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Chapter One

 


Rowan O’Kelly

I love my job. I love
everything about being a bartender, from the regulars that come in
to the strangers that find us by accident. The only thing that I
hate about my job is my boss. He is a royal asshat, and today he
was on a serious bender of epic proportions. Today he was throwing
a hissy fit from hell, and I had no idea why.

“Rowan, I want your ass to
get the back room ready and cleaned. I can’t believe how it looks.”
He shouted at me this time. The asshole actually had the balls to
yell at me while I was serving a customer.

“Jake, I’m busy right now.
Why don’t you have Mona do it since she’s the one who is supposed
to take care of the back room?” I could tell that he didn’t like
that I called him on his shit by how red his face got. Too damn
bad. I couldn’t help the fact that Mona was useless in the bar and
the only reason he had her on staff was so that he could pay her
for sex and his wife not find out about it.

“I said get your ass back
there. I have some very important people coming in, and I don’t
want your mouthy ass in here while I do business with them.” Which
meant that he was doing another deal with someone—another thing I
hated about my job, the fact that Jake liked to home-brew drugs and
sell them to the local gangs.

“Fine, whatever.” I tossed
my rag down after serving the guy in front of me and taking his
cash. This was going to cost me tips, but whatever. At least I
wouldn’t have to look at whoever it was that Jake was bringing in
to do business with this time. I liked the fact that I couldn’t be
used to point the finger at people.

I watched as Mona adjusted
her fake-ass boobs and then snorted when she took my spot at the
bar. Of course, his whore was going to take all my tips and I was
going to be cleaning up her mess. Why not? That seemed to be the
way things were rolling now that she was fucking Jake on the
regular. I just wanted to know how long it was going to be before
she either wound up knocked up or Jake’s wife found out and took
his ass for everything. Oh well, not my monkeys, not my
circus.

I walked into the back
room and ignored everyone and everything. I figure that as long as
the bar is open and I have a job, I’m happy.

Then I saw the back room
and wanted to kill someone. “Jesus Christ, what the hell?” It
looked like nothing had been done in the room in the last six
months, at least. There was a layer of dust on the bottles, at
least the ones that were out, and it seemed as if inventory hadn’t
been done since I did it last. I wondered if it was too late to go
home sick.

However, I loved my job
and I actually loved the bar, so I rolled back the sleeves, so to
speak, and got busy with cleaning and inventorying the back
room.

I was in the back room
when I heard voices raised. Not unusual of course, but the fact
that the voices were heard over the music that typically was
playing was.
Hearing the boss shouting at someone other than his staff was
unusual, especially if it was someone that he wanted to do business
with.

That had me stopping. I
paused everything that I was doing so that I could listen at the
door because I had to know what was happening.

I listened intently as
Jake and the unknown man argued.

“I don’t know what the
hell you are talking about. I haven’t been skimming from you. I’ve
done everything that you’ve told me to do.” The unknown man spoke
loudly to Jake, just under a shout, but barely.

“And I’m
telling you that my bosses are telling me that there is product and
money missing, and since I know that I’m not the one taking it, that
means it’s you, Gary.”

Gary, so the man’s name
was Gary that Jake was talking to. I only knew one Gary that hung
around the bar, and that was Gary Enfield, and he was a douche of
the highest caliber. He would sell his mother if it made him some
money, so I could totally see him and Jake getting in business
together.

“Then they are fucking
lying, Jake. You’ve known me a long assed time, and you know I
wouldn’t do that to you,” Gary said a little louder this
time.

I heard Jake snort. I knew
that snort. It was the one that he would use when he didn’t believe
someone. God only knew that he had used it on me more than once. He
was an asshole, that was for sure. “These are not the kind of
people that lie. They have no need to do so, not when I’m moving
shit for them.”

Even I snorted at that
one, quietly of course. I wondered if the people that Jake was
talking about knew that he was likely cutting in on their dealings
with his home-brew shit that he made in the basement. Likely not,
but hey, that was their issue, not mine.

