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Dedication
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Sometimes you only need to know someone is in your corner.

***
[image: image]


Thank you to all my supporters, standing in the corner with me.
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Prologue
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Shoved from behind, Willow Matson fell against the chair. The force snapped the wooden leg, and she landed in an awkward heap against the edge of the seat.

She cried out. The middle of her chest pounded with pain.

Her mom yanked her arm, propelling her to her feet, and shoved her away from her dad. Willow blinked the tears away, rubbing the sore spot under her shirt.

The clink of bottles filled the kitchen. Mad Jack, the meanest dad in the world, grabbed a beer and staggered out of the kitchen.

At eight years old, Willow understood peace would come. Mad Jack would leave the house and join his motorcycle club brothers outside.

Then, her mom would sit on the couch and melt the rocks on the spoon before shooting the liquid into her arm. The same thing happened all the time. If she closed her eyes, she could still see it happen.

Today, the arrival of a visiting motorcycle club had set her dad off in a bad mood. Her mom had a black eye, and the door handle on the bathroom got broken.

Mad Jack slammed the door on his way out. Willow grabbed onto her mom, relieved Mad Jack had left. Her pain forgotten, she pulled on her mom's shirt.

"You need to leave, mom." Her eyes burned. "He won't be back until later. W-we can go to a motel or sleep by the river. We can take the blankets and our pillows. He won't find us."

Her mom righted the broken chair, forcing it to stand on three legs. "He'll cool off."

"No, he won't." She shook her mom, trying to get her to move, but she wasn't as tall as her mother. "He never changes. He's mean."

"He's mad...." Her mom stared at the couch. "You don't know what you're saying, Willow. Mad Jack has given us a home."

The one-bedroom cabin the Norther Motorcycle Club let them stay in behind the clubhouse was not a home. A home had laughter and family members who were happy to live with each other. She'd seen how the other families living on the compound acted. Nobody hit each other or threw things across the room.

"I want to leave." Her voice trembled. "Please, mommy."

"Go outside and play. He'll forget about what happened and be nice again. It'll be okay." Her mom walked over to the couch, lit a cigarette, and sat down.

Willow waited for her to change her mind. She hated how Mad Jack turned her mom into someone else. Her mom would turn sad and ignore her and everyone else living on the compound. Her mom wouldn't even hang out with her friends or attend the parties in the clubhouse.

Her mom held the cigarette between her lips and reached for the baggy between the couch cushions full of stuff that made her go to sleep.

Most of all, her mom always forgot she had a daughter. 

Willow still needed help to wash her hair and brush the snarls out. Lately, her mom never even asked if she took a shower when it'd been a week or two since she'd scrubbed herself.

Just looking at her mom made her sad.

Her mom never cried in front of her. Even when Mad Jack hit her. She heard the sobs late at night when her mom begged Mad Jack not to make her do something. It was impossible to miss since she had to sleep on the couch because her mom and Mad Jack had the only bedroom in the cabin.

"Mom?"

Her mom sent a stream of smoke across the room. Willow knew she'd get no response as her mom stared at the contents in the bag. Her mom wasn't going to leave.

Slipping out the door, she looked around before running toward the edge of the woods to the swing set. No other kids were playing outside tonight. Last week, several children were around for her to play tag with and push each other on the swings. But now they were gone.

When the kids left, the Norther members had a party. Sometimes, families came, and she had other children to play with.

She sat in the swing and stared at the activities around the clubhouse. People were laughing and talking. Some of the women danced. She could hear the music from inside. They played it loud.

Because of Mad Jack fighting with Mom and upset with her, she wouldn't be allowed to go to the clubhouse with everyone. In addition, her dad had flipped out because she forgot to put her clothes away in the box in the corner of the room.

It wasn't her fault. She was going to pick up. But he came home too soon.

She thought she had time. She thought she was safe.

She'd wanted to look nice in case her mom walked her over to the clubhouse, and they could visit with the others.

Mad Jack ruined everything. 

She kicked out, scraping the dry dirt underneath the swing with the toe of her sneaker. Standing, she grabbed the seat and jerked the chains, slapping the pole.

