
  
    [image: The German Biker Gang Brotherhood]
  


  
    
      The German Biker Gang Brotherhood

      A Biker Gang Romance Novel

    

    
      
        Jamila Jasper

      

      
        Illustrated by Denia Design

      

    

    
      READ BOOK #1 | CLICK FOR FREE SAMPLE

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright © 2019 by Jamila Jasper

        ISBN:

        All rights reserved.

      

      

      

      This book is a complete work of fiction. If any of these names, events or situations resemble real life situations it is purely coincidental.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        Visit deniadesign.com for more information about the cover design and cover design services.

      

      

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Part I

      

      
        
          1. The Red Fairy

        

        
          2. The Cat

        

      

      
        Part II

      

      
        
          3. My Brother’s Girl

        

        
          4. Once Is A Mistake…

        

      

      
        Part III

      

      
        
          5. Crazy Ass

        

        
          6. A Fiancée

        

      

      
        Part IV

      

      
        
          7. The End Of Love

        

        
          8. The Boy

        

      

      
        Part V

      

      
        
          9. Left To Die

        

        
          10. Paris…

        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Part I

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Red Fairy

          

        

      

    

    
      CONRAD WAGNER

      "The Red Fairy" had certainly been busier. Word had spread about the issues our family was having and business had suffered. I sat in a large black leather chair, an unlit cigarette hanging from my lips, and stared at the stage. There were three girls up there tonight, each one of them working their butts off for tips that did not come easily from stingy regulars who were looking for a little bit more than ass. Christine- that wasn't her real name of course- our latest hire from Czechoslovakia, lowered herself into a split, the red pole cutting her buttocks into as she attempted to woefully isolate each cheek. One of her blonde extensions fell out onto the stage.

      

      "This place is really going down the shitter," I grunted to Ursula.

      

      "If you would just agree to take over, we wouldn't have this problem."

      

      "You know why I am doing what I'm doing."

      

      "Your father, Hans, is running this place the way he always has."

      

      "And he's doing a shit job."

      

      "If Thayer were here…"

      

      I snapped, "don't you dare mention his name around me."

      

      "You are still upset then?"

      

      "Aren't you? That's why you're helping me isn't it?"

      

      "I am helping you because it is dangerous for you to be here."

      

      "Keep your voice down. And get me a light."

      

      Ursula reached into her pocket and handed me a Zippo lighter with a scorpion engraving. The red flame illuminated less desirable parts of the club. I shuddered as I saw the rats scurry across the floor in the corner. I neglected to point that out to Ursula.

      

      "I set up a meeting for you. But don't be late. The Cat takes doing business seriously."

      

      "What kind of alias is that anyway?"

      

      "I don't know him. Americans. You can never really understand them."

      

      "Luckily I don't need to understand them. I just need to get out of here."

      

      "I promise the Cat can get you what you want."

      

      "Good. How is Heidi?"

      

      "Still raising hell in Amsterdam."

      

      "That woman never sleeps."

      

      "She's having trouble with the children. Hugh hasn't taken the move well at all. He wants to come back to Berlin. He still cries for that many of his."

      

      "Well if he likes we can send him to the Russians," I replied with a grunt.

      

      If they had done a proper job of raising his children, they would not be dreaming of defecting. That boy, the young one especially, was more screwed up by his father than I had been from mine.

      

      "If Hans finds that the boy's insubordinate, he will punish him. My father does not care about age."

      

      "I'm well aware," Ursula said.

      

      Silence hung between us as we both thought of our very different yet equally difficult pasts at the hands of my father, her stepfather.

      

      "He's a bastard," I said.

      

      "I know."

      

      "What do you think of Christine up there? She's not doing too well is she?"

      

      Ursula grimaced. Christine had gotten up from her split and she bent forward, in 6:30 PM position with her tiny flat buttocks flailing in the air. Her knees bent awkwardly as her thong balance delicately between her cheeks. I couldn't handle looking at her for much longer.

      

      "We need someone to drive more tips," I replied.

      

      "Yes, but your father has taken a liking to Christine."

