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We come from ruins,

But we are not ruined...

AFTER A LIFETIME OF not knowing where she belonged, Saraya thought she might have found something true: a new family, thanks to the Banshees, and a place standing next to their president, Knight.

Her former enemy. And now her lover. The man who took her in and protected her when she didn’t have any place else to go. The man who set her body on fire every time he touched her.

Until her ex, Devil, demanded that she come back to him.

Saraya and Knight were certain that they could outwit Devil and walk away from him, but they were wrong. Everything went sideways, and now they find themselves in hiding—from Devil’s gang and from the cops. The Banshees are scattered, dead, or in jail, and their path forward is unclear.

Until Saraya decides she can save the day on her own.

Regardless of how much it costs her.

Will Knight be able to reach her before she can do something that will destroy both their lives? Or will she succeed at her mission and save him... while sacrificing her own safety?
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KNIGHT 

––––––––
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BROCK. MISSING AS WELL. Tinker missing. Saraya in danger and the rest of us...

The rest of us running around in disorganized chaos, trying to figure out what the hell to do about any of it.

Dammit.

We’d thought this was going to be... well, not straightforward, exactly, but at least a known entity. Devil had Tinker. He wanted Saraya. We were going to give him a bait and switch, using Mandy. Kill Devil, get Tinker back. Get the hell out of there, and then prepare for what the next day would bring.

And instead, we had more guys turning up missing.

I grabbed my phone and dialed the number I knew by heart, putting the phone to my ear and praying as the ringing started. Please answer, Brock. Please answer, Brock. With Tink missing, Brock and Gem were my backups, and Gem was currently one of the walking wounded. I needed Brock to come through for me right now. I needed his bulk and his mind, and though he’d always wanted peace over fighting, I needed his ability to stay cool in a dangerous situation and give me valuable advice.

Most of all, I needed him to be okay, because I’d already lost track of one of the most important people in my life. I didn’t know if I could stand losing another.

The call went to voicemail, though—not sent there, like he had the phone in hand and wasn’t taking any calls right now, but like the phone had rung and rung, and he hadn’t answered it. Which meant he either wasn’t with his phone or wasn’t able to answer it.

“Shit,” I breathed, hitting the button to end the call. 

Saraya looked up at me, her eyes big and very serious, murky gray rather than bright green right now. “Think he already knows about Tinker?”

“Could be,” I allowed. “Those two have always been thick as thieves.”

And what if he did? If he did, I knew, our problems were even bigger than Brock simply being missing. He loved his brother more than he loved himself, and if he knew Devil had Tink...

“If he knows, he may already be out there doing something stupid,” I said, starting to move. “Or Devil might have him, too. He may have fallen into whatever trap Devil set for us. Gem, gather the guys. Tell them to get to Devil’s compound but stay far enough away that their cameras don’t pick them up. A mile away, at least. We’re going after Tinker. If shit goes bad, I want the guys to come in and control the situation.”

“And Brock?” Gemini asked.

No argument with my orders. Good. He knew how serious this was, then. And I noticed he also hadn’t argued with my implied decision that he wasn’t going to get to come. Also good. I didn’t need lip from Gemini right now. I needed him to watch my back and keep Saraya safe while I was gone.

“We don’t have time to find him right now,” I told him. “I don’t know where he is, but we don’t have time to search. We definitely don’t have time to wait around for him. Besides, if I know Brock, we’re going to end up running into him in Devil’s driveway.”

Gemini nodded and turned away, ready to go get the men, but I reached out and caught his arm before he could move. He turned to look at me, eyebrows lifted in question.

“Something else?”

I squeezed his arm firmly. He hadn’t been arguing with my orders, but I wanted to make sure he understood exactly what I was asking for. “You stay back,” I told him, my voice quiet. “You stay out of the way. You’re already wounded, and I’m not willing to lose you when they’ve already got Tinker. You understand me?”

He stared at me for a moment, searching my eyes like he was looking for something, but then he relaxed and nodded. “Got it, boss,” he said. “But you make sure you all get out of there alive. I’ll stay here and keep Saraya safe.”

I smiled grimly. “That’s all I can ask for. Good luck, brother.”

I watched him leave, then turned to Saraya and Mandy. “Mandy, we’ve got to get you ready. And while we do that, you tell me exactly what you think you’re going to do out there.”

***
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THE PROBLEM WITH MANDY’S plan was that she was actually taller than Saraya. Not by a lot, but a couple inches, at least. She also wasn’t quite as curvy as Devil’s former old lady. She’d never have fit into Saraya’s clothes.

Not that Saraya had come with her wardrobe. The truth was, she’d been borrowing Mandy’s clothes since she arrived, not having brought any of her own. And that was how I knew that she and Mandy were definitely not the same size. Mandy’s stuff was tight around Saraya’s ass and chest but was at least three inches longer than it should be.