The clatter unleashed her anger, and she swung the chain wildly. Breathing hard at the effort, she violently beat the linked chain against the swing set post until her arms grew tired, and she couldn't catch her breath.

Dropping the plastic seat, she fell to her knees and buried her face in her hands. Her mom would never leave Mad Jack.

Her stomach hurt. She curled forward.

Her mom would always love Mad Jack more than her. She had nobody who cared about her.

Strong hands grabbed her arms and lifted her to her feet. Afraid it was Mad Jack, she curled inward, not wanting him to catch her out of the house.

An unfamiliar biker stood in front of her, holding her up. She rubbed her eyes, embarrassed to have him see her crying. Tears were for babies.

"Are you hurt?" His voice came out growly.

She looked at his jean vest. He wasn't a Norther.

Pulling away, she was surprised when he let her go. She wrapped her arms around the leg of the swing set, keeping the pole between her and him.

"It doesn't look like you're bleeding." He straightened to his full height.

She craned her neck to watch him. He wasn't mad.

When Mad Jack got angry, two holes formed between his eyebrows. The man in front of her had smooth skin on his forehead and above his beard.

He was tall and strong. His brown hair was clean, too. She wondered if it smelled good like he scrubbed really hard.

The man looked around. "Why aren't you inside with the rest of the kids?"

"Don't want to." She hung by her arms from the pole and turned her head to the side. "Why aren't you with the bikers?"

He shrugged. "Don't want to."

"Do you want to swing with me?" She loosened her arms, grabbed the pole with one hand, and stretched to grab the hanging swing. "It'll hold you. Ryan Kaiser's sat on it, and he weighs a lot."

He eyed the swing set, took the seat from her, and sat down. The chains creaked. She looked up and nodded in satisfaction. "See? I told you. You're not too big."

She darted in front of him and grabbed the other swing on his other side, setting her legs to pumping. He might be bigger, but she could fly higher.

"What's your name?" His boots never left the ground.

"Willow."

"Like the tree?"

"Uh, huh." She leaned way back as she passed him. "What's your name?"

"Onyx."

"Is that your real name or your road name?"

"Road name."

"What's your real name?"

"Troy Stone." He lit a cigarette.

She swung through the smoke. "How old are you?"

"Old."

She laughed. "I know that. But how old?"

"Thirty-four."

"You're the same age as my mom." Remembering what happened before she came outside, she dragged her feet in the dirt and came to a stop.

Onyx studied her. "What's the matter now?"

She toed the ground to lean closer to his swing. He wasn't a Norther. That meant he lived far away.

"Can I tell you a secret?"

He put the cigarette in his mouth, looked her in the eyes, and nodded. She licked her lips. Because she lived in a house with Mad Jack, she'd never told anyone about what happened at home because talk always got back to him.

"I'm going to run away when I'm older. I don't want to be prop-erdy of Norther." She looked into his eyes. "You won't tell anyone, right?"

"Your secret is safe with me." He looked down at his hands. "That's probably a good idea to get out of here but wait to leave when you're older and can take care of yourself."

"I do take care of myself." She thought over his advice. "How old do I have to be?"

"You'll know."

"How?"

"When you don't have to ask someone how old you need to be, you'll be old enough." He flicked his cigarette and ground it into the dirt with his boot. "Until then, keep your head low and be picky about who you trust with your secrets."

She thought over his advice. He hadn't punished her for getting mad or crying. Onyx had asked if she was okay, and that made her tummy feel better.

"Can I trust you?"

He turned one of the rings on his finger. She held her breath, waiting for an answer.

Onyx took off his ring, grabbed her hand, and placed the heavy piece of jewelry in the palm of her hand, closing her fingers around it. "As long as you keep that ring and don't lose it, you can trust me."

"I'll keep it forever and ever." She held the ring tightly in her grasp, afraid he would change his mind.

He stood and walked away from her, back toward the clubhouse. She wasn't ready for him to leave her.

"Onyx?" She jumped off the swing and ran after him.

He stopped. She stood beside him, peering up into his face.

