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      Jett, aka Fiend

      

      I deserve to die for what I've done to my brothers. 

      Instead of seeking help from them, I chose to self-medicate, hoping each hit would keep me in a drug-induced haze to drown out the pain from the past and the stress of keeping up the charade that I'm okay.

      Now, I'm pressing against the gaping wound in my stomach to avoid bleeding out faster. 

      Even after all my secrets and indiscretions, the betrayal... my brothers tell me to hold on…

      I don't deserve to. I don't deserve them.

      "It's okay," Offering them a forced smile. I coughed and saw the blood in the palm of my hand. "You don't need me."

      Ultimately, I made the decision to let go…

      Before joining the Merciless Few: Devil's Ignited chapter of Massachusetts, I was Jett Watkins from Haverhill, Vermont.

      I suffered from a classic case of middle child syndrome. Nestled between my sisters, who thrived on torturing and teasing me like siblings do. I was the golden child, the first boy, until eight years later when my twin brother and sister were born, and then I was another mouth to feed. I missed that spotlight focus on me, and I found that acting out was a way to get close to that. It started with a failed test here and there, Mom would lecture me while Dad stood as the authority figure, classic good cop/bad cop scenario. It went in one ear and out the other while simultaneously giving me that dopamine hit of attention. I leveled up to ditching a class I hated anyway or the entire day, and my friends only encouraged it. In one of his usual outbursts he said I was hanging out with a 'bad crowd.'

      My sisters thought I was a brat, acting out because Kat and Dog were born. That's their nickname, but Katarina and Douglas weren't a burden; they looked up to me. I should have been a shining example for them, but when I saw them get endless attention, I felt the urge to misbehave.

      I guess when I was caught underage drunk driving and wrapping the car around a tree, was when I first felt genuine disappointment from everyone.

      The worst part of it all was that no one ever said anything to my face; I heard it while I was unconscious.

      The door creaked, which brought me into some state of awareness.

      I felt a hand brush my hair away. I was going through an emo phase, brushing my dark hair forward to cover my face before I started growing it out. Then I felt a soft kiss, and I knew it was Mom. "Be careful when you hold his hand. Watch the tubes."

      "Mama, is Rocket going to die?" I heard Kat's voice crack.

      "No, your brother is resting so his body can heal. It'll only be for a few more days, and then you can tell him how much you missed him, okay?"

      "Okay. I love you, Rocket. I can't wait for you to get better. We can have a big tea party!" She was barely a teenager and always held this childlike innocence and curiosity. I felt her let go, and then another hand squeezed mine.

      "My sweet baby, I know you can hear me. Why would you do this to yourself? This isn't my chipmunk. Your father is still upset, but I promise I'll get him to come."

      Apparently, you can still get angry even while unconscious. Of course, he wasn't here. Work always took top priority over everything. My dad tried to force his beliefs on me, and when I outright refused, he set his sights on Dog. When Dog

      showed his compliance, suddenly, I was the big letdown, the black sheep. Because I didn't want to toil in the mill and wither away, slaving until I died. I knew he said yes out of intimidation and fear. I won't let him end up a puppet. And I would carve my own path.

      I don't know how much time had passed, but eventually, I opened my eyes. The starkness of the hospital lights made my eyes water. The lady, who I assume is my nurse, was happy to see me looking back when she came in for her routine check-in. 

      "Mr. Watkins, it's good to see you awake. Let me raise your bed. You'll be more comfortable."

      I groaned, feeling this burning, sharp pain. "A…a mirror," I remember feeling that moment when the hot metal slammed against my neck and collarbone. The force caused me to black out in pain until now.

      There was a scar there; it would be a permanent reminder in addition to the memories and the inevitable rant my father would go on.

      She goes and comes back in with a hand mirror. I immediately looked at my face, which was bruised and swollen. I was lucky my eyes weren't blacked from the airbag deploying, but I did have a busted lip. My hands were shaky as I moved the view lower and saw what I felt: a tight bandage around my neck and shoulder. I used my dominant hand, but somehow, I felt this tingly sensation where the

      bandage was, and I dropped the mirror into my lap, unable to hold it up any longer.

      "How long do I have to keep this bandage on?"

      "It depends on what the doctor says, and how fast you heal, Sug. Don't you worry about that. Thank God you opened your eyes again and got a second chance!" She said happily.

      "Yeah, a second chance to wind up in jail. They'll arrest me the moment I'm well enough." I look away to avoid the tears and keep my throat from tightening up. 

