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Prologue

Jade

I stand in front of the bathroom mirror staring at my reflection. How could this be happening? I couldn't go through this alone. There isn’t a doubt in my mind as to what I should do. I have to tell him. No matter how he feels about me, he deserves to know the truth.

Taking in a deep breath, I march into the bedroom and grab my phone off the nightstand. Scrolling through the numbers, I click on his name and press the phone to my ear. It rings once, then twice before a female voice answers on the other end. “Hello?”

I immediately second guess my decision and quickly hit the end call button. There is no way he would believe me anyway, so why waste my breath. I toss my phone on the bed and collapse beside it. I can do this, I tell myself.

Who am I trying to kid? The thought of going through this pregnancy and birth alone was terrifying me. Before, I had Viper and Shadow. The two most important people in my life and neither of them were here for me now. For the first time in a very long time, I truly felt alone. Bringing another child into this world without his or her father around wasn't an option. I know what I should do, but the thought alone makes me sick to my stomach.

Grabbing my phone, I scroll down to Tank’s name and press call. When he answers, I am about to ask him if he will come for a visit, really needing his support, but quickly change my mind. I need to do this alone. Shadow is the only one who should be here for this and he’s not. He hated me and thought I was a whore.

I greet Tank like I normally would and begin telling him how great everything is at my new place. He thinks nothing of the lies I tell him, as I go on and on about my new job.

When I hang up the phone, I curl up on my bed and cry. When my tears finally die down, I pull out my laptop and search for the nearest clinic. When I call and make an appointment for three weeks from now, I feel my heart breaking, knowing what I need to do.

***

Three Weeks Later

––––––––

Walking towards the entrance to the clinic, I am moving in slow motion. My legs feel heavier with each step I take until I reach the double doors. The reflection staring back at me is that of someone I don't even recognize.

The door suddenly opens and I step to the side as I watch a woman exit. Her expression isn't filled with regret as she strides to her car with confidence. I spot a bench near the doorway and make my way over to it, sitting down on the wooden slats.

Burying my face in my hands, I lean over and fight back the nausea that hits me suddenly. “I don’t know what to do,” I say aloud, not caring that strangers passing by are looking at me like I'm crazy.

I thought I had this all figured out, but now I was second guessing my decision. I had three options that all seemed so simple yet were the most agonizingly painful to make. Closing my eyes, I breathe in deeply and slowly exhale. Rising to my feet, I do the only thing I can.

Stepping inside the double doors, I walk up to the receptionist and patiently wait for her to hang up the phone. Smiling at me, she points to the sign in sheet on the clipboard in front of me. “Sign in and have a seat.”

“Actually, I need to cancel my appointment,” I tell her. “My name is Jade Moore.”

She nods at me knowingly. “No problem.”

Turning on my heel, I walk out the front door never looking back. It was simple. No matter what Shadow believed, our night together had meaning, at least to me. I couldn’t end this child’s life. I was strong and I could do this on my own.

Chapter One

Jade

Five Years Later

Stepping outside the back door of Club 450, I pull my jacket tightly around me. Normally, Shane would have walked out with me as he has every night since we’ve been working together, but he was still in a meeting with Doug and I was too exhausted to wait on him. Ten hours on your feet tends to do that, especially on a Friday night when you are going nonstop.

Rushing across the parking lot, I make my way to my car that is parked in the far corner of the lot and climb inside. Starting up the engine, I turn the heat onto high and wait only a few minutes before pulling out of the parking lot towards home.

As soon as I pull into the driveway, the porch light comes on and Natalie steps outside, her purse in hand. She descends the steps quickly as I get out of the car, coming to a stop a few feet from me.

“Good night?” I ask, hoping that Blake didn't give her too much hell.

“Quiet night, actually. He was out by seven.”

I reach into my pocket and pull out the cash I had set aside for her earlier. “I’m glad,” I tell her as I pass the money to her. “Can you come again tomorrow night if Ms. Phillips is still feeling under the weather?”

