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“Le coeur a ses raisons que la raison ne connaît point.”

“The heart has its reasons that reason knows nothing of.”

-French Proverb
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La vie est une fleur don’t l’amour est le miel.

C’est la colombe unie à l’aigle dans le ciel,

C’est la grâce tremblante à la force appuyée,

C’est ta main dans ma main doucement oubliée.

Victor Hugo
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Life is a flower, of which love is the honey.

It’s the dove and the eagle united in the sky.

It’s grace trembling at insistent force,

It’s your hand sweetly forgotten in mine.

-Victor Hugo
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
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While I was writing the Iron Dogz MC and the Maingarde crime family books several characters kept making appearances. They would not shut up and kept popping in and out of the books.

It left me with only one option – give them what they so obviously wanted, their own series.

This is it. The start of their own series – let’s see how they fare. (Or how I fare...)

This book is set in the USA and includes characters from South Africa.

PLEASE NOTE....

It was my decision to NOT use US English while writing the book but to write the way I always do, in South African English.

I’m not American and I would make so many mistakes the book would be a mess.

I hope you understand my reasoning.

As with my other books I have to issue a content warning.

Warning: This book contains situations that might upset sensitive readers. Please be aware the book contains violence, abuse, torture, and kidnapping, rape off the page, sex, and graphic language.

Thank you for once again going on a ride with me.

As with all my books I take walks on the dark side.

Come and take a walk with me.
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Joney August

Cape Town, South Africa

Memories are funny things, they invade your thoughts when you least expect it. Making you ache with emotions you’d rather not feel.

It happened every time I remembered the two best nights of my life. Sometimes it happened while I was at work but other times it came to me in my dreams.

That was the worst.

Waking up and finding I was alone. Realising it had been a dream.

I’d never see him again, never hold him again. I would never feel him inside me again.

I had given him my word I wouldn’t reach out so all I could do was visit him in my dreams. I cherished our time together and kept it close to my heart. Keeping the memories alive.

Closing my eyes I relived our last moments on the beach.

“Merci boucoup (Many thanks) for the most amazin’ night of my life, ‘tite chatte (little cat). I’m not just sayin’ that. It’s the truth.” He was quiet for a beat. “I wish I was a different man, a man who could give you the home and babies you deserve. But I’m not. I’m only half a man, and the half that’s left is no good for you. He’s a monster. I truly wish I had more to give. I do. If I did I would give it to you, no one else, Jo-Jo.”

I couldn’t help the tears that filled my eyes and silently ran down my cheeks. I was so sad for him, and for me.

Shaking his head he wiped them away with his thumbs. “‘tite chatte, casse pas mon coeur. (Little cat, don’t break my heart). What little I have left of it. Je suis désolé (I am sorry).” He whispered.

I don’t know what he said but as soon as he did he changed.

He pushed me away and I could see him closing down. It was almost as if a steel wall slid down between us.

Even his accent wasn’t as pronounced.

“I won’t call or text or answer any calls or texts from you. When I leave it will be the end of what we shared here between us. Do you understand?” He wasn’t being nasty at all. He was being honest.

What could I say or do but agree.

“I understand, Monster man.” I teased before turning serious.

“I won’t call or text, you have my word.”

I gave him my word without a second thought.

Opening my eyes I winced at how easily I had done that. As if what we had shared hadn’t been life changing for me, and I suspect the same had been true for him.

I shook my head determined to shake the memories off. I had given my word and that was that.

He had given me two nights I would remember for the rest of my life. Nights no other man would ever be able to replicate or erase from my mind.

Not that I had tried to replicate or erase them.

I had changed who I used to be.

My transformation had started because of something my new best friend had said to me. Rider started off not liking me but we became friends, more than just friends, we were best friends.

Shortly before Pixie’s wedding I had turned over a new leaf, became a new me. Someone I was learning to respect. I was proudly celibate and I let anyone who asked know about it.

Joney August was no longer available for a quick fuck. The door to my kitty was closed, indefinitely.

And then he happened.

Lucky Boudreaux, mountain of a man and badass biker.

I let him in, spent two magical nights with him, and then he left.

He didn’t look back.

About two months after he left there came a time where I was alone and afraid and desperately needed him but couldn’t reach out.

I had given my word.

I couldn’t break it however much I wanted to.

The fact our time together had brought about the biggest surprise of my life was something I was going to have to handle on my own.

At first I had been afraid, but then the fear turned into wonder, and the wonder turned into love.

I kept the news to myself because to share with Pixie meant sharing it with Remy. And if he knew it would turn into a disaster. He wasn’t the kind of man who would keep a secret this big from his family. Not that I would’ve asked him or Pixie to keep my secret.

This was something I had to do on my own.

Everything had been going well.

I was healthy and thankfully not puking all over the place. My boobs were sensitive and bigger but since I wasn’t wearing low cut shirts anymore I could hide it. The little bump I had going on wasn’t as easy to hide. It helped that I had started dressing differently before our Christmas break at Nika and Dom’s place. Now loose tops hid what I couldn’t talk about.

Not yet anyway. I still had time, not a lot, but I had time.

And then my time ran out.

The horror I had escaped years ago reappeared and I knew it was once again time to run. I had no idea where I would go or how I would get away.

All I knew was that I couldn’t let them get their hands on me. Never again.

And certainly not when I had my precious surprise on board.
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Joney

Cape Town, South Africa

I swallowed heavily.

My stomach churned and I knew it wasn’t caused by the surprise in my belly.

It was because of the man leaning against the wall across from the studio, leisurely smoking. He pretended to be relaxed, but he wasn’t, he was a predator and aware of everything around him. To my regret I knew exactly how much of a vicious animal he was.

My heart was racing and my hands were clammy. I swallowed, and swallowed again. I wanted to vomit but I couldn’t let it happen. If I gave in to the urge I would have to go to the bathroom. It meant taking my eyes off him. I couldn’t take the chance. Couldn’t take the chance of him coming inside and hurting my friends.

After my escape I had hoped and prayed I would never see him again.

But there he was. Across the road. Watching the studio.

My family had found me. But how? How had they found me?

I couldn’t take my eyes off him. I silently thanked Dom for the heavily tinted windows. Even with the lights on inside the studio I would be nothing more than an indistinct shadow. He wouldn’t be able to identify me.

