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Chapter One

 


After finding a parking spot, King killed his engine
and got off his Harley. His left arm still ached, although the
doctor had taken the cast off a week ago. He could’ve asked his
Vice President Brick to take a crew with him and scope this place
out, but he didn’t. King was more of a hands-on kind of guy. Always
been.

It wasn’t his style to just sit around in the
clubhouse while his men did all the dirty work. Besides, he had
other business here. Business the rest of his crew didn’t need to
know about.

“This the place?” Brick asked, getting off his own
bike. Tank did the same.

King eyed the dingy little roadhouse. He could hear
loud country music from inside. Not their usual dive. He privately
wondered if bringing Brick and Tank was enough. Then again, he
didn’t want to stand out. Ruby’s Bar and Roadhouse was on Axel’s
territory, not his. If members of the Chaos Riders MC knew the
Ruthless Reapers were here, a fight would inevitably break out.
Then again, King always relished a good fight.

“Why can’t we have drinks at the Dirty Dog?” Tank
asked Brick. The big, scarred biker scratched his head. King
glimpsed a flash of steel inside Tank’s cut. Brick and Tank were
packing ammo, just like he told them.

“Because our Prez here isn’t just here for the
drinks or the atmosphere,” Brick said with a scoff. “Let’s get
inside before folks start to think we’re up to no good.”

They generated unfriendly stares all the way inside
the bar. King expected the sour reception. After all, Brick, Tank,
and he stuck out like sore thumbs. The place was crowded—no
surprise there. It was a Friday night and probably most of the
locals were present. Tank shouldered his way through the crowd and
found them a corner table, one that overlooked the front door and
windows. Perfect.

Brick flagged down a passing waitress, who gave the
three of them a narrowed look. “Three beers,” Brick said.

“Plus, a cheeseburger, fries, and onion rings,” Tank
added.

Brick glared at Tank. “We’re not here to eat
dinner.”

“I’m hungry,” Tank complained. “I haven’t eaten
since lunch.”

King ignored his two MC brothers and scanned the
bar. King didn’t see any of Axel’s people. A good sign so far. King
didn’t intend to stir unnecessary trouble. He just wanted his drink
and a glimpse of his latest obsession. King didn’t see her right
away. Their waitress, Cindy, returned with their drinks and Tank’s
food.

“Prudence working tonight?” King asked her.

“Who’s Prudence?” Tank asked Brick. Brick
sighed.

Cindy studied him a little closer. He flashed her a
smile. Cindy took a hesitant back, then a deep breath. King had
been often told he had an unsettling smile. The club’s allies and
enemies knew better than to cross him. Once someone got on King’s
bad side, they usually ended up really hurt or dead.

“She’s working another section,” Cindy finally
answered then looked over her shoulder.

King finally caught sight of his curvy prize. Pretty
Prudence with her bright apple-red curls, hazel eyes, and such
tempting, succulent lips so ripe for the taking. King could have
any women he wanted. Hell, in his youth, he’d fucked plenty of
women. None of them meant anything to him. His first priority was
his club. Taking an old lady had never been part of his long-term
plans yet, Prudence made him want to change his mind.

Prudence might be too young for him. She was
probably in her early twenties like King was into his late forties.
The age difference between them hardly mattered.

Cindy and the other waitresses in the bar all looked
the same. Haggard. Tired. Like the life had been squeezed out of
their flesh and bones a long time ago. Not Prudence. She flashed a
group of drunk locals a smile. It wasn’t even directed at King, and
his cock stirred. Unlike the revealing outfit Cindy wore, Prudence
wore plain blue jeans, a plaid shirt, and boots. Prudence didn’t
need to dress up to look good. She shone in a dirty bar full of
boring, insignificant people.

“That’s her, huh?” Brick mused out loud. “The girl
you’re so crazy over? I don’t see it.”

Tank shoved fries into his mouth, then started on
his burger. Tank might appear relaxed on the outside, but King knew
the big man was constantly scanning the room for any possible
threats.

“That’s her,” King agreed. “And I don’t give a fuck
about your opinion.”

Brick snorted. King watched Prudence make her way to
the bar. He never told Brick, but he’d already been shot down once.
This wasn’t his first visit to Ruby’s. King came here on a less
busy night to ask Prudence out for dinner. Something he’d never
done before. King didn’t do dates or romance. Then again, if he
just wanted sex, he could screw any of the club whores.

Prudence shot him down, leaving him stunned.
Bewildered. A little angry. King had a reputation to protect. When
he wanted something or someone, King would sure as hell get it.
He’d resort to any means to reach his goals, no matter the
cost.