It fit Mandy, obviously, but what was going to happen when she showed up pretending to be Saraya and Devil immediately recognized her as the wrong size and shape? As much as I hated the thought—as much as it made me burn with jealousy—he had to know Saraya’s curves by heart.

He’d spot a thinner, more willowy body as a fake in a heartbeat, and that was a problem, because our plan depended on Mandy being able to get Devil out of whatever house he was in and into an open space. The positive side was that she had about a million reasons to succeed. His men had hurt Gemini. They’d come after me—and then they’d kidnapped Tinker.

And that didn’t even touch the rumor that Mandy herself had dated Devil before Saraya was in the picture. I had no idea if that was true, but if it was, and he’d been as horrible to Mandy as he’d been to Saraya, it gave her one more piece of motivation for luring him out so we could kill him.

I just didn’t think it was going to work, though, if he could see her too well. And in that moment, I started wondering if we needed a different plan.

Saraya, however, was busy arranging Mandy’s clothes like she was positive this was going to work. “If I know him, he’ll be drunk,” she was saying. “This late at night? He’s probably had at least two forties already. Cheap stuff, too. Miller Light or something like that. He’ll be able to walk, but his mind won’t be sharp.”

“Even on a night when he expects you to surrender yourself?” Mandy asked. 

Saraya snorted. “It won’t matter. He’ll think I’m going to walk right up to him and turn myself over, no questions asked. He spent the last three years training me to obey his every command.”

Mandy chuckled darkly. “Then I’m guessing he didn’t actually know you that well.”

Saraya looked up and met Mandy’s eyes, and I shivered at the fire I saw in her gaze. “It’s awfully hard to show your true self when someone is doing their best to knock you down every time you dare to stand up.”

Mandy pulled her into a hug, pressing her hands into Saraya’s curls. “Even more reason for us to take him out.”

I stepped back into the shadows, feeling like I was watching something private between the two of them. Unlikely allies, women who could have hated each other, and who I’d seen fighting like cats, ready to scratch each other’s eyes out. But allied now in their enemy.

Allied in the man they wanted to take out.

“I know how vicious he can be,” Mandy continued. “I know exactly how hard it is to stand up to him when he’s in a mood. And that means I know how brave you’ve been. How much it must have taken to face that day after day.”

Saraya’s shoulders shook with either sobs or deep breathing, and I almost went to her then, the idea of her being upset tearing me up inside. Instead of sobbing into Mandy’s shoulder, though, she reared back and offered the other girl a wry smile.

“If you know that, I’m hoping it means you have what it takes to kill him.”

Mandy returned the smile. “Don’t worry. I have a bullet with his name on it.”
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KNIGHT

––––––––
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I PACED THE WALLS OF the garage, my eyes on my feet as they walked, my path taking me around and through the various equipment and motorcycles crowding the place. How many times had I walked this exact path, turning and avoiding obstacles by memory?

Too many to count. This was where I came to think and plan. The path I walked when I was waiting for something to happen, good or bad.

Of course, I wasn’t usually contemplating something like what we were about to do. Sure, we often ran hijinks and schemes, money-making plans that required specific timing and more bravery than brains. Those were usually protection schemes or escorting people who were transporting something valuable, though. Situations that required careful planning and timing but very rarely included guns or the potential of murder.

This thing that we were doing tonight, though, this gambit at Devil’s compound...

This was unlike anything I’d ever planned before.

And we were right on top of it, now. We’d have to leave within the next twenty minutes or so if we were going to get out to Devil’s place before the midnight deadline he’d set. That was why I was out here, to be honest. I’d been ready to go for what felt like forever, but I was still waiting for the rest of my men to say their goodbyes to their women and get their bikes ready. And it was easier to wait out here with the bikes than in the clubhouse, watching the women say their tearful farewells.

Hell, this was intense. And it was going to have to be the end of this whole thing. We’d courted war against Devil and his crew by allowing Saraya into our midst, and I’d practically guaranteed it by falling for the girl and deciding I was going to keep her for myself. Once I did that—once I took her to my bed and had her—we were set on our path, no way of turning aside. I’d never set out to go to war with Devil, but circumstances had changed, and now here we were.

And I wouldn’t change it for anything. I would never give Saraya back to him. Never. I’d seen what he’d done to her, and I’d held her in my own arms. I’d had her underneath me in bed, in front of me over the bike, her sweet ass in my hands and her skin burning under my touch...

I clenched my fists on the thought, the muscles in my back tight with rage at the idea that Devil thought he could have her back, and growled to myself. The man had abused her, beating her to within an inch of her life and then sending her out with one of his prospects, blindfolded and ignorant of where she was headed. He’d misused her in unforgivable ways.

