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Chapter
One

 


Belle Travis
turned the page of her latest romance novel and reached for her
first coffee of the day. The fictional bedroom action was getting
started and she was eager to find out how the duke performed
between the sheets. So far, he’d given the impression of being a
real kinky dude.

“Hey! You.
We’re going out.”

“What?” She
frowned at her brother, Rigor, angry not just that he’d dragged her
from the imaginary stately home she’d been visiting, but also the
tone of his voice. “It’s early, you know.”

“Come on.”

“No, I’m in
bed reading.” Her scowl deepened. “You can see that.”

“We need you.
Get up and get your ass out here.”

She slammed
down her book. “You can’t speak to me like that or order me
around.”

“I damn well
can and you know it.” He shoved his handgun into the waistband of
his leathers and scooped up his keys. “Get moving.”

“Pa told you
to look after me, not treat me like a damn slave.”

“I am looking
after you.” He gestured at the messy room. “Got a roof over your
head, don’t you?”

“Leaky fucking
roof,” she muttered, standing.

“It don’t rain
here. So what’s it matter?”

She huffed.
“Where we goin’?”

“California,
got some business with Hudson.”

“What!”
California was hours away. “I have plans here today.”

“No, you
don’t.”

“I do.”

“Cancel them.
You’re coming with.” He grabbed her helmet and threw it in her
direction. “We need you.”

Catching it,
she clicked her tongue on the roof of her mouth. She knew why they
needed her, and it wasn’t because she was a sharp shooter or a
shit-hot mechanic. It was because she was fluent in Spanish. There
was obviously some meeting going down with a Mexican club and the
Devil’s Barbarians needed a trustworthy translator, or rather, a
trusty eavesdropper.

And Belle was
their gal.

So, she had no
choice.

She gulped
down her coffee then quickly dressed. She shoved her book into a
battered backpack. After adding toiletries and makeup, a few items
of clothing, fresh underwear, and her passport in case they took a
trip over the border, she wandered into the compound’s main yard,
her red heels clicking on the hot concrete.

The heat of
the Arizona sun, even in the morning, weighed heavily on her
shoulders, and she dropped her shades. At least there would be a
sea breeze in Cali, one thing to be thankful for.

“Hey,
Belle.”

Turning at the
sound of her name, she spotted her cousin, Marie. “Hey, chick.”

“Don’t you be
spreading your legs for surfers.” Marie cackled.

“As if.” Belle
rolled her eyes and batted a fly from her face. Truth was she’d
been single for a while now. Her breakup with Billy had been a
long, drawn-out, painful affair, and her heart was still bruised.
That was why she was sticking with guys in books for the time
being.

The Phoenix
chapter of the Devil’s Barbarians kept their bikes undercover for
the shade, not because of rain. With the engines now coming to
life, it was as if a dragon with a sore head had awoken. The roar
blasted around the compound, echoing off the walls of the workshop,
through the single-story homes, and over the high, metal fences.
With it, a plume of exhaust fumes wafted into the sky, hazing over
the orb of the sun.

“Don’t look so
fucking miserable.” Teddy drew up beside Belle—a whole head and
shoulders taller than her—and squeezed her upper arm.

“I don’t wanna
go,” she mumbled. “Got other shit to do.”

He laughed,
his shaggy black beard shaking. “No, you don’t. You’ve been
mooching around for too long. You never know, you might enjoy the
change of scenery.”

She shot a
doubtful look up at Teddy. His name suited his cuddly exterior, but
he was anything but soft when it came to protecting his club
family. She’d seen him in action. His weight didn’t hinder his
speed or his reactions. In a heartbeat, the guy could switch from
doling out hugs to firing guns with lethal precision.

Rigor honked
his horn.

“Okay, okay,
I’m coming.” Belle strutted toward him, sashaying her ass the way
she always did. She looked good, and she knew it. Tan legs nearly
as long as the Pacific Highway coming from the shortest pair of
Daisy Dukes she could find, and a low-cut scarlet top that
showcased the generous rise of her breasts. Heads turned, even men
who had a good woman in their beds at night couldn’t resist a look.
Hell, some of their women eyed her up too!

She climbed
behind her brother and gripped the handlebar at her butt. The seat
was wide and comfortable. Just as well, it was going to be a long
ride.

Towering metal
gates creaked open. Rascal and Dizzy barked, straining at their
leashes with slobber glistening on their teeth.

