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Origins:

 


Outlaw, Liam, and Reilly’s kids: Arie
and Elric

Mayhem and Torrin’s twins: Roark and
Taryn

Deviant and Tage’s kids: Welliver and
Lily

Romeo and Justice’s kid:
Helrick

Chaos and Beau’s kid: Rain

Grim and Valentine’s kid:
Pendergrass

Whip and Harley: No kids

 


 


 



Chapter One

 


“You really are the nicest
guy on the planet, Elric.”

The story of my life. I sighed and
stared at the nearly abandoned city behind me. Mars wasn’t just
dying, it was already half dead. Buildings toppled, windows
shattered, trees dead.

“We’re evacuating the
city. There’s only about ten people on the whole
planet.”

“And you’re the nicest.”
Billy Blue, as we called him, had been my friend and brother in the
club for about four years. Named for his beautiful blue eyes, but
not his intelligence.

“Fine.” I turned from our
city to look at him. Trimmed beard, muscular six-foot frame, and
about as handsome as men come. “I’ll take your shift.” I was a
pushover and I knew it.

Billy Blue winked at me. “Yes! Thank
you, brother. I owe you big.”

Yeah, areas in my crotch were getting
tight. I was a sucker for nice eyes.

“I’m hoping if I sit next
to that nice piece of ass on the evac ship, he might be mine
forever.”

Considering the piece of
ass in question was already dating Rain, Chaos and Beau’s
daughter, I doubted it.
“Good luck.”

He gave me a smile and wiggle of his
eyebrows.

And once again it was just me. Okay,
so there were the president’s guards hanging around too, but I was
the last Outlaw left on Mars now that Billy Blue was gone. Ship one
had the president’s group, ship two had the Outlaws and the last of
the civilians, ship three would carry me and the guards. It was a
solid plan. A noise jolted me out of my thoughts. I turned, hand
moving to the gun on my hip.

The stranger held up his hands.
“Hey.”

I’d seen him before. Stringy brown
hair fell into his eyes and he smiled with lips too big for his
face. This was the guy that saved Helrick a few weeks back. “You
lost?”

“No.” He chuckled. “The
ship ready to leave?” He nodded toward the president’s
ride.

“Yeah, man, but civilians
are in the one over the dune. Outlaws are on there too.”

“Yes, I know. I’m supposed
to be on this one.”

Was he now? I shifted my finger ever
so subtly on the hilt of my gun. Not that I ever used the gun for
anything other than target practice. I wasn’t buying his story.
“Eh, end of the world and all, things get messed up. This one’s
already full. If you and…” Yeah, did I call it or what? I glanced
at the three men that came from behind the building; beyond them
was the broken city. “You and your friends can ride in the other
ship.” Where were the president’s guards? I took a step
back.

The man fumbled forward, pausing.
“Please. Just let me on this ship.”

After a quake rocked Mars and then a
giant storm, there were still rumors about a group trying to
assassinate the president. I think I just confirmed this as being a
fact. Great. Where was my hot-headed brother Arie when I needed
him?

“Listen. Friends.” I
shifted my weight to my left foot. A good leap backwards and I’d be
able to hit the ramp and close the president’s family in the ship.
“You’re all supposed to be on the other ship.” Guards? Backup? I
took a quick glance around.

“I am getting on that
ship.”

“Actually, you’re not.” I
leaped backward, smashing my palm against the wall. My aim was a
bit off but I got enough pressure to start the ramp. I rolled out
of the way, pulling my gun free, and fired in their general
direction. The lazy, sorry excuse for guards had to have heard
that. The ship’s engines started as I took another roll in the
loose red soil that covered Mars. I slid to a stop behind my hover
bike, using it as a shield. “Put your weapons down.” Hey, I had to
try it.

“Yeah, as soon as we shoot
your ass.”

I wasn’t sure who said it or if it was
directed at me. I covered my face as red dirt started flying
everywhere and the ship begin to lift off the ground. “I told you
it was full!” I shouted as it rose above the trees. There was no
way they’d get near the president now.

“You stupid shit!” The
tallest guy in the group was yelling at Helrick’s friend while the
other two shot randomly in my direction.

“I’s okay. We can get them
on Earth. This was a bad plan anyway.” The stringy brown hair was
now flecked with red dirt.

“He saw your
face!”

I was wondering when they were going
to get to that.

“He knows who we
are!”