He’d broken the code for how we treated our women. And then he’d decided that he had the right to demand her back. He had the nerve to assume she’d come running, like she needed to escape me and go back to him.

He actually thought I’d let her go now that I’d found her.

“Over my dead body,” I muttered, getting to a corner and pivoting, my pace getting faster as my rage increased.

The man had been dogging my steps since we were in our twenties. He’d posed as my best friend and then sent me to jail on false charges, for fuck’s sake. He’d attacked my men. Cornered and tried to blackmail my clients. Infringed on my territory one too many times.

And now he was threatening the girl I’d taken as my own.

Enough was enough. This was going to end. 

Tonight.

Tonight, he was going to die.

The thought that I might die as well streaked through my brain, leaving darkness behind, and I stopped walking. True, we were going there with one goal in mind, and that was Devil’s death. But we were also walking right into a situation where he would have men gunning for us. Strolling into enemy territory like we weren’t risking our lives to go there.

We might be trying to trap Devil out in the open so Mandy could shoot him. But he’d have men aiming for me, too, and I’d be a sitting duck in his driveway, no matter how many men I had waiting to come to rescue me. If someone had a gun on me, my men weren’t going to be able to get to me in time to stop Devil’s man from pulling the trigger.

They’d arrive just to clean up the mess.

My thoughts changed direction abruptly, and I realized that if I was going to die tonight—if there was even a slight possibility of that happening—then I needed to make sure I had all my loose ends tied up. It had never seemed to matter before, but now...

Now I had something to lose.

I needed to tell Saraya how I felt about her. It might not bring her much comfort if I died, but at least she’d know that I’d died to defend her, rather than over some old argument. I wanted her to know that this was for her. That this was about her, and nothing else.

I wanted her to know exactly how I felt, and how badly I wanted her.

She walked into the garage thirty seconds later like that thought had somehow summoned her and glanced at me with concern on her face.

“What are you doing out here by yourself?”

“Planning,” I answered shortly.

She huffed. “I thought the plan was already in place.”

“It might be. But we’d be stupid to think we were going to get there and have everything go the way we think it will. We need a Plan B, and a Plan C, and even a Plan D, in case everything goes to hell.”

She nodded thoughtfully at that but didn’t take her eyes from my face. “Why do I think that’s not actually what you were thinking about when I walked in on you?”

This girl. I’d only known her a few days, and she could already read me like she’d known me for years. I didn’t know how I felt about that, having spent much of my life working hard to keep my secrets and keep people in their boxes, where they belonged.

A girl who could look at me and immediately tell what I was thinking made me distinctly uncomfortable.

It also had heat shooting through my veins and landing deep in my belly. Because after years of keeping everyone at a distance, having her reach into my chest and pull out the emotions was...

The point of talking to her right now, I told myself. I needed to talk to her about it rather than sitting here trying to figure out how I felt about her.

I was losing it. We were on the edge of going to war with Devil, and I was losing my ever-loving mind here in my garage over a fucking girl.

“You’re right about what I was thinking,” I told her. “Please sit down.”

Another questioning look, but she threw one leg over the closest motorcycle and took a seat, her legs barely long enough to reach the ground. She leaned over on the handlebars and fixed me with her green gaze, a question on her face. “Shit. What’s wrong?”

I mirrored her pose on another motorcycle and paused, trying to figure out what I wanted to say. What I needed to say.

And then it came to me.

“I’m going into a situation that I might not come out of,” I told her bluntly. “You know it and I know it. And before I go—”

She put a tiny hand up. “Stop it right now. Just stop. I don’t want to hear it. I don’t want to hear any of it.”

I pushed her hand down. “But I need to say it, and that means you’re going to listen.”

She pressed her lips together and narrowed her eyes, and I thought she was going to argue with me, but then she just... nodded. “Go ahead, then. But don’t think that I’m going to like it. And you better realize that I’ll be arguing with everything you say in my head.”

I melted a bit at that and cracked a smile. “Considering what I’m about to tell you, I’ll hope you change your mind about that.”

She tipped forward, reaching out to take my hands and almost falling off the bike in the process. I caught her and steadied her, and she giggled nervously... but then forced herself to become serious. “Knight, I’m sure I would. But I don’t want to hear it. Not right now.”

“Saraya, I might not live through the night.”

She shook her head. “You have to. I just found you and figured out what I’m supposed to be doing, and I can’t keep doing that if you don’t survive. Come home to me, Knight. Promise that you will.”

I shook my head, trying to keep up with the rapid jumps in her thoughts, and opened my mouth to reply... but found that I didn’t have any words.

