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      Listen, I don't care for money or finding out who I really am or any of that. All I need is my cut, my bike, and my boys.

      To hell with everything else... especially love.

      I didn't survive 29 years of my miserable, down and out, sorry ass life to be brought down by some reckless emotion that stole my mother from me. No way in hell, life is fucked up and, in the end, you die, point A to point B, no room for detours.

      Well, enough about that.

      I guess I should introduce myself. I am Aleister McElroy, a loyal member of the Black Aces Motorcycle Club out of Van Hollen, New Mexico.

      We're a unique club. No assigned roles; everyone pitches in, enforces rules, handles business, and deals with anyone who steps out of line. No need for titles.

      In our team, there are individuals who have expertise in specific areas, for instance, Digi, a computer genius. Barely legal when he took down Google in the snap of a finger one Christmas a few years back just to see if he could. He loved a good challenge. The kid cracked their security and firewall in less than five minutes, so they knew they weren't immune no matter how much they thought they owned the internet. The media frenzy was insane, that crazy bastard! He’s just as good as those global hackers, and I’m thankful he's on our side.

      Then there's Cheetah, the fastest gunslinger I've ever seen. He would have reigned supreme in the Wild West of the mid-1600's. His accuracy is deadly too; it's like he has crosshairs embedded in his hazel eyes. I don't think I've seen him miss, ever.

      And then there's me, always ready to throw hands. I expected my six-foot-four stature, dark eyes, long hair and beard, and many tattoos and piercings to get me a strong club name like Tarzan or Thor, cause I favored both, but what name did they choose for me?

      Cupid, fucking Cupid.

      I swear I thought they were kidding, but judging by Jackal’s stern expression, they weren’t. Those bastards I call my brothers gave me that nickname as a joke, because ‘fuck love’ has always been my mantra.

      Every single stomach-churning aspect, a nauseating swirl of bitter bile and regret, except the brotherly kind, they were like a warm, comforting blanket in my darkest hours.

      Seriously, look at me, do I look like some fat cherub fuck who shoots his load covered arrows at people so they can act stupid about another human? No way, but that's the label they chose for me, and rookies are expected to accept it without protest. Jackasses, I'm far from love, loving anyone, or anything.

      That's how you keep safe, lock away all that emotional stuff and never show it. That's what I do.

      Or so I thought.

      
        
        Saturday 6:00 pm Black Aces Clubhouse

      

      

      We're chilling at the clubhouse, drinking the night away with a few club bunnies scattered around and flirting with their marks for the night.

      If you don't know, club bunnies are women who like to "service" the bike club members hoping to switch over to ol' lady status, but the number one rule is never wife a club skank. Ever.

      They were only there for a good time.

      Back to the current surroundings, Cheetah had a feisty one grinding on his lap, her barely there skirt riding up to the lace of her black boy shorts. She shoves her tongue down his throat as he grabs her ass hard, causing her to squeal. She was a petite little thing. I think her name was Mandy, with curvaceous hips, fiery red hair, and the most emerald eyes I have ever seen. Judging by how hot and heavy it was getting, they'd be leaving soon. His cocky smirk, a self-satisfied curve of his lips, said it all.

      Blondie had two bunnies competing for his dick tonight. I always thought he and I got our nicknames to tease us, but he used it to his advantage. He had platinum blond hair that offset his tan skin and blue eyes. If it weren’t for the UV damage from the rides, he could easily be a model for the world’s top designers. He was our resident pretty boy, and Trixie was arguing with Lolli about who got to fuck him.

      Trix was an overly proportionate dirty blonde with an unhealthy obsession with the tanning bed or baking in the sun. I swear she would eerily glow in the dark.

      Yeah, I fucked her, but she was an extremely loud bore of a woman. How someone can ride you and be deadweight beats me. She exerted no effort but wailed like a banshee, like I was pounding her pussy out and trust me, I was using nowhere near my full potential. Why waste good dick energy?

      I have never considered ever doing this until that one time with her. I had to do it. I had to fake it to get her to shut up. Threw in a few pants and ‘Jesus woman, you sure know how to wear a man out’. I immediately went to the bathroom to discard the "used" condom and flush it so she wouldn't see the evidence, or lack thereof.