His eyes were dark but warm like the eyes of the stray puppy that used to get into their garbage. She liked his eyes.

"Who do you trust?"

He placed his hand on the top of her head. His gaze hardened, but his touch softened as he brought his hand down and caressed her cheek.

"No one, Willow," whispered Onyx.

She whispered back, "You can trust me. Forever and ever."
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An eighteen-wheeler rounded the corner of the two-story motel. Onyx stopped in the middle of the parking lot and motioned his arm for the driver to crank the wheel before he clipped the corner of the building. Fucking amateurs.

He should put a damn sign up in front of Killere Truck Stop and keep any driver without five years under their belt away from the place.

Spotting a prospect coming out of an east-side room reserved for members of Killere Motorcycle Club, he curled his tongue and whistled.

Lazy lifted his head and came running. "Make sure that son of a bitch keeps his truck out in front. Stick your damn pistol up his ass if he tries to turn around back here again."

"You got it, Prez." Lazy ran straight in front of the truck, waving him down.

"Spread the fucking word that I'm back. If any of the truckers have a problem, I'll blow their God damn head off."

The cab shook as the vehicle came to a shuddering stop, engine revving. Onyx continued to the diner as he witnessed Lazy jumping up on the running board, following his orders.

Passing Creamer and Rager at the door, he walked through the back of the building and then out to the front, taking the corner booth where he had a view of the room. The place was only half full. In another hour, each table would have a customer.

While spending the last eighteen months in prison, he'd put Bull in charge, making sure business thrived in his absence. His V.P. kept him informed during visitations, and he'd issued orders from his cell.

Hayley left the booth closest to the cash register and approached him. He eyed her breasts as she came to a stop in front of him, watching them slow their bounce.

"Good to see you stayed around," he said.

"Killere's been good to me." She hitched her hip and leaned forward to give him a better view of the white globes pushing over the top of her low-cut shirt. "It's nice to see you, Onyx. I missed you."

The hell he'd gone through the last eighteen months, being away from his club, seemed twice as long. But it was good to be back amongst those he was familiar with that were part of the Killere family.

"I'll let you see a lot more of me tonight." He rubbed his stomach. "Right now, I need to eat. Bring me some food."

Hayley purred. "Do you still want the steak, baked potato, and corn?"

Catching movement off to the side, he looked away and found a young girl inching her way toward him. He glared to scare her away, but she lifted her chin and kept coming his way.

"Yeah." He flipped over his mug on the table. "Is the coffee fresh?"

"I'll make a new pot." Hayley straightened and hurried away to get his order.

Shrader, one of his men, walked through the front door, passing the girl inching closer to him. He nodded for Shrader to take a seat. What they had to speak about was nobody else's business.

He rubbed his thumb against the table. "What did you find out?"

Shrader took a cigarette out of the pack and slipped the smoke behind his ear. "WAKOM Motorcycle Club believes Norther MC is responsible."

He watched the girl as he contemplated the news. Someone had set him up. The truck holding the load of heroin was stopped outside of Spokane and set on fire. Someone had removed the shipping containers in the trailer before the explosion. The delivery never made it to its destination.

It hadn't taken long for the trucker to point the finger at him as the one responsible for the arson and the cops had shown up. He'd taken the hit for his club to end the investigation and spent the last year and a half behind bars.

But someone had ordered the trucker to frame him. Moreover, someone had a load of heroin that belonged to Killere.

"You know what this means?" he murmured, eyeing the girl and picking up on her agitation.

Shrader nodded. "We need proof."

Onyx stilled, dragging his gaze off the girl and toward Shrader. "I want us on high alert. Once word gets out that I'm back, whoever is responsible will be after Killere."

Shrader inhaled heavily. "Norther needs to pay, regardless. No one has forgot what they did to Obsidian."

"Agreed."

"What are you going to do, Prez?"

"I'll let you know." He lifted his chin, motioning for him to go. "Let Romeo know what we discussed and have him prepare everyone."

As Shrader left, Hayley approached the table, holding a plate in the air and carrying a coffee pot.

Once Hayley poured his coffee, he wrapped his fingers around her wrist, pulling her closer. The eagerness of her smile pleased him.

