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Hades MC book one is best read after Broken Bows, SoCal Soulless series stories to truly understand the destruction that had occurred in their lives. I truly hope you enjoy Death’s story.

Kerri Ann

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1
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“Time to go.” 

Lifting the covers off the woman beside me, she groans as the cool air hits her naked form. I think her name is Mallory, or Mandy...Mabel? 

Fuck. Who cares? 

She gave me what I wanted and that’s all that counts. 

Reaching out, pawing at my leg, moving up my thigh and brushing the edge of my groin, her whole intention is to prolong the moment I consider over. As far as I am concerned, I’ve had enough of her company, and it is time to eject her from the bed. 

I have more important things to do than lounge around after sex. Sex is about sex. Love is about love. The two don’t cross. 

As a teenager, I learned love is not real. That it’s bullshit. The woman who took my reason to love created what I would become. I take sex for what it is, a moment of enjoyment. There are no attachments, and I give women no expectations of anything other than sex. 

We don’t kiss. That’s off-limits. Only one woman has graced these lips, and none have since. It’s too intimate and there is nothing intimate about sex. They may hope for more, but it’s not going to happen. 

I am Death. I am the President of Hades Army MC, and I’m a motherfucker who has been through hell and back. The sweet, soft, and gentle soul I was? That motherfucker, Bennet, he died when I was sixteen. My heart is now a dustless void of care, and no one has even cracked the lock on the steel vault surrounding it. 

Teasing the crease at the fold of my leg, brushing her hand up against my cock, she shifts forward onto her knees. Bent at the waist, wrapping her hand along the base of my cock, shifting up to stroke me tightly, in a sultry tone she asks, “How about I stay a bit longer?” 

Without a chance to reply, she winds her mouth around the head, pulling in her cheeks and the beautiful pressure from her sucking tightly feels really good. I’m not one to deny a woman with a talented mouth, and as I find myself leaning my head back on the pillow and graciously accepting that which she gives freely, she sets a tempo. Watching her bleach-blond head bob up and down through half-lidded eyes, I realize she’s really a very talented woman. There's no point where I think, find a rhythm, and at no time do I hope it will end quickly. 

With tingles settling down my spine, knowing my release will come quickly, the tension in my balls causes me to quiver. I cannot fathom how her mouth has that many muscles in it, to nearly drag my soul through her sucking, but she is starting this morning on a high note. 

Dragging her teeth up my length just enough that it’s painful and pleasurable all at once, through gritted teeth I try to stave off my orgasm, blowing out a thick breath. “Why the fuck didn’t you start with that last night?” I deadpan. 

With no warning, she releases my cock on a pop, eyeing me. “There has to be a reason for you to want more. If I give up all of my tricks at the first moment of pleasure, how do I get a second date?”

Fuck. Why do women always have to ruin shit?

Pushing her by the shoulders gently, until she lies along the bed beside me, I shift until my feet hit the floor. With my cock still rock-hard, I stand. “Get out, Megan. I need a shower.” 

“It’s Marley, Death.” 

Walking to the bathroom, I call back, “I don’t give a fuck.” Closing the door, I add, “Be gone when I get out, Marlene.” 

Her annoyed high-pitched yell calls back, “It’s Marley!”  

“I still don’t give a fuck.” 

Turning on the water and stepping in, I stare into the mirror. My blue eyes, caramel skin, and almost-blond hair always surprises me. It’s a face I don’t expect to see when I look for who I feel I am on the inside. I always expect the hardened face of a man who’s seen and done shit that some blond, blue-eyed bastard could only find in his nightmares. 

Letting the water drown out her protests, I mutter into the streaming water as I step in. I’ll have to finish myself off or deal with a day full of blue balls.
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Chapter 2
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Walking from the room, dressed and thankful Moraine left before I stepped out, my stomach aches. I am starved and thirsty. 