      Yeah, men fake it, too. I’ll never admit it goes to the grave with me.

      Lolli, on the other hand, holy fuck! They didn't call her that for nothing. If you needed your soul sucked from your body as she brought you to your knees, then she's your girl. When I needed a quick blow, I always picked Lolli. She was a petite brunette with hazel eyes and a Hoover vacuum for a mouth.

      She would start slowly with light teasing licks, swirling around, and then she would take you into her mouth and suck the tip like a pacifier until she had you growling in frustrated pleasure. After that, she went for the kill and took you to the hilt.

      No. Gag. Reflex.

      I can't explain, but her throat was like a warm, soft, vice grip and she wasn't backing down until you emptied down her throat. She always had a smug look afterwards, like she knew she owned a piece of your soul as she licked her lips clean of any evidence that didn't make it into her mouth.

      Fuck, I got to stop thinking about our last hookup. I can't tend bar with a stiff dick.

      I was behind the counter, drying the freshly washed glasses, as the girls sat on each of Blondie's knees. As usual, he didn’t wear a shirt under his cut, or our club vest. He knew what he was doing by gratuitously displaying his broad chest and muscular arms, stoking the fire. He sits back while watching the claws come out.

      "Don’t be a greedy whore. You fucked him yesterday, Trixie! Tonight it’s my turn, and you know we're not allowed here during church tomorrow so piss off and find another dick to fuck!” Lolli stared Trix down with fire in her eyes, she wasn’t wavering and if Trix knew better, she'd go elsewhere and make some bastard her second choice.

      Trix holds her hands up and hops off his knee, conceding defeat. Her eyes started wandering around and met mine for a quick second. I shook my head. Keep it moving, as her eyes scan who's left and her smile widens as she looks at Jackal, our leader.

      If I ever aged as gracefully as Jackal did, I'd be one lucky son of a bitch. His jet-black hair slicked back but his beard was almost fully grey, tattoos telling the many stories of his hardened life, and a sense of hardcore rebel badass radiated from him. He was six foot three of muscle and charm, but one thing he didn't do was club bunnies. He let us horny bastards have them around, but he never partook.

      He was a grief-stricken man with a broken heart. He lost his ol' lady four years ago to cancer. Even though I despised love, I adored Miss Paige, the sweetest lady to be around; she was like a mother to me, but then cancer took her, and I hated the world for taking yet another soul from me.

      I've lost everyone I've ever cared about.

      I remember walking into the clubhouse and smelling Paige's famous teriyaki meatballs and homemade mashed potatoes dripping in butter, sour cream, and chives.

      "Oh man, Paige, you always cook the best meals! You’re the sweetest person I know." I’d say, kissing her cheek. She'd smile over her shoulder as she watched me stuff my face.

      "Well, I got to keep my boys fed. You know, you’re all my children, even my old man there. Biggest child of them all, but I love the big lug."

      She'd chuckle while starting on her homemade, from scratch dessert. She would bake mouth watering lemon bars, giant gooey cinnamon rolls, or her world-famous cinnamon apple bake.

      What I wouldn't give to have her around, even for one day. I know Jackal would, too.

      He reacted like any distraught, heartbroken shell of a man would, and it took days for us to convince him to eat, weeks for us to get him out the bed and showered. He had given up like he wanted to die and honestly, with a love like that, I couldn’t blame him, but that’s not what Miss Paige would have wanted.

      The battle to keep him alive was relentless.  We carried him to the bathtub, scrubbed his feverish skin, his body creating a sickness physically to mirror his emotional grief. The rhythm of the washcloth was a counterpoint to his ragged sobs over his lost love.

      Today, he's better but definitely not ready for affection of any sort and that was crystal clear to everyone, including the bunnies, but Trix was hardheaded. She would not back down, hoping to bag the Prez, wearing it as a badge of honor.

      She and her five-inch stilettos stumble over and she awkwardly flails into his lap. He stares at her while she giggles and flirts, leaning forward to whisper something in his ear, running her finger down his arm. He looks at his arm when she leans back. She’s grinning from ear to ear until he pulls her closer, whispering something back. All the color drains from her face. She jumps off his lap and runs out of the house, but no one really reacts until the door slams shut. Her friends didn’t go after her and the guys kept drinking.

