into the morgue by the police officer who called him earlier. The two bodies lay beside one another on separate metal beds. The woman behind the glass window pulled back the covers to reveal the faces of both bodies.
 
    
 
   Blaze sucked in a breath as he looked on the face of his one beloved, Alice. Her face was bruised and swollen but still beautiful in Blaze’s eyes. He looked over at Dog, whose face and head were battered almost beyond recognition, an effect pavement can take when tender skin and bone are smashed against it with enough velocity. But he could tell it was Dog and he nodded to the officer that they were his wife Alice and his friend. 
 
    
 
   The officer asked if he wanted him to take him home and Blaze shook his head. He was headed to the Tavern. 
 
    
 
   Once Blaze arrived at Chancey’s, Laser grabbed his arm and told him to come to one of the offices in the warehouse where Journey now held Hawk.
 
    
 
   As they walked back to the warehouse Laser looked at Blaze’s face and remarked, “Damn Blaze, you look like shit.”
 
    
 
   “Alice and Dog are dead,” he said. Laser looked stunned. “What?”
 
    
 
   “They were shot at by the Hell Hounds on their way down the freeway. Blew out his back tire causing him to lose control and spin into oncoming traffic.” At least that’s what witnesses told police and the officer told Blaze. 
 
    
 
   Blaze was unusually calm, but Laser knew he was boiling under the surface. Laser walked into the office first followed by Blaze. Hawk was sitting in the office chair behind the desk with Journey holding a gun on him. 
 
    
 
   “What’s going on?” Blaze asked.
 
    
 
   “We found our snitch,” Journey answered. “It seems Hawk has some interesting contacts in his phone.” Journey tossed the phone to Blaze. After looking at the names of the contacts, he lunges over the desk, grabs Hawk, and pulls him across it.
 
    
 
   “You son of a bitch! They killed Alice!” Blaze yelled in his face.
 
    
 
   Journey looked stunned and looked at Laser who nodded his head. 
 
    
 
   “What?!How?” Hawk sputtered as Blaze pulled his collar tighter around his neck. Suddenly it hit him and he pushed Hawk back onto the desk.
 
    
 
   “Now I get it. It was supposed to be Rose with Dog tonight. You told Zach that is was Rose who killed his brother and then called when Dog left the club. What you didn’t know was, Rose didn’t leave with Dog, Alice did!”
 
    
 
   “Holy shit!” Journey said as he pointed the gun at the top of Hawk’s head.
 
    
 
   “How much blood money did you get Hawk?” Blaze yelled. “I want to know how much it took for you to sell out the club!”
 
    
 
   Hawk couldn’t speak because Blaze was choking him to death. Suddenly Blaze let go and pushed Hawk away from him. Blaze grabbed Hawk’s phone and handed it to him. Hawk sat partially on the desk chugging air and rubbing his neck.
 
    
 
   “Take it fucker. You’re making a phone call,” Blaze said. 
 
    
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
    
 
   Zach’s men filled him in on what happened to Dog and who they thought was Rose. Zach was happy. The bitch who killed his brother was now dead herself. He didn’t think the day could get much better until his cell phone rang and it was Hawk.
 
    
 
   “If you want to take out Eli and his top men, I can tell you where they’ll be picking up a supply tonight. You can pick them off and then take the goods,” Hawk answered. 
 
    
 
   “I can’t pay you,” Zach answered. “The Rose information tapped me out.”
 
    
 
   “Doesn’t matter. With Eli, his VP, and top men gone I can take over the club. That’s been my mission all along,” Hawk said. 
 
    
 
   “Works for me,” Zach said. “Give me the intel.”
 
   Hawk explained the time and location for the drop. He told them to get there a good hour before in case the supply truck ran early. Zach agreed and hung up the phone to gather his men. 
 
    
 
   Hawk hung up and gave the phone to Blaze. “Is that it?” Hawk asked.
 
    
 
   “No, but this is,” Blaze said as he shot Hawk between the eyes.
 