Clutching a hand over my racing heart I watched as he threw his cigarette to the pavement, stepped on it and ground it out. Not once did he look away from the studio. I knew if he was out the front he had someone watching the back door. He wouldn’t take any chances of losing me, not this time.

I had no idea how I was going to get out of the studio with them watching.

Years ago, when I escaped my family I had help. This time there was no one.

I couldn’t tell Pixie, she would immediately get involved and she couldn’t. Not in her condition. She was pregnant with her and Remy’s baby and there was no way I would endanger the two of them.

My revolting family were criminals and wouldn’t hesitate to hurt her or anyone they thought was important to me. Pixie’s brother, Dom Maingarde, was a big boss in the organised crime underworld but I didn’t know if he was more powerful than my father. I’ve been out of the loop for years and had made no attempt to check up on them.

It was a mistake I now regretted.

When I ran from them I had cut ties completely. Leaving my old life behind.

I had to become someone new. And I did, I became someone they wouldn’t recognise.

Someone who had tattoos and piercings and looked very different from the girl I used to be.

But they had found me. I had no idea how they did but they were here and I had to find a way to get out of the studio and to my car. I had my go-bag in the boot and once I got my hands on it I could...what? Do what? I had nothing, no ideas, and no plans. I had become too comfortable in this life and had no plan of escape. I should have made plans.

My shoulders sagged.

He found me and by now he knew everything about me.

Where I lived. The car I drove. My friends.

My gut churned and my heart jumped in my chest.

He would know about my friendship with Pixie and the other artists. Not only them but Dom and Nika, and if he knew about them then he knew about Rider and Delene.

Sweet baby Jesus.

He would know about Rider and my little squirrel.

I had to warn them, all of them. To keep them safe I had to keep the bastard’s attention on me.

How the hell was I going to do that? And where was I going to go?

I was still standing behind Zanni staring at the bastard when a small hand slipped into mine. I jerked in surprise then realised who it was. Only one person in the studio had hands that tiny, I turned and smiled down at my boss.

“Hey, boss lady, you need me for anything? I don’t have a client coming in until around five. I’m available to help you if you need me.”

She didn’t smile just pulled on my hand to follow her. “Come to my office, I have something I want to show you.”

She’s been designing a chest tattoo for one of the bikers and guarding it like it was a state secret.

I was incredibly curious to see it. Giving a little hop in anticipation I grinned.

“Lead the way.”

Letting go of my hand she led the way past the busy artists to the back of the studio and into her tiny office.

I did not expect the office to be crowded.

Dom and a man I had never seen before were waiting for us. Their backs to the wall, arms crossed over their chests.

Looking from one to the other I frowned. “What’s going on?”

“That is actually my question, Joney.” Dom’s cold blue eyes met mine and I had to look away. I couldn’t look in his eyes, eyes that felt like they could see deep inside my head and through my lies.

I dropped my head, letting my long hair cover my face. I couldn’t look at any of them. I was ashamed to show them the broken pieces that made up who I was. Who I really was.

Dom knew, it only took one look into his cold eyes and I knew he had a good idea what I was hiding.

The only thing I could do was come clean. Tell them everything.

I looked up and opened my mouth to start but didn’t get to say a word.

Leaning forward Dom tapped a key on the keyboard and the monitors came to life. He pointed a finger at the screen, at the man who was once again smoking.

“Who is he?”

I didn’t hesitate to give him an answer.

“He’s my brother, Antonio Salvatore Jr., better known as Tonio Salvatore.”

I couldn’t look at them while explaining about my past. Dropping my eyes to the floor, I stared at the tiles as the life I had built for myself imploded.

“My name isn’t Joanna August, it’s Guiliana Salvatore. My father is Antonio Salvatore Snr, an Italian crime boss in Johannesburg. I ran away from home just before my seventeenth birthday.”

Dom put a finger under my chin, lifting my face and I looked into his eyes. They were no longer cold but filled with something I couldn’t read.

“Why did you run? Usually Italian families are protective of their daughters. Why run from them?”

He was wrong, not all of them protected their daughters.

I didn’t want to tell them, didn’t want to see their opinion of me change. I loved Pixie, my job, my colleagues, I loved Cape Town, and didn’t want to lose them.

But there was nothing else to do.

I had to tell.

Breathing shallowly I wrung my hands together steeling myself before exposing the filth and dirt clinging to me.

“I ran because...because my brother was abusing me.”

Telling them somehow made talking about that time in my life easier.

“I was ten when he raped me the first time. I told my mother and she tried to make him stop. My father beat her to death because she dared to go against the men in the house. The rapes continued, with my father’s blessing, and with my mother dead I was alone and living in hell.”

I breathed deep, all I wanted was to get through the next part of my fucked up history. Once it was done I knew they would turn their backs on me. I knew it would happen. I was dirty, and everyone turns their backs on those who were as filthy from the inside out as I was.

“I overheard him, my father, talking about selling me to a man with a monstrous reputation. A reputation worse than that of my brother. I knew if I stayed I was going to die, I didn’t want to die. I took my school backpack, shoved clothes, my identity documents and some keepsakes from my mother in it. I was never given any money but I had a small hoard because I had been taking money from their wallets for a few years. As I was packing our housekeeper, Mrs Vestucci, walked into my room catching me in the act. I thought she was going to tell my father. She didn’t. Instead she hid me in the boot of her car and sneaked me out of the compound. She only let me out once she was sure we were safe. I had no idea what to do next. I wasn’t allowed out except to go to school and even there my father had spies who reported back to him. I made no friends and kept to myself, as a result I was clueless about the outside world.” I licked my lips and swallowed. “Mrs Vestucci took me to an organisation who helped abused women to disappear. Because I was so young I was sent to live with a nice couple for two years. During that time I was given a new name and they taught me all the things I needed to know to survive on my own. I finished school online and wrote my matric under my new name. There was a tattoo studio in the town and I started working there part time to earn some money. The owner who was a great guy liked my drawings and I did my apprenticeship with him. When I turned nineteen my host family told me it was time to move on. I was warned to never stay in one place too long. I moved around a lot and finally landed in Cape Town. I applied for a position at Mainline Ink and stayed. I shouldn’t have stayed.”

Rubbing both hands over my wet cheeks I wiped away the tears. I hated crying, hated it with a passion. Taking my courage in both hands I looked up, and steeled my spine for what was to come.