"Welcome me back." He lifted her hand and pulled her into the booth.

She placed her knee on the padded seat and leaned toward him. He put her hand on his cock and squeezed as he took her mouth.

The ache of the last eighteen months throbbed in his cock. He hadn't even had time to ease the tension since arriving home yesterday.

Shoving his tongue in her mouth, he looked over her shoulder at the girl, staring underneath the table. Damn teenager. She was watching to see if he got a boner.

Her curiosity would end up getting her killed in a place like this where the lonely men spent most of their downtime in the company of women.

He pulled back, needing to eat and take care of a few more things before he wet his dick. "That's enough."

Hayley stuck out her bottom lip. He removed her hand from his crotch. Sex would have to wait. Right now, he wanted to eat and think about his options over the news he'd received from Shrader.

"Since when have you started letting juveniles hang out here?" He picked up his coffee and drank. The hot liquid washed down his throat. "I don't need another damn kid going missing around here or getting killed because a trucker thought she was one of the women."

Hayley frowned and looked around the room, finding the girl. "I'll send her on her way."

He picked up the steak knife and cut into the meat, and stopped. His fucking baked potato was missing. "Hey! What the hell is this?"

"Sorry, Onyx. Burt ran out of whole potatoes, so he gave you fries." Hayley hurried away.

"Then have him send one of the prospects to the store. Jesus..." He stuck the piece of steak in his mouth. His mood went south.

There were 4 kilos of heroin he needed to find and a rival motorcycle club begging him to take action. No one steals from Killere and lives.

"Onyx?"

He raised his head and swallowed, leaning back in the booth.

"I'm sorry for interrupting you while you eat." Hayley raked her teeth over her bottom lip. "The girl asked to talk to you. She called you by name."

"What does she want?" he asked.

Hayley shook her head. "She won't say. She swore you were the only one she would talk to."

He eyed the girl again. She better not be some bitch's kid looking for her daddy. He hadn't knocked up any women, and he could prove it.

"Send her away." He picked up his coffee now that the kid ruined his appetite.

As Hayley walked toward the girl, the child darted around the waitress and made it to the table. He glared. "Get lost, kid."

She leaned forward and planted her hands on the table. "I need to talk to you."

Hayley grabbed the girl's arm. The girl shook Onyx's employee off and turned pleading eyes on him. She was determined.

"I have information for you." The girl slid into the booth, almost touching him. "Please listen to me."

He lifted his chin, motioning Hayley away. "If you're wasting my time, I'll spank your ass until you can't sit down for a week."

"I'm too old to spank."

"Little girl, you're inviting trouble saying that." He looked at her closer.

He took in her lengthy, straight hair, the color of midnight. Like a curtain parted in the middle, the ends brushed her bare belly, covering most of her upper body. Going by the little titties, she couldn't be more than fourteen years old.

As if she noticed him looking and judging, she flipped her hair and pressed her breasts against her crop top. He lifted his eyebrow. She wasn't as little as he'd thought.

He tilted his head and grunted. She was still young. The long, bare legs gave her age away. There wasn't a dimple or ounce of extra meat on her thighs.

"What do you want?" he said.

While the diner stayed open twenty-four/seven and the occasional family came in for lunch, unbothered by the trucker scene, everyone in the area knew that anyone under the age of twenty-one years old wouldn't be allowed in after five o'clock.

The girl licked her lips and took a deep breath. "I want to make you a deal."

"Not interested."

The girl raised her brows. "Even if I know about what you lost."

"Lost?"

"Drugs," she whispered.

He studied her. How long had she hung around Killere Truck Stop? If he found out one of his men had opened their mouth around anyone outside of the club, heads would roll. He put a patch on them and expected loyalty.

Talkers were walkers and shot in the back.

Killere Motorcycle Club owned and operated a truck stop complex. Besides the diner, the motel gave his men somewhere to stay and conduct business behind doors. The rest area allowed the truckers to park and get some much-needed sleep. There were diesel pumps at their disposal.