She wanted to hear something that I couldn’t say. She’d asked for the one thing that I couldn’t give her, and no matter how badly I wanted to tell her that everything was going to be okay, I knew that I couldn’t.

I wasn’t going to lie to her.

Saraya watched me for a moment and seemed to realize that I wasn’t going to answer her, because instead of asking for anything else, she got off her bike and came to mine, sliding into my lap and wrapping her arms around my neck.

The kiss was soft. Gentle. Almost sad. And it drove right down into my bones and settled there, like some sort of armor.

When she drew back, her eyes were sad as well. “Promise me that you’ll come home,” she whispered.

And heaven help me, I promised, because I couldn’t bear the thought of not coming back to her.
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SARAYA 

––––––––
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I WATCHED THE MEN MOUNT their bikes, Mandy on the back of Knight’s, and start their engines. Knight looked back and met my eyes, and then gave me a slow wink, like this was all just a colossal prank.

Of course the things he’d said to me in the garage not too long ago told me that he was lying. He was worried that he was going to die, and I knew, somewhere in my mind, that he might be right. This wasn’t just a jaunt across the countryside. This was them going right into Devil’s territory and making themselves targets.

I might never see him again.

As the group started to pull out onto the road, I leaned on the railing of the clubhouse’s porch, my knees weak and my stomach roiling. Those men, who had somehow come to mean so much to me over the past couple of days, were going to war, and it was my fault. Going to try to draw Devil out so they could kill him... because Knight had said that he wouldn’t give me up.

I hated the thought that they were going there—putting their lives and their bodies at risk—because of me.

“Because of Devil,” I reminded myself. It was his fault they were going, because he’d thought he could abuse me when I was with him, and now that I’d escaped, he thought he could demand to have me back. He thought I’d just come marching along like I didn’t have anything better to do, and like I actually agreed with his demands.

He was in the wrong here, not me. He was the one who’d broken so many rules.

But if Knight hadn’t decided to protect me from Devil, his men wouldn’t be putting themselves on the line right now. Knight himself wouldn’t have tried to tell me goodbye himself, convinced that he might die.

The situation might be Devil’s fault, but the Banshees were risking their lives because of me, because Knight had grown attached to me.

I watched the man in question check with Mandy to make sure she was secure, then cast another glance in my direction. I lifted one hand and put it to my lips, blowing him the kiss that I wished I could give him. Shit, if I’d had the choice, I would have wrapped my arms around him and kept him here, refused to let him go. I couldn’t stand the thought of him putting himself in harm’s way. Didn’t even want to consider that he might not come back.

I couldn’t stand it if he didn’t.

The problem was it had occurred to me an hour ago that this entire plan might be a bad idea. Sure, Knight hadn’t wanted me to go to Devil and turn myself in, and this was a direct response to that, but something about the whole thing made me edgy. Devil calling me to him like he did, when he must have known that Knight wouldn’t allow me to go. Him setting this meeting in the middle of the night when it would be impossible for the Banshees to see what was going on. The idea that they were going right into his compound, where he was strongest.

Something about it didn’t feel right. I mean, a lot of things about it didn’t feel right, and that was the problem. I’d been with Devil for long enough to get to know his brain, and this felt like a trick. He’d known Knight when they were younger, and though Knight might have grown up since then, Devil still knew the man he was, deep down. He knew how Knight’s brain worked.

He had to know that Knight would take this opportunity to strike at Devil and his men rather than turning me over.

And hell, what if the whole thing was a trap? Some insane situation set up just to lure Knight there with his crew, onto enemy turf and without any backup? With Devil himself as the bait?

A prize that Knight couldn’t pass up. A challenge that he’d never ignore—and a chance to demonstrate to Devil once and for all that I now belonged to him.

It made so much sense that the moment I thought of it, the moment I fleshed it out, I knew it was true. But when I took it to Gemini, thinking he might be the best voice of reason in the entire building, he’d scoffed at me. 

“Knight knows what he’s doing, girl, and it’s not your place to question him,” he told me gruffly. He turned away a moment later, writing me off as nothing more than a silly girl who didn’t know what she was talking about.

Which was how he’d been treating me ever since I arrived.

Instead of making me feel ashamed of the thought, though, his actions had brought my pride to the forefront and made me furious. I’d gone right out to the garage, intent on telling Knight what I was thinking, and found him looking like his mother had just died. When he tried to tell me that he might not last the night, I got so distracted with not accepting it that I forgot to tell him what I suspected Devil was doing.

And I hadn’t had a second alone with him between then and the moment when he climbed onto his bike. He’d been so busy putting together the small crew that was going with him that he hadn’t spared me more than a glance.

And I’d convinced myself that I might be exaggerating. After all, he knew Devil just as well as Devil knew him. Surely he’d already thought about the idea that this might
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