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Raggedy Dan

Motorcycles, Mobsters, and Mayhem author event proudly presents The Mayhem Makers Series.

These standalone novels are brought to you by several bestselling authors specializing in writing twisted chaos. You'll get all the bikers, mobsters, and dark romance your heart can handle.

Follow us so you never miss a new release, as they can be added in at any time!

Raggedy Dan is the scarred enforcer of the Rogue Maniacs MC, hiding his burns behind a bandana and a reputation that strikes fear into rivals. He can't shake the ghosts of his past, but when he storms into a tattoo shop to clean up some Heartless Horde trash, he finds more than trouble—he finds Riley Monroe, the fiery redhead artist who's tougher than she looks.

Riley owns Ink & Iron, slinging needles and attitude in equal measure. She's no stranger to rough edges, but the massive biker who saves her from a brutal assault? He's got her ink-stained heart racing. Too bad he seems more interested in removing old enemies than patching up her wounds. Or is he?

Sparks flare hotter than a bike exhaust as Dan and Riley navigate club wars, burning secrets, and the kind of heat that forges unbreakable bonds. Can this battle-hardened veteran drop his guard long enough to let a tattooed temptress heal his scars, or will their enemies turn their love to ashes?

Abbreviation map:

	RMMC – Rogue Maniacs MC

	HHMC – Heartless Horde MC
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Dan

Dan’s bandana was soaked through with sweat and heat by the time he killed his motorcycle in front of the building for Ink & Iron. He tugged the black rag down from the lower half of his face, letting it hang loose around his throat like a busted noose. The midday sun still beat down hard enough to make the scar tissue along his jaw and cheek pull tight, so he left the rag where it was. Leaving it down didn’t matter. He didn’t know anybody inside the tattoo shop and didn’t think they would be expecting pretty.

He set the kickstand and swung off the bike, boots crunching on the gravel strip that passed for parking out here on the edge of town. The place looked exactly like the info said, just a single-story cinder-block building, neon OPEN sign flickering, with hand-painted iron roses curling around the windows. Two motorcycles he didn’t recognize were parked crooked in front of the door. Wrong patches were painted on both of the tanks. Son of a bitch, those are remnants of the Heartless Horde MC. Motherfuckers. There was also a two-door beater, with no colors or patches visible. Thank God they’re not tagging cages. That’d be a line too far for sure.

Dan’s spine straightened. The President of his club, Tinder, had made it crystal-clear that any leftover HHMC trash still breathing in Rogue Maniacs territory were to be educated, relocated, or buried. Preferably, but not necessarily, in that order.

Shouting broke out from behind the door, and a man’s unintelligible bass growl was followed by a woman’s angry yell of clear outrage. HHMC’s method of patching people stressed the most grievous of wrongs done. The bigger the bad, the faster the patch would show up on their back.

Sounds like they’re up to their same old bullshit. 

He rolled his shoulders, and the familiar weight and creak of his leather vest reminded him of who he was and what he stood for. Dan opened the door and walked inside.

The bell over the door gave a tired jingle, and all conversation, one-sided though it might have been, died instantly.

Three men in those same ole stale HHMC colors turned towards him. One had a woman bent over the counter, forearm across the back of her neck like he was pinning a butterfly. Her jean shorts were tugged down on one side, making it clear what the asshole’s intentions were.

Dan had about a second to register that she had fire-engine-red hair twisted up in a knot and that the arms straining as she tried unsuccessfully to shove the asshole off were tattooed beautifully.

In the chair across the room was what looked like a legitimate customer with a half-finished rib tattoo, lines of the artwork bleeding out from under a hastily applied towel. That asshole was cowering, like he was the one about to be violated.

Assholes will asshole.

The woman’s furious storm-gray eyes flicked to Dan. Relief flashed across her face for half a heartbeat before it was replaced with pure, unfiltered defiance. Her gaze ran down his chest and back up to his scarred face, and she lifted her chin as much as she could. The woman was prepared to take them all on if needed.

“Let. Her. Go,” Dan said. He kept his voice low, the intonation flat, the same timbre that used to make fresh privates piss themselves in Kandahar.