As my boots clack on the plywood sheets that cover the bullet-riddled floors, I head to the half-built kitchen. We’re still fixing up the main clubhouse since the fiasco with the cartel. Blood-stained carpets that once littered the common area are gone. The shot-to-hell walls that were in every corridor or room, which we’ve torn down and are replacing, are now covered with plywood or sheetrock. Most of the pictures that were once proudly displayed are out for repairs. Those pictures are dark reminders of days when we were a happy motorcycle club, just doing stupid shit that didn’t catch the eye of the DEA or the FBI.  

Over the course of two years, we’ve had a lot to repair. We’ve already rebuilt our public garage, after it was shot up in an attack by the past president of the Broken Bows, and we’d torn down the clubhouse, or most of it, to rebuild it after the cartel war. We’ve had to pay for Des’s hospital bills, and my sister Jazmine’s, along with a few other members who needed the assistance. If it wasn’t for our gentleman’s club, Humble, we’d have been disbanded and scattered to the winds months ago. As it is, we’re skating by. Barely. 

Hopper, the oldest of our riding members, with his oil-stained, callused hands, sits grumpily at the table buttering a slice of toast. My VP, Des, is on his left, and Trigger, my Sergeant at Arms, on his right. Trigger crunches away on his blackened toast, as his emotional support Rottweiler, Radish, neatly eats a bowl of her favorite kibble with strawberry jam.

That dog has a twisted appetite. 

As I wander in, stealing a few pieces of bacon off of the share plate that sits in the middle of the table, and mouthing the perfectly crunchy peice, I ask, “What’s the deal today, Des?” 

Clearing his mouth of food, he takes a sip of his coffee before answering with a crooked smile. “I have a doctor’s appointment at the hospital again.” He raises his bandaged arm. “Hopper is taking me over. I’ll hear the results from that latest MRI.” 

Head trauma, separated shoulder, a punctured lung, and a dislocated triceps that left him with a nasty fucking chunk out of his forearm, that was nearly two years back now. Since then, we’d repaired our relationship with the Bows, we’d fought side by side with them, and we’d taken down not one but two cartels trying to ruin us. Though the damage that was done to his body may keep him off a bike for good. 

Busta’s Broken Bows, his brother Cap’s SoCal Soulless, and us, the Hades Army, had lost nearly thirty members between us in the course of a year from the cartels. Hades had lost eleven members, which doesn’t include the most painful loss we all endured. Humble’s resident bartender, my sister’s best friend, and Busta’s old lady, Oubliette. She died, along with one of their twins, their unborn son, Gale. I try not to dwell on that shit, as I can’t think of the pain he must feel from losing a child he never had a moment to love.  

Placing his dirty cup in the makeshift sink, a yellow tub that rests on a rickety plywood counter, Hopper pipes up, “On that note, we should get going, Des. Say hi to J for me, Death.”

“Yeah. I’ll tell her you miss her taunting.” That’s not the truth at all. He hates how she can get a rise from him with something super simple. Even as a kid, she could piss him off with a wink. My sister has a way with the people she adores. Don’t get me started on what she does to those she dislikes. 

He growls his discontent, “Hopefully she hasn’t fired another nurse.” 

“Ain’t that the truth.” 

During the final skirmish, J was badly injured. Badly is an understatement. She died twice. Once in the clubhouse and once on the way to the hospital, therefore, a condition of her release from the health prison, as she called it, was for us to provide her with around-the-clock care. J is difficult at the best of times, ill, she’s downright dangerous. The nurses have taken a beating from her and, admittedly, I have tried to steer clear of her attitude too. My sister can slice you with her tongue far worse than someone with a knife could. Thankfully, she’s doing better now, and life is getting back to normal.

Laughing, Des hops up. “I love your sister like family, but you know the woman is madder than a cat covered in tar and feathers. She’ll put some fire under you if you aren’t ready for her this morning.” 

He’s right. We’ve known each other since grade school, and he’s been on the sharp edge of her brutality more than he wishes to count. If you place Jazmine in a point where she can’t fight back, there is nothing meaner.  