“Something about her seems familiar,” Tank
remarked.

Brick leaned over, cigarettes between his lips. When
he spoke, he exhaled smoke into King’s face. Annoyed, King flung
the stick aside. Brick gave him a grave look.

“You selfish bastard. I know who the hell her father
is,” Brick said. King didn’t miss the accusation in his tone.

“Enlighten me anyway,” King said.

He wasn’t sure why he was egging Brick on. Ever
since he landed himself in the hospital after the club’s last
delivery job went south, things between Brick and him had been a
little tense. Different. As VP, Brick had to step up when King
couldn’t. Maybe being temporarily in charge gave Brick the
impression that he was the big boss. King had to remind him why he
was the President, not Brick.

Brick knew him long enough to know not to take the
bait. He sat back, crossed his arms. “Is that why you want her?
Because she’s off-limits? Is that what appeals to you?”

When King didn’t answer right away, Brick sighed.
“Even when we were boys, you always wanted what’s out of reach.
She’s not worth the hassle, King.”

Brick didn’t need to remind him of that fact. It
didn’t matter. No one refused his advances and lived to tell the
tale. Prudence would regret blowing him off. All King needed to do
was show her what she was missing out on. He could be very
persuasive if he wanted.

“Boss, speaking of trouble, it just walked in,” Tank
interrupted.

King followed his gaze, expecting to see Axel or
some of his crew. He didn’t recognize two of the bikers that walked
in. King narrowed his gaze, finally catching sight of the patches
they wore. Another MC. One King and his club had never crossed
paths with simply because they lived on the opposite sides of the
county.

The Black Dogs MC also had a reputation fouler than
the Ruthless Reapers or the Chaos Riders. The three MC clubs had
territories next to each other. King and his crew dealt with
weapons. Axel’s crew sold drugs, but rumor had it the Black Dogs
dabbled in human trafficking. That was one line King and his club
would never cross. Sure, they might live outside the law, but they
had had certain standards. The Black Dogs had none.

Brick whistled.

“I heard there was a shooting a few days ago. Some
of Axel’s men put some of the Black Dogs in the hospital over some
territorial shit,” Brick said.

“Aren’t you a wealth of information,” King
drawled.

Clearly, he and Brick needed to work on their
communication. The locals gave the Black Dogs a wide berth. Two
more of them appeared. There were four of them total. Three bikers
bearing Chaos Riders MC patches rose from a table. One cracked his
knuckles. Another patted the huge knife sheathed on his thigh. The
two groups eyed each other. The air felt like it was charged with
unknown energy. King wasn’t even on one side of the fence and yet
excitement stirred in his veins.

“You just got out of the hospital. I figured I’d
update you once you felt a little better,” Brick said. “I didn’t
expect you to take us to a middle of a goddamn territorial
war.”

“We should leave before the shit hits the fan,” Tank
suggested. “We don’t have any beef with either club.”

Tank had a point there.

“Fine, let’s leave,” King said. Brick looked
momentarily surprised by his suggestion. King decided it was better
to let the two groups fight it off. Axel and he weren’t on the best
of terms, but they mostly left each other alone. They’d had
business deals in the past, but they weren’t friends or allies.

Brick and Tank made their way to the exit. King had
one foot out the door when the sound of shattering glass and a
woman’s cry of alarm made him turn back. One biker had a meaty fist
around Prudence’s wrist. King didn’t think. He ignored Brick’s
warning and retraced his steps.

 



Chapter Two

 


Prudence felt the biker’s stare the entire time. She
didn’t get his name. No, that wasn’t right. He didn’t divulge that
information to her, but she certainly never forgot him. He came up
to her a few nights ago to ask her out, which took her completely
by surprise.

She’d never been the pretty or popular girl back in
high school. Everyone in Serenity Hill knew who her father was, so
she’d always been protected from bullies. That didn’t stop the mean
girls from whispering behind her back. Prudence could count with
one hand the number of times she went on a date. There were a
couple of spectacular fails. She only had serious relationships.
Hank Miller only dated her because his friends challenged him to go
out with the chubby girl whose father practically owned the
town.

This biker though, Prudence could tell he was
different. No one ever looked at her that way before. Like she was
a conquest, a prize he wanted to take home. She wasn’t too sure how
to feel about that. Offended? A little excited? No one ever showed
her that much interest before.

In the present, she focused on her job. Prudence
wanted to keep it, after all. Her father told her she ought to work
in one of the businesses the Chaos Riders MC owned. Of course, she
had chosen to work in a place not controlled by the club. Not
everything
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