      Jackal continued casually sipping the remaining scotch and signaled to me for another. I nodded as I prepared the chilled glass and square block of ice, pouring the smooth amber liquid, causing the cube to crack a bit. Whatever he said to make her scram wasn’t pretty, that I’m sure of.

      I step from behind the bar and hand him his drink. "Damn, Prez, what did you say to her? She booked it out of here like those girls being chased in a horror movie."

      He took a long sip, taking a moment to savor it. "I merely put her in her place." He didn't say another word.

      I saw movement out of the corner of my eye, and I watched Blondie head upstairs with Lolli. He was in for a wild ride. Lolli squealed as he lifted her up on his hip and palmed her ass as she slammed her lips on him, moaning loudly. Blondie snapped his fingers my way, signaling he needed another beer, judging by the intensity I gave him a pair of them. She winks at me as she takes one bottle while Blondie makes his way up the stairs.

      Lucky bastard.

      Not that I wanted to take her from him, but I could use a release. It had been three weeks and Lolli had done a fucking number on me.

      Of course, my dick conspired with my mind to remind me of that night. It was the early morning hours, like 3 am, when we stumbled up the stairs. I slammed her against my door, shutting it at the same time. She pushed me into the corner by the door and went to work after she got my jeans down.

      I didn't care to lock my dick behind more fabric, so it sprung free, almost hitting her in the face.

      She chuckled as she licked her lips in response. "I see Cupid's arrow could use some attention. It's so big and thick. Mmm...”

      She took me by surprise by taking it back all the way instead of her usual teasing. My legs wobbled, the cool, rough wall a welcome brace against my trembling body. My breath hitched, shallow and rapid, as my fingers tangled in her hair, urging her closer, deeper, though she was already bottomed out. The sensation was electric, a white-hot wave, an overwhelming need I couldn't, wouldn't, resist.

      "Fuck, baby, yeah, just like that. Put those filthy lips to work."

      She grins as much as she can with a mouth full, then she tightens her grip and all I remember is blacking out and grunting. When I came to, she had her shorts pulled down, no panties, and I gripped her hips tightly, lifted her, and slammed her back into me hard. She yelped as I tore her shirt off and undid her bra to spring those gorgeous breasts free, squeezing and twisting her nipples. The multitude of sensations flooding her senses left her reeling, but I held her steady as I rammed deep inside her.

      She was my means to an end, and that's it. She toppled over, wrapping her arms around my shoulders, screaming my name to the heavens before she came all over me. She leans forward against me, panting, trying to kiss me.

      With the girls, one thing I never engage in is intimacy.

      I turned away, and she caught my cheek.

      "Aww, what's the matter you don't love when I kiss you?" She finally got the strength to stand on her own.

      "I don't love, and you know that. Suck and fuck, that's it."

      I slid past her so I could take a piss. She scoffs while putting herself back together. She steals a shirt of mine since I destroyed hers and twists it up and folds the excess under to make a sexy crop top.

      "Say what you want, but you have a name inspired by a well-known ode to love and it's not ironic...but what do I know?"

      She watches me as I continue to piss with the door open. I refuse to acknowledge the statement, so she flips me the bird before giggling as she leaves.

      Damn club bunnies think they know me. Only my brothers know the actual story...the real Aleister.

      Just our conversation stirs up the memories of my mom and her issues that I’ve been trying to bury for so long...

      
        
        Eleven years earlier

      

      

      

      I have to keep reminding myself that she is my mother, and I am an adult.

      Deep breaths, man. Just see what she wants.

      "Aleister Conrad McElroy, bring yourself here this instant!"

      My mother's familiar shrill voice echoed through the house. I found her in the living room with a stranger. I stopped dead in my tracks, staring.

      Tall, dark, and handsome, he exuded intensity from his dark, sandy brown hair to his piercing gaze.  His expensive suit, and the silk pocket square that likely cost more than his sofa, spoke volumes.

      Looks like mom nabbed herself a rich one this time.

      A look of shock crossed the man's face as he looked from my beaming mother to me.

      "Aleister, come here, honey." She held her hand out like I was five years old and we were about to cross a busy intersection.

