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PROTECT: The club and your brothers come before anything else and must be protected at all costs. CLUB is FAMILY.

RESPECT: Earn it & Give it. Respect club law. Respect the patch. Respect your brothers. Disrespect a member and there will be hell to pay.

HONOR: Being patched in is an honor, not a right. Your colors are sacred, not to be left alone, and NEVER let them touch the ground.

OLE’ LADIES: Never disrespect a member’s or brother’s Ole’ Lady. PERIOD.

CHURCH is MANDATORY.

LOYALTY: Takes precedence overall, including well-being.

HONESTY: Never LIE, CHEAT, or STEAL from another member or the club.

TERRITORY: You are to respect your brother’s property and follow their Chapter’s club rules.

TRUST: Years to earn it...seconds to lose it.

NEVER RIDE OFF: Brothers do not abandon their family.
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FIRST AND FOREMOST, I’d like to thank all you amazing readers for loving my Royal MC series enough to want more. I hope you’ve enjoyed all the stories you’ve read, and I can’t wait for you to fall in love with Rita and the other ladies who not only survive but strive in the story I’m about to share with you. Be forewarned, this story has all kinds of real-life sheot I’ve tossed in, but as always with my worlds, you’ll get a happily ever after, the bad guys will get what’s coming to them, and there will be some amazing sexy times.

To my amazing team of Betas, y’all rock sooo effing hard. Debbie Ramos, Maureen Ames, Mary Hull, and Marsha McDaniel, along with the entire Boonies. Thank you, ladies, for helping with this story. Thank you all for all you do to make my books so amazing. Thank you to my editor Tracy Roelle for always putting in those long hours for “that client” LOL. And a huge thanks to you readers...you are simply the best ever. FLOVE y’all soo hard.

Y’all have no clue how much I appreciate all who have read my stories, and this dedication, so thank you from the bottom of my heart and soul. Love y’all soo hard.

XOXO,

Elle Boon
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TO AVOID SPOILERS THIS LIST ONLY INCLUDES THE CHARACTERS MENTIONED

IN THE PREVIOUS BOOKS

ROYAL MC Members:

King Royal – President – King Royal Jr (Son of King Sr), brother to Duke VP (Royally Tempted book 3)

Duke Royal – Vice President – Son of King Royal Sr, brother to King (Royally Treasured book 4)

Traeger – Sgt at Arms (Royally Taken book 2)

Keys – Enforcer (Royally Broken book 5)

Hollywood aka Scott Haven – Enforcer (Royally Chosen Christmas book 7)

Digger – Road Captain – Owns Royal Towing

Cosmo – Enforcer and money man (Royally F**ked changed to Royally Saved book 6)

Tymber – Tattoo Artist (Royally Twisted book 1)

Ayesha – King’s ole’ lady (Royally Tempted book 3)

Ivy – Tymber’s ole’ lady, former best friend of Luke Royal (Royally Twisted book 1)

Luke Royal – Twin to Duke Royal / Luke committed suicide in Royally Twisted.

Kailani – Traeger’s ole’ lady – Mob boss’s daughter (Father and Brother both killed in previous books) (Royally Taken book 2)

Lennox – Duke’s ole’ lady – Doc’s daughter – Doctor and old timer (Royally Treasured book 4)

Palmer – Keys’ ole’ lady (Royally Broken book 5)

DaiTai – Cosmo’s ole’ lady (Royally Saved book 6)

Talena – Hollywood’s ole’ lady (Royally Chosen Christmas book 7)

Archer – Formerly known as prospect Frog – Real name is Mick Richardson (Royally Targeted book 9)

Tiana – Sister to Ayesha, King’s ole’ lady (Royally Targeted book 9)

Groot – Pete former prospect, killed in Royally Tempted by Ayesha/King

T-Rex – Enforcer real name Theriot Raptor Guidry from the Bayou (Royally Inked book 10)

Lux – T-Rex’s ole’ lady/Tattoo artist at Twisted Ink (Royally Inked book 10)

Former Originals: None have books or have been mentioned except King Sr... yet “wink”

King Royal Sr – President – Deceased

Ryno Marx – VP - Deceased

Argo Peters – Sgt at Arms – Deceased

Crazy Jax – Treasurer – Deceased

Torpedo (Tinny) – Deceased​
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Lonely - Justine Bieber