The biggest HHMC wannabe, the one holding the redhead, laughed aloud, the sound ricocheting around the shop. “Or what, Raggedy Dan? You gonna smile us to death?”

The other two snickered.

Dan didn’t bother answering. He simply moved.

Two steps forwards and he grabbed the laughing prick by the collar of his cut and yanked him back and away from the woman. Then he politely introduced the man’s face to the glass display case. Broken glass, jewelry, and piercing barbells exploded across the floor, and he was down for the count. When Dan dropped him, blood pooled red underneath his head. The woman had been knocked to one side, but at least she was out of reach for the assholes left behind.

The second guy reached for a blade strapped in plain view to the inside of one arm.

How big a dumb fuck do you have to be?

Dan caught his wrist, twisted until bones ground together and the sheath broke away, then drove an elbow into the man’s solar plexus. Air whooshed out, cutting a scream in half. A single hard two-handed club to the side of the head had this one falling like a sack of half rotten potatoes.

The third picked that moment to try to rabbit past Dan towards the door, and he took a biker boot to the back of the knee for his trouble. Another boot put him on the ground, unsure whether to grab one knee or the other. Both were listing sideways, so it was a toss-up.

The air around him was suddenly on fire. Dan couldn’t take a breath and fell to his knees. Just across the road another truck exploded, and pieces of the driver flew off into the distance. Then the wave of noise and heat hit him hard, blowing him backwards, legs akimbo as he landed, both knees fucked from the twisting they’d taken.

He shook his head hard, recentering himself in this decade.

Within forty-five seconds, he’d put all three on the floor groaning, bleeding, or both. Dan verified the men were no longer an immediate threat, and the woman was at a safe distance, and turned to head outside. By the time he walked back inside half a minute later, the bikes outside were wearing fresh key art across those painted colors courtesy of Dan’s buckle. Before any of the assholes had moved an inch from where he’d left them. Two bikes, three patched assholes. That math ain’t mathin’. Cage, probably.

He turned back to the woman.

She’d straightened and tugged her shorts back into place. She rolled her neck once and stared at him like he was an alien species. A very large, very scarred, very scary alien species wearing his Rogue Maniacs MC colors.

“You okay?” he asked in his damaged voice.

“Define okay? I mean.” Her voice was as far away from his rasp as could be. It was smoke and whiskey. Good whiskey. She shrugged halfheartedly. “Meh. I’ve had worse Tuesdays.”

Up close, she was smaller than he’d thought, maybe five-four in her combat boots, but every inch was carried with attitude. An attractive tiny silver hoop glinted in her septum. Each of her tattoos were isolated, telling a story. One I’d surely like the chance to learn.

Dan’s gaze dropped to the abandoned customer, still half-naked and shaking in the chair. “You want me to call somebody for him? You were here by yourself?”

She snorted. “Kid I had watching the register bolted out the back door the second the grabbing started. Probably halfway out of town by now. It was his first day, and a bust-and-run must not have been what he expected. I’ll take care of Mr. Gandy there.” A frown flashed across her face, and she angled that chin up just a little more. “Once I catch my breath, and not one instant sooner, seeing as how he didn’t lift a finger.” She wiped her hands on a towel, then offered one slim-fingered hand to Dan. “Riley Monroe. I own the place. Thanks for the assist, Raggedy Dan.”

“Dan Sharp.” He stared at her hand a second too long before taking it. Her grip was strong, calloused, and warm. “Just Dan’s fine.”

“Noted. But the street already gave you the name, big guy. Might as well own it.” She let go and crossed her arms, studying the ruin of her shop. “You always introduce yourself by redecorating, Just Dan?”

“Only when the welcoming party’s overly rude.”

A surprised laugh burst out of her. “Fair.”

He felt that laugh in his gut like a slug of hard liquor. She could be dangerous.

Riley stepped over one of the unconscious HHMC patch-holders, straddling his torso as she grabbed a bottle of whiskey from under the counter. She spun the top off, and, still standing over the fallen enemy, she took a pull straight from the neck. Then she held it out to him. “Medicinal. You’re bleeding.”