      I brushed past her hand and shocked expression, taking a seat in the chair facing the couch. I didn't like the feeling; something didn't sit well with me about this stranger. His gaze was competitive, and if he was after my mother's affection, he'd soon learn I never back down.

      "Aleister, this is my... friend, Mr. Wellington. Carey, my son, Aleister."  Her voice caught on the "my," I noticed.

      I watched her stiffen and plaster on her fake smile when she was trying to hide something.

      He, Mr. Wellington, merely nodded.

      I wasn't up for playing games..

      "Okay, what the hell is this?"

      "Aleister! Language! Don't speak like that in front of...company like that."

      "It's okay, Diane," he said, patting her knee but keeping his stern expression fixed on me. "It's teenage rebellion." I roll my eyes and then focus back on her.

      "Spit it out, mother, why am I here?" I try to give her some semblance of respect. I loved my mother, as any child should, but her taste in men was questionable. He was just another one, but in a flashy suit; no one was ever good enough for her.

      She crosses her legs at the ankles and angles her body towards him as she takes his hand. "Mr. Wellington and I are...old friends and we've decided to see one another."

      "Okay." I said bluntly.

      "Well, I want you to get to know him better and you two can bond over things you have in common."

      I scoffed. "I doubt we have anything in common except you, and I'm sure you'll be banging him in no time. So, are we done here?" I looked away before I could see the shock on both their faces. I didn’t care to be a part of whatever this charade was.

      They began whispering to each other, and I only caught pieces, "...your temper...you left...not yet", was all I could decipher but, to be honest, at the tender age of 18, I didn't give a shit.

      Who she did was none of my concern.

      I was almost done with this chapter of my life. I couldn't wait to leave this bumblefuck town. I looked back over, and he was kissing her hand and she was giggling...here we go.

      My mom was always getting into no good relationships with men. Let's start with the dirty lowlife scumbag who knocked her up and then left her to fend for herself and a child. If I ever met him, I’d kill him myself! She worked tirelessly as she provided everything she could and sacrificed so much of herself so that I had a normal life.

      Through that, I was always there to pick up her shattered pieces. I was her only constant. With each decline in her physical and emotional strength, she distanced herself further, leaving me feeling increasingly isolated. Was this going to be the time she shuts me out forever? I hoped not, but it was out of my hands.

      I look over and they are all kissy-kissy, making me nauseous.

      "Can I go now?" I wanted to be as far from her bedroom as possible. I knew where this was going. I planned to sleep in my old treehouse in the backyard. The horror of knowing how loud my mom is, I knew to bring my radio and headphones. I shudder at the thought.

      She nods and I extend an olive branch. I turn to head to my room to gather my stuff. "Nice to meet you, Mr. Wellington."

      
        
        Later…

      

      

      Well, I knew it. And now the whole damn neighborhood knows.

      My mother is a screamer.

      Why am I being tortured?! This is emotional trauma!

      Anyway, I could hear his hardcore grunts and her wailing through music blasting in my headphones and a pillow over my head.

      Holy fucking hell, I'm not even in the house where it probably echoes off the walls. I thought I had picked the lesser of two evils until I looked out to see him plowing himself into my mother through her open window. That’s why I can hear him clear as day.

      He's sweating profusely, making her call him daddy, and screaming his name as he smacked her ass. I lay back down and crank the music to blast out as much as I could so I could survive another day.

      By the time I came in the next morning, he's already gone, but the smile on her face was not.

      Here we go.

      "Good morning, honey." She kisses me on the cheek as she piles the pancakes and bacon on my plate. She's already falling for him. All the blaring warning signs were there.

      I stab my fork into the stack of warm, buttery goodness as she floats around the kitchen. She was cheery and humming while she cleaned up.

      This better be for her good. I don't know how much more she could take.

      Sadly, I would get my answer soon…

      

      
        
        Present Day

      

      

      

      *Bang bang*

      "Let's call church to order. It'll be a short one today."

      Jackal hated long drawn out meetings, get to the point and get out. Also, he liked to visit Paige on some Sundays and important milestones like her birthday and their anniversary. The only time we left him completely alone.