“No problem,” she says as she shoves the cash into her pocket. “I’ll call you tomorrow afternoon. Have a good night!”

She is in her car and pulling out of the driveway before I have even made it to the top step. Stepping inside, I shrug off my jacket and toss it on the chair along with my purse. I’ll worry about picking it up tomorrow morning, but for now, all I want to do is soak in a hot bath and go to bed.

After locking the front door, I make my way down the narrow hallway, stopping outside of Blake’s room. Peeking inside, I see he is sound asleep, one arm curled around the stuffed pig Tank had brought him during his last visit, and Bethany curled around the other. I cannot contain the smile on my face as I look at both of them.

Blake is the spitting image of Viper, from his almost black hair to his piercing gray eyes. Bethany is the complete opposite, with her blonde locks and bright blue eyes, she is one hundred percent her father’s daughter. Smiling, I close the door gently, trying not to wake them.

Regret fills me as I make my way further down the narrow hall toward my room. This is not how I pictured my life, not in a million years. I had dreams. I should be married and living in Rockingham, not raising two children alone. 

When Viper died, a part of me died along with him. That missing piece could never be replaced. Even now, I was torn between the only two men I have ever loved. One had left me forever but would always be in my heart. The other wanted nothing to do with me or our child.

Being a single mom, working nights in a bar, and trying to make ends meet was hard, but somehow I was managing. I had two beautiful children that meant the world to me. They were reminders of a happier time.

When I first arrived in Raleigh, I thought this was my chance to start over. A month later, I discovered I was pregnant and my world came crashing down. Shadow was no longer a part of my life and I was far away from the only family I knew. I was terrified just thinking about going through it alone. I should have known that wouldn’t be the case. Tank, Spike and Maze had been a part of our lives, helping me in any way they could. The only thing missing was Shadow.

Sinking down into the hot bathtub, I try to push away all thoughts of Shadow, but it is no use. I think about him every day, wishing things had been different for us. I let out a sigh as I sink down into the hot water and close my eyes, relishing in the warmth that surrounds me.

A half hour later, I lift myself out of the tub, feeling refreshed but even more exhausted. I need a night off; I tell myself as I dry off my body and pull on my shorts and tank top. That wouldn't happen anytime soon, not with rent due next week, along with the electric bill. I was still a couple hundred short, so a night off was unthinkable at this point.

It had been easier financially when Matt was here with me, but I was glad he was no longer a part of our lives. I first met him when I was pregnant with Bethany. He was a regular at the club, usually sitting at my end of the bar. We made small talk for months, but it was when I started showing that our friendship really developed. He was such a nice guy, always asking how I was doing and even bringing me crackers to help with the nausea. When my pregnancy progressed and it was obvious to everyone that I wasn’t just a fat ass, he asked me out on a date. I was taken aback that he would want to go out with a woman who was obviously pregnant with another man’s child, and after asking me about ten times, I finally agreed.

Our first date was a memorable one. Dinner, movies, and ice cream. The night ended with him taking me to the hospital when I began hemorrhaging, Placenta Previa, the doctors had called it. I was terrified. Matt stayed with me the entire time, even offering to come take care of me when the doctor ordered me on bed rest.

Two months of lying around doing nothing was hard, but Matt made it easier. Against my objections, Matt came over every day and took care of Blake and me. He bought groceries, cooked dinner and even played with Blake. When I was released from bed rest, he continued to come around.

When Bethany was born, he showed up at the hospital offering me support. He was hurt when I only wanted Tank in the room with me, and I thought he had gotten the hint. We were just friends, and nothing more. But he didn’t give up.

After Bethany and I were released from the hospital, Matt showed up at the house. Over the course of several months, he forced himself into our daily lives and slowly I started to accept his presence. Soon, he became a semi-permanent fixture in our household.