The convoy of
bikes began to glide out, Rigor and Belle in the lead.

Hot tires hit
hot asphalt. Mid-summer made the air thick and heavy, and as Rigor
wound up the gears, Belle suddenly felt glad to be getting away.
Perhaps she needed an adventure like the gals in her books.

Yeah
right.

As if Prince
Charming or a dashing duke was about to shower her with romance,
adoration, and passion. She’d spent her life around bikers—tough,
rough, inked, couldn’t-give-a-fuck bikers. Not a romantic bone in
their bodies. Not one among the bunch of them.

As predicted,
the ride was long and hot. They made several quick stops for gas
and food. Belle filled up on a burger and cola and managed to read
a few pages of The Duke’s Desire.

The bikers had
an air of anticipation about them. Visiting another chapter was
always cool, but throwing in a potentially lucrative deal had added
to the excitement.

Belle had no
idea what the deal was, and she didn’t ponder on it. She’d find out
soon enough. She just hoped they’d get on with it quickly so she
could get back to her novel. Maybe even take it to the beach. She
couldn’t remember when she’d last dipped her toes in the ocean—and
that was all she ever dipped in, goddamn shark soup. Perhaps the
long road trip would be worth it if she got to lie on a beach towel
on golden sand.

Eventually,
the compound in San Clemente came into view. Like their Phoenix
base, it was protected with high fences and the gated entrance was
constantly monitored.

Rigor drew to
a halt but kept his engine running.

Belle rummaged
in her pocket for some gum and popped it into her mouth.

Within
seconds, a rotund biker with a scythe tattoo on his cheek appeared
from a dusty-looking surf shop—no doubt a scam business to filter
ill-gotten money. A huge dog stuck close to his legs, panting.

“Razor, my
man,” Rigor said, holding out his hand.

Razor strode
over and shook. “Good to see you, again. How’s the trip?”

“Damn boring,
those straight roads… Jeez, they go on for fucking ever.”

“Sure do.”
Razor nodded at the gates. “I’ll go open up then you can get a
drink.”

“And a
shower,” Belle said.

“Yeah, hun,
we’ll make sure you can do that.” He winked then turned.

Belle blew a
bubble. It popped on her lips with a snap.

The gates
clanked open, and the bikers rolled inside, the sound of engines
rumbling off the corrugated metal fences. The place was littered
with vehicles in various states of repair. Piles of tires were
stacked near a large workshop and beside them, a couple of garbage
bins and a tumble of rusting exhausts, chassis, and an old
safe.

Rigor parked
and killed the engine.

Belle climbed
off with a groan, her hips and back complaining at having to sit
for so long. She dragged off her helmet and ran her hands through
her hair, fluffing it from her scalp.

“Ah, the
desert rats are here!”

A
broad-shouldered older guy with a square jaw appeared with his
hands held out.

“Hudson.”
Rigor gave him a sharp hug and a slap on the back. “Good to see
you, man.”

Hudson
chuckled. “You too. Let’s hope we can make some cash out of these
Mexicans, huh.”

“Fucking long
way to come for nothing.”

“Ah, there’s
always something. Starting with a drink. Come on, this way.” Hudson
set his attention on Belle. “You’re the only chick, right?”

“Yeah, this is
my sister Belle. She’s fluent in Spanish,” Rigor said.

Hudson nodded
approvingly.

“And obviously
as trustworthy as they come,” Rigor added.

“Useful.”
Hudson smiled and scratched his nose, which had clearly been broken
several times. He had three dark crucifixes tattooed on the side
his wide neck. “Thanks for making the journey, Belle.”

“It’s
nothing.” Belle shrugged. “Where am I sleeping?”

“Up there.”
Hudson pointed at a two-story building with several doors on both
levels and a skinny upper walkway. “Second from the right. Should
have everything you need, and food, just hit Nina up. Behind the
workshop.”

“Thanks.”

“You can use
Carter’s room. It’s just next door,” Hudson said to Rigor. “He’ll
sleep on his ma’s couch. The rest of your guys will be okay at
Nina’s, right?”

“Yeah, they’ve
got bed rolls and sleep sacks.”

To Belle’s
right, a black van with dark windows was raised on a jack. A pair
of long, lean leather-clad legs stuck out from it, complete with
big black boots tied with neon yellow laces.