      He puffs his Montecristo corona cigar before continuing. "So, we still need to enforce this pact with Johnny and his douche bag lackeys, and we're not going to fight again. I will not be dragged into a bloodbath over a pissing contest, so Cupid, you'll take Cheetah and Blondie to sign the treaty. You're meeting with them the day after tomorrow. "

      I bolt up, "Wait, why me? You know the bad blood between that fucker and me. I'd rather break his goddamn neck."

      Johnny Picardio was a psychopath, a druggie given far too much power. He started his own gang on the other side of town and was immediately hostile towards us because of me.

      Johnny didn't give a shit about her, but my mom, of course, devoted everything to him and he didn't even deserve to be spit on if he was on fire.

      I never sugar coat my hatred for that bastard. I wanted to castrate him lengthwise when I found out he slept around while dating my mom. I should have known his slimy ass wouldn’t be able to stay faithful. I know he was the final nail in her coffin.

      Let’s talk about the big blow-up; one day, a much younger blonde knocked on my mother's door and blindsided her, claiming a months-long affair with Johnny. My mother called her a liar until the girl described Johnny's intimate details. Apparently, he has a tattoo of a dagger near his dick.

      After the confrontation, she waited for him and waited for him at the door. She screamed at him while he tried to deflect, claiming they were never exclusive, that he never agreed to only see her. He said it with an icy stare in his steely blue eyes and you could physically see her heart shatter once again.

      I pummeled that slimy fucker's face the next time I saw him until my boys pulled me off. I don't regret a single blow.

      He swore he'd kill me, but Jackal stopped everything and negotiated a temporary order of peace. Guess now was time to make it official and put it to paper, four years after that incident.

      I'll never shake his hand. He's the reason she's dead.

      I look back to see Jackal, his jaw tight. "You WILL go because I said so. Don't forget who runs this club, me not you, so you will do as I say, got it?!" His voice boomed against the walls.

      I sat down, defeated, but didn't cower. "Yeah, boss."

      "Good." He hands me the peace treaty with his signature on it. Guess I have no choice, fuck I hate that druggie bastard.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            Lyric

          

        

      

    

    
      "Hey Lyric! Move your sweet ass with our drinks! I swear women are only good for one thing and they can't even do that right, ain’t that right, sweetheart?"

      I slam his drinks down on their wobbly table and glare, stupid strung out asshole, wish I didn't need this job, but I have to pay my bills. It's a sad life I live.

      "Hey sweetness, when are you going to let me see if you got a strong gag reflex for all this?" He points to his dick as they all laugh at his empty chauvinism.

      I probably wouldn't even feel it. Like twiddling a toothpick.

      I pick up the tray instead of what I really wanted to do, which was headbutt him in the fucking face, and go back to the bar. He was an idiot, but still dangerous, especially when high on whatever he could find; I couldn't risk it.

      I hate him, his club, and most of all, my life, but until I could save enough to get away, I was stuck listening to this inept peon brag about things that never happened. Especially the lie that I blew him in the bar bathroom. I'd rather slice off my right breast with a rusty tuna can lid than have that loser touch me.

      I checked my watch quickly, it's 4pm and of course, the alcoholics were gathering early to get their liquid add fix.

      Cinnamon Alley was the only bar in town. Too bad, because I'd love to not see some of these scumbags.

      What I wouldn't give to be living on a beach somewhere, or anywhere that isn't the middle of nowhere New Mexico.

      If I hadn't been abandoned here by my so-called loving boyfriend, I would have had a better life, but I made mistake after mistake, especially in trusting that jackass with my future. The bitter taste of betrayal coated my tongue, a physical manifestation of the continuing resentment churning in my gut. My shoulders slumped at the weight of my naivety pressing down on my chest, making it hard to breathe.

      He promised me a better life, a promise he never intended to keep.

      We left the slums of Millington, Texas, and headed West towards my dream of living in sunny California. I was too excited to see the warning signs. I was enjoying the wind in my hair as we put as much space between us and our old town. Nothing there but crackheads and their dealers and unfortunately, I was riding with one, but he swore he was getting clean and I believed him. Kind of, because prior to me being abandoned, I was smart enough to stash $500 in my shoe when we stopped for gas and he went inside to pay.

      He had stolen and pawned enough stuff for me to second guess his journey to getting clean, but I still had hope. He was taking me away from it all.