      

      The implication wasn't lost on me. My father, like most of the men in my family, was a scoundrel when it came to women. I couldn't say I blamed him. Our lifestyle didn't exactly lead to one feeling stable in securing your marriage. If one chose to get married at all, that is.

      

      "As long as he doesn't get this one pregnant."

      

      "If he does, I think Kim will have something to say to him."

      

      "He's banging Kim, too?"

      

      I shouldn't have been surprised. I knew exactly what type of man my father was, and I knew that he always tested out the merchandise. Always. Every skinny Eastern European chick to walk through our doors and serve our family had to first service my father.

      

      I ashed my cigarette and Ursula offered to get me a drink.

      

      "Get me the darkest ale on tap."

      

      Ursula obliged and went to the bar, pointing to me and then asking the bartender to make us our drinks. Being the owner came with its perks. Free cigarettes, free drinks, and free girls. One of our less-rugged girls approached me once Ursula had left to get the drinks.

      

      "Hey, Conrad."

      

      "Mango."

      

      "Not very busy tonight is it?"

      

      "No, it isn't."

      

      She sat on my lap, her large buttocks nearly crushing my thighs. Mango- pretty girl, but not much going on upstairs- began to stroke my thighs, her hands wandering closer and closer to my groin.

      

      "Not tonight, Mango."

      

      "Aww."

      

      "I said not tonight. I have business to attend to."

      

      "Very unlike you, Conrad, to turn down the night with me."

      

      "As I said, I got business."

      

      "At least let me have a puff of that cigarette," Mango pouted.

      

      I took my cigarette and pressed it between her plump lips. She puffed and then handed it back to me.

      

      "Have you found another girl?"

      

      "Nope."

      

      "Remember, I'm the only one who knows how to do that thing you like."

      

      Ursula appeared behind her with the drinks, and Mango, for the time being, was forced to stop her flirtatious advances. Usually I enjoyed the back-and-forth game, the flirting, the pretending like she cared, taking her back to my place and stripping her of everything, watching her squirm beneath me and moaned my name knowing that even if she was a working girl at the end of the night, it was me that she worked for. Of course, Mango was one of the few strippers in the joint that my father had laid his hands on. Perhaps that was most of her appeal to me anyway

      

      Mango ignored the disdainful look plastered on my half-sister Ursula's face.

      

      "You're better than that, Conrad," she said, handing me the whiskey and failing to mince any words. That was German women for you. A girl like Mango would be coy, sweet talk you, and make you feel on top of the world. German women were too honest for their own good and willing to tell you your shortcomings up front. My half-sister was certainly unconcerned about my ego.

      

      "The Cat will be here soon," Ursula said.

      

      "Good. Christ, I don't belong in places like this. You're right."

      

      "Mango is filthy Conrad. I don't know what you see in her. Is it because she's the only one your father hasn't touched?"

      

      "I don't have to take shit from you, you know."

      

      "Why not? I'm not some stupid Mafia wife like Heidi. I have my tattoo and I earned it all on my own."

      

      Dressed all in black, with her dark dyed red hair that hung down to her waist, Ursula looked like a cross between a runway model and a femme fatale. She was as tall as me and skinny. Her thinness wasn't to be mistaken for weakness of course. She could kill a man and she had many times before--hence her tattoo. All Scorpions have them. Those tattoos struck fear into the hearts of many Germans. Most women who came across my path would run the other way once they saw the giant scorpion tattoo on my back. To me it was a point of pride, to them it was a warning sign. This man is dangerous. Stay with him, and no one knows where the hell you will end up. Let's just say it didn't make me particularly lucky in the ladies department, unless my interests were strippers, working girls, other gangsters, and prissy rich bitches who knew about the family wealth and were hoping to get a taste, only to flee once they realized how real it got.

      

      I kept it casual with women. There was no point in doing anything otherwise. My father had married, and so had my brother Thayer, but they were hardly decent representatives of what good romance looked like anyways. Love. Bullshit. That's what it was.

      

      "Mango is a good girl," I said defensively.

      

      "You're lucky you haven't caught something from her."