“I should have moved on years ago. I didn’t because I love the studio, Pixie and all the others. They became like my family, a family I didn’t want to leave.” I gestured to the outside. “And now it’s too late because they have found me.”

Pixie’s small body suddenly hit me, hugging me hard.

“You’re one of us, Joney. Don’t care about the bastard out there, he’s not your family, we are. We’ll get you out of here and he’ll never find you, never, ever, ever, ever.” She growled through tight lips.

I shook my head sadly.

“I can’t...” She shoved a hand over my mouth.

“Dom will help us make you disappear.” She snapped while glaring at her brother.

“Actually, I’ll be the one who will help her to disappear.”

The guy who had been silently standing to the side spoke for the first time. He smiled reassuringly at me.

“Hi, my name is Asa Malone, and I’ll be honest, it’s going to be a bit of a mission to get you out of here but we’ll manage. I’m taking you to my compound where you will be safe until we’re able to arrange a safe place for you.” He gave me a shrug as if to say sorry. “Unfortunately I think you might have to leave the country for a while, at least until I’ve sorted out our Salvatore problem. Once they’ve been dealt with you’ll be able to come home again.”

He had scarcely finished his last sentence when Pixie started hopping up and down clapping her hands. Her face alight with glee.

“I know where you can go. I know, I know, I know. It will be perfect, so perfect and you will be as safe as houses.”

“What are you thinking, Pixie?” Dom asked but there was a knowing look in his eyes.

“As you know, I’ve been in negotiations to open a studio in the US. I’ve recently pinned down a location and my new partners cleared the way with their local authorities. I was going to send Zane and Killian to get it up and running because they’re both single. I didn’t think Joney would want to go which is why I didn’t ask, but with this shit happening she’s an obvious choice. No one will dare touch her where I’ll be sending her. No one. She’ll have badass protection.”

I frowned at her.

“You said you wanted a studio in Colorado. Did you get the property in Denver you were talking about? And you went into a partnership? Really? With who?”

She grinned and slowly shook her head from side to side.

I mock glared at her and lifted my hands in question. I might be scared out of my boots right now but I was still me, a cheeky bitch.

She wiggled her eyebrows and smiled knowingly.

“The Denver location didn’t pan out and Remy wanted me to have a place closer to his family. So, you’ll be going to Savannah, Georgia, home of the Shadow Wraiths MC and my new partners. They’ll be guarding your ass until it’s safe to come home.”

Oh shit, shit, shit, shit, shit.

I couldn’t go to Savannah because HE was there. It would be an absolute disaster.

He made it clear, he didn’t want to see me ever again and I gave him my word he wouldn’t.

I couldn’t go back on my word. I just couldn’t.

Asa Malone spoke before I could tell Pixie there was no way on earth I was going to Savannah.

“Sorry Pixie, but she won’t be leaving the country anytime soon. We can’t take the chance. You should stick with the plan to send the other artists. Once she disappears the bastards will be watching your businesses to see if she pops up in any of your other locations. Only once I’m certain they’re no longer watching your studios will we move her. You can bring back one of the artists and she can take his place.”

He looked at me, compassion in his eyes. “You’re going to have to get used to a new name again. They have your Joanna “Joney” August identity, but don’t worry, we’ll sort something out when we get to Joburg.”

“You’re taking me back to Johannesburg?” I asked fearfully.

He nodded, smiled and patted my arm reassuringly.

Lordy, only then did I notice the man was freaking hot as blazes. Those amazing blue eyes of his had me totally tongue tied for about a second, okay, lies, it was more like two or three.

“I am. We’ll be using Dom’s private plane so you’ll be safe. You’ll be in disguise and we’ll have other girls with us to confuse the issue. They’ll think I’ve collected girls for myself and my men. It’s the way most of those bastards operate, but not me. Before we leave the girls will be sent home. They’ll only be there as a cover for you.”

Everything moved fast from then on. I could hardly keep up with how fast my life in Cape Town ended.

Within minutes of our chat a girl with short black hair with the same body type as mine, only bigger boobs and ass, came sauntering into the studio with a large bag over her shoulder. The bag contained disguises for both of us and several changes of clothes for me.

I had told Asa about my go-bag and he assured me they would try to get it before we left.

He wasn’t sure if it would be possible.

The girl, she didn’t tell me her name, got to work on me and when she was done I looked like her. I was wearing a short black wig and was padded and dressed in her clothes. Her feet were a size smaller than mine but I squished my feet into her sandals, making them fit. The padding on my boobs and ass felt weird but I didn’t mind as it was a great disguise.

The plan was that Asa and I would leave with Dom while the girl stayed at the studio.

She would leave an hour after us, disguised as a blonde. One of the Road Warriors had been called in to act as her man and he would load her up and take her home. The club would keep an eye on her to ensure no one came after her.

And then it was time.

Time to leave my life behind.

A second time.

The first time had been easy, this time it wasn’t. Saying goodbye to Pixie was incredibly difficult because we wouldn’t see each other again until it was safe for me to come home. I was going to miss the birth of her baby. And I couldn’t take the chance to say goodbye to my friends at the studio and it hurt.

With his arm around me Asa helped me into the back of the black SUV waiting at the back door of the studio. I had the big bag the girl had carried into the studio over my shoulder. One of Dom’s men took it from me and placed it in the boot, next to my go-bag, thank heavens.

We were driven directly to the airport.

An hour later we were in the air.

I had escaped my brother but I had another problem now.

Lucky Boudreaux.

I had given him my word and it seemed like pretty soon I was going to be in his city.

Where I wasn’t supposed to be.

With my surprise.

Breaking my promise.

What the hell was I going to do?
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Lucky Boudreaux

Savannah, Georgia

He missed her, he essentially missed someone he hardly knew.

At the most inconvenient moments she would pop into his head and his concentration went to hell. His brothers had started to notice he wasn’t his usual self.

For some reason he couldn’t explain he’d had his hair trimmed, the same with his beard. He usually left both wild, not giving a shit what it looked like, only going to a barber when it became too much even for him. He even agreed to have it styled, so now his hair was shaved short above his ears with the rest left long. Not that he wore it loose a lot, most of the time it was in a braid keeping it out of his way, or in one of those man bun things. His beard was trimmed short, much like the way Remy wore his, and if he was honest it looked a lot better than the bushy mess he’d had going on. With his new look he looked a lot like his brother, almost, but not quite, clean cut. On the barber guy’s insistence he had shit for his hair and beard...and he used it. Why? Because it controlled both and smelt good.

