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        This story is dedicated to author Lavinia Urban

        The strongest, bravest, and classiest warrior

      

        

      
        my Mum,

        Sue Wells

        Forever in my heart

      

        

      
        and everyone who battles against the evil

        that is cancer
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        The story had depth, very raw and passionate. 5 epic stars and a bucketload of tears.

        AMAZON REVIEWER (FIRST EDITION)

      

      

      

      
        
        
        Ava’s characters are real, they have depth and that in turn makes you feel. Using real experience and her words she can twist that emotional knife hard, to make you hate and love reading at the same time.

        GOODREADS REVIEWER

      

      

      

      
        
        
        Do not read this without a stack of tissues nearby!

        GOODREADS REVIEWER

      

      

      

      
        
        
        It may be a short story, but it still holds the same punch as a full length story and would highly recommend to every reader out there.

        GOODREADS REVIEWER
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      This book was originally released in 2019 as part of the Seven Deadly Sins series to honor author Lavinia Urban who we tragically lost that year to cancer.

      The Seven Deadly Sins had been her idea and she had wanted seven different authors to write seven different stories for her.

      Wrath was my contribution.

      I’ve now extended the book to fit into the Hellion MC series as I had fallen in love with the character of Wrath, as I know many readers had, and couldn’t leave him behind.

      Having lost my mum to cancer in 2018, and coming on the back of losing Lavina, this book was heart wrenching to write, I could barely read the screen when writing the last page for the tears streaming down my face.

      Warning: You will require a box of tissues when you read this book!
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      Wrath

      I roll my shoulders, trying to ease the tautness between them. It’s been a long day. The ache doesn’t lessen, not that I really thought it would, I really put my back into today’s job. The knot just to the side of my neck is solid against my hands. A hot shower should help, and if nothing else, I need one to clean the splattered blood from my skin and hair.

      Tossing my red checkered shirt into the trash can rather than the laundry bin as I’m never going to get the blood stains out of it, I pause for a moment and take note of my reflection in the mirror. I barely recognize the dark lifeless eyes that stare back at me, hell, I barely recognize me anymore.  My dark hair is a little too long on top and has started to give in to the natural curl that I hate, although my mum always told me it was a kiss curl and she loved it. The shaved sides are growing out and my beard needs a serious trim as well, I’m starting to look like a dark-haired version of Santa Claus albeit with a six pack instead of a belly, although it’s safe to say there’s nothing good and giving about me.  I’ve been on the road for what feels like forever. That said, when I look through the door to my bedroom here in the clubhouse, I have to ask myself am I really home? I’m more nomad than brother these days, a club enforcer hired out to the highest bidder to do the dirty work no one else wants or has the stomach for.

      Constant raging anger fills my veins, fueling the work that I do. Every job takes away a little more of the humanity I once had, turning me into the numb shell that’s looking back at me in the mirror. I’ve never questioned that my victims are guilty, I trust that my Prez has done that already. I just carry out the sentence. I walk in, mete out the punishment requested of me, then walk out, leaving someone else to clean up behind me. This is what my life has become. I feel more like a machine than a man these days, and I can’t see that changing any time soon.

      Life was good once upon a time, I even vaguely remember the sound of my laughter, but that’s in the past. A twist of fate and that life was gone, leading me to become the man that’s standing here today. A man without a soul or a conscience.

      My brothers in the Club embraced that change. They take pleasure from the fact I am filled with anger, hate and violence and I use that to fuel the vengeance they ask of me.

      Easing off my leather boots I place them carefully on the floor, before removing the rest of my clothes. I grab a clean towel from the pile on the shelf and place it within reach of the shower door.

      The steam from the hot water flowing from the shower head fills the small ensuite, my skin turning red from the punishing heat, the water swirling around the drain is deep scarlet with the blood I’m washing away from my body. It’s not my blood, it never is. I’m too good at what I do. It’s the blood of yet another poor soul who was found wanting and deserving of punishment.

      Closing my eyes, I can still hear the man’s voice pleading for forgiveness, his last words full of fake apologies that mean nothing to me. He means nothing to me. He’s just another name on a piece of paper that needs to be crossed off so that I can move onto the next one. I don’t ask what any of them have done because I really don’t care. I can hazard a pretty good guess that this time it involved taking or touching something that didn’t belong to him just from the punishment I was asked to deliver.

      The heavy meat cleaver I’d asked for had been there waiting for me when I walked into the room, the victim already there and strapped into a chair. The whole scene had been set to ensure he felt the maximum amount of fear. The naked, dim bulb swung slowly above his head, casting moving shadows around the room. There was no requirement for bright lighting or a clean environment, this was no surgical procedure I was about to perform. The damp walls and dirt covered floor merely enhanced the nightmare ambience of his situation.

      I don’t know how long he’d been sat there for, restrained, and awaiting my arrival, staring at that cleaver whilst working himself up into a state of terror, but I do know that he recognized me as soon as I walked in. My reputation already preceded me. I could see the resignation and fear in his eyes as soon as he realized it was me. I’m an imposing figure even in a normal setting, my six-foot four height often has me standing a full head and shoulders above my brothers. I’m not overweight, instead I’m toned and solidly built. In this setting I must have looked like an avenging angel to him, and I guess that’s all that I am these days.