While they catered to truckers, Killere Truck Stop was a front that allowed them to hide the motorcycle club's activities. They had drivers with their own fleet that transported illegal material out of state. Law enforcement was heavy in Spokane, but they counted on the truck stop hiding what was right under law enforcement's nose.

Yet, this little shit knew someone had ripped him off for more than one-hundred grand.

"What do you want?" he asked.

"A job and somewhere to stay." She pressed her back against the booth.

He scoffed. "You can't be around here. You're a baby."

"I'm eighteen."

"Bullshit." He finished his coffee. "How old are you?"

"Sixteen."

Scooting around the other side of the U-shaped booth, he shut down the conversation. He had other things to do besides playing a guessing game with a child.

She grabbed his leather vest. "I know who stole from you."

He stopped and turned to her. "Talk."

"Not until you agree to give me a job and a place to sleep."

"I eat little girls for breakfast." He lowered his voice. "Talk now."

She pursed her lips and slid out of the booth. Surprised she wasn't afraid of him or what he could do to her, he watched her walk toward the door. There were six other Killere members in the diner. He could shout for any one of them to go after her.

Instead, he stood and followed her out of the diner. He caught up with her at the corner of the building and grabbed the back of her neck, stopping the game she wanted to play.

She chewed her bottom lip. It was the first sign he'd broken her tough exterior. He found himself believing her. She wasn't playing a game with him. Underneath her demands, she was scared.

"Who stole from me?" he asked.

"Can I work for Killere?"

She was like a bulldog, refusing to let go. He brought her to her toes and lowered his head. She wasn't asking for a permanent spot. If the information turned out valid, he'd let her stay for a week. No more.

He gritted his teeth. "You'll clean the motel and have a room." 

She wiggled until he lowered her to her feet, looked him square in the eyes, and said, "Norther Motorcycle Club stopped the truck. They held your shipment at the warehouse on Fifty-third Street before selling it to someone in Mexico." She raised her shoulders, trying to remove his hand on the back of her neck.

"Who ordered the hit?"

She inhaled quickly. "Mad Jack sent out the hit and led the men. He's also the one who paid the trucker to tip off the cops that got you arrested."

Without letting her go, he mulled over the information. He'd suspected Norther Motorcycle Club. WAKOM had also heard the same info. Though, he was surprised to hear Mad Jack was responsible. The vice president never called an order.

"What happened to Jersey?" he asked.

At one time, the president of Norther had kept things friendly between the two clubs. They celebrated their conquests together once a year to keep the lines of communication open between the two clubs.

"Mad Jack's led the club for the last two years." She paused. "Jersey got killed."

He'd had a few run-ins with Mad Jack. The psycho asshole was known for abusing women and enjoyed using the knife he carried on him.

"Where did you get the information?"

She stilled and raised her chin. Her big brown eyes lost all their innocence, and she failed to hide the hatred flowing through her.

"From my dad." Her lips thinned. "Mad Jack."

He couldn't take some child's word about who was responsible. It wasn't a game. Mad Jack had killed his father, set him up for a crime that cost him eighteen months of his life, and stole from Killere.

"How do I know you're telling me the truth?" he asked.

She wiggled her hand into the front pocket of her shorts. He looked down between their bodies. She turned her hand over and straightened her fingers.

Resting on her palm sat a large familiar black onyx stone set in a silver ring.
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Bull, Vice President of Killere Motorcycle Club, locked the overhead door on the back of the semi-trailer and jumped to the ground. "He's good to go." 

The shipment of heroin, hidden amongst pallets full of organic potting soil, was due in Arizona in twenty-six hours. Onyx circled his hand in the air, moving the truck out of the parking lot.

Bull smacked the back of the cargo trailer with his hand as it rolled forward.

"This is the last time we can use the doctored books. It's too risky since we lost our inside guy at the transportation department." Onyx walked underneath the overhang of the motel.

"What are you thinking? You want to get us out of the heroin business?" Bull pulled a bag out of his pocket and handed a joint to Onyx.

He lit the stick and blew smoke up in the air. The unease never left him.

The tension lately, not only with the added risks of shipping the cargo and dealing with the drivers but the unrest between the motorcycle clubs in the state looking for any opportunity to make a quick buck, kept him up at night.