      

      "Would you rather I sleep with Candy?"

      

      "If her nose wasn't always crusted with cocaine? Maybe."

      

      "You don't have to be so damned judgmental."

      

      "You're better than this, Conrad. I know you are. And that's why I've decided to help you. Maybe one day you'll realize that you don't have to live like a gangster."

      

      "What's that supposed to mean?" I said.

      

      "You know what it means."

      I said, "You know the penalty for leaving. I'll die if they catch me. My father will kill me himself."

      

      "I know. And that's why I'm helping you. The Cat will be able to help you."

      

      "If this guy is so amazing, why would he even help me? You said that he wasn't asking for any money."

      

      Ursula smirked.

      

      "You'll see. Anyway, I can see that Feodor just walked in. I haven't seen him in a while."

      

      "It's too bad. I like him a lot less than his brother," I grunted.

      

      "Still, he agreed to keep the peace and you know what a sacrifice it must've been for a man like that to marry Sophia?"

      

      "Sophia has lost a bit of the weight. And she's had her front teeth replaced."

      

      "Yes, but for an attractive Russian man like that…"

      

      I smirked and replied, "it almost sounds like you want to sleep with him."

      

      "I have the Gundermans after me? No way. If I ever tasted that tantalizing Russian, believe me, I'd be on my way out of here in a heartbeat."

      

      "You claim to hate gangsters Ursula, but you sure seem to be attracted to them."

      

      "I'm attracted to men who know how to handle a woman like me. Unfortunately, that only leaves the likes of you and your comrades."

      

      "You're always so flattering."

      

      She shrugged and walked off towards the entrance of the nightclub where Feodor had just entered. My wait for the Cat continued. Ursula linked arms with Feodor and let him to the opposite end of the club. I lost track of them in the crowd. Hopefully, my stepsister would not be dumb enough to try anything with him here. And hopefully, I could say the same of Feodor, although I had never known the man to have any sense.

      

      With Ursula gone, mango returned to her seat on my lap.

      

      "Are you sure there's nothing I can say to change your mind?"

      "Listen cupcake, I'm absolutely certain that I don't want any action tonight. But you know what? I'm meeting with a business associate and perhaps you might find him to your tastes." Mango rolled her eyes.

      

      "I find that unlikely," she said.

      

      "Listen, this guy is so sort of a big shot, I've heard that he's worth 10 million."

      

      Talk of money made Mango's head spin. It was the same with all these girls from the club. All they cared about was money and making as much of it as possible. I couldn't blame them. Wasn't that the whole reason I was in the family business myself?

      

      "How much do you think a man like that would pay for a date?"

      

      "A date?" I scoffed.

      

      Mango glowered, "you know exactly what I mean."

      

      "Yeah. Maybe I wish I didn't,” I replied.

      

      "Are you feeling possessive Conrad?"

      

      "You wish."

      

      I rose to my feet with my drink in hand. "Come on back to the VIP room. This is your last chance. I meeting the guy in 10 minutes."

      

      "Fine. I can't resist an offer like that," said Mango.

      

      Curiosity got the better of her. Mango linked arms with me, and we started walking to the VIP room of the red ferry. Two armed guards stood at the door. I flashed them the barcode on my wrist, attached to which they scanned and nodded before allowing me in.

      

      "And the girl?" One guard asked.

      

      "She's with me."

      

      They let us through. I sat in the back of the VIP room and Mango continued to caress my cheeks and hair while sitting on my lap. I kept my hands off her. I hadn't been joking when I said that tonight I wasn't in the mood. Whether or not she took the hint was up to her.

      

      "So tell me more about this business?" she said.

      

      "It's nothing for you to worry about. And speak one word of what happened here…"

      

      Mango chuckled and replied, "do you really think I'm afraid of you, Conrad?"

      

      "You should be."

