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Jonny

 


“Not a goddamn fucking thing.”

Digger’s words dropped like a rock in my
gut, and I grimaced. “No leads? Nothing?”

He shook his head, and I glanced at Hawk.
Toothpick between his teeth, he, too, shook his head.

“Fuck.” I pressed the heels of my hands
against my eyes and leaned back in the old office chair I had
inherited from my father when I’d taken over as the president of
the Fallen Gliders MC. It’d been pretty much nothing but a major
shitstorm since.

A still-unknown snitch, one of my oldest
brothers and best friend handing in his colors, Digger himself shot
and almost beaten to death, arrests because one cop refused to be
paid off … and no woman had gotten me off in long enough I couldn’t
remember the last time.

Never mind the sliver of jealousy eating
away at my gut over the fact three of my brothers had fallen hard
in love over the previous year, claimed their old ladies, and
become changed men whether they knew it or not.

“I need a fucking break,” I grumbled,
dropping my hands to my desk. A bottle of Hennessey and a shot
glass sat ready and willing to offer what a good, hard fuck should
have—relaxation and a quiet brain. Downing one burning shot didn’t
help. The second, at least, had me sitting back in my chair and
heaving a steadier breath.

Digger and Hawk watched me, unshifting,
their faces closed off and unreadable. Both men had all but
interrogated every single club member in an attempt to find out who
was the rat trying to shut us down from the inside out. I’d
expected a couple men to get pissy over all the questions and take
off, but no one had handed in the colors since the arrests almost
two weeks earlier. If anything, our club felt more tightly knit.
Camaraderie, bro hugs, and all that bullshit. Should have settled
my mind, but it didn’t.

As president of our club, it was up to me to
make decisions, but my fucking brain was about fried from stress I
usually had no issues dealing with. I needed to get my fucking
rocks off. Hard and thoroughly. “What the fuck do we do next? What
should we do at this point?”

Digger shifted, glancing over at our
Sergeant at Arms. “Hawk?”

Dark, hazel eyes peered at me, eyes that
only revealed a hint of emotion when talking about or hanging with
Janie. Hawk shifted his toothpick to the other corner of his mouth
with his tongue. “If it wasn’t one of our brothers—and we’re sure
as shit it wasn’t,” he said, “then it’s gotta be one of the whores.
Bring them back into the club.”

I’d kicked them all out after spending the
night in jail, putting the club on lockdown until we got the shit
figured out. Hawk definitely had a point. “Consider it done.”

Hawk glanced at Digger. “I’d tell you to tie
them up one by one and work the truth out of them, but I don’t
think Maci would go for other women being wrapped up in your
ropes.”

The hint of a smile twisted Digger’s scarred
lip into what looked more like a scowl than a grin. “Tying a woman
up doesn’t have to be sexual. Say the word—” he turned toward me,
“and I’ll get whichever bitch it is to squeal.”

I glanced at his clasped hands and the veins
popping along his thick forearms, but shook my head. I refused to
be like my father who had used his fists on whoever pissed him
off—my mother and his countless girlfriends after her death
included. While I wanted answers, I wouldn’t lay a hand on a woman
with the intent to hurt—unless we agreed beforehand on a little
pain play and safewords. “We’ll bring them back, but just keep an
eye on them.”

“We could set them up one by one,” Hawk
said. “The bitches like to talk, but if we do something discreet,
we might catch the one leaking our secrets.”

“Feed them false information.” Hawk nodded
as I clarified what he meant for my own tired brain.

Digger nodded, too, turning toward me,
elbows on his thighs as he leaned forward. “We’ll catch them,
Jonny. I’ll catch whoever it is red-fucking handed and take care of
the problem.”

A shiver licked down my spine, and not the
pleasant type. I’d seen Digger “take care of the problem” a handful
of times. The man was cold-blooded and cruel, regardless of the
teddy bear Maci claimed him to be.

Loyal and fucking fierce, and I wouldn’t
have him any other way. And knowing Hawk would be beside him,
assisting in whatever way necessary … I was thankful as fuck for
both of them.

“We still have to lay low on the drug
trafficking,” I said, drumming my fingers on my desk, determined to
focus on the other issues battling in my head.

“Shouldn’t be a problem,” Hawk said, moving
his toothpick around again. “The rental properties more than cover
the club’s expenses.”

I nodded, but my thoughts turned toward
where they often did when it came to the club making money—going
legit. We fed the fucking drug epidemic in New Hampshire, and it
had been our shit that Nicky’s sister had OD’d on, swaying him to
hand in his colors the spring before. I’d lost my best friend
because of how we chose to make money.

“I’m considering going legit,” I said,
glancing from one man to the other.

One of Digger’s eyebrows shot up, but Hawk
didn’t flinch.

“With marijuana legal as of yesterday in
this state,” I continued when neither spoke, “I’m thinking we ought
to open a couple lounges—like a bar, but for smoking pot. With how
sales have been going according to the news…” I let the thought die
off and waited for their thoughts.

“Capone said something about going legit a
few weeks ago,” Hawk said, peering at me, but his expression didn’t
reveal jack shit of what he actually thought.

“And ever since, I’ve found the idea more
appealing with each passing day and every fucking problem we
encounter.”

“Digger?” Hawk glanced over at the blond,
non-jolly giant.

Digger shrugged. “Doesn’t matter to me. I’m
here for my brothers—and none of us do the shit we deal, anyway.
Capone grows weed, most of us smoke it on occasion—actually makes
sense to clean up our image. Stay out of jail and out of trouble.”
His mouth twisted again. “Not that I wouldn’t miss that last
part.”