Lasting Lover Sigala & James Author

It Will Come Back - Hozier

Monsters - Demi Lovato feat. Blackbear

Blinding Lights - Teddy Swims

Welcome to My House Nu Breed & Jesse Howard

Villain - Lily Rose

Goodbyes - Post Malone

Finally//beautiful stranger - Halsey

Memories - Maroon 5

You Broke Me First - Tate McRae

Falling - Harry Styles

Without Me - Halsey & Juice World

I Fall Apart - Post Malone

Tell Me You Love Me - Demi Lovato

Starting Over - Christ Stapleton

Someone You loved - Lewis Capaldi

I hope - Gabby Barrett & Charlie Puth

Hold On - Cord Overstreet

Love Lies - Khalid & Normani

Bad Intentions - Niykee Heaton

Sex On Fire - Kings Of Leon

Apologize - Timbaland & OneRepublic

Bring Me To Life - Evanescence

You Don't Own Me - SayGrace Ft G-Eazy

If You Want Love - NF

Hero - Enrique Iglesias

Let's Hurt Tonight - OneRepublic

If the World Was Ending - JP Saxe & Julia Michaels

Die From A Broken Heart - Maddie & Tae
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RITA CURLED ONTO HER side, bringing her legs up to her chest into a ball, trying to make herself as small as possible. God, she hated her life, hated Barry with a burning passion. She kept her eyes closed, knowing he’d see how she felt about him if he were to look at her in that moment. Hell, if her husband were to actually see her, he’d know she hated him with every fiber of her being. However, Barry was the biggest narcissist to ever walk the earth, in her opinion. He was also a sadist, but she didn’t know that when she’d married him at nineteen. He’d been her ticket out of the hellhole she’d grown up. Her one way out of a trailer park filled with men who wanted to spend their day's fishing, drinking, and waiting for their wives to come home to cook and clean while they beat their kids. Barry had seemed like a knight in shining armor compared to all the men she’d known, so when he’d walked into the convenience store in his military gear with his ‘thank you ma’am’ and ‘yes please’ and all the other good manners he’d shown, she’d melted like butter on a hot summer day in July.

“Stop whimpering like a fucking baby, Rita. You know I can’t stand that shit, and I don’t have time to discipline you properly before I ship out. Do you want me to send someone over here to handle you while I’m gone?” Barry asked, looking over his shoulder from the end of the bed.

She wanted to lash out at him and tell him to fuck off, yet that would only make him angry and then he’d follow through on his threat. Rita didn’t know which bastard he’d send over, but whoever it would be, she’d hate. With controlled movements, she unfurled from the tight ball. Her body protested each movement. Fuck, how long had he kept her restrained and used her this time?

“Good little bitch. When I get back, we’ll do something fun.” Barry reached up and touched her calf.

Rita was aware he expected her to smile and say an appropriate response. She licked her lips and swallowed before she could talk, wishing she could ask for a drink first. The dry sensation hurting to do even that little motion, another reminder that he didn’t care about her or her comfort. “That sounds wonderful,” she rasped.

When she stopped believing in happily ever after, she wasn’t sure. At one time, she’d thought Barry was all her hopes and dreams wrapped up in his camo. It became painfully obvious within the first six months of their marriage that he wasn’t who he’d portrayed himself to be, or maybe it was after they’d been stationed at Parris Island that things changed. Or rather, he changed. Hell, she didn’t know for sure, but what she knew was her life had become one huge nightmare she wanted to escape from.

“Here, take a drink.”

Rita struggled to sit up enough to sip from the straw Barry had placed in her mouth. She took a huge sip, then released the straw, watching as he got up from the bed. In the four years since they’d been married, he’d only gotten more muscular, filling out his uniform even better. He was ten years her senior and always made her feel inferior. What he didn’t know was she was taking classes online and had already gotten an associate degree.

Once he was in the bathroom and out of sight, she spit the water behind the end table. She knew he was drugging her, always did before he left. If there was one thing Rita had learned, that was never to repeat an error. The first time he’d left after a ‘Session’ he drugged her, and when she woke up, one of his buddies was watching over her. She’d been naked and vulnerable. Never again.

The sound of water running accompanied the hum of his toothbrush filtered out of the open door. She turned on her side, facing toward the opposite wall. On impulse, she grabbed the sheet from the foot of the bed, knowing he would probably yank it off of her.

Seconds or minutes later, the water shut off. Her body ached, her jaw hurt, and fuck it all, she hated the fact she was used to his abuse. But sadly, that was her existence. She’d gone with him like a sheep to slaughter, thinking he was her salvation. When in reality, he was the fucking devil in disguise.

A slight creek came from behind her. She didn’t flinch or change one thing about herself. Again, the silence stretched. The only warning she was given was that Barry the bastard had come out of the bathroom was that slight noise. He didn’t make another sound as he moved since he was used to covert ops or whatever the fuck Marines did.

She both loved and loathed when his team was called out. Usually they went to Japan, or another foreign diplomatic country. Of course, she learned really quick not to ask too many questions, or any actually unless he offered to tell her. For six months she’d be able to breathe, unless he sent one of his—friends to check in on her. She held completely still, keeping her breaths slow and even. He was one of the highest-ranking officers, so he’d have to get going soon, but he never worried they’d leave without him. Fucker. Rita was sure he enjoyed toying with the others, showing up at the last minute, appearing as though he’d just fucked his wife. Most of the others were every bit as sadistic as him, abusing her friends the same as Barry. She truly wished their plane would go down over the middle of the ocean before they could relieve the other soldiers. Being a widow sounded really damn good.

The bed dipped beside her, the stank of his cologne reminding her of the shit her Pop Pop had worn when she was a kid. She hated that old bastard, too. He was an asshole who had done bad shit she tried not to think about. Luckily, he hadn’t been a fucking pedophile, or she’d have been even more screwed up than she’d been.