Smirking, I start for the door. “I’ll make sure to gird my loins.”  

As the heavy steel door closes behind me, the sound of their laughter has me feeling good about today, and afraid they’re right. As always, we know what my sister can be like, and I doubt today will be any better than the last one. 

Striding a few hundred yards to the public garage that is on the edge of our property, each bay holds a bike or a car in it in the midst of being repaired. It’s nice to see it busy, but it’s still a long way from turning a profit after the cash injections it’s had lately to rebuild it. 

When I pass by a couple of the prospects and members as they work away or take a smoke break, with a nod or a hey, I continue on. The trailer my sister has been occupying is only a few steps away, but I need a moment to settle myself before I contend with her. A nice calm ride around Anaheim should do it. 

As I’m about to straddle my bike, I hear my name. 

“Death. Hey, Brother. Wait!” Rounding the corner, my little brother, Apoc, calls out. He’s aptly named. Apoc, as in apocalypse. Trouble follows him at every curve. Sometimes I think he susses it out before it finds him, but that’s just who he is. 

His name in our native language means God of Rain, and I swear the kid has more nicknames than a hooker in a whorehouse. With his real name being hard for most people to pronounce, Tlaloc, he goes by Poc, Apoc, Loc, and Tallo. What worries me today is, he only comes looking for me when shit is about to hit the fan. I don’t think I have enough room for more insanity in my day. “What, Loc?” 

“Is it so bad I wanted to visit my sister today too?” 

Smirking, I reply, “Yeah, right.” I know there’s more to it. Every day since J has been home, I’m here, helping. Him? He stops by once a week at most, and only when he needs something. 

"Okay, I lied. I don’t want to see J. She’s already pissed. I heard her tossing shit around so I’ve been waiting out here for you.” Pausing, he pulls out a brown legal file. “A lawyer stopped by Humble this morning before I left. Some Carly lady. She needed to see you. She had paperwork, and I promised I’d bring it directly to you without wasting time.” 

Great. Another issue. 

“Can we not catch a break? Even for a fucking week.” 

Laughing, Poc shrugs, tossing his long, braided raven-black hair across his shoulder, twisting the end around his finger. “It appears, no.” 

He and my sister look almost identical, even though they’re nearly eight years apart. I’m the oldest of us at forty-one. Jazmine is thirty-seven and Poc is twenty-seven. I think he’ll eternally be twenty-one. With their sharp high cheekbones, deep-tanned skin, russet eyes, and raven-colored hair, the two of them look a part of our family far more than I do. Both our parents are Native American. With my soft tones, blond hair, and blue eyes, the milkman jokes died off a long time ago, but I was always the ugly duckling of the family. The odd man out. 

“So, what’s in the paperwork?” 

He rolls his eyes, smiling, and avoiding the truth. “It’s just a protection detail.” 

“I knew you’d opened it. Fucking little shit.” I punch him in the shoulder for good measure. “Paperwork for me is paperwork for me, Poc.” Though, I shouldn’t be surprised he read it. 

“Let me see.”  

“Fuck. Fine.” He hands me the papers. “This isn’t a good idea though.”

“Riding without a helmet isn’t a good idea. Playing Russian roulette is not a good idea,” I quip, taking the manila folder.

Taking a step back, Poc mutters under his breath, “This isn’t far off of that.” 

As I’m opening the wound string and pulling the sheets free, the name at the top comes into view. Tossing the paperwork across the yard, as if it’s on fire, I yell a little louder than I should, “No! Flat out. Not in any way. Not me, not the club. No one from Hades will get involved with this.” 

Protesting, Poc tries, “Don’t you think we should—” 

I pace the space. “Fuck no. We’re not getting involved.” 

“We—”

I cut off Poc and the protests I’m sure he’s about to toss my way. “In no way are we getting involved. I swore after what happened, we would never show that family an ounce of care.” 

“Fine, Brother. As your family, I understand the reason behind the no, but as president of the club, it’s a subpoena.” 