It was time to get away from the drugs and take the added risk away from his men.

Killere sat in a better economic spot than most clubs. As long as they held on to the complex his father had created with the truck stop, diner, motel, and pumps, the Killere families wouldn't starve.

Besides, he wanted to focus in a different direction. He wanted to put a bullet in Mad Jack's head. While the president of Norther was running free, Onyx spent a lot of time planning his revenge. He'd been out of prison for a year. It was time. 

He looked at the rolled smoke. "Where did we get this?"

"Tarkio Motorcycle Club. They're growing crops out of Northern California, last I heard."

"Sweet shit." He inhaled deeply, eyeing the crowd moving toward the rooms at the end of the building.

The motel was in the shape of an L with the west wing reserved for truckers who rented rooms by the hour. Killere members filled the rest of the motel. He couldn't tell you which members kept which rooms. Most of them were still in their thirties and crashed wherever they landed—usually between the legs of the women he allowed to entertain his club and the truckers.

There were enough illegal activities going on around the complex at any given time, they could all end up in prison. But he kept money in the right pockets and got lucky on more than one occasion.

A familiar scream pierced the night. "Put me down."

Onyx turned his head toward the commotion. Willow flipped off someone out of view in one of the rooms and then pushed the cleaning cart away from the west wing.

"One of these days, she's going to shoot someone," muttered Bull.

Willow stopped outside Onyx's room, rifled through her pocket for the key, and opened the door. Then, putting her foot in the doorway to keep the room accessible, she grabbed a stack of towels off the cart, a spray bottle, and a couple of other things he failed to recognize from his position.

He took another hit off the joint and handed the roach to Bull. "Find out who is in that room, and then get rid of him. He's cut from staying here."

"Ah, hell, he was probably just having fun with her."

"You heard me."

Bull held up his hand. "I'll check, but I think that's one of the men who drive for us."

"I don't give a shit who it is. He's gone." He strode forward, stopped, and looked back at Bull. "Give me an hour, and then send one of the women to my room."

"Which one?"

"Jesus Christ. Pick one." He was only looking to relax. It wasn't a damn job interview.

He strode to his room, slipping inside without making any noise. Like every room in the motel, the sitting area and kitchen with a small bar took up most of the space. The bathroom was opposite the kitchen, with the bedroom against the back wall.

The light was on in the bathroom, letting him know Willow was cleaning. He strode to the fridge and grabbed a beer, popping the top off and tossing it in the garbage. Then, going to the couch, he sank onto the worn cushions.

There were some days, he wanted a house away from everyone. Eight hours away from the drama. Then, when he needed a break, he could take off.

Rubbing his hands over his eyes, he let his head fall back, stretching his neck muscles. Tomorrow night, he'd learn if the delivery was a success.

Every six months, he thought about getting out of the drug business. What started as a one-time deal had turned into a six-year run. Each time, he swore it would be the last time Killere dirtied their fingers.

The money was hard to turn down. Not only for him but everyone else. Rager had a kid that went to a special school that cost money. Charlie, half-crippled after getting broadsided by a car while riding, needed physical therapy. A half dozen members had kids at home.

Without running heroin, the only way he could keep money coming into the club was to bring in more girls for entertainment. The truckers paid good money for the women. But more women meant more drama.

The faucet in the bathroom shut off. He lifted his head off the back of the couch and watched Willow walk into the room. She glanced at him and continued to the door with her arms full of his dirty towels.

She returned and went into the kitchen. He watched her ass wiggle as she sprayed and scrubbed the double sink.

How long had she lived at the motel? Six months?

When she'd arrived at the complex with his ring and proof of who was responsible for his incarceration, it'd taken him by surprise. It seemed like a lifetime ago when he'd met a broken girl on the swing, already planning on running away.

Willow had blossomed and grown since then. The members teased and harassed her, seeking any kind of attention they could get from her. She held her own against them. Partly because she was raised in the lifestyle. She knew how to keep men in line without showing any fear.