      

      I downed the rest of my whiskey, immediately regretting how quickly I'd finished it. Eight minutes. Time seemed to be dragging on slowly. For a moment, I entertain the idea that perhaps this was a setup. But just for a moment. Ursula wouldn't set me up. If there was one person I could trust in this godforsaken place it was her. I don't think anyone else suspected how disillusioned I'd become. I was good at playing the part. Grieving brother, perfect son, loyal footsoldier. But I was done. Ready to get out. Ready to cash in my share of the wealth and disappear to Zanzibar or anywhere I could finally be rid of my family. This was all Thayer's fault. If he hadn't raped that girl. If he hadn't done the same thing my father did to Ursula… All of them were worthless. All of them were absolute scum, and I couldn't pretend any longer that my family had an ounce of good judgment. I was ready to leave. I heard footsteps outside and then the guards murmuring to themselves. I heard Ursula, yapping at them in harsh German and then the doors to the VIP room opened and in walked the Cat.

      

      I was completely taken aback. We had discussed this many times before and not once had Ursula mentioned one key fact about the Cat: the Cat was a woman.

      

      She was tiny. No more than 5 feet tall. Her skin was a hazelnut color. Her hair was fake but beautiful. She was thin, nearly scarily thin but with an ass as round as a Georgia peach.

      

      "Aren't you going to stand to greet me?" She said, her voice deeper and smoother than I expected from a woman that small. Her voice had… Soul. I don't know how else to describe it. She was just soulful. Her eyes were downturned, and the dark brown color matched her skin tone, perhaps a little darker.

      

      I stood and stuck out my hand to greet her.

      

      "Hello. I am Conrad Wagner."

      

      "Georgia. Georgia Gregory."

      

      "Is that your real name?"

      

      "Some people call me the Cat. I don't care what anyone calls me as long as they show me the respect that I'm showing you."

      

      "Yes ma'am," I replied.

      

      "Ma'am? I told you my name is Georgia. You will call me Georgia, or Mrs. Gregory, or the Cat. But I don't want to hear ma'am up in this club."

      

      "Yes, Georgia."

      

      I thought of playfully saluting her but then realized that she might not take it very well. From what I heard about this woman, she wasn't the type to play any games. She was serious, and all business.

      

      "We are here to talk business, why do you have a filthy hooker next to you?"

      

      Mango stood up and balled her hands into fists, "who're you calling a dirty hooker?"

      

      "Mr. Wagner, if you're interested in conducting serious business we must be alone."

      

      Georgia was done looking at Mango. She addressed me directly and all of a sudden I felt very foolish for allowing Mango into the room. How could this tiny woman have such an effect on me? Sheepishly, I directed Mango to leave.

      

      "So that's how it is is it?" Mango protested.

      

      I didn't give a damn. I shooed her off and invited Georgia to have a seat.

      

      "I apologize. I thought I was meeting with--"

      

      "A man, "she interrupted, "it figures. I heard that you Scorpions were all filthy misogynists. I guess I had to see it for myself."

      

      "I'm not--"

      

      "Are you trying to mansplain to me?"

      

      My cheeks were red hot.

      

      "I had no intention of offending you, Georgia," I mumbled.

      

      "Good. It's good to see you finally showing me some respect. Now, does this filthy strip joint also serve drinks or am I going to have to dip into my own stash?"

      

      "I can get you drinks," I mumbled.

      

      "Good. I want a sex on the beach cocktail with a shot of vodka on the side."

      

      I raise my eyebrows in surprise. How could this tiny woman fit so much liquor in her? Despite my surprise, I did not dare question her. I had seen already what sort of woman Georgia was. I returned with the liquor. She poured the shot of vodka down her throat without flinching.

      

      “I see you have a Russian in your club,” she said, slamming the shot glass on the table.

      “Yes, we’ve forged a new alliance with them.”

      “At least it’s Feodor. Boris is the one you want to watch out for…”

      “The brother?”

      “Uh huh. I’ve had dealings with him in the past. Ruthless motherfucker.”

      “I hadn’t heard.”

      “Yeah. Well, let’s talk business, shall we,” she said, sipping the cocktail casually.

      "I'm ready to talk business. Just tell me what needs to be done."

      

      "It won't be that simple," Georgia said, "to get out from under the watchful eye of your entire family… It's a bold move. Before I do anything, I need to know why."