Pulling down a portion of my ire, I adjust my tone, huffing out a sigh. “Couldn’t start with that?” Picking up the discarded file, still disgruntled and annoyed, I pull the sheets free. Looking past all of the legal jargon that would usually twist me up in knots—I get to the same conclusion Apoc did. We were not requested to do this; I was being formally informed. Me. Not Hades Army.  

“So, I do this, or my ass goes to jail for a long fucking time. Again.” That’s the CliffsNotes version of course, but it’s exactly what they wanted me to see. 

That fucking family had already pushed me to the edge of disaster. They were who made me the president of an MC instead of a Heisman Trophy winner. My college ball days ended with cuffs. They were who created Death instead of Bennett. I went from a lovestruck boy to a man who took no shit from anyone, but had to deal with an immense amount of hell to get there.

“So how do you want to tackle this?” Poc asks nonchalantly, like he’s asking for lunch money. 

“I’d like it if I could bury her ass in the Alta Noche yard beside the body of the rotting Queen, but I don’t see that happening. So, I guess I better figure out a plan.”

Grinning his wide dimpled smile, Poc giggles. “Well, on the way here I had an idea for that.” 

Fuck. “Course you did, Brother.” 

Seemingly pleased, he releases the now teased strands of hair he’d been toying with. “I could look after her.” 

“Tlaloc!” Using his real name for emphasis, instead of his nickname, I raise my voice far louder than I’d meant. “I can’t send my fucking baby brother to care for the daughter of a politician.” Reducing the tone, more than I wish I had to today, I calm myself. The guys in the shop and milling around the yard have all turned to look. “It says I’ve been subpoenaed to watch her, not the Army. Not to mention, you can’t remember to lock the doors at Humble, never mind giving you a detail where you’d have to care for another person.” When I look over, his face has a shit-eating grin on it. Prick was playing me all along. “Look, I may not like it, but I don’t see that I get a choice in this.” 

Shrugging his shoulders and sucking in those deep dimples of his, in his usual way, Apoc lets the stress slide right off him. “Brother, you know this isn’t going to go well. You’re a bad combination.” 

“Don’t I know it.” Kicking at the sandy ground and eyeing the paperwork with my name typed out perfectly, it’s there in black and white. “I don’t get a choice though.”

This is a huge deal, and another one to pile on top of the other issues I’m already contending with.  

I haven’t told my sister her hospital bills are mounting. Some of the guys know, but not everyone does. The Army’s clubhouse repairs are stacked higher than banded hundreds, and the bike shop, even though it’s doing well, is not making enough to support all of the members who we need to. I had to take out a personal loan that I didn’t tell the boys about, just to inject cash back into the club. 

The club is barely holding itself together. The consequences of this will cause repercussions for years to come if I can’t find a way to get through this while keeping the Hades Army intact. Knowing I won’t be going to see Jaz, I blew out a heavy breath and sighed. “Do me a favor. Take these.” I hand him two white envelopes with cash. “Tell her it’s the final pay for Ratchet and Kelvin. N’ give our sister a kiss for me. Then give her shit if she isn’t eating.” 

“Got it, Boss man.” Taking the envelopes, he asks, “Anything else?”

Stepping to my bike, I straddle, sit, and think for a second. “Yeah. Don’t get us into anything else. I can’t take much more shit right now.” 

As I start up and his laugh is bouncing around in my head, I turn for the highway toward Humble. 

I’d swore I’d never see her again. That she was someone I’d left in my past, a past that’s about to rear its ugly head. 

I need a drink and someone with a clearer head to look at this.
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Chapter 3
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Riding to Humble, holding that heavy folder tightly in my cut, I carry with me our future. It will be either our demise or our redemption. Or...at least mine. 

Striding in, the subdued music is dull and not its usual bombastic tone. It’s early in the day and the clientele is not as boisterous, nor are they looking to be seen. At eleven in the morning, most of them are hiding from their Bosses, jobs they hate, and wives who nag. Sure, they want the tits and glitz of a high-end strip joint, but they’re not in for the flashy outfits and loud tunes like they are when they’re here to entertain clientele of their own. Right now, they’re only here to forget why they left their homes in the first place. 