It wasn’t the only change he’d made.

Comments had been flying because he no longer fucked Candi, the bitch who used to be his favourite club slut.

When he got back from SA he had told her to back off. Her bleached blonde hair, too skinny body and fake tits no longer did it for him. His brothers were quick to tease but he laughed it off and said shit he shouldn’t have. Things like no longer wanting sloppy over-used sluts after having grade-A, tight SA pussy on his cock. Even worse, he shared that after fucking a tight pussy on a South African beach it made fucking the club’s sluts an impossibility.

Why the fuck had he said that shit?

Made out like Jo-Jo had been nothing but easy pussy. She was the furthest thing from easy pussy there could ever be. She was a forever kind of woman. Perfect old lady material.

It pissed him off because he knew the fuckers in Cape Town wouldn’t let her walk around unclaimed for long. Some lucky bastard was going to claim her, make her his old lady and give her his babies.

The thought pissed him off so much he had to go looking for a way to let off steam. Usually he would have gone looking for Candi but it was no longer an option. He couldn’t stand the thought of the over-used club slut on his dick.

The alternative was fighting.

Years ago he had found that climbing into the ring and beating the shit out of someone was another sure way of getting rid of the rage. It meant he was a regular at their illegal fights.

It was fucked up because the rage was self-inflicted.

He was fucked up, had been for years. Ever since shit went down shortly after he had been patched into the club. Because of it he didn’t deserve to have an old lady or kids. Not when it was his fault his good girl had died violently. She died because he had been too weak to stand up to her family and protect her from them.

After her he had sworn there would never be another.

By staying away from the good girls and only fucking sluts he ensured it wouldn’t happen again. A woman wasn’t going to die because of who and what he was.

Not ever again.

Unfortunately he had broken his rules with Jo-Jo. She was a good woman hiding behind her tattoos and piercings, letting people think she was one thing when she was something completely different. Soft hearted and good to the very core, that’s who she really was. The way she cared about Rider and his baby girl said it all.

He shouldn’t have gone there with her. Should have resisted the burning attraction he had felt for her.

Had felt? Who the fuck was he kidding?

He still felt it, still dreamed about her and the time they had spent together. Something that shouldn’t have happened. Not that he regretted the time he spent with her. Not at all. It was the best sex of his life with the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. The first time he saw her he had thought she was a model. With her face, hair and body she looked like she belonged in a Victoria’s Secret calendar. Instead she was a tattoo artist living quietly in Cape Town.

Maybe the next time he went to visit Remy and she was still single they could hook-up.

No. What the hell was he thinking? He had to stay away from her, for her sake.

He was never going to go there again.

There was no way he would turn her into a target for their many enemies. And definitely not now the cartel was all up in their business. They would use her as a way to get to him. He couldn’t do that to her.

Not to his Jo-Jo.

His?

What the fuck was he thinking? She wasn’t his, was never going to be his.

The only place she belonged to him was in his dreams.

When he fell asleep at night she appeared in his dreams and sometimes he woke with the feel of her long white blonde hair sweeping across his chest.

Only to open his eyes.

In his room. At the clubhouse.

Alone.

No Jo-Jo warm against his side with her hair across his chest.

It fucking sucked but he’d made a decision and was going to stick to it.

The hollow feeling in his gut would eventually disappear. At least, he fucking hoped it did.

He had tried fucking the hangaround bitches to get her out of his head. It didn’t work.

He was hard and ready until he had a bitch on her hands and knees in front of him. Every single time his mind flashed to Jo-Jo on the beach, her hair like molten silver under the moonlight. One look at the slut in front of him and his dick was no longer interested, he had to keep his eyes closed imagining it was her, to finish. Touching them had him feeling dirty and twisted his gut into knots. Not even taking a scalding hot shower had washed the feel of dirt from his skin.

It had never happened to him before. Show him a wet slit and his dick reacted.

But not lately.

Something had to give. He couldn’t go around pining after a woman he couldn’t have.

He had a high sex drive and had never gone without sex for long. This was the longest he had gone without getting off properly. Even after losing Gloria he hadn’t gone without. Sooner or later his dick was going to demand some real action, not the unenthusiastic fucks and what it was getting from his hand.

Merde, (shit) not his dick, it was all on him and his needs.

A thought he didn’t like speared through his head.

What about Jo-Jo? What about her needs? Has she fucked someone since he left?

Fuck no! He’ll kill the motherfucker.

Talk about double standards, he was the poster child for it.

Grinding his teeth in frustration he forced his thoughts in a new direction.

Club business.

He had more than enough going on at the club. They had a long run coming up and he had a route to plan. He needed to focus, he couldn’t give his brothers a less than perfect route to ride.

Shaking off thoughts of the silver haired ice queen he focused on the maps.

Focused on his club.

A meet had been called at their Las Vegas chapter with a couple of allied clubs. He didn’t know what the hell it was about because Maniac hadn’t let them know yet. All he knew was they were going and he had to prepare a route.

One of the clubs attending was the Grave Robbers MC, and as far as he was concerned they were scum, but he kept his mouth shut. He had a job to do, planning a safe route for his brothers.

It was a long ride from Savannah to Vegas, but he knew they could do it in four days. With safe stops along the route, and an alternative route should shit hit the fan, he was confident he could get them there and back safely.

Along the way brothers from other chapters would join them, increasing their numbers. By the time they reached Vegas their group would be about thirty strong. Maniac and Grave had been given rooms at the clubhouse but the rest of them would have to find a place to crash for the three nights they were going to be there. Sleeping where ever they found a space. He hated sleeping where he had no control over his surroundings. When visiting clubs where there weren’t enough rooms they usually camped in the compound grounds, if it was possible. It meant tents and all the shit that went with it had to be transported to the meet in the club’s trucks. Usually, once they got close to the compound, he sent the trucks on ahead to start setting up their camp. A job for the prospects and new patches going on the ride.

He wouldn’t be doing his usual thing on this run. He usually found a bitch and stayed with her while they were visiting. Not this time. If he was reading his prez right it was going to be a tense situation and he would be sticking close to watch for trouble.

Looking at the map spread out on his desk Lucky sighed. He loved riding, loved the long roads but the camping bit he did not like. With so many bikes coming and going continuously there would be dust everywhere. He hated the thought of dust coating his shit.