I should have seen the signs. His feelings for me were ones I couldn't return. The first time he told me he loved me, I panicked. He saw my reaction and told me it was alright, that I would eventually learn to love him.

His protectiveness of us soon turned into jealousy. He hated my working at the club, saying I deserved to work in an environment where I wasn’t treated like a piece of meat. My refusal to quit had angered him, and that was the first time he struck me. It should have been the last, but it wasn't. Not because I was OK with his treatment of me, but because no one would help me.

I called the police, wanting him arrested. The officer who came out refused to file a report on his colleague, leaving my house telling me I was an ungrateful bitch. Matt returned to the house a few hours later acting as though nothing had happened and when I told him to get out, he apologized. I wasn't one of those weak women who nodded my head and accepted his apology. No, I told him it was over. To my surprise, he left, only to return a week later. I can still remember waking up to him lying in bed beside me as if this is where he belonged.

Again, I tried to call the police and the officer that came out told me there was nothing he could or would do for me. According to him, this was his legal residence, even though the lease was in my name only and he had never moved in a single item. Hell, I had never even slept with him. 

I knew he would never leave on his own, and with nowhere else to turn, I packed up mine and the kid’s belongings and headed back to Rockingham, to Tank and the club knowing they would take us in.

I was pulled over by the cops before I even made it ten miles, being told that my car had been reported stolen. After arguing with the officer for a good twenty minutes, showing him proof the car was mine, Matt pulled up in his patrol car and took over.

“If you ever think of leaving me again, I will bring down your brother and his entire club.”

This didn't deter me. Matt may have had power in Raleigh, but not in Rockingham and there was no way he could touch my brother or the Satan’s Rebels. That had been mistake number two, the first being me allowing Matt into our lives in the first place.

A week later, after acting like things were back to normal between us, I planned our getaway again. Everything was packed and beside the door when he walked in unexpectedly. He was outraged by my “disobedience,” vowing to make me pay.

And pay I did, with a broken arm, one hell of a black eye, and bruises covering my body. It was of no consequence. I had been beaten far worse for far less, and nothing he could do would keep me from leaving. Until he sent me the booking sheet where my brother, Spike and Maze had all been picked up on drug charges. I realized his pull knew no boundaries at that very moment, but I still refused to give up hope.

Over the course of several weeks, he managed to cut my ties to the club completely, changing the number on my phone and blocking every one of my contacts at the MC from calling. He disabled my car so I couldn't go anywhere unless he took me, and even turned in my notice at the club. I was literally trapped in my own home.

Completely alone and scared for the safety of myself and my children, I did the only thing I knew to do. I called Doug, the owner of the club. I knew Doug had connections and hoped that he could help me, especially since he already disliked Matt.

Doug had been a father figure to me since I had arrived and when I told him what was going on, he stepped in to help. His connections at the police department were higher up than Matt’s and they started looking into it. He took me and the kids into his home so that we were safe.

Matt was relieved of duty pending the investigation, and knowing I was behind it angered him even more. He caught me outside of Doug’s house one afternoon, and the beating I received landed me in the hospital for a week. In return, Matt had been arrested and charged with criminal domestic violence of a high and aggravated nature and bond was denied.

Even better news was that Tank, Spike and Maze’s charges had been dropped last week due to lack of evidence and all three were back home, safe. I apologized to Tank because this had been my doing, but he brushed it off, telling me it wasn't the first time he’s been in the slammer and definitely wouldn't be the last.

Tank wanted me to come home, especially after everything that has happened. I gave it a lot of thought, and although it was a tempting offer, I couldn't. Shadow was there, and I couldn't face him because deep down, I still loved him, yet I hated him at the same time.

I’d never admit it to anyone, but when I learned that Shadow had gotten married six months after I left, I had been devastated. I literally bawled my eyes out over him. The night he and I had shared had meant nothing to him, yet I was labeled the whore.