But the fucking truckers had started messing with her. They'd cop a feel, push her until she grew uncomfortable, and tried to sweet-talk her into doing what the older girls were hired to do. He'd had several truckers willing to hand their whole paycheck over for a chance with her.

So far, she could handle herself. She wasn't afraid to raise a knee into a man's junk to force them to back off.

"Willow?"

She turned around, holding a rag in her hand. Always caught off guard by her beauty, he took a few seconds to imagine what it would be like to have her underneath him with his cock deep inside her body.

When no one was looking, she had a sultry, sexy expression with dangerous eyes that could strip a person bare. In the next instant, she could cut you with her tongue. Those long, slim fingers expressed her femininity when riled.

He'd also witnessed those dainty fingers ball into a fist and punch men twice her size.

She'd gained respect amongst his men—and that was a hard thing to earn for any female in a harsh world where indulgence and pleasure lead the way.

"Starting tomorrow, Vega can take over cleaning the rooms on the west wing," he said.

Willow frowned and cocked her hip. "Why?"

"Don't question me."

"Vega already has a job in the diner."

"Now she has a new one."

Willow whirled around and went back to wiping off the counter. Her ass jiggled with her agitated movements.

Willow and Vega had struck up a friendship even though they were at least ten years apart in age. 

Before working for Killere, Vega had lived on the streets, doing her best to stay away from home. In her youth and innocence, she fell into the wrong hands. Killere brought her here, where she worked around the complex where needed and had the extra protection from the club. She also had a room with the other women who enjoyed spreading their legs.

Willow had nothing in common with the other women.

"Has your dad ever tried to contact you?" he asked.

She glanced over her shoulder with a wrinkled nose. "No."

That was good to hear. She deserved better. While she never confided in him about her childhood, he often wondered if Mad Jack was the cause of her upset all those years ago when they met on the swing.

"What about your mom?"

She stilled, keeping her face averted. "No."

Since hiring her on, he'd talked to Willow about her family. He needed to make sure Mad Jack hadn't planted her inside Killere and used her to get information. She never had visitors or disappeared for a day or two, leaving him to question her loyalty. From everything he'd found out, she'd cut her ties completely with Norther.

But a man like Mad Jack wouldn't allow something he owned to walk away. One day, trouble would come knocking, and Willow would be caught in the middle.

He planned to be there when it happened. He'd put a bullet in Mad Jack's head faster than he could blink. 

For months, he waited, learned, grounded himself since getting out of prison. To outsiders, it appeared as if Norther had gone in lockdown. 

He suspected Mad Jack heard the news that he was out of prison and understood it was his blood on the line.

One day, he'd get vengeance for what Norther had done to him and his club.

Willow's shoulders lifted with her breathing. His question bothered her. He could sense her getting uptight.

She collected her spray bottle and rags and walked to the door without looking at him. "Have a good night."

The door shut quietly behind her. He stared across the room into his bedroom. There was no place for emotions inside Killere.

Not for him, anyway.
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Chapter Three
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Willow hugged Vega. "I'm so sorry."

Vega threw her arms around Willow. She squeezed back, absorbing the tremors taking hold of her friend over the bad news.

"I can't believe she's gone." Vega inhaled deeply and stepped out of the hug. "Her boyfriend isn't even giving her a funeral or anything."

While growing up within Norther Motorcycle Club, people died all the time. Members would one day be hanging around the clubhouse, and the next, the guys were holding up their whiskey bottles in the name of the dearly departed. But, she'd never had anyone close to her die the way Vega was dealing with her loss.

"How long did you know her?" she asked.

Vega blew out her breath. "I grew up with Courtney. It wasn't until I hopped on a bus and went as far as my money would take me when I was seventeen years old that I stopped communicating with her. I don't know. I guess I knew she would disapprove of the way I was living, you know?"

She nodded. Vega had barely survived on her own. A pimp in Spokane had gotten ahold of her and put her out on the street corner. From what she'd heard, a member of Killere had killed the guy and took the women working for him, and brought them all back to the truck stop. Only Vega had stayed.

"Why don't you relax in my room and have some time to yourself. I'll go clean the rooms for
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