“Hate fucking dust.” He muttered to himself.

There was another option though.

They could book into Suzy’s place.

He’d have to ask Maniac, get his go ahead, then reach out to Suzy of Suzy’s Boneyard Campground in Vegas. The old lady was a biker babe from way back and they had used her place before. It had everything they would need. Clean bathrooms with hot showers and a large outdoor kitchen area campers could use.

Picking up his notebook and map he left the office he shared with Dive to find his prez.

It was best to get it sorted immediately just in case one of the other clubs had the same idea. It wouldn’t do to share accommodations. Fights would break out between clubs.

What was he saying...there were going to be fights anyway. Bikers drinking and partying led to fights. It always did. And between him and Dive they usually took care of it. It used to be fun, it wasn’t anymore.

He was getting too old to be dealing with that shit.

Clearing his head with a sharp shake he knocked on his Prez’s closed office door. The closed door told him he was either busy with club business or fucking his old lady.

“Door’s open.” Maniac’s rough voice called out.

Opening the door Lucky stepped inside. Grave, their VP, and Ren, their SAA, sat in chairs to the side of Maniac’s desk. His prez was behind his desk, leaning back in his chair, slowly swinging from side to side.

“Prez, sorry to interrupt. Do you have time to look at somethin’?”

Maniac didn’t say a word just curled his fingers in a come here motion.

Stepping up to the desk he sat down and immediately laid it out.

“I got the route planned and I’ve been doin’ some calculations. We’ll be pickin’ up brothers as we ride and by the time we hit Vegas there’s goin’ to be thirty or more in the pack. There’s no way Jonno can accommodate everyone. It means we’re going to have to crash wherever we find a space. Don’t like that shit. Don’t like campin’ at the compound either, there’s goin’ to be a fuckload of dust. Fuckin’ hate dust.” He grumbled. “Thinkin’ we should book Suzy’s place like we did last time we were out there.”

“That might be a good idea, Prez. I have a feeling we’ll be dealing with hot tempers by the time the meet is done.” His VP said.

Maniac kept swinging slowly, pulling at his black and silvery grey goatee, deep in thought. Drawing in a deep breath he stopped swinging, sat forward, leaning both forearms on the desk. His eyes drilling into Lucky.

“I’m about to tell you somethin’ that we’ll be discussin’ in church later.” Two fingers beat out a rapid beat on the desk before he spoke. “Jonno called for the meet to settle disputes he’s been havin’ with the Grave Robbers fuckin’ around on their turf. Because of our loose alliance with the bastards he’s been battlin’ to keep them out without resortin’ to bloodshed. He wants them gone, like yesterday. After hearin’ what they’re involved in I agree. They’re goin’ to drag us all down with their dirty business. We can’t have the pigs lookin’ at us and our businesses too closely.”

“What dirty business is that, Boss?” He frowned trying to remember what business the fuckers were in. Last he heard they were muling drugs and guns. Not too many years ago SWMC used to mule as well so he wasn’t sure why his prez was pissed off.

It wasn’t his prez who answered him, but his SAA.

“The Grave Robbers have recently started working with the Los Rojos cartel. I don’t give a shit if they’re sellin’ drugs and guns but those fuckers aren’t only into drugs and guns; they’re involved in human traffickin’. We can’t be seen to have anythin’ to do with that shit.” Ren said quietly. Too quietly.

Knowing the man the way he did he knew the quiet voice was a forerunner of violence. The brother had a very short fuse. He didn’t blame him, not this time, as he felt the same.

Human trafficking was a filthy business only scum got involved in. He, Ren and Dive had been three of the few brothers who had voted against getting involved with the Robbers. They’d had serious reservations about having ties to them. He had classed them as scum then, and they were still scum today. The bastards going into business with the Los Rojos fuckers proved it.

They had been in the minority at the time of the vote. He had to wonder which way the vote would go today if the brothers were given the new info.

“Ren is right,” Maniac said. “We can’t be tied to them because it puts a target on the club. You can bet your ass the pigs have them under surveillance, and if they are, then we are as well. We need to cut ties, fast. That’s why I have to go to Vegas, to formally break our alliance with the motherfuckers. We’re not negotiatin’ nothin’. It’s done. And once it’s done we’ll let it be known they aren’t welcome in our territories. We’ll see to it that a little bird whispers in the ears of the pigs about us steppin’ away from them. It should get us out from under their surveillance.”

He was silent for a beat. “I hope.”

“Fuck.” It burst from his mouth before he could silence himself.

“Yeah, brother, exactly.” Grave agreed.

“Do we know how many of the fuckers are goin’ to be at the meet?”

Lucky was mentally making a list of the brothers he wanted on the run. He wanted brothers with fighting experience, not the ones who were untried.

“Jonno limited them to 10 members at the meet, includin’ officers. His excuse was limited accommodation. We know the bastards will bring men in from their other chapters and keepin’ them close for support if they need it. Your idea of the campground is solid. Call Suzy and set it up. Book it out. No one else but us, and maybe the Devils, will be allowed entrance. I’ll let Jonno know as soon as you have confirmation.” Maniac ordered.

Dragging out his phone Lucky sent a quick text and almost instantly got an answer back. Shutting his phone down he slid it back into his kutte pocket.

“It’s done. It’s ours for as long as we need it.”

“Good. I’ll reach out to Demon in Portland and let him know it’s been booked and they’re welcome to share with us.” Grave made a note in the little black book he always carried in his pocket.

“It means he can bring more brothers to Vegas.” He said as he wrote.

“Have you decided who’s goin’ on the run, Prez?” Lucky was very interested to hear his selection.

“We’ve just been discussin’ it. Grave and Ren are stayin’. We’ve got too much goin’ on here at the moment and can’t afford to be caught with our asses in the wind. They’ll keep an eye out once I break our alliance with the GR’s. You and Dive will take my back durin’ the meet and Breaker will be your back up. We’ll finalise who’s goin’ on the run durin’ the officers meetin’ tomorrow mornin’.”

Lucky nodded slowly, his mind already on the preparations he had to make and what they would need if everything went to shit. Something he totally expected to happen. The Robbers were not going to be pleased to lose safe passage through territories held by the Wraiths and the Devils. He personally knew how difficult it was to plan a route through territories where you were less than welcome. Or territories where the dominant club refused you safe passage.