      

      "What if I don't want to tell?"

      

      "I can walk out of here just as easily as I walked in."

      

      "Fine. I'm having issues with my father. And my brother."

      

      "The alive brother I presume?"

      

      "No. My half-brother and I are on good terms. My brother Thayer, the one who is dead. He is the one I have problems with."

      

      "He's dead. What problems could you possibly have?"

      

      "He has done something unthinkable. I can't abide that my family supports this man, even honors him. I need to do something different. I need to get out."

      

      "You would abandon your family so easily?"

      

      "You think this is easy for me?"

      

      "No. I suppose not. Unfortunately for you, we will have a little bit of an issue. Before I get you a new identity and get you out of Germany, I need something from you."

      

      "I suppose I was foolish to think this could be free?"

      

      "What do you really know about me, Conrad?"

      

      "I know that you're worth $10 million. I know that you're internationally renowned but very few people have actually seen your face. I know that you've killed before."

      

      George's eyes narrowed once I mentioned the fact that she had killed before.

      

      "You know a lot about me, but not as much as you think."

      

      "Then tell me. I'm not in the habit of doing business with strangers."

      

      "Trust me, after this, we will not be strangers."

      

      "Spill then. What is it that you actually want from me?"

      

      "I need you to help me get something from your brother. The living brother."

      

      "I want nothing to do with Henry either. I don't have problems with him specifically, but he is not a better man than fair."

      

      "Oh, I'm perfectly aware of that. But Henry has offended me. And I intend on getting revenge."

      

      "I thought no one in my family had ever seen your face?"

      

      "He hasn't. And yet, in his infinite wisdom, he has still managed to offend me. So, I have come to this country to seek revenge. If you want to get out of here in one piece, you will help me."

      

      I couldn't believe it. I had finally met a woman who was actually crazier than me. I could see the fire in her eyes, her desire for revenge, the blood lust that pumped adrenaline through her veins. I wanted to leave the gangster lifestyle behind, but she wanted me to go deeper.

      

      "I'm not sure how you expect me to help you."

      

      "It's simple. Your half-brother, Henry, is currently single. Is he not?"

      

      "Yes. Sure."

      

      "He doesn't share your family's penchant for prostitutes and strippers."

      

      Embarrassed all over again about Mango, I nodded in agreement.

      Georgia continued, "according to my research, Henry lives alone in a large condominium 10 miles outside of Berlin. Within the house, in the basement, there is a fault where he has $18 million in gold bullion. Nobody knows the code, nobody enters his house except him, not even any of you, and for now, that money is safe."

      

      "I cannot confirm anything you just said."

      

      She laughed.

      

      "Conrad. I don't need you to confirm anything for me. I know this is the case. But I also know that every man has a weakness, including your half-brother Henry. I need you to introduce me to him. I will seduce him, get the code, and take the $18 million. I will give you 2 million, help you get out of this country and then he will never see or hear from me ever again."

      

      "So you're going to fake an entire relationship with my half-brother to get his access codes? Surely there's an easier way."

      

      "You must really take me for a fool. I have done my research on your family. I know that he has never spoken the code allowed to another person, nor has he written it down. I know that there is no way in hell I can crack that safe on my own. Trust me, I have tried similar safes."

      

      "So you really are a lock picker. A thief."

      

      "No. I am the Cat. I hunt, I take my prey, and I disappear."

      

      "What makes you think I will help you betray my family?"

      

      "You have already betrayed your family. I know already that Ursula bears no loyalty to them. She is here for the same reason that you are. You're trapped. And until you admit that to yourself, and admit that I am your only way out, you will remain here in Germany, a slave to people you hate. If that's the type of life you want to lead, if you think that you truly know better than that, just say the word and I'll walk out of here."

      

      "I need time to think…"

      

      "There is no time to think. I

      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
    

  


OEBPS/images/break-section-fell-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/german-brotherhood-option-1.jpg
JAMILA JASPER

‘*\ GERMAws
BIKER GANG
BROTHFRHOOD

VI