“Let’s drink
before your throat goes up like a damn wildfire.” Hudson clasped
Rigor’s shoulder and steered him toward Nina’s.

Belle blew
another bubble, still looking down at shiny leather hugging strong
thigh muscles.

Suddenly, the
Barbarian beneath the van whizzed out. Groin, then a flat abdomen
with a line of dark hair navel to waistband, chest exposed by an
open cut, and hands greased with oil.

“Hey,” he
said, looking up and squinting in the setting sunlight.

Belle said
nothing.

He raised a
heavily tattooed arm and touched his head, feeling through his
thick black hair. He frowned as if concentrating.

“What you
doin’?” she asked.

He had a nice
face, ruggedly handsome, not a hint of vanity or preening, but with
a softness that was rare for a club brother.

“I’m trying to
find the bump … where I hit my head.”

“When’d you
hit your head?” She shifted from one foot to the other.

“That’s the
problem. I can’t remember, but I must have.” He gave a wide grin,
and his gaze trailed from her face, down to her feet, and back up
again. “’Cause I’ve got this vision standing over me. Some kind of
goddess with legs made for wrapping around my waist and with the
face of an angel.”

Belle laughed.
“Seriously?”

“Fuck yeah,
seriously.” He scooted out farther then stood, swiping his hands
together. He was half a head taller than her. “Are you real?”

“You need to
work on your lines.”

“I thought
that one was pretty original.” His bangs hung around his eyes. “But
then it’s clear you are … original, that is.”

“What I am is
dog-tired.” She turned and grabbed her bag from Rigor’s bike box.
“So say goodbye to your vision.”

“Goodbye isn’t
in my vocabulary, at least not when it comes to beautiful
women.”

Belle groaned
and sashayed over the lot, toward the room she’d been told was hers
for the night.

His gaze was
on her ass, she knew that, hell, she’d bet good money on it. She
could almost feel her flesh heating as he raked his attention over
her scantily clad buttocks.

She strutted
with a little more sway as she climbed the metal staircase to the
upper rooms. He could look, no harm in that.

She walked
past an old driver’s car seat set against the wall. A porn mag and
an overflowing ashtray were discarded next to it. Then she pushed
open the red door, second in.

She was
pleasantly surprised. The room was neat with a clean sofa, TV, and
a kitchen area, surfaces wiped. Through a door to her left was a
bedroom, the white duvet smooth, pillows plumped, and to her right,
a small bathroom.

“This’ll do,”
she said, reaching for her book and dropping onto the sofa. She
toed off her heels, and they clunked onto the hard floor. With a
sigh, she settled down and opened to chapter eight and the scene
with the duke just about to tie the young maid to the bed, for an
afternoon of pleasure.

She’d shower
later. This was sure to get her hot and flustered.


Chapter
Two

 


Wyatt Jones
watched the cutest damn ass he’d ever seen wriggle over the lot.
His blood heated. His mouth dried. Blood rushed to his cock.

“Fuck,” he
muttered. It had been a long time since a woman had knocked him
sideways like that. Instant attraction. Instant desire.

And he hadn’t
even found out her name.

But he would.
He’d find out everything there was to know about the long-legged
beauty. Heck, she was camping out in his room—Hudson’s orders—and
now he was doubly glad he’d made the effort to tidy away the liquor
bottles and take-out cartons and put clean sheets—begged from
Nina—on the bed.

He blew out a
breath and shoved his hands into the front pockets of his leathers.
He’d heard the Phoenix chapter arrive, that couldn’t be missed, but
he’d been in the middle of a delicate gasket change and needed to
concentrate.

He’d missed
out on gathering information about the beautiful woman who’d just
closed the door to his room, shutting herself in there. Who had she
arrived with? Was she someone’s old lady? Did he stand a
chance?

He damn well
hoped so.

He turned to
the van. There’d be time tomorrow to finish it, after the meeting
with the Mexicans. Hudson wanted it up and running. If there was
shit going down, they needed it. Bikes were all well and good, but
they were jack-shit when it came to moving around cargo that was
bigger than a few kilos of coke.

His throat
scratched with dryness. He’d grab a beer at Nina’s and say hi to a
few buddies from Phoenix. Maybe the hot chick would re-appear and
he’d get close enough to find out if she smelled as good as she
looked.

With his boot,
he shoved a toolbox to one side, then wandered in the direction the
other Barbarians were heading.