The Shadow Wraiths was the dominant club in the southern states while the Devil’s Spawn held dominant status on the west coast and in some of the northern states. It would be very difficult, if not impossible, for the Grave Robbers to run through their territories.

“We’re goin’ to have a fight on our hands when you break the alliance, Boss. Those scum suckers won’t let it go and with the cartel backin’ them we need to be fuckin’ careful. Los Rojos love blowin’ shit up to get rid of a problem.”

“I know, Lucky, believe me I know,” His boss shrugged “but we have no other option. We need to scrape ‘em off before shit hits the fan. And with the way they’re operatin’ it’s only a matter of time before the whole fuckin’ alphabet of pigs comes down on them.”

“Yeah, and we don’t need their bullshit to spread to us.” Ren growled.

“Leave it with me, Prez. I’ll make sure we have everythin’ we need on the trucks. Goin’ to take two with hidden compartments for guns and ammo and send them off before we leave. The pigs will have us on radar when we ride out, we don’t want them comin’ after us. Not when we’ve got shit to hide.” Lucky pushed up out of his chair, grabbing his map and notebook off the desk.

“Give me a run down on what you have tomorrow at church. We’ll talk it through with the brothers.” Maniac ordered, sat back in his chair and started swinging it from side to side again.

Lucky knew it was a sign they were done. With a chin lift to his VP and SAA he left.

He had a lot of work to do.

Preparations to make to assure the safety of his brothers and his prez.
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Lucky

Las Vegas, Nevada

Lucky and Dive stood next to each other, their backs against the wall, arms crossed over their chests. At the table in front of them their Prez was laying it out for Robber Ross, the prez of the Grave Robbers MC. The bastard wasn’t taking it well at all. He and Killer Ross, his brother and VP, were furious.

“Can’t fuckin’ believe you’re turnin’ against us, breakin’ our alliance as if it means nuthin’ to you. We come to you for help and you give us this bullshit. We’ve had your back, taken care of problems for your club. You owe us, Maniac.” Robber growled, his eyes narrowed and burning with fury.

“That’s bullshit, Robber, we don’t owe you nothin’ and you know it. You’re shacked up with the Los Rojos cartel and there’s no fuckin’ way my club is gettin’ involved in their dirty business.” Maniac snapped angrily.

Killer Ross lunged forward.

“Your club is filled with fuckin’ pussies. Scared of gettin’ dirty are you? That’s fuckin’ bullshit ‘cause everyone here knows how dirty you are. Fuckin’ black as coal, same as us.”

Killer looked deranged with spittle on his lips as he leant over the table towards their president and both he and Dive stepped forward. Maniac lifted a hand and they instantly halted. He hadn’t been looking at them but he knew the minute they moved. His prez was just that good.

“My club might be dirty, motherfucker, but we don’t sell women and children. Never have, never will. Your transports will not cross our territory without dire consequences to every single fucker ridin’ along with it. This is your only warnin’. Do not cross into our territory with human cargo if you want to stay breathin’.”

Their prez didn’t react to the murderous fury coming from the two men sitting opposite him.

“This is fucked up, Maniac.” Robber snarled.

He wasn’t the one Lucky kept his eyes on. It was his brother, Killer, who concerned him. The fucker was definitely not taking it well. They would need to watch their backs around him.

“You’re goin’ to regret this, Maniac. You and your pussy club are goin’ to regret double crossin’ us. You’re fuckin’ traitors. Better watch your fuckin’ back from now on you fuckin’ cunt.” Killer bellowed as he stood, shoving his chair away so hard it fell to the floor with a loud clatter. With one last vicious look around the room he stormed out.

“Fuck.” Dive muttered low enough no one else heard.

“Yeah, brother.” Lucky agreed as he kept his eyes on the man across the table from his boss.

Robber had given his brother’s retreating back one look, shook his head, and then got back to business.

“Forget about Killer, he’s bein’ a dick as usual. We need those routes, Maniac. What if I can guarantee we’ll only take our drug and gun runs through your territories? You know we need the routes for that side of our business. We can’t take a hit like this and survive, brother.” Robber looked sincere as he pleaded their case.

He was right, they wouldn’t survive and that made them exceedingly dangerous to all of them.

Their prez tapped a finger to his lower lip as he stared at Robber. He didn’t say anything for several minutes, minutes that had tension rolling through the men in the room.

Maniac sat forward, his voice hard and emotionless.

“Do you remember, three months ago I warned you. Warned you if you continue down this route, my club is goin’ to vote to close our territories to you. Not even two weeks ago I called you again, same fuckin’ warnin’ and you didn’t take me seriously. My club voted and here I am. You know I can’t go against the vote.”

Robber started to answer but Maniac held up a hand to silence him.

“All I can give you is that I’ll take your suggested compromise back to the table. I can’t do more.”

“I’ll take it.” Robber seemed relieved almost as if he believed he would get what he wanted.

Lucky glanced at Dive from the corner of his eyes. The brother’s face was blank, like his own. They wouldn’t give Robber and his fuckers the satisfaction of seeing they were pissed at their prez’s decision.

There was no way the brothers would vote to give these low life scum suckers safe passage through their territories. If it had been about running their usual cargo of drugs and guns maybe the vote would pass. Not now that they were into human trafficking with Los Rojos. They couldn’t be trusted to stick to the agreement and not sneak restricted cargo through.

He would definitely vote against giving them safe passage.

Lucky walked out of the meet in front of his prez, never once dropping his guard. He didn’t trust the fucking Robbers, not even a little bit. Breaker joined him as they walked out of the clubhouse escorting their president to his ride. None of them said a word. The brothers waiting for them straightened as they approached. Eyes narrowed on their faces. They knew shit had gone down with just one look.

Maniac’s phone buzzed as they reached the bikes. His prez smiled as he answered and Lucky immediately stepped away, giving him privacy.

He stood with Dive, keeping his eyes on the men not wearing his club’s patch. Searching the crowd for Killer but he was nowhere to be seen.

It didn’t give him a good feeling. The fucker needed watching.

Maniac had scarcely put his phone away when Jonno walked up. The brother didn’t look happy.

“Prez, Saint is requestin’ a meet. Right now if possible.”

“Fuckin’ hell.” Maniac grumbled. “Fine, give me a minute and make sure to sweep for bugs. After meetin’ with those fucks anythin’ is possible.”

“You got it, Prez.” Jonno didn’t hang around but went right back into his clubhouse.