Humble Gentleman’s Club is the prestigious establishment in the heart of Anaheim’s financial district. We are discreet in an area of town that requires it. It’s three floors of lick, suck, fuck, and occasionally, legal dancing. After all, we’re a motorcycle club running a strip bar, not nuns holding mass. 

As I wandered directly to the bar, taking a seat beside Curse, the two of us watched the surroundings without saying a word to one another. Conversations will come about when needed, but first thing’s first, I need a goddamn drink. 

Garnering the attention of the bartender, Vivian, a woman who’s nothing special behind the bar, but who can make what’s needed when it’s required, she struts over. “Make me something fucking stiff, V.” 

Wiggling her cherry-red eyebrows, she rolls her eyes a touch. I don’t usually drink in the daytime, so for me to ask, she knows it’s already been a hard day. 

Piping up, at six foot nine, nearly three hundred pounds, Curse is a daunting man. Unusually tall for a Korean man, and as thick as a hundred-year-old oak, he is someone I turn to for legal advice. After all, his parents had him finish his legal degree before he could “fuck off to waste his life” with the MC. “What mayhem should I expect from you today, Boss?” 

Noticing he didn’t turn my way as he asked this absently, I can tell his concentration is fully zoned in on the drink in his hand. With one of Obi’s wildly made concoctions on the bar before him, it sends a pang of guilt through my soul. The aqua-blue tinge with floating tapioca balls is his half-finished cup of Blue Balls. Shoving the little gummy bear textured masses around his glass, he sucks them through a wide-mouthed straw to chew on.

“Here, Death,” V states as she places my drink before me. A twisted gremlin nipple, I’d know that anywhere. The white liquor cream coats the sides of the martini glass, while pale pink ribbons of raspberry float throughout. What makes it what it is sits proudly in the middle, laying softly. A bright-red gummy tit we specifically have made just for this drink. It’s full of orange and mango liquor, and when you poke it with the straw it changes the drink to taste like a crisp green apple. 

Even the thought of puncturing the gummy boob sends a painful stab of guilt washing over me. I do though, as a nod to the woman she was.

As a girl straight out of college, out of work, out of options, and looking for a place to work short term, Oubliette became integral to this club’s success. A chemist by trade, she turned Humble into the hottest place in Anaheim. Her drinks made the men smile, the girls tipsy, and the bar a ton of cash. V makes the same drinks, but the on the fly creations Obi would toss at you on a whim are gone. 

It used to be Obi and J who ran the bar and V was the backup girl. The two were as thick as thieves and as dangerous as career pickpockets. Losing Obi has left a large hole in many of us.

Blowing out a heavy breath of stress, Curse shoulder bumps me. “Fuck, man. Are you going to make me guess why you’re stressed out or what?” 

“What tells you I’m stressed?”

“Oh. I don’t know. It’s 10:00 a.m. and you’re drinking.” 

Slapping the folder on the counter between us, I tap it. “Open that.” 

Using his good elbow, carefully not bumping his busted arm, Curse slides the paperwork out. Reading it quietly to himself, the heavy stress of those simple words coat his soul. Setting the paperwork back down, taking a large tug of his drink, he absently munches on tapioca pearls. “You’re being made to do this?”

“Yeah.” 

Leaning on the bar, pinching the bridge of my nose, and looking toward the flashing ceiling lights, I await Curse’s input. 

“That family is your fucking nemesis.”

Curse has been with me, shit; since we were waiting for our balls to drop. He didn’t hit jail with me, but that didn’t mean we hadn’t got into enough trouble to deserve it. His mother and father owned the Korean five-and-dime across from Hades. Once a skinny punk who was worried about getting straight A’s, he, Des, and I had caused ample amounts of destruction as we grew up. His casted arm is just a new scar to add to the already damaged road map of his body. 