“He won’t say
anything.”

Who was this guy and why was he such
an idiot? I knew I was in trouble and what made it worse was the
fact that no guards had come yet. Dead?

“He’s an Outlaw!” Oh, the
tall guy was pissed.

Maybe I’d be able to piss him off just
a little bit more. I fired twice at him, missing both times.
Everyone scattered and I scrunched back up behind my hover bike. I
had to get out of here. The others had to be warned. If even one of
these guys made it to Earth...

“I’m sorry.”
Stringy-haired guy glanced out at me. “I’m so damn sorry.” He
winced and took off running. Right toward the other
ship.

I lifted my gun to fire, but didn’t
get off a round before the others started shooting. Bullets
ricocheted off my beautiful hover bike and pinged off the ground.
Nothing hit me, but I didn’t think my luck was changing. I didn’t
aim as I shot, instead staring around for an exit. There was a
building behind them. The uncolonized part of Mars behind me. To my
left was a field of dying trees. To my right was rubble from the
quake and storm damage. It led to a ten-foot-tall sand dune that
kept me from the other ship. Not such bad odds.

Then my gun clicked empty.

“Stop shooting! They might
hear.”

I checked my clothes, then ran a hand
over my bike. Seriously? Nothing. At this particular moment, I was
really wishing I wasn’t such a good guy. If you look up “Good Guy”
in any text you’d find my name next to it. Elric. Son of the badass
Outlaw and brother to the troublemaker Arie. What was the ominous
word before my name? Sweet or nice would probably fit. I didn’t get
arrested—well, except for that one time, but it had been because
Arie used my name. I’d never shot anyone or talked down to the old
men in the club. I really was the definition of a good guy. But two
things you couldn’t call me were “coward” or “weak.”

They might have more men, but this was
to protect my club brothers.

Tall Man stood back as the other two
approached.

I stood up, swung over my bike, and
kicked the closest in the chest. He went down gasping. A punch
landed against my cheek that made me see stars. I spun, kicked low,
and followed it with a wide swing. The guy ended up on his back,
but by then jackass number one was on his feet. I ducked, jammed my
fist into his side, then kicked him in the balls. As Arie would
say, if you want to win a fight, play dirty.

I was going to win this damn
fight.

“It’s gone!” Mr. Sorry
came jogging back, his legs so thin they looked like he’d break in
half. “The other ship. It’s gone. We have to get to the last
one.”

“Fuck!” Tall Man kicked
the dirt. “Get this shit done with. Now.” He fired.

Yeah, I stood there slightly shocked
at the sound. It was louder than I thought it would be. I felt the
bullet press against my skin like it was happening in slow motion.
The pain was indescribable as the foreign objected ripped through
my flesh. Blood sprayed out onto the dirt in a wide arc. I
instantly grabbed my stomach on the left side, wincing as warm
blood flowed over my suddenly cold hands. Tall Man took off behind
the stringy haired man. Great, that left me with these two. I
punched the jackass on my left. Hey, I had nothing to lose now.
Blood dripped from his nose as I grabbed for his gun. I managed to
get it, but a blow from behind toppled me. My stomach cramped up;
pain flooded my system.

“Broke my damn
nose!”

I rolled to my side,
gripped the nearest leg, and sunk my teeth in. A howl followed
frantic tugging. Play
dirty. The flesh ripped away and I kicked
as a blurry object grabbed me. The guy I bit shoved away but his
foot hit my hip. Sheer, uncontrolled agony rippled up my side.
Another spurt of blood slid down my body, soaking my shirt.
Something hit my shoulder. Another punch to my gut. I doubled over
in so much pain, I thought I might pass out. A boot hit my back,
making me roll to my stomach. I flailed about, trying to move, but
the agony was too much. I was going to die. I was never going to
get off Mars.

My brother’s face flashed
before my eyes. He wouldn’t give up. He’d never let something as
trivial as dying stop him from saving the club. I roared as I
clasped the approaching foot. I jammed my hand against the back of
his knee and pulled myself over him as he fell. My teeth sank into
his ear as I punched him in the nose. I don’t know who was in more
pain, him or me. Something hit the back of my head. Right, two
guys. The boring gray sky swirled around me as I was thrown
backward. I hit the ground hard enough to scream. I’d never been in
so much pain in my life. Keep
fighting. My father never gave up when he
was left for dead in that Earth prison. My
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