Nina’s was
packed with leather-clad bikers. The usual hum of conversation was
now a roar as old friends greeted one another and drinks were
raised.

He made his
way to the bar. After a minute, Nina slid a Bud toward him. He
didn’t have to ask her to put it on his tab. She just would.

“Damn loud in
here.” His buddy Carter nudged in next to him.

“Yeah.”

Carter shoved
a finger in his ear. “Where you sleeping tonight? I hear Hudson
gave your room to the chick.”

Wyatt supped
on his drink and shrugged. “Yeah, he did. And I dunno yet.”

“Crash at Ma’s
with me. She’ll be cool. Two sofas.”

“Thanks.”

Taff, already
several drinks in, leaned over. “If you prospies had old ladies,
you wouldn’t get kicked out your room when we had visitors in
town.” He hiccupped.

“Go fuck
yourself,” Carter said with a growl, “and your old lady, oh no,
wait, you ain’t got one either.” Carter was likely more pissed at
being called a prospector than anything else. They’d both earned
their seats at the Barbarians’ table and long since graduated.
Hell, Carter was in line to be the next VP.

Taff laughed
then lurched the other way, slapping a friend on the shoulder and
exclaiming his balls ached with joy to see him.

“He’s a dick,”
Wyatt said. “Ignore him.”

“I try. He
just winds me the fuck up.” Carter took another deep drink.

“Nothing
happening with you and Skylar?” Wyatt asked, thinking about Taff’s
‘old lady’ comment.

“Nah, I need
to keep my cock out of her pussy. She’s bad news for my head.”
Carter tapped his temple. “Anyways, she seems more interested in
Jayden these days.” He paused. “Sometimes I wonder if I should get
a chick who isn’t from our world.”

“But would she
be able to put up with it?” Wyatt asked. “Our world, this
world?”

“It’s a lot to
ask and a lot of shit to look the other way from.”

Wyatt thought
for a moment. “Ah, there’s someone for everyone, buddy. Even an
ugly bastard like you, Carter.” Wyatt laughed. Carter was far from
ugly. He had a boyish charm that no number of scars and tattoos
could detract from. His mother, Brooklyn, was beautiful, and she’d
passed her good bone structure and wide, easy smile to her son.

“Thanks for
that.” Carter chuckled. “Maybe I’ll get lucky when we head to the
rally in Pierce.”

“You mean do
more than scratch an itch?”

“I’ll do that,
too, if the opportunity arises.” Carter raised his beer toward
Hudson. “I’d better check in with the boss.”

“Sure thing.
Catch you later.”

As Carter
pushed through the crowd, Wyatt glanced around and realized he was
looking for one face in particular. One very pretty face with soft
red lips, long black lashes, and the cutest little pixie nose he’d
ever seen.

The Phoenix
hottie wasn’t there. Which meant she was still in his room.

Was she
sprawled out naked on his bed, fresh from the shower and resting
after the ride? Was she presently in his shower, all long
wet legs, cute ass, and great tits?

He held back a
groan. It was pure torture not to be in his room with her. It was
his goddamn pad. Another few beers, and it would take all his
willpower not to let himself in and claim to have forgotten
something.

“Mexicans are
here!” Razor bellowed.

What?

The
conversation stopped as though a switch had been flicked.

“Damn, I
thought it was tomorrow,” Taff muttered, seeming to sober up
instantly.

“They’re a day
early, but that’s good.” Hudson slammed his hands on his hips and
looked around. “Means we can get on with this before you goons are
all wasted.” He scanned the room, seeming to make eye contact with
every biker in there. “Rigor, get your translator. Razor, let the
Mexicans in. Bring Arturo and his cronies straight to the office. I
don’t want them poking around the compound.”

“Sure thing,
boss.” Razor disappeared.

“The rest of
you,” Hudson said. “Keep it calm and quiet. We need this deal. We
have debts to pay, and this will get us in the green again. More
than in the green if we play our cards right.”

“All calm.”
Jayden held his palms up. “We know what you need from us,
boss.”

There was a
murmur of consent.

Wyatt knew it
was for the best the meeting got underway. A few beers had been
consumed, but none of the hard stuff, which meant there was a
chance tempers would stay under control. Old rivalries would remain
buried, even if they were only a whisper beneath the surface.

He drained his
beer then set it on the sticky surface of the bar. “Another, Nina,
honey.”