And now I have a daughter, his daughter that he had never even seen, nor did he care a thing about her. After walking away from that clinic five years ago, I tried contacting him several times. Every time I called, a woman answered his phone. It wasn’t until later that I had learned she was his wife.

Running out of time and options, I decided to send him an email. The same email and response I kept on my phone as a reminder of how meaningless I was to him.

From: Jade Moore

To: Shadow

Subject: We need to talk

Please call me. We really need to talk.

––––––––

I had hoped to receive a call or at least a response quickly, but it was almost a day later when I received his email.

––––––––

From: Shadow

To: Jade Moore

Subject: Re: We need to talk

What the fuck do you want?

––––––––

I stared at his response for a good ten minutes, never expecting his response to be so cold. Not having much option, I decided to break it down in an email.

––––––––

From: Jade Moore

To: Shadow

Subject: Re: We need to talk

I didn't want to tell you this way but you’re not giving me much choice. I’m pregnant.

––––––––

Almost instantaneous, I received his response.

––––––––

From: Shadow

To: Jade Moore

Subject: Re: We need to talk

And why the fuck should I care if you got knocked up?

From: Jade Moore

To: Shadow

Subject: Re: We need to talk

Because the baby is yours!

––––––––

From: Shadow

To: Jade Moore

Subject: Re: We need to talk

Get rid of it! I don’t want to have anything to do with you or your bastard child! You were the worst mistake of my fucking life!

––––––––

I couldn't breathe when I read his words. They cut me to the core. He wanted nothing to do with me or our child. No matter how much he despised me, I never imagined he would be so cold and heartless when it came to our baby. From that point on, I was on my own and I knew I would do just fine without him.

Bethany had asked about her father so many times over the last few years and it broke my heart each and every time. She knew that Blake’s father had passed away and wanted to know if he had been her father too. I was honest, telling her no he wasn’t which lead to more questions that I didn't want to answer. I refused to hurt my daughter by telling her the truth. So instead, I lied, telling her that her father was out of the country working. I always reassured her that he loved her and that one day she would finally meet him.

Eventually, I would have to tell her the truth, but that was far in the future. Shadow had a new life, one that did not involve us. No matter how hard I tried to forget him, he still plagued my thoughts. After everything, I still loved him.

I climb into bed and close my eyes, with images of Shadow invading my dreams.

Chapter Two

Shadow

“What the fuck, Brandi?!” I roar the moment I walk through the front door and see department store bags scattered all over the living room. No doubt she had run up the credit card again, which seemed to be a normal occurrence with her.

“I just picked up a few things,” she huffs, grabbing items out of the bag and ripping the tags off.

“How much this time?”

“Just a few hundred. Don't be so petty, it’s just money!” she scoffs, walking out of the room with her arms filled.

Easy for her to say. She didn't even have a job, so it was my money she was spending. I walk to the kitchen and grab a beer. Stepping outside on the back deck, I crack open the top and down half the bottle before sitting down and kicking my feet up, wanting nothing more than to relax.

The back door opens and Brandi pokes her out. “Are you gonna sit out here all night again?” she asks.

“Why the fuck do you care?” I turn my glare towards her.

“It would be nice if we went out and did something for a change! I'm tired of being cooped up in this house all the time!”

I chuckle at her words. “Weren’t you at the mall all day? How the hell is that being cooped up?”

She says nothing, just turns and slams the door shut behind her. Good, because I really didn't want to hear the sound of her annoying voice. I wanted to be alone with my thoughts, even if it only lasted for a little bit.

Brandi and I have had a volatile relationship since the beginning. She came into my life at a time that I needed companionship and she offered me an escape. I was in a rut at the time we met, drinking myself into oblivion. It had been my only escape from the pain I felt when Jade had left.

I had been a complete and utter fool. It wasn't until after Jade had gone that I discovered the truth. The relationship I had been so hell bent on revealing between Spike and Jade had been nothing more than her supporting him while his woman was dying. My jealousy had ruined the only good thing I had going for me. Jade had left not just the compound, but Rockingham altogether. The revelation had devastated me and I have never been the same since.