      She sat on my bed and took my hand. "Listen, you made some mistakes, but the good Lord saw fit to give you a second chance to make them right. Now, you'll have to face whether you serve time or not, but you have a long life ahead of you, and some lessons have to be learned. Don't get too caught up in the first one."

      I like how she assumed I was squeaky clean until this incident. I sigh and groan as a sharp pain shoots up the middle of my back. I hissed as I tried to lay on my side, but it was worse. She observed me, "It's time for your dose. Let me grab the cart."

      I take the remote and turn on the TV. I was afforded the luxury of hospital TV and the vast selection of 13 channels, so I put it on a game show when she returned with a needle in hand—a huge needle. 

      She's close enough to read her name tag, Sadie. She takes the alcohol pad, and I hold my arm out, but she shakes her head. "Shift over. It's going in your back."

      "What, no way!"

      "Do you want the pain to go away quicker? It needs to go near the epicenter, and it looks like it's your back. Now, am I wrong?" She wasn't, but the size of the needle compared to her hand made me question whether I should tough it out. She waves her hand in front of me to get my attention, "If I shoot you in the arm, it's going to take 20 minutes. Can you handle another 20 like this?" 

      Another lightning bolt of pain, “Ahhhh! No!” I screamed and shifted over. A needle in the back had to be way better than this excruciating pain and pulsing.

      She rubbed the pad between my shoulder blades, and I second-guessed my decision.

      "Take a deep breath and count to five out loud."

      I inhale deeply, then count, "Five…four…three…ahh fuck goddammit! ARGH!"

      I knew she would do it early, but I didn't expect the burning sensation to trigger more pulsing! I bit my pillow to keep from releasing a string of curses that would make the Devil blush.

      "Okay, okay. Breathe and lean back. It should subside in five minutes or less. In the meantime, I'll grab your dinner and an extra dessert!"

      She looked back at me and smiled, "Count your blessings, Mr. Watkins. You're here for a reason."

      I had no idea what that reason was.
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      The next few days went well. Mom visited daily and apologized every time for my father's absence. At this point, I didn't want to see him or hear his rant about how this affects everyone, instead of wondering why I did what I did.

      Then it all went to shit. The sheriff's office came into my room and stated I have a trial date 45 days from now. I was going to be charged with DWI, but since I am just shy of 18, the most I could get was 12 months. I would spend it in juvie until I turned 18, and then they would transfer me to jail to finish the rest of my time. I also had an $8000 fine, community service, and my license would be suspended. They would consider good behavior based on my school performance and character witnesses.

      I was screwed. My guidance counselor said if I didn't get my act together, I wouldn't graduate. I didn't want that; I was having fun. I know my teachers wouldn't vouch for me and my family…well, mom would portray the heartbroken mother who wants better for her child if they gave me a second chance. My dad would recommend a harsher sentence or boot camp to make me someone else's problem.

      The sound of my door opening rattles me, and there's my dad, still in his soot-covered coveralls; at least his face and hands were clean. He steps in to let the door close behind him but doesn't come closer.

      It's awkward silence until I break it. "Did you come here to stare at your failure of a son, or did you come to say something? Oh, and if it's your usual bullshit capped off with had you listened to me, you'd be in one piece spiel, then save it, Dad."

      He looked stunned. What's funny is that it was like I was yelling at myself. I was a spitting image of him with wavy dark brown hair and matching eyes—nothing special, but I also inherited his sharp jawline and bad temper.

      His stunned look was replaced by his usual stoic one. "It's good to see you awake, son."

      Is it?

      I noticed his word choice of good to see you instead of glad to see you—the least emotion-filled response.

      "Thank you."

      "You're lucky I have such an outstanding report within the community and with Sheriff Tate. They're willing to lessen the charges if you agree to work in the mill to become an upstanding Haverhill citizen like me. It could even count toward your community service."

      I felt my jaw tighten as I shook my head. "Grandpa said you would do this, but he said the cycle should stop with me, and on his grave, I'm going to see that it does! I'm in control of my own life decisions!"

      "And look where it got you! You're a goddamn criminal! My son is a criminal! By the way, my father was a stubborn old fool. He instilled these values in me, so why wouldn't I do the same with my sons?"

      "Because it took you away from us! There was no family; it was a mom raising five kids alone while you worked these long hours. Mom was the perfect wife, but she couldn't deal with this alone! She looked for you and found a temporary fix! Do you even care that she tries to put on the perfect wife role while strung out to escape the pressure?" He seemed shocked to know that mom was using drugs to cope; how else was she supposed to manage? 

      I scoffed at his sad attempt to feel pity, "You know, at one point, I thought maybe you were having an affair. It would have made more sense, but you work to get away. You'd rather be there than with us."