    
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
    
 
   Zach brought all of the Hell Hounds with him this night. He wanted them all to see how he was going to take down the entire KOBMC. He motioned for his men to pull their bikes around to the back of the abandoned barn that Hawk had told him was the next meeting spot with the supplier. He had no reason not to trust Hawk. Most of the intel coming from Hawk had been correct, except for not telling him Eli’s wife was pregnant, but he wasn’t going to complain. This major piece of information wasn’t going to cost him anything since Hawk wanted the main members of the club taken out as much as Zach did. 
 
    
 
   His men pulled to the back of the barn and shut off their bikes. A lone security light illuminated the outside, allowing them to see their way to the barn door. However, before they could reach it gunfire rained down on top of them from above. Laser and Journey stood at the hay barn window and showered bullets on the Hell Hounds. The few Hounds, including Zach, ran for cover away from the security light and the advantage it gave the KOB. But before they could, the barn door opened and more gunfire swept through the remaining Hounds. Blaze and two other club members walked to where the Hounds lay. Journey and Laser ran up behind them. If any of them moved, the KOB fired off another round into their bodies. Finally, Blaze walked up to Zach who was still writhing on the ground. 
 
    
 
   “I wanted to put a bullet in your head like I did Hawk, but I’ve saved that for someone else,” Blaze said to Zach.
 
    
 
   At that moment, the men parted ways and a slender girl walked through and stood by Blaze.
 
    
 
   “You thought you killed your brother’s killer, but you’re didn’t because here she stands.”
 
    
 
   Zach looked at the thin girl, unable to process that she was the one who killed Zane. How could someone so scrawny have murdered his brother? 
 
    
 
   “Now she’s going to kill you as well,” Blaze said. 
 
    
 
   Rose took the gun and lowered it. Zach had already been shot in the shoulder and leg and lay bleeding. Rose wanted him to suffer. She had been told what happened to Dog and Alice a few hours ago. She’d cried until her eyes ran dry. But she was determined to avenge her lover’s death. He had been the father of her unborn child, and now he was gone. She reflected that maybe she had a hand in Dog and Alice’s demise since it was she that had killed Zach’s brother. Maybe someday she’d try and sort it all out, but not now. Now it was time to get down to business. 
 
    
 
   Rose pointed the gun at Zach’s stomach and pulled the trigger. Blood gushed from the wound in his gut and he howled in pain. 
 
    
 
   “Let him bleed to death,” Rose said. And they did.
 
    
 
   The KOB gathered up the Hounds bikes in their utility vans and threw the bodies in a mass grave in the refuge where the animals would pick at their bones. The Hell Hounds were no more, and that was how the KOBMC wanted it.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
   Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
    
 
   Blaze didn’t want Eli informed until afterward of their activities with the Hell Hounds. He loved Eli, but he knew he’d want to have a church meeting before taking any action. Blaze was tired of meetings and losing Alice meant he didn’t give a shit. He had one purpose and that was to ensure justice for Alice and Dog and get rid of the scum once and for all. 
 
    
 
   Eli understood, but he felt he no longer could lead this group. His priorities changed when he met Lexi and now that she was about to give birth, he knew it was time to step down and go legitimate. This made Lexi happy. She loved the club, but the life hadn’t suited her and if it made her uncomfortable, he didn’t want to be a part of it either. Especially since his dad had died, Eli no longer felt the connection he once did, so he handed the gavel over to Blaze. 
 
    
 
   Blaze was lonely since Alice died, but after six months, he began dating again. He was rusty. He hadn’t been on a date for over 30 years. But the women he dated didn’t seem to mind and they were breaking through his melancholy, which made the KOBMC happy.
 
    
 
   Rose stayed with the club who were determined to take care of her. A new prospect by the name of Perks made eyes at Rose, even when she was 9 months pregnant. She ignored him for a while, but he eventually won her over, just as she did with Dog. She named her son, Brent. She thought that was a strong name.
 
    
 
   Eli and Lexi had their own son, Eli Jr., and added two sisters before their family was complete. Eli worked construction while Lexi remained managing The Copper Door. Despite the carnage that occurred, the rest of their lives were humdrum and what many would call boring. That suited Eli and Lexi just fine.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   *****
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