Disappearing for a few months hadn't brought her back. I stopped asking about her because Tank wasn't giving anything up. He said she finally had her life in order and I needed to move on. Easier said than done. Not only had I lost the only woman I had ever loved, but my best friend as well.

At my lowest point, I met Brandi and had regretted it ever since. A one night stand turned into a living nightmare. The only positive side to our entire relationship was the day she told me she was pregnant. She moved in the following day. A month later, I married her. A few weeks after, while out on a run, she told me she had miscarried. I had been devastated. To this day, I don't know if she was ever really pregnant.

Reality was that I hated her. She made my life miserable which is exactly how I needed it. Being with Brandi was my constant reminder of what I had lost and what I had ruined. I deserved to live in agony and that’s why

I stayed with her.

Brandi knew I didn't love her and never would. Everyone in the club knew my heart had only belonged to one girl. That didn't stop Brandi from hanging all over me, staking claim. She loved the idea of being an old lady and the power she felt because of the title. What she failed to realize is that everyone fucking hated her. She was a cold heartless bitch.

Standing up, I make my way back inside. I don't want to be here, not with her anyway. I drop the empty beer bottle in the trash and head towards the front door. Tonight, just like most nights, I planned on sleeping at the club, as far away from her as possible.

Stepping outside, I quickly make my way over to my bike and climb on. As I start the engine, I see Brandi rush outside, no doubt wanting to tag along with me. She knows where I am going, but that ain’t happening. No doubt she would show up later, pissed. But for now, I needed to escape. I peel out of the driveway without a backwards glance.

Chapter Three

Jade

I jolt awake, knifing up in the bed, the unmistakable sound of breaking glass the culprit of disturbing my dreams. I reach into the nightstand beside my bed and retrieve the .45 Smith & Wesson Tank had given me. Stumbling, I reach under the mattress and grab the loaded magazine I keep hidden. After quickly loading the clip, I pull the slide back and rush into the hallway towards Blake’s room.

Bethany is still sound asleep, but my intrusion wakes Blake. “What’s wrong?” he asks, rubbing his eyes.

“Shh...” I whisper. “Wake up your sister and get in the closet. Don't come out until I tell you to.” Thankfully, he doesn't argue and does just as I ask.

As soon as he and Bethany are tucked safely into the closet, I crack open the bedroom door and peek out into the dark hallway. I can't see anything, nor do I hear any movement.

Slowly, I step out and make my way towards the end of the hall. With my back tight against the wall, I peer into the living room, my pistol pointed straight ahead. Again, nothing. After standing quietly in the same position for ten minutes, I breathe a sigh of relief.

Still being cautious, I cross the living room and see the broken window immediately. Shaking my head, I make my way to the kitchen, laying my .45 on the counter before opening the pantry and pulling out the broom and dust pan. This isn’t the first time I've had a busted window since moving here. It wasn't necessarily a rough neighborhood, definitely better than the apartment we had when we first moved to Raleigh, but it wasn't in the best of areas either. Break-ins and vandalism were a common occurrence. More than likely, some kid had broken the window and ran off.

Five minutes later, I have all the glass swept up and am returning the broom and dustpan to the pantry. I grab a few trash bags and the duct tape to cover the window until I can get it replaced. I gave up a long time ago depending on Mr. Turner to do it. It was easier to pay for the replacement and have him deduct the cost from my rent.

Turning around quickly, I crash straight into the chest of the man I despise most in this world. My heart stops beating when I see his cold eyes and evil smile. “Miss me?” he asks before he rears his fist back, slamming it into my jaw and sending me flying back into the counter.

I try to stand, only to be knocked down again when his foot connects with my gut, knocking the air from my lungs. He looms over me, smiling snidely. “I’ll take that as a no. Too bad for you sweetheart, I did miss you and I came back to get what is mine.”