He glanced down. A shallow slice across his knuckles. Not a big deal. Still, he accepted the bottle, tipped it back for a healthy swallow, and then handed it over. Their fingers brushed, just the barest of touches, hardly anything at all, but in an instant, heat flared down his spine and curled around his balls.

Christ on a stick.

Time to get myself under control.

He pulled the bandana up, covering the bottom half of his face before asking, “You got a med kit?”

“Back room.” She stared at him for a second, then jerked her chin towards a curtained doorway. “Come on, hero. Least I can do is patch you up before you ride off into the sunset.”

Dan hesitated. He should call Denver and get cleanup rolling, make sure these assholes were escorted out of RMMC territory permanently. Instead, he found himself going with Riley Monroe through the beaded curtain and into the back of her shop like a goddamn teenager following a high school crush.
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[image: ]


Riley

She was intensely aware of the scarred man walking at her back. And even more so of the jackasses still lying on the shop’s main area floor. Practical things first. She asked, “Should I contact the cops? I’ll be honest, I hesitate to even give them a call, because it was a hell of a job to get my license as it was. This county’s a motherfucker for jobs like mine.”

Dan, Just Dan, or as he was in her mind, Raggedy Dan, laughed low. “I’ll call a crew of my guys in a minute. Those manchild assholes just found out what happens when you don’t vacate a territory after being told, definitively but nicely.”

“In that case I’m gonna let you handle it.” Her gaze caught at the rearing horse on her bicep. RIP, as she called him, was stomping at a handful of snakes, with wild eyes and bared teeth. Kinda how I feel right now. “On second thought.” She jerked her chin down the hallway. “The med kit is in the kitchen just up there. You can bring it back out front. I need to make sure those jackasses don’t get any ideas. I don’t know what I was thinking. My register isn’t locked or anything.”

“Is that what they wanted? The cash from the till?” he asked like he hadn’t seen her about to be raped by the biggest one.

She shook her head as she let him walk past her, forcing those memories to the back of her mind. “Oh, he was planning on taking the cash all right, but he planned on taking other things first.”

Raggedy Dan was following her back up front, only this time it sounded like he was on the phone. The ringing in her ears didn’t let her hear a word he said. In the few seconds it took to return to the front, no one had moved. Not even Mr. Gandy, who’d been wincing and jerking his way through the rib tattoo piece he’d sworn he could sit for. She glanced at it with a sigh. Not even half of the line work was done, and there was still all the color to block in. Fucking pussy.

“Mr. Gandy, let me get you cleaned up, and you can go. Call me for a rescheduling appointment, and we’ll knock that tattoo out in no time.” She put action to words and blasted sanitizer on a wad of paper towels to wipe his tattoo clean of blood and ink smears, then collected a couple of sterile gauze pads to tape to his ribs. “There you go, good as new.”

When he moved to reach for his wallet, she shook her head.

“We’ll settle up when you come again. You parked out back, right?” He nodded, pale as a ghost. “Go straight out the door at the end of the hallway, then.” He shrugged on his shirt, buttoning things crossways as he walked away. “Call for that appointment, don’t forget.” Riley got a half-wave for her trouble.

He won’t be returning. She’d seen that level of fear before. He thought riding the edge of outlaw with a tattoo was going to be gangster, but the little fella can’t really handle gangster.

“Good god, that man’s a waste.” She turned and found Just Dan kneeling over the top of the guy who’d been promising her the ride of her life. She asked, “Is that asshole alive?”

“For now. His health is directly connected to how he answers my questions, though.” Dan didn’t look around. “I’m doing my best to make sure he stays hale and fit, but he’s not helping his own cause.”

She stepped between the man’s legs and put the toe of one boot right in the man’s taint, pressing down on what had to be his balls, given the way he tried to clutch at himself. “Hey, jackass, you might want to answer the nice man’s questions. Because if he leaves it up to me, you’ll depart here a eunuch.”

“It’s just us. We’re the last.” The man shouted the words, his volume and timbre rising with every syllable. 

“Riley Monroe, your techniques are a study in effectiveness.” Dan laughed, the sound painful to hear.

She mentally paired evidence of the damaged voice with the visible scarring, meaning he had to have been in a hell of a fire. And survived. That’s something right there.