      So, I continued playing naïve to make a new life. I didn't think it would be in this go-nowhere town of Van Hollen. Fuck my life.

      He took my cash, my car, and everything of value early one morning while I was asleep, leaving me in that dirty, seedy motel room with only my cell phone, my clothes, and the money I hid under the insole of my sneaker.

      Not like he answered my frantic hysterical calls, anyway. Wherever he went, he better stay there. I've got plenty of ideas of how to make him suffer and squeal like a pig.

      It won't be pretty.

      I am forever in debt to Dave for taking in a broken, crying mess of a girl to tend his bar and save money. After hearing my tearful story, he unexpectedly hired me, and in doing so, saved my life. I even got myself a tiny apartment nearby. I've gotten a bit of my life back, but I still can't wait to leave.

      Dumb fuck is snapping his privileged fingers for another round, sanctimonious asshole. I turn to pour the beers when the saloon doors open with force, slamming loudly against the frame. I jump at the sudden sound, almost knocking over the mugs. I look up to see a pack of big brawny guys walk in with leather vests on.

      Definitely the motorcycle club I had heard about, not like Johnny's band of misfits.They were an intimidating presence. The man in front scanned the room, clearly searching for someone. I wouldn't want to be that person.

      Now, I'm not looking for anything in the least bit as far as a relationship, but he was a handsome, tall drink of water. His long, dark blonde hair fell past his shoulders. A thick, sexy beard, rough to the touch, framed a firm jaw. Muscular arms, a tapestry of inked designs, hinted at power and a wild history. Boy, I'd like to read that book.

      As he scans the area, his dark eyes meet mine for a split second, but he sneers at me like I wronged him.

      What the hell? Do I have to deal with another set of assholes? Focus, Lyric, you need to earn money.

      Tarzan, because that's who he resembles, looks like he found his target.

      Holy shit, it's Johnny!

      They're looking for Johnny! Please, put a bullet in his head, for all our sakes. Watching, I only see one visible weapon; a holstered gun on the one to the far right.At least one of them is carrying a weapon.

      Beating him to a bloody pulp is also a delicious option. The first round of drinks would be on me!

      Tarzan walks towards Johnny and his rowdy bunch, who stop all conversation. The tension is thick as dark, billowing smoke from the depths of hell. My intuition tells me to stay back and observe.

      Johnny leans back, putting his arm behind the chair. "Well, look who we have here, Cupid and his precious cherubs. What the hell do ya want?"

      Tarzan didn't take kindly to the barb. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath before he sneered at him, then grabbed a chair, turned it, and sat with his arms leaning forward against the back. His stare was cold, calculating, like he was trying to maintain his composure.

      Ooh, there's definitely some history there. He produces a piece of paper from his upper vest pocket and slams it down.

      "You know why I'm here. Sign the treaty so we can get out of this shit hole."

      Wow, rude, but damn if his voice and underlying tone are sexy as fuck. Imagine how he is in... calm down, it's been a while, those are your hormones talking.

      Johnny looks at the guy to the left of him. "What? You don't want a drink? A peace offering between clubs."

      Johnny snaps his fingers to signal he wanted me to bring that round. How was I going to balance eight bottles without looking like an idiot? Shit!

      "No Johnny, I'd rather ram my fist down your fucking throat, but my Prez makes the rules, so sign the damn document."

      The air crackled with tension, making it impossible to misinterpret Tarzan's intense, burning hatred for Johnny. I was curious to know why. But first, to get these drinks there without embarrassing myself in front of the sexy biker beast.

      Every one of them was a looker in their own way, the platinum blonde could model all over the world with his distinct good looks, he didn't have my pulse racing, no it was jungle boy, who never took his eyes off the group in front of him. His jaw clenched every second he had to be in Johnny’s presence.

      I chose to carry four bottles at once, hearing the gentle clinking as I walked. I placed the first set in front of Johnny. He takes that moment to be bold and smack my ass.

      "Thank you, sweetness. Now get the rest. Chop chop!" He smirks, but I was furious. Tarzan didn't seem fazed by it either, or he was great at poker, because he showed no emotion.

      I growled as I walked back to retrieve the rest.