Stuffing the paperwork back in the file, it heavily rests like an unwanted drunken asshole between us. “It’s not like I can avoid it.” 

“Why now? What shit has that fucking family gotten into that they need someone like you?” I know what Curse is asking. Why not some security company or some other club? Why involve me at all? 

“No idea. I hate that it can’t be avoided. I’ll have to go there.”  

Without being asked, V has set a fresh drink in front of Curse. He motions with a nod, toys with the lemon slice stuck at the end of his bright green straw, and slides over his nearly empty glass. As it nearly falls over the edge, he reaches out with his bad arm to grab it before it crashes to the floor. 

“Fuck!” Wincing, the expletive that accompanies his expression can be heard over the sound of the booming music. It catches the attention of half the club as he tries to regain his composure. 

Weakness is not something Curse likes to portray to others. It’s been nearly a year since the attack on the repair shop that left his wife, brother, and six-year-old-son dead, leaving Curse in the hospital fighting for his life for a month straight.  

“Still bothering you?” I ask. I hate seeing him in pain, and it’s taken a lot longer than he thought it would to repair. His arm was shattered at the joint, just below his shoulder. They installed a titanium replacement, but it worries me. He should’ve been back to normal by now.  

“Yeah. Aches like a son of a bitch, and it feels like something needs to pop all the time.” He rolls his head around, before shrugging the shoulder. “I just wish it would release. I want to get back on my bike.” 

Knowing how I’d feel if I couldn’t ride, his frustration must be through the roof. “Go see the doctor again, man. Maybe there’s something more they can do.” 

“You done being my mom?” he chirps snidely. 

Not taking it personally, I joke, “If your mom would take my calls, I’d tell her to give you shit. She hasn’t talked to me since the tenth grade.”  

Smirking, Curse quips back, “She’s just not that into you, Death. You need to give in. Not all moms want to fuck you.” 

I smile. “Enough of them do.” 

This causes him to laugh, the sound of it is better than his griping. 

As I’m taking a sip of my drink, letting the happiness of the moment wash over me, my name is called out by Piper, as she rounds the corner from storage. “Hey, Death.” Holding two bottles of vodka, the always frail-looking, half-starved Piper steps to the bar. With tight, jet-black curls that frame her face and a constantly frightened gaze, Piper smiles.

“Pipes. How are we today?” 

“Were a bit short on some of the special products, and we could use a supply run on booze. I could make a list if you’ve got time to go over it.” She’s the old lady of Cap, the Pres of the SoCal Soulless. After our cartel war ended, Cap asked if I’d employ her here to give her an outlet. I thought for sure she wouldn’t last a day, but she’s as tough as nails and, thankfully, the club’s nearly naked attire doesn’t bother her at all. 

The bar was Obi and J’s job. Run the bar, keep the stock up, and deal with this bullshit I don’t have time for. With J out of commission, I’m fucking pulled thin.

“Sure. Give me a bit, Pipes. I’ll just finish this with Curse.” 

She wipes her hand on a bar towel. “Okay.” She stares at me as if there’s something else.  

“Anything else?” I ask rhetorically. 

Seeming unnerved, Piper stands her ground, with her dark, still sunken and sullen eyes trained on the bar instead of looking at me. “Yes. But it can wait.” 

I can’t handle more “it can wait” problems right now, so her, “can wait” better be while I’m open to hearing it. 

She may give off the vibe of a scared rabbit, but Piper’s hardcore. She killed a man who was about to harm her cousin, she rescued Cap, and killed the cunt cartel leader, Queen, in cold blood. That was all while she was attempting to escape Mexico. Don’t get me started on what she did once she returned to the U.S. 

I wouldn’t cross her. 

Changing my answer, “Ya know what, Piper. Whatever it is, bring it to my office in twenty.” 

Seemingly content with my answer, she smiles. Turning on a heel, she walks off, back to the storage area. 

Rubbing a hand
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