“What are you doing here?” I ask in a strangled voice, trying to stand once again.

“You mean how did I get out? Finally made bond, no thanks to you. Did you really think you could keep me away? You. Are. Mine!” he shouts, before lunging towards me.

Stepping out of the way, I reach for my .45 lying on the counter. It is just within my reach when he grabs me by my hair, jerking me backwards and then slamming my face into the counter. I scream out as I feel my nose break and blood begins gushing everywhere.

Don't give up, I tell myself, knowing I have been in far worse situations.

He steps back releasing his grip on me. I turn around, grasping my nose, to see his eyes filled with rage. “You did this! To me! To us! I took care of you! Protected you!” he is foaming at the mouth like a rabid dog, anger seething with every word. “I gave you everything and you repay me by locking me up?!”

I manage to back up against the counter as he snarls at me, his expression showing no signs of mercy on me. He wants to kill me; I can see it in his eyes. Panic takes hold and I have no choice but to do whatever I have to do to survive. My hands behind me, I pull open the drawer and reach inside. Feeling the sharp blade of the chef’s knife inside, I turn quickly grabbing it out.

Slamming me against the counter, he wrenches the knife from my hands. I attempt to push him off and as I do, I feel the burn as the knife impales into my stomach. “You did this, bitch! You did this!” he screams as he pulls the knife from my gut. I drop to the floor, pressing my hands to my gushing wound. I look up at him in disbelief just as his fist connects with my temple and darkness consumes me.

***

Shadow

Downing my third shot of Jack, I glance around the room in search of the piece of ass that would share my bed tonight. I needed release, but the pickings tonight were slim.

“Where’s your cuntface ol’ lady?” Tank asks, dropping his phone on the bar beside me.

“At the house for now,” I tell him. Tank was far from being a fan of Brandi. In fact, he despised her, perhaps even more than I did.

Tank and I were at odds with each other for a long time after Jade left. He blamed me for her departure. Eventually, we came to an understanding, but his loyalty would always lie with Jade, and I knew it. I was lucky he had not tossed me out of the club after what happened, but Tank wanted to keep club business and personal life separate.

“Wish you'd keep her ass away from the club.” I wish I could, but Brandi loved being here. Luckily, she rarely came unless it was a weekend, wanting to make her presence known whenever there was a party.

“Yeah, well that ain't happenin’. You know she’ll show her ass here sometime tonight.”

“I don't know why you put up with her ass.” He probably wouldn't understand why I kept her around, so I never bothered to explain. I shrug at him as I pour myself another shot.

After a few minutes of small talk, Tank wanders off, his eyes set on the red head across the room. I watch as he grabs her by the wrist and drags her down the hall. After downing another shot, I slam the empty glass on the bar. I needed to call it quits because I knew Brandi would be showing up at any minute. The last time I had gotten shit faced, I had taken her to my room, which had led me to where I was today. In a miserable marriage with a woman I despised, all because I had fucked up the only good thing that had ever happened to me.

My mind drifts to Jade immediately. God how I miss her. What I wouldn't give to hear her laughter or see her smiling face. No woman had ever had an effect on me like she had, and no one ever would. She was it for me, my one chance at happiness. If I couldn't have her, I deserved the misery I lived with each day.

My thoughts are interrupted when Tank’s phone vibrates on the bar top beside me. I had not noticed he had left it behind, which was so unlike him. Glancing at the screen, I see it light up, ‘Jade Calling’ I am tempted to snatch his phone up and answer it, really needing to hear her voice at this very moment.

I sit there staring at his phone, and just as I reach out to grab it, the screen goes dim. I am filled with disappointment knowing she hung up. It was just wishful thinking that she would have even spoken a word to me. I know she would have hung up the moment she heard my voice. Maybe one day... I say to myself, the same thing I have said since she left five years ago.