      Johnny leans back and rests his arm across the back of his chair. "This doesn't change shit between us, Cupid. I'll get my hands on you one way or another and shut you up for good." He sneered, but it didn't faze his opponent.

      "Your goddamned right it doesn't, you insensitive cocksucker! You broke her heart. You are the reason she's dead!"

      "It's not my fault she was a delusional crackpot..."

      I gasped and dropped the drinks because a melee was happening in front of me! Before me, a chaotic blur of flailing limbs and grunts erupted. Tarzan's brutal force slammed Johnny's head against the hard wood of the table; a sickening thud echoed in the sudden silence. Blows landed with sharp cracks and heavy thuds, a dizzying whirlwind of motion too fast to follow. My eyes, however, locked onto Tarzan, a desperate attempt to grasp the brutal ballet unfolding before me.

      He took good care of Johnny, mostly targeting his body and sparing a few hits to his face. I guess he didn't want his Prez, as he referred to him, to witness Johnny's face looking like a car wreck.

      After one of Johnny's associates tried a cheap shot, Blonde boy, with fists like ice blocks, knocked him out cold. Blondie then went to work trying to peel Tarzan's fists off of Johnny. He kept screaming that he killed her, that she’d be alive if it weren’t for him.

      I wonder who she was to him? Either way, it was bad if he was here to negotiate, and now we were in the middle of a brawl.

      *BANG*

      Everyone froze as Dave fired his shotgun, the smoke billowing from the barrel and debris falling from the ceiling. The shell clang echoing as it bounced off the bar top.

      I couldn't stop the scream that slipped from my lips. I never heard anything so loud! My ears are ringing…

      Tarzan pulls back while Johnny tries to figure out where he is. In a daze, I grab the beers, fully aware that Johnny will probably ask for them in his pissed-off state, likely trying to drink away his pain. I place them on the counter, trying to get myself to move.

      "Fun's over gentlemen, you will not tear up my bar any further. Aces, I suggest you leave and Johnny, you leave out the other way. Go on now!” Johnny sits back in his chair, watching the Aces back away, never breaking eye contact.

      I was scared he'd get mad if I didn't bring the rest of the beer, so I did.I could barely steady my shaking hands as I gently put down the two bottles. He snatches one, startling me. As Tarzan finally turns around to leave, Johnny’s lips pull together in a smirk while he pulls a gun from inside his coat and aims it.He chuckled, his smile covered in blood.

      Holy shit! He's going to kill him!

      I acted without thinking, grabbed the other beer bottle, and smashed it over his head. The glass shatters and Johnny's out with one blow. He slumps over onto the table. His associates were looking up at the opposite side of the room with absolute fear in their eyes, their hands up, unwilling to move.

      My gaze followed, and I looked right into the barrel of the gunslinger, who was about a millisecond from blowing Johnny's brains out.

      Shit, he was fast!

      I dropped my tray in fear, hoping he wouldn't accidentally shoot me instead.

      Uh oh.

      Everybody's staring at me as Johnny's buddy checks him over. He groans. The fucker's still alive. Gunslinger puts his pistol away but looks at me and tips his head as if he had a hat on. I nod back.

      My eyes then meet Tarzan's and I expected appreciation or a thank you, a nod of appreciation, but do you know what I got? He walks up to me, essentially towering over me. His hair fanning over his face as he growls, still breathing hard. I found my breath almost matching.

      "Cheetah had me covered; I didn't need your help."

      Well...excuse the fuck outta me!

      I erupted in anger, saying whatever came to mind. I was tired of all this testosterone fueled, macho bullshit!

      "You're welcome, you self-righteous asshole! Looks like I beat him to the punch. Who's the fucking cheetah now?"

      Whhhhhy couldn't I keep my trap shut?

      Pissing off a handsomely rugged, violent man was not my intention. His eyes darkened more as he looked down at me condescendingly.

      "Listen, Princess, I didn't need your goddamned help! You put your little nose where it doesn't belong. I suggest you stay out of my business and watch that filthy mouth of yours."

      I stood taller, “Make me!”

      That took the wind out of his sails. He murmurs something, turns, and walks out, leaving me to deal with the consequences of my actions… and my boss.

      Shit.
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