I found my lips twitching, threatening to
smile. “You could always be the head of security detail at the
lounges.”

“Doubt there’d be any need for skull bashing
with a bunch of high, laid-back customers who laugh at everything
and think unicorns shit fucking rainbows.”

Hawk actually chuckled. “That must have been
some pretty good shit Capone gave you last week.”

Digger scowled at Hawk. “Fucking unicorns…
You’re not going to let that one go, are you?”

My lips definitely tugged upward. “I’d
suggest keeping your pot-induced dreams to yourself, Digger. Your
image is safer that way.”

A snort huffed through Digger’s lips as he
sat back, arms crossed. He opened his mouth, but a light knock
sounded before Capone poked his head in the office door. “Your
burgers are up,” he said with a grin and twinkle in his eyes. The
club’s pretty boy was one hell of a cook and had landed a badass
woman who happened to be a lawyer—and a damn good one who I kept on
retainer. One who’d painted up our image with Deputy Jenko, the
asshole cop who had it out for us. Sure, we’d donated to charity a
shit ton more than my father had since I’d taken over, but that
wasn’t enough to make some look away for when we didn’t.

“Be out in a few, Capone,” I said.
“Thanks.”

“Beers for you guys?” he asked, turning
toward Hawk and Digger. Both men nodded, and Capone shut the door
behind him.

Digger grumbled something about loose
tongues while Hawk stood, stretching his back out.

“We can talk more on the future of our club
over the burgers,” Hawk said, his face deadpan, all business once
more. “And Digger and I will make a plan to trip up whichever club
whore is spilling our secrets.”

“Good, because I don’t think I can handle
any more fucking problems—”

Capone opened the door—without knocking—and
the twinkle and grin on his face had disappeared. “Hawk, there’s a
woman here looking for Janie. She’s … uh … beat up pretty bad.”

“Send her in,” I said, my protective nature
on auto-pilot when it came to women getting hurt.

Capone dipped his head and turned, motioning
someone beyond the door into my office. “Go on in, darlin’.”

My dick swelled for the first time in a
long-ass motherfucking time as she walked over the threshold. The
woman shuffling into my office had more than enough curves to fill
a man’s hands, long, highlighted blonde hair perfect for yanking
on, and the most alluring blue-green eyes—surrounded by purplish
bruises. Full lips, split and scabbed.

Gorgeous and battered, a fucking problem I
didn’t have the time or energy for even if my dick actually wanted
to get wet.

“I-I’m looking for Janie…” The woman glanced
at Hawk.

“And who the fuck are you?” he asked,
towering over her by a good foot.

“Alexa. I’m a friend of hers—” She glanced
at me. “From New York.”

New York and Janie… “Did a Demon do this to
you?” I heard myself ask through the sudden ringing in my ears as
my dick fucking shriveled back to its usual limp state.

Alexa swallowed and dipped her head once,
clasping a small purse against her stomach.

Fuck it all to fucking hell.

“Hawk, get Janie over here. Now,” I said,
pouring myself another shot.

A Silent Demon, our arch rivals, had beat
the shit out of the first woman to grab my attention in over a
year. Could my life get any fucking worse?

 



Alexa

 


The man behind the desk pebbled my skin the
second his dark, piercing gaze landed on me. Already a nervous
wreck from walking into the Fallen Gliders club that smelled like
the Demons’—like tobacco, booze, and sex—I fought the need to
fidget. Swallow against rising nausea.

Coming here was my only option.
Reminding myself of what I’d been saying the entire drive from New
York didn’t lessen the tension stringing my body tight even if it
was true.

The cops from back home didn’t give two
shits about a Demon’s ex-wife and the countless restraining orders
I’d attempted to get in order to protect me from Scott’s fists.
Enough money lined their pockets they looked the other way when
told to.

Seeking asylum with the one group of men who
wouldn’t be swayed by the Demons had become my only option since
everywhere else I’d tried to disappear to over the previous few
months had been found out. My latest facial discoloring came thanks
to a cousin I thought I could trust.

“Who did this to you, Alexa?” the man with
the piercing eyes asked, his palms on his desk as though resting. I
swore, though, that tension locked him up tight, same as me.

“My ex.” I cleared my throat. “My ex,” I
repeated, a bit louder. “A-a Demon.” I glanced at the other two men
making the office feel much smaller than it was. One tall and dark,
a toothpick between his lips and hazel eyes that seemed to read
into every damn word I managed. He wouldn’t believe a word I
said.

Neither would the blond standing to his
feet. Easily over six foot, he, too, peered down at me, muscled
forearms crossing his chest. A ragged scar twisted the corner of
his lips and lay beneath the beard on his jaw up toward his left
ear.

“Why come here?”

I turned back toward the man behind the
desk, and an actual tingle of awareness of his being a hot as hell
man shifted me on my feet. “The Demons can’t reach me here. They
don’t own you.”

The blond snorted. “Fucking far from
it.”

“Hawk, call Janie,” the man still sitting
behind the desk said.

The hazel-eyed man pulled a cell from his
back pocket, but strode out of the office before speaking.

“Have a seat, Alexa.”

The low voice rumbled through me, sending
another tingle through my body and settling between my thighs.
Thighs bruised from Scott taking what he thought he still owned. I
sat on the edge of the chair facing who must be the president of
the Gliders’ club—Jonny Hayes.

“Th-thank you for allowing me to come
in.”

Jonny’s gaze slid over my face, probably
taking in the bruises I hadn’t bothered trying to hide with makeup.
I figured pity might get me through the front door—and it had by a
gray-haired man named
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