Pouring myself another shot, I throw it back, the burn of the amber liquid a welcome feeling. I am about to turn around and scour the room for the club whore who was going to be swallowing my load tonight when Tank’s phone rumbles against the bar top again.

‘Jade Calling’ 

Instinctively, I grab his phone and press the accept button without hesitation. I wanted, no I needed, this. I needed to hear those words from her again. “I fuckin’ hate you.” I deserved her hatred and so much more.

“Hello?” I say into the phone.

“Uncle Tank...” the voice on the other end is not the one I expect. Instead of Jade, the small voice belonging to a young boy greeted me. He was crying as he tried to form his words. “I... need...”

Blake. “Calm down, little man. This is Shadow.”

“I... need... Uncle... Tank...“ he cries into the phone.

I jump up, rushing down the hallway with the phone pressed to my ear.

“I’m getting your uncle for you, Blake. Can you tell me what’s wrong?”

He is almost incoherent as he speaks, but I can make out some of his garbled words. “Mom... Matt... bleeding... 911... dead...” 

He is uncontrollably sobbing into the phone as he tries to tell me what’s going on. I open the office door to find Tank with his dick halfway down the red heads throat. He sees the expression on my face as I step inside, and shoves the whore onto the ground. 

“Get the fuck out!” he shouts. The girl scrambles to her feet and rushes towards the door without saying a word. I pull the phone from my ear and press the speaker button, holding it out so Tank can hear.

“Your Uncle Tank is here, little man. Take a deep breath and tell us what’s going on,” I beckon him. Tank immediately turns ashen.

“Uncle Tank?” Blake’s voice is strained as he speaks.

“I’m right here, buddy. What’s wrong?”

“Mom... Matt...”

“I need you to calm down buddy,” Tanks says and I can hear Blake take in a deep, trembling breath.

“Matt got into the house. Mom... she’s bleeding all over the place...“ each word he says is forced as he fights to keep from falling apart. “She won't wake up!” He bursts into tears and my heart clenches.

“It’s OK, buddy. I need you to hang up and call 911,” Tank says more calmly than I thought possible.

“I did!” Blake cries out.

“Good job, buddy. You’ve got to stay calm for me. The cops and ambulance are on their way and your mom is gonna be fine.” Tank’s expression tells me he doesn't believe the words he has just uttered. “Where’s Bethany?”

Tank must see the look of confusion on my face because his eyes falter before he looks away.

“She’s in the closet,” Blake says. “Mommy, please wake up!” he shouts, undoubtedly shaking her.

“Blake, listen to me. I want you to wait until the ambulance gets there before you bring your sister out. She doesn't need to see your mom like this.”

“I will,” he cries. “I’m scared, Uncle Tank.”

“I know, buddy. Me too. But your mom’s gonna be alright. When the cops get there, I want you to tell them I’m on my way.” He nods at me before hitting the speaker button and pressing the phone to his ear. He stands and motions towards the door. Taking lead, I rush in front of him, calling out to Spike and Maze who follow behind us.

Tank ends the call just as we mount our bikes, telling Blake, “Don’t worry, buddy. I’m on the way.” He says nothing more as his engine roars to life and we pull out of the compound running full throttle all the way to Raleigh.

Chapter Four

Shadow

Hospitals are one of my least favorite places in the world. It seems like only yesterday that I sat in a similar waiting room, offering support for Jade while she awaited Viper’s death. Now, I waited impatiently for news on Jade.

I knew very little other than what I had overheard on the phone. The moment we arrived at the hospital, Tank had disappeared in search of his sister, leaving us to sit and wait without any answers.

“Was it Matt?” Maze asks, breaking the silence that filled the room.

Spike shakes his head as he leans back in the chair. “Who else would it be? Fucker should have been put six feet under a long time ago. This will be the last time he lays a finger on our girl.”

I seem to be the only one in the room who knows nothing about what is going on. “Who the fuck is Matt?”

Spike looks at me with regret before speaking. “A worthless piece of shit.”