Barry trailed his finger down her arm from shoulder to the inner part of her arm, nudging the sheet off with his other hand. Rita worked to stay still and keep her eyes from fluttering as he dug into the bend painfully with his blunt fingernail. The fucking prick was pushing, trying to hurt her to see if she was awake. Although he’d probably used enough drugs to put a horse out for hours, the sadist in him always liked to inflict pain. She couldn’t count how many times she’d fantasized about biting his fingers or god help her. She’d truly imagined chopping his dick off after or during one of his ‘sessions’.

At last, he let out an annoyed breath when she didn’t respond and then stood, jarring her in the process. She let her body be rattled as if she were a limp noodle.

“Such a waste. Can’t even get your worthless ass pregnant. I should just kill you and find myself a newer, better model.” Barry’s words were meant to hurt, but they missed their mark. She ensured she couldn’t have his children without his knowledge. Every twelve weeks she drives to a mall where she gets herself pampered, per his specifications, then she slips out and sees her female doctor.

Rita stayed in the same position for long minutes after the door downstairs slams shut. Barry could very easily have pretended to leave and crept back upstairs to see if she’d been faking. For months she’d been making plans, and nothing, not her impatience or the need to breathe deep was going to ruin her chance to escape. As the shadows on the walls moved after another half hour had passed, she rolled to her back. There was nobody jumping out of the darkness grabbing her, but that would soon change. The reason Barry drugged her was so one of his buddies could come and have a ‘session’ with her. He liked to show her he still had control while he was gone and made sure she didn’t forget, even for a moment, that his reach wasn’t far. How the men who were supposed to be about honor and protection, could be so bent and twisted she had no clue? How they could come into her home, find a woman who was married to one of their friends, drugged and unconscious and still do what they do, she found unfathomable? Yet they did, and they enjoyed themselves. Not this time, though.

She scrambled out of the bed and went to her closet, jerking on a pair of leggings and sweatshirt. At the end of the closet, she quickly opened the safe Barry thought she was too stupid to get into. Inside, she took out the gun he’d registered under her name and tucked it into the back of her leggings, making sure the hoodie covered it. The envelope of cash made her fingers itch to take, but she already had cash to get her going. Although she deserved at least half, all she wanted was her freedom, but taking anything out of his safe would be like stealing and she wasn’t a thief. Of course, she’d been squirreling away cash for the past two years. The asshole just didn’t know it.

“I fucking hate everything about you and this life,” she muttered, shoving the small door shut after placing her wedding ring inside with the cash. Sure, she could’ve taken the rock with her and hocked it, but nope, she wasn’t taking anything he’d given her.

The clock ticked on the wall, reminding her she needed to hurry, so she rushed to the guest bedroom where she’d stashed a bag six months ago. She shoved the mattress over until she could get to the box spring, exposing the hollow area where she’d kept the backpack and purse. Opening the zipper on the black leather bag, she prayed it hadn’t been tampered with and exhaled when the little tape ripped. Rita did the same with the purse, smiling to see it too was just as she’d left it. She pulled the burner phone out, turned it on while praying it still had some battery life to it. As it did the little swirly thing, she set the bed back the way it was and hurried back to the master bedroom. She put some socks on and slid her feet into a pair of black combat boots. With one last look around, she headed for the hallway, then stopped as she thought of the cameras Barry kept on the main level.

“Shit.” Rita bit her lip, looking over the banister at the camera aimed at the large living area. She shrugged the backpack on both shoulders, then slung the purse over her chest. The sigh came out as the phone beeped with activation status. If the other ladies had done the same as her, then they’d be ready to roll. ‘Heading out.’ She texted in a group text to Raine, Desiree, Eliza, and Farrah. Their husbands were on the same team as Barry’s and were just as twisted.

She received three simultaneous responses. ‘Me too’ from all but Farrah.

Her heart thudded in fear of why her friend wasn’t responding. They all lived in off-base housing in the same neighborhood within walking distance to one-another. Her husband would’ve picked up Raine’s jackass of a spouse, while Desiree’s husband and the other two bastards were a block over and normally rode together. She thought about going down the steps and just walking out the front door, but if Barry hadn’t left yet, he could very well check the cameras and see her. He then could claim an emergency and come back, or worse, send one of his friends over to check on her. They’d be given permission to use whatever means to take care of her until he returns. Six months was a long ass time to be held hostage by a man, or men, who hated you.

Back in the master bedroom, she went to the sliding glass doors and the small balcony where she’d drank coffee alone and wished her life was different. She’d also made sure there was a fire escape ladder stored inside both chairs, just in case. And the asshole called her stupid. He also made sure she was in tip-top shape, expecting her to get up with him every morning before the sun was up and run three miles, and be able to two minutes of pull-ups. The motto of ‘Always Ready’ was one he took to a whole other level.

Now, as she attached the ladder and made her way down, she prayed like hell nobody could see her as the sun rose
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