“Listen, Jake, I don’t
know who the fuck you are mixed up with, but if you are moving your
product with theirs it could get very sloppy for you.”

I heard the smugness in
Gary’s voice and knew that would be his downfall. No one got smug
or shitty with Jake and lived to talk about it or didn’t get hurt
because of their smug ass attitudes. God only knew I had more than
enough black eyes from Jake in my lifetime because I talked back to
him and wouldn’t stop either. It just wasn’t in me.

I heard it then, the sound
of fear from the man called Gary. “Look, Jake, put that away.” Oh
shit, I wondered what Jake had pulled out to have that much fear in
the man.

“Gary, you stupid fucking
prick. First you steal from me and then you question me? No, no, we
are done.” I heard it then, the sharp rapport of a gun firing. Holy
shit, had Jake just shot Gary? “Mona, go and check on Rowan and
make sure that she hasn’t heard anything. If she has, you know what
to do.”

Oh shit, seriously?
Mona was in on this shit as well? I moved away
from the door and put my earbuds back in, turned up the music, and
started to dance and clean as if I hadn’t just heard a freaking
murder. Holy fuck. Jake just killed Gary
Enfield! What the hell?

I felt a hand on my
shoulder and jumped. “Oh shit, Mona.” I pulled an earbud out of my
ear and let her hear how loud the music was that I had been
listening to, playing up my cover to the hilt. “What the hell? Are
you here to finally do your job for once?” I asked her snarkily.
She and I never got along, so I had to keep up the charade. I
wasn’t going to let them know that I was afraid of her
now.

“No, bitch.” She snorted
and laughed. “I just need some tequila. Some of the good stuff,
pass me a bottle.” She looked satisfied, so I obviously had played
everything up well. I passed her a bottle of booze and looked at
her.

“Well, anything else? I
want to get out of here before two AM and can’t if you are here
bugging the shit out of me. Some of us do have lives outside of
this place, you know,” I told her as I cocked my hand on my hip and
watched her angrily.

“Yeah, well so do I,
bitch,” Mona said and walked away muttering under her breath. “You
got fucking lucky, bitch.”

As soon as she was gone, I
closed the door and leaned against it. I heard Mona telling Jake
that I had been listening to music so loudly that I couldn’t have
heard anything, and once more told him just how stupid I was. Oh, I
was stupid all right, so stupid that I was trying to figure out if
I should go to the cops or find out who the people were that Jake
was double dealing against. Either one would get me killed. Hell,
just staying here would get me killed, so any way that I turned I
was so screwed it wasn’t even funny.

“Fuck.”
It was all that I could say and went back to doing what I was
supposed to while Mona and Jake cleaned up the mess that they had
made in the main room, the murder mess. Jesus H Fucking Christ. They had
actually killed someone.

 



Chapter Two

 


Blaze Goodacre

One week later…

I looked at the cards in
my hand and smiled. Oh, these bastards were so fucked it wasn’t
even funny. I had them. I sat here holding a Royal Flush and knew
that no one could beat me with what I had. Yep, I was about to take
the sweet pot from all of my brothers, and I wasn’t even upset
about it. I watched the pledges from the corner of my eyes as they
cleaned the clubhouse and laughed when one of them went ass
teakettle over because he was trying to impress one of the whores
that hung around the clubhouse. I shook my head at their antics
because it wasn’t like the broads wouldn’t spread their fucking
legs for them. Hell, most of the women that came here wanted to be
banged by anyone of the men in the Silver Devils Club. It didn’t
matter if they were a pledge or a member.

One by one the brothers
laid down their hands, and I watched Tech’s satisfied look when he
laid down three aces that beat Gator’s three kings. I snorted. They
all looked at me, and I laid down my Royal Flush and laughed at
them all.

“Read ‘em and weep, boys.
It looks like I get the whole booty.” I heard every single one of
them groan and pulled the money in toward me. I smiled because it
looked as if
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