“Same piece of shit that should never have got out on bond,” Maze pipes in. He turns to Spike. “I checked with Taze. He confirmed the fucker got a bond. Got some of his buddies to pitch in for some overpriced lawyer. Of course he was supposed to stay the fuck away from Jade.”

The waiting room door opens sharply, interrupting Spike, and Tank steps through looking disheveled. “Everyone out,” he says. All three of us stand, looking at him in disbelief. “Not you, Shadow. You and I need to talk.” With a look of confusion on my face, I sit back down.

“Is she alright?” Maze asks, pausing at the door.

“She’s in surgery. Fucker stabbed her after beating the shit out of her.”

Spike swallows hard, as does Maze. I close my eyes as I absorb the words. This Matt fucker had laid his hands on my Jade and tried to kill her. I was going to gut him slowly when I got my hands on him. Then reality set in.

Jade wasn't mine to protect anymore.

When the door closes behind Maze and Spike, I look up to see that Tank is now sitting in one of the chairs facing me, his gaze cold. “I’m just gonna lay it out for you. The fucker that did this to Jade is still out there. Ain't no way my sister is going anywhere but the club when she gets out of this place. You got a problem with that, then bail out now. Not gonna deal with any shit over this.”

He really didn't have a fucking clue. I've dreamed of seeing Jade again since she left, but I never imagined it would be this way. “I get it, man. I ain't got any issue.”

“Good because I'm gonna need your help tracking this fucker down.”

“I'm on it. Gonna need some background, though.” The truth was I needed to know as much about the fucker as I could, but I also had personal reasons I wasn't about to share aloud. I knew nothing about the last five years of Jade’s life and this would give me some insight.

“Matt Parker, now an ex-cop. He started hanging out at the bar where Jade was working in Raleigh - Club 450. Weaseled his way into her life playing nice. He’s the one that was behind those bogus drug charges me, Spike and Maze had against us.”

He pauses for a moment, as if collecting his thoughts. “I didn’t know the fucker had laid his hands on her until she landed in the hospital and he was arrested. She didn’t go into too much detail with me. Just know that he tried to cut her ties to the club.”

“I’ll find the fucker, one way or another,” I promise him.

Tank nods at me knowingly. “That fucker is mine!” he growls. He doesn't need to say anything more. I know Tank will torture him until he begs for death, but it won't come quickly. He will pay for everything slowly and painfully.

After sitting in silence for a long time, the waiting room door finally opens and a man wearing scrubs enters the room. “Mr. Moore?”

Tank stands, nodding in acknowledgment. 

“I’m Dr. Singh. I performed the surgery on your sister,” he says as he takes a seat in one of the chairs facing us.

“How’s she doin’ doc?” The look on Tank’s face is paramount.

“She’s in recovery at the moment, but she’s doing fine. As you know, she sustained a knife wound to her abdomen. Luckily, the blade missed any vital organs, but there was a tremendous amount of muscle and tissue damage that I was able to repair. I’ve started her on a course of antibiotics to reduce the chances of infection and she’s going to be in some pain, but I feel she’ll make a full recovery.”

Tank lets out a relieved sigh at the doctor’s statement. “How long will she be here?”

“I’m having her admitted to the surgical floor for observation. We’ll monitor her and see how she recovers, but I would estimate at least a week. Once she’s moved to a room, you can see her.”

“Thanks, doc.” Dr. Singh rises from the chair and extends his hand to Tank before leaving us alone.

“She’s gonna be alright,” Tank exhales sharply. He’s exhausted and it is written all over his expression. This has taken a lot out of him just as it has me.

A few moments later, the waiting room door opens again and Spike enters with a young boy around seven years old following close behind him. “He wanted to see you,” Spike says as he closes the door behind him.

“Hey, buddy!” The moment the words escape Tank’s mouth, the boy rushes over to him, holding onto him tightly.

Staring down
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