“Sure.” She
popped the lid and passed it to him. “You’re gonna have to pay your
tab sometime, Wyatt.”

“I’ll get to
that tomorrow, when I’ve got some cash.”

“You better,
the books get done soon. You know how Brooklyn likes everything
straight.”

“Yeah, I
know.” He took a sip as the rumble of the Mexicans’ bikes
reverberated around the walls. Soon they’d swagger in, talking in
fast, strongly accented Spanish as if in code.

Wyatt didn’t
like them. Didn’t trust them. He knew Hudson didn’t either but
needs must, and whatever deal they were presenting had to be good
for the Barbarians to be entertaining them.

“Hi. I was
told I could get a cola here.”

Wyatt turned
at the sound of a female voice. His stomach tightened.

The
long-legged beauty was standing right next to him, her bare arm
almost touching his.

“I’ll get
that,” Wyatt said to Nina with a nod.

“Thanks.” The
beauty smiled.

“What’s your
name, gorgeous?” Wyatt grinned and leaned his elbow on the bar.

Her long
lashes lifted as she stared at him with the bluest eyes he’d ever
seen. They were ringed with a darker blue around each iris,
reminding him of water deepening. She swiped her tongue over her
glossy red lips but didn’t speak.

Like that is
it? Sick of bikers.

He refused to
be disappointed. He wasn’t like the other assholes who’d obviously
jerked her around in the past. “You know my name?”

“No.”

“You should.”
He twitched his eyebrows.

“Oh, yeah.
Why?” She took the cola Nina handed over.

“’Cause, babe,
you’re gonna be screaming it later.”

She paused
with the drink halfway to her mouth. “You have to be kidding
me.”

“I never joke
about satisfying a woman.”

“For God’s
sake. Why the fuck did I ever come here?” she muttered.

“Hey, Belle,
we need you.” Rigor clicked his fingers her way.

“Belle,” Wyatt
said. “Pretty name for a pretty lady.”

“Does your
mouth ever stop spewing this shit?” Belle frowned at him.

“I only speak
the truth.”

She gave him a
look that had he been a weed on the sidewalk, it would have caused
him to wither and die in an instant. But Wyatt wasn’t a guy who
gave up easily. Hell, he wasn’t a guy who give up at all, and the
greater the challenge, well, it just made him all the more
determined to win.

And it had
been a long time since he’d set himself a challenge like Belle.

She slid
through the crowd to join the president of the Phoenix chapter.

Is she his
woman? Damn it.

Wyatt’s heart
squeezed. That could complicate things. Could make things even
harder. Not that it would stop him.

“She’s his
sister.”

“What?” Wyatt
studied the huge guy next to him. Built like a brick shit house
with a beard that looked as though it could house a few birds’
nests. He recalled his name was Teddy. He’d met him at a rally a
few years ago.

“Belle, she’s
Rigor’s sister.”

“So?”

“So, I saw you
hitting on her.” Teddy wrinkled his nose and drew down his
eyebrows.

“And that’s
your business because…?” Irritation nipped at Wyatt’s nerves.

“’Cause she’s
here in an official capacity. Club business.”

“Really?”
Wyatt huffed.

“She’s a damn
good interpreter, trusted one too.”

“Good for
her.”

“No, good for
us.” Teddy’s voice was a low growl.

“She your old
lady?”

As if she’d go
for this hulk.

“No.” A crease
formed on Teddy’s brow. “But I look out for her. Make sure assholes
like you don’t think she’s an easy ride. Know what I mean?”

“Listen, man,
caring is all well and good, but don’t get in my way.” Wyatt
paused. “Got it?”

Teddy said
nothing, just glared.

Wyatt pushed
past him, knocking his shoulder into his arm as he went. Probably
not the wisest move in his life, but this was Wyatt’s home turf,
and he had a seat at the top table. He wasn’t going to let some
over-protective dude mess up his chances with a hot chick even if
he was the size of a grizzly on steroids.

No fucking
way.

The select few
moved into Hudson’s office. There was only one window. It looked
into Nina’s, or it would have if a horizontal blind wasn’t drawn
over it. The bottom two slats were bent at an angle. The walls were
dark, and on the back one, a large Devil’s Barbarians flag was
tacked to the wall. It held the image of a hooded grim reaper with
its eye sockets full of red, orange, and yellow flames.