      "You're right! I'd rather be there or at the bar than deal with a disobedient son who would waste his opportunity to become a proper man!"

      "A man?! A man cares for his family, loves them, shows affection, and only wants the best for them. You want me and Dog to become you, and I'll be damned if I do…"

      "Then I want you out of my house!"

      "Fine! I'm surprised you even know where that is!"

      His ears were red hot, and I'm sure mine were too. I couldn't wait to get away. I already had parts of the plan flushed out. My grandfather had given me access to a secret account. I also saved some money from yard work, and mom passed me a twenty from time to time just because. I would take some of that money, buy my first motorcycle, and make my way to Briarswood, Massachusetts, where the closest Merciless Few chapter was located.

      The Merciless Few was a biker club hell-bent on saving good souls, tormented, and abused by any means necessary. They lived the life I wanted, kicking my boots up in the breeze and having any girl I wanted. They called them club bunnies, or bunnies for short, and they wouldn't be able to keep their hands off me. I'd have a camaraderie with my brothers that I couldn't get at home. I knew my place was with them. Now, with my dad's ultimatum to get out, I would become a fugitive of the law.

      The big question was, how do I say goodbye to my family? Each of the grandchildren received the same share of funds, released on our 16th birthday. I don't think Dog & Kat know about it, so I snuck it into their letters and told them to follow their dreams, not anybody else's. I apologized to my mother for breaking her heart but told her how much she meant to me. Because of her, my heart would never turn cold and emotionless like my father. I told my older sisters to take care of Mom and remind her that this was not her fault and that I made this decision alone. I ended their letter telling them that although we didn't get along, I always loved them and knew they were the ones who kept me grounded.

      I stashed the letters until I was released. I took the time to carve my path out, and in no time, I would be a Merciless Few brother.

      I hope.
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      One week later…

      

      Miss Sadie smiled: "Good morning, my handsome Jett! Aren't you happy to be released today?!" She didn't know how much her cheery disposition kept me going through the excruciating pain, the tests, and the determination of whether I would need physical therapy or not. If she weren't here, I would have given up long ago.

      The battle scar and my beat-up mug told how bad the wreck was. I had a hard time dealing with the pulsing pain and soreness; they only got better with medication.

      "I sure am. I've got a new life to build."

      "That's good to hear. The doctor put in a prescription for your pain meds, which should last for the remaining time it takes that wound to heal properly. After that, any acetaminophen will do. Also, he prescribed an antibacterial cream with anti-itch properties. There is no need to make it worse by all your scratching. See, you're doing it now!" She looked at me and sighed, mussing my hair. "You take care of yourself and live up to those words you told your father. Be your own man, not what he wants you to be."

      "You heard that?" 

      We were screaming at each other by the end of the conversation. I shouldn't be surprised. She smiled. "Mmm hmm, sometimes dads can be wrong. Prove your worth, make yourself proud."

      That gave me the confidence in my decision to move on. "I will, Miss Sadie." 

      They asked if they should call my family a few hours later, and I declined. I took a cab and snuck back into the house. Fortunately, everyone was at church. I packed two bags, placed the letters where they could find them, and left my cell phone, my dad's last chokehold on me. Lastly, I grabbed my wallet to pay the cabbie who would drop me off at a hotel near this motorcycle dealership in the next town. I transferred my funds to my new checking account and removed my parents' permission to access my old account. My dad wouldn't hesitate to freeze it. He still might, even though there's no money in it.

      I look back at the slightly off-white farm home with the fluted-shaped wind chimes and rocking chairs and give it a little wave. I know the moment I got settled at home, the cops would come to arrest me, and my father would happily open the door.

      The next day, my first day of freedom, I strolled into the authorized Harley Davidson bike shop, and my eyes immediately locked on an all-black Scout Sixty. It was modeled after the original 1920s style. Its fuel injection delivers class-leading horsepower and acceleration with a liquid-cooled, 60 cu-in, 78 HP V-Twin engine. It wasn't a Harley, but one day, I'll be able to buy one; until then, this was a classy yet affordable alternative. Once paid, I strapped on one bag, wore the other like a backpack, and started my almost four-hour drive to Briarswood.

      

      Four hours later…

      

      I pass this enormous boulder near the side of the road after this treacherous curve. I can only wonder what would happen to the opposing traffic if it were to rain and they took the curve wrong. Slamming into a boulder is not on my bucket list.
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      Three years later…

      

      "It was a good year for the Devil's Ignited, here here?!"

      "Hear, hear!" We raise our glasses