      Feeling the heavy weight of the meat cleaver I turned it over in my hand. It was already well used; the blade had recently been keenly sharpened but the hilt had multiple nicks and scratches that betrayed its age. Avoiding looking at the prisoner I stood there for several long moments just turning and inspecting the weapon I was holding, deliberately stretching out the anticipation and terror I was sure he was feeling.

      With one deft stroke my work was done, the strike clean, leaving his hand severed at the wrist. Nevertheless, blood still spattered everywhere. I turned my back on his high-pitched screams and walked slowly and steadily away from him and towards the daylight. It wasn’t often a victim’s screams followed me as I left a scene, more often than not the silence of death filled the room instead. This guy was lucky, not that he’d see it that way for a while I suspect, but he’d been allowed to live. I often wondered why they brought me in for this simple kind of job, but my Prez had once told me it was because of the effect the sight of me walking into a room had on a victim. My reputation was enough to fill them with terror, and they’d believe I was there to snuff out the life someone else felt they no longer deserved.

      It didn’t matter to me one way or another, I had a job to do, and I did it. That was my life now.

      The water finally runs clear, so I pick up the shower gel and liberally apply it to my body, working up the lather and cleaning off any remaining evidence of today’s labors. When I’m done here, I’ll grab something to eat from the kitchen as I realize I haven’t eaten all day, then I’ll go see my Prez and find out what vengeance I’ll be dishing up next and who to, because that’s my job. This is my life, it’s the only one I know now, the only one I dare remember.  I can’t afford to remember a time before this, when compassion was a part of me, when I had a soul. I can’t be that man anymore. Too much has changed, too much has happened that cannot be undone.

      I am sin.

      I am Wrath.
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      Wrath

      I’m pulled from sleep by the noise of my phone vibrating across the bedside table. I release a barely audible curse, when I’d put it on silent I’d forgotten to take the vibration into account. I lift my head an inch then decide that sleep is more important than whoever is calling. I’m so tired. I feel like I could sleep for a week right now and as my bladder ain’t complaining I’m staying put. It doesn’t take much for my eyelids to droop and for me to lose myself in dreamless bliss again.

      As usual it doesn’t take long before the nightmares kick in. I’d hoped I was too tired and that I’d be so out of it they would give me a reprieve this time, especially now I’m back in my own bed at the clubhouse. I’ve been on the road for so long that this room feels alien to me now, the familiarity and sense of home and belonging I’d been looking forward to when I was away are eluding me. I’ve spent too long on the road, wandering from job to job. It seems I’m too valuable a commodity to my club to be allowed a break or even a modicum of recovery time. I’m only able to stay here tonight as it’s a convenient stop off on the way to my next target.

      Images of the sins I’ve committed in the name of the club rapidly flash behind my closed eyelids, the punishments for minor infringements, the lessons that had to be taught, and the ultimate sacrifices where trust had been betrayed and a brother couldn’t be allowed to live. There were even a handful of civilian deaths in there, paid for by outsiders who had enough money to afford my unique services. I have to trust that they were justified, although my gut tells me these days it’s become all about the money for my club and nothing to do with the righteousness.

      I’ve left a long trail of destruction and misery in my wake, families broken apart as a result of my actions, lives forever transformed from the torture I’ve inflicted. Considering what I’ve done I know that broken sleep and nightmares seem a small price to pay for the acts I’ve carried out.

      I don’t believe in heaven or even a God. I’ve seen too much suffering to be able to reconcile the two. I do believe in Hell though and I’m sure that’s where my damned eternity will be spent. It’s only fitting when you consider the atrocities that I’ve carried out.

      The insistent vibration of the phone drags me from the midst of the latest nightmare, a welcome reprieve from the carnage that would have filled my dreams otherwise. Whoever is after me seems keen. Without lifting my head from the pillow I reach out and fumble with my hand, almost knocking the phone to the floor but rescuing it just in time. My bleary eyes take a moment to focus before I can read the name on the screen.

      Why is Bandit calling me? We’ve not spoken for a few years since our last big argument. He’s never been able to reconcile the boy he once knew with the man I’ve become. Once upon a time he was a huge part of my life, then fate played her cards, and I took the wrong path. A path I can never come back from. His disappointment in me hurts, or it would if I could allow myself to care.

      Between reaching for the phone and finally being able to focus on the screen too much time has passed, and the call has dropped. Cursing, I sit upright in the bed, roughly rubbing at my eyes to try and clear my vision and rid myself of the memories his calling has recalled. Checking the screen again I can see several missed calls from Bandit but no voicemail icon. If it’s that important I’m sure he’ll ring back. I can’t bring myself to be the one to break our silence and call him back.

      Dread fills me when I realize he must be ringing with bad news, “Please don’t let it be his wife, Smokey,” I call out to the universe. That woman is
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