Hudson and
Rigor sat at opposite ends with Belle next to her brother. The five
Mexicans took the right side of the long wooden table, and the most
senior Devils sat on the other. Beer bottles and smokes were
stacked on the surface. Taff had a club sandwich on the go, pickles
and mayo spilling from it.

Wyatt had
hoped to get a spot next to Belle, but he was too slow and ended up
beside Hudson. The only way he could see her was if he leaned
forward.

He leaned
forward.

She held a
pen, and although she was chewing gum and staring into space, he
got the impression she was listening to the Spanish chatter. Wyatt
could barely pick up a few words. They spoke so fast, as if to
purposely confuse. But then again, he’d never bothered to learn
anything other than English.

She wrote
something and nudged her brother.

Rigor lifted
his shades to the top of his head and read it. There was no
reaction. Instead, he pulled a cigarette from his cut pocket and
lit it. Blew out a shoelace-thin stream of smoke.

“So, let’s get
to business, guys,” Hudson said, winding his fingers together and
slotting them beneath this chin. “I’m sure you’re dying to know how
much money you can make out of us, Arturo.”

Arturo
chuckled. “I think it the other way around, mi amigo.”

“Yeah, that’s
it.” Taff pointed at Arturo. “Friends. We’ll help you out, you help
us out.”

Arturo smiled
while the biker to his right—goatee, fading black eye, large
diamond earring—muttered something.

Again, Belle
wrote.

Rigor read
it.

“What’s she
doing here?” Arturo pointed at Belle. “You gone soft, all this
feminist shit finally got to you and you’ve let one with tits
become a brother?”

“No.” Rigor
laughed. “She’s our secretary, keeps notes.” He tapped his head and
nodded at Hudson. “He’s not as young as he used to be, gets
confused.”

Hudson’s
eyebrows pulled low, four lines plowing over his forehead.

Wyatt held in
a chuckle.

Belle looked
straight at him. Those piercing blue eyes of hers, lined with heavy
kohl, were like lasers homing in.

Wyatt’s heart
did a weird flip, and he let a smile grow on his face.

Quickly, she
looked away, blew a pink bubble until it popped on her lips, then
pulled it off with her teeth and tongue.

He shifted on
his seat, his cock heating. Fuck. When did gum become so damn
erotic?

“So, it’s
weapons,” Hudson was saying. “What and how many?”

“Four cases,
Glocks, AKAs, shotguns.”

“How big’s a
case?” Hudson asked.

Arturo smiled.
“Big enough.”

“We need
details,” Rigor said, “like how much cargo we gotta shift, you
know.”

Again, Goatee
Guy spoke, this time in Spanish, fast and mumbled.

Belle didn’t
write anything. She was smart, she knew they’d catch on to what she
was doing—interpreting their private comments.

“It’s enough
to do you a solid fifty grand,” Arturo said. “Which is what we’ll
sell for. You make a good bargain for yourself selling it on,
you’ll make a good profit.”

Belle
wrote.

Rigor’s gaze
flicked toward it.

“It’ll cost us
to get rid of serial numbers,” Rigor said, tapping his bottom lip
as though thinking. “Costly to get over the border before
that.”

“And we need
time to find the right buyers,’ Hudson added, his eyes narrowed.
“That’s a lot of weaponry.”

“We’ll take it
all off your hands for twenty,” Rigor said.

Arturo
laughed. “You really going to waste my time like this?” A hum of
Mexicans’ conversations rose in the room. Shaking of heads,
muttering. Eyes rolling.

“I’m guessing
you guys didn’t pay more than ten for this stash south of the
border,” Hudson said, his attention landing briefly on Rigor.

Rigor gave the
merest of nods.

Belle was
writing.

“So that’ll
give you one hundred percent profit,” Hudson said. “Take it or
leave it.”

“We’re leaving
it.” Goatee stood, his chair legs scraping on the floor.

Arturo sipped
his beer then chewed on his bottom lip. He remained seated.

“Come on,
guys,” Hudson said. “You won’t get much fucking better than that,
and to tell the truth, and what you already know, we’re the only
goddamn option. Ain’t no other fuckers around here willing to risk
transporting illegal weapons over the border, or with the know-how
and contacts to move that much shit.”

Goatee scowled
and spoke in Spanish, a few other Mexicans added to the
conversation.

Belle wrote.
When she looked up, she looked straight
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