Maniac gestured them closer.

“I have no idea what the Demon Reapers want. Once we’re in there we handle the situation the same way we did the Robbers. We listen to what they have to say and talk about it later.” Not waiting for them to answer he turned and strode back into the clubhouse.

Once again Lucky stood with his back against the wall, watching.

The men sitting across from Maniac were about his age, young for a club president and a VP.

Wilder “Saint” Thompson had been a kid of twenty two when he was voted in as president after his father was gunned down outside a bar. The shooter was never found. There had been rumours it had been an inside job. The Demon Reapers MC didn’t have the best of reps back then.

About ten years ago there had been rumours that Saint and his men had beaten up his old lady.

Not only that, apparently he had let his men rape her before he had her and their son dumped in the desert. No one Lucky spoke to at the time could tell him if it was true or not.

What he did know was that the bastard’s old lady and their baby boy had disappeared from the clubhouse never to be seen or heard from again.

They didn’t know whether there was any truth to the rumours or if it had been manufactured by his enemies.

Saint had a lot of enemies and so did his club.

Some of those enemies were right under his nose. Lucky wondered if the man knew there were brothers in his club working to get rid of him.

Byte had done a deep dive on the chapter in Tucson when they knew they would be at the meet. It had proved to be very interesting.

The chapter has been going through major upheavals since their VP, Ike “Striker” Blake, deserted, taking some of the members and a lot of money with him. They had gone underground and haven’t been found, not yet, but the Reapers were looking. Instead of voting in a new VP their National President had appointed Thomas “Case” Salazar to the position. He was transferred in from their Knoxville, Tennessee chapter. A Southern boy.

Byte hadn’t been able to find anything that would indicate Case was a bad guy. He was married to his high school sweetheart and had three kids with her. He was a family man, no rumours of club sluts or side pieces to be found.

His police record was clean which was amazing seeing as the club was deeply involved in gun running, prostitution and protection. He had the reputation of being a good brother, one who took care of his old lady and his club. The men in Knoxville had nothing but good things to say and had been sad to lose him but happy about his promotion.

Saint’s reputation, however, was spotty. He had a record as a juvenile, but it was mostly petty theft and malicious damage to property charges. Nothing big and nothing since either. The hit to his rep came from the disappearance of his old lady and son, and the whispers of their abuse and murder at his hands. Byte noted that he hadn’t claimed another woman or had relationships since then.

It would be interesting to see what the motherfucker wanted from them.

“Thank you for agreein’ to meet with us, Prez.” Saint gave their prez the respect he was due.

Maniac gave a small chin lift in acknowledgement.

“I know you’re wonderin’ why the hell we wanted this meet. I’m not goin’ to fuck around. I’m just goin’ to come out and say it. The Psycho Raiders MC has withdrawn safe passage through their territory. As you know they don’t claim dominance in any of the states but they have one or more clubs in most states. It makes it almost impossible for my club to fulfil our contracts. It started with the PRMC in Phoenix denyin’ us passage through their territory about ten years ago. We honoured their decision and found other routes. Unfortunately we now find ourselves unable to use several routes up the West Coast. Where possible we’ve been handin’ cargo over to support clubs but we need to cover parts of the route ourselves. Your club, along with the Devil’s Spawn are the dominants on the West Coast, if you grant us safe passage the PRMC has to let us ride through. You give us this and we’ll not only owe you a marker, we’ll give you half the proceeds of our next cargo.”

Saint finished his little speech but didn’t relax and neither did his VP. They waited for Maniac’s reaction.

“Why did the PRMC deny you safe passage?” He asked quietly.

Saint shrugged and shook his head, his eyes stayed level with Maniac’s. He didn’t do the usual eyes sliding away and back that liars were known for.

“I don’t know, Prez. Several calls went unanswered and eventually we were told it was a done deal. Voted on by the club. Our National President reached out to theirs but he was told it was a club issue and nothin’ could be done about it.”

Stroking his goatee Maniac stared at Saint. “Wasn’t that around the time your old lady and son disappeared?”

Saint’s face lost all colour as he nodded.

“You find any leads?”

He shook his head. Beside him his VP listened intently.

“I heard you had her raped and beaten to death, beat up your kid, then had the bodies dumped in the desert. Leavin’ it to the predators to take care of what was left.”

Saint looked shocked and shook his head violently.

“No, no, I did not. I banished her and they were alive when I sent them back to her father.”

It hit Lucky in the gut that the fucker hadn’t denied she’d been raped. Just that she and her child had been alive.

“Prez.” Case interrupted before Saint could say more.

“The disappearance of Saint’s old lady and child has nothin’ to do with our business here today. All we’re askin’ for is safe passage through your territory. Passage we will pay for, gladly.”

Maniac took his time before replying. “You know I have to take this to the table. I can’t say yes without talkin’ to my brothers.”

“We understand and it’s all we ask, that you at least consider our request and offer of payment.” Case replied.

Slapping a hand on the table Maniac stood. “I’ll take your request to the table and let you know the outcome.”

Both men instantly stood and reached hands across the table, shaking with their prez.

“Thank you, Prez. We’ll wait to hear from you.” Saint said before they walked out.

“What do you think, Prez?” Jonno asked quietly.

“Don’t know, brother. I’ll be callin’ the presidents in for a meet and take it from there. We’ll do that shit virtually, not havin’ everyone ride to Savannah for this shit.”

Lucky and Dive looked at each other, this was one time neither one of them could predict the outcome.

It didn’t seem like a big deal, allowing the Reapers to ride through Wraiths territory. Not that it was up to either of them, it would be a decision made at National.

They once again escorted their president to his ride and this time there were no interruptions.

They rode to the campground, keeping a sharp eye out for the Grave Robbers.

In the end they stayed in Vegas for an entire week instead of the three days they had initially planned on spending there.

Maniac held the virtual meet with the other chapter presidents and got the Reapers what they wanted. Safe passage up the West Coast held territories of the Shadow Wraiths MC and an agreement for the same from the Demon’s Spawn MC. Lucky had no idea what this would mean for the club. What would the Psycho Raiders MC reaction be to the decision? And were they now in an alliance with the Reapers or was it business only? Their boss hadn’t said. He would most probably discuss it with the club once they got home.

In the end they had been away from home for close to three weeks.

The ride home hadn’t been as trouble free as the ride to Vegas. A day out of Vegas Dive had engine trouble and they had to book into a motel for two days while his bike was being repaired. Maniac didn’t want to leave anyone behind so they waited for the repair. The next one to have trouble was one of the newer patches, Charmer. Two days after they left the motel he crashed after his rear wheel mysteriously seized. Maniac ordered his bike loaded into one of the trucks to be examined at their garage back in Savannah. The brother broke an arm and had a concussion which kept him in hospital for three days.

Again they waited for him to be discharged, loaded him in the truck, and once again took to the road.

Maniac was certain their bikes were being sabotaged and ordered a watch of four brothers every night.

Everyone was on high alert and the rest of the trip went down without any further incidents. It confirmed Maniac’s suspicion. They were being targeted. It was almost certain it was the Grave Robbers.

Lucky was damned glad to finally ride into the compound. They were home, and all he wanted was a beer, a shower and sleep.

He got the beer and shower but not the sleep.

They were called into church within hours of getting back.
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Joney / Harper

Johannesburg, South Africa

I sat in my room in Asa’s huge house staring at my reflection in the mirror.

My long pale blonde hair was no more. It was shorter and a vibrant pink. I had wanted to shave the sides but Asa vetoed it. He said the regrowth would be too noticeable and he was right.

I’ve always wanted to shave the sides and do Viking braids...oh well. I could always do it sometime in the future.

If I survived.

Shaking my head to dislodge the crappy thought I ran my fingers through my hair. It actually looked and felt good, really, really good. The stylist had given me a full fringe ending right above my eyebrows and left the rest one length, blunt cut at the ends. To complete the look my eyebrows and eyelashes were tinted light brown. It made my pale blue eyes stand out but it was easily toned down with contact lenses. Marion, the stylist, suggested going deep blue or green as it wouldn’t look fake with my skin tone.

I, of course, went for a vibrant amethyst purple that popped with my pink hair. It would be obvious I was wearing coloured contacts but it played right into the persona we were creating.

I was going all out to look like a tattooed Goth chick with heavy make-up to complete the picture.

Almost overnight my bump had popped out and it was impossible to hide that I was pregnant.

I had to tell Asa my story and he was worried about me coming up against Lucky in Savannah if I left before the baby was born. He was solidly on the side of having the baby before leaving.

I reassured him, telling him I would be careful but Asa wasn’t budging.

There was no way I could let Asa or the guys see how nervous the thought of going to Savannah made me. So, I shoved it to the back of my mind and concentrated on the here and now.

I focused on clothes and shoes.

Marion and I had gone on an on-line buying spree and every time I wanted to buy from cheaper stores she threatened me with telling Asa. Apparently he had given her strict instructions to only buy the best.

We didn’t buy too much as neither one of us knew how big my belly was going to become.

Most days I walked around in my black Docs. And when I told Asa how incredibly comfortable they were to work in he insisted on buying more. I bought a white pair that had roses and a viper curled around them on the sides, a black pair with red splashes all over them, a purple pair, and a bright pink pair. To the haul I added Goth boots with loads of buckles down the sides and chains around the ankles. They had chunky heels and a bit of a platform and pushed my height from five ten to six foot two. I loved it.

I strutted around the house wearing my new shoes in. My guards grinned every time they saw me and my belly come stomping past.

As a precaution Asa locked my jewellery in a small steel box and kept it in his safe. He replaced it with jewellery he said was more appropriate. It was way more expensive than my own and completely different in style. I liked it though, everything from the skull ring to the little dagger earrings were stunning.

While I had been busy with all of that I had secretly been looking forward to the day I would be getting my new name.

And today was the day.

Asa had been very secretive, saying he would sort it out. Too bad for him. I wanted some input in choosing my name and made a list of favourites. I was relaxing on the couch going over my list when Liam walked into the room.

“Boss wants to see you, girlie.” He said with a wink.

All of them had stopped using my name, calling me girlie instead.

All the guys were in the office with Asa. Pointing to the chair in front of his desk he waited for me to sit before he spoke.

“We have everything in line for your new identity documents. Would you like to know the name we’ve chosen for you?” The sneaky bastard grinned and winked at me.

I glared at him while waving my list in the air.

“But I have a list of names I like.” I complained.

He shook his head with a wide grin while the others sniggered.

The bastards, I just knew I wasn’t going to like the name they chose.

“Your new name is...Izelle Marais.”

I pulled a nasty face.

“Are you serious? That’s an Afrikaans name and surname. I can’t speak the language properly and my accent is terrible. There’s no way I can pull it off.”

“No one in Savannah is going to speak Afrikaans to you. What better way to hide you. If the fuckers check they’re going to see the name and because they know you don’t speak the language they’ll ignore it. It’s the perfect smokescreen to hide behind.” He explained reasonably.

I didn’t like it but I had to admit he was sort of right.

The glint in his eyes let me know he found my reaction funny. The ass.

“Pixie will be putting your fake profile on her Joburg studio’s website. When the time is right she’ll let it be known you’re transferring to the States to work at the studio in Savannah. Dom’s guy is already monitoring their systems and will let us know if they attempt to hack it. There was an attempt on the Cape Town studio’s servers but it was nothing serious.”

I couldn’t stop the shiver running down my spine even if I tried. They were looking for me and I knew they wouldn’t stop until they had me back under their control.

“So what are we calling you? Zelly? Izzy? Ellie? Zelly with the Belly?”

Rory’s teasing drew me out of my head.

Those nick names were horrible.

“Those are terrible, I don’t like it. And the name isn’t me, it sounds too fancy. I think I should have a more English sounding name. If you drop the Izelle name I’ll let you pick one of the names on my list.”

Putting my hands together as if praying I pushed out my bottom lip, making a sad face.

“Please, Asa, not that name. It’s awful and it won’t work with my Goth persona.”

He narrowed his beautiful blue eyes, staring at me, most probably trying to see if I was being serious.

I absolutely was.

“Give me your list.”

He held out a hand and I gave it to him.

Putting it on the desk in front of him he picked up a pen and started going through it, scratching out names as he went down the list.

I have to admit it was a bit long. Two pages long.

He circled a name then moved on down the list, turning the paper over and continued scratching out names. Finally he looked up, tapping the pen on the desk.

“I think our girlie has a point. While going
















































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
FIGHTING TO SURVIVE

MENASE

RENE VAN DALEN





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