He continued, “I’ve got folks coming. We’ll get all this out of your way in a bit.” He paused and pointed to the shattered display case. “Don’t suppose you’ve got another one of those around, do you?”

“Nope.” She pressed down on the man’s balls again, only backing off when he dry heaved a couple of times. “I’m going to be hard-pressed to find another I can afford.”

“Okay.” He took a couple of pictures, then apparently sent them as text messages, because he got something back quickly, phone buzzing in his hand. “You’re in luck. You met someone today who has a spare display case and wants to unload it for cheap. As in free.” He jabbed at the phone with his thumb. “Might even get it delivered today yet. Depends on you.”

“You don’t have to do that. It isn’t your fault this jackass decided to try his luck out in my shop.” She swallowed hard. “But it would be mighty welcome. Let me know the cost, though. I don’t need handouts.”

“How’s your tattooin’ hand?”

The change in subject made her shake her head, rattling earrings as she tried to catch up. “My hands are fine. He had the wrong grip to do any actual damage.” She stood still, running her schedule through her head until the answer finally dawned on her. “You’re my two o’clock, aren’t you?”

“Guilty as charged.” He moved to squat near the third man in the tidy row of deadbeats he’d lined out on her floor. He rummaged through his pockets, pulled out a wallet, and took photos of the ID inside. “Were you able to do a sketch from what I sent you?”

“I have it designed, yes, sir. And I’m open to putting it on your shoulder, but I want you to consider making it a shield across half your chest too. The concept is too good to have it be a two-hour tattoo.”

A noise came from outside, and she realized she’d been hearing the rumble of engines for the last minute, only registering the sound when it suddenly stopped. Several men’s voices carried in from outside, words overlapping in a terrifying cacophony of sound. Riley took a step back, her breaths coming quick.
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Dan

“It’s okay, these are my people. We’re good, Riley.” She was spooked, and it should have come as no surprise, given what she’d endured today.

Tinder walked through the front door, scoping out the situation within seconds. He crouched, putting one knee to the floor, making himself intentionally small. “Hey, Dan, got your messages.”

“Thanks for comin’, Prez. Hey, Riley, this is the president of my club. I wanted him to collect these three assholes sooner rather than later. Is it okay if we bring in a couple more guys? The truck with your new display isn’t here yet, but they’re on the way.” She looked at him, whites of her eyes flashing before she dropped her chin to her chest. She pulled in a measured, intentional breath, and her shoulders relaxed. “That’s good, Riley. Slow and steady wins the race.”

Without lifting her head, she asked, “What club are you part of? I didn’t see the back of your vest.”

“Rogue Maniacs MC. We’ve got beef with these assholes and killed their club, shutting it down and patching over only the few who were worthy.”

She tilted her head slightly, and he could see her eyes were closed. “I heard about you guys. Good things.” Her eyes popped open, and she had a tiny smile on her face. “I know Dawg from yoga.”

“Well, you’re in luck because he’s just outside,” Tinder said softly, then called, “Mad Dawg, come on in here, nice and slow.”

The door opened again, and a big man stood in the light. He caught a glimpse of Riley, and a wide grin hit his face.

“Meg, I didn’t know this was your place. They said it was Riley.” He walked in, letting the door close behind him as he took in the tableau inside the shop. “Come on over here, girl.”

He’d hardly finished speaking before Riley was running in his direction, the footsteps of her combat boots echoing through the shop. She ran right into Mad Dawg’s arms, and he curled around her, whispering into her ear. The man under his hand jerked and Dan swung before thinking, hitting him directly on the hinge of his jaw. It knocked the man back out, and a second later he felt a hand on his shoulder, Tinder holding him back. He whipped his head around to find his president shaking his head.

“He’s locked in with Ella, you know that.”

“Yeap, I do. But it...I don’t...there’s somethin’.”

“I’ve got a new assignment for you, Dan.” Tinder rose to his feet with a grin, and Dan did the same, without the change in facial expression.

Riley’s shoulders were shaking. She was crying. He knew instinctively that she’d hate it as soon as she got past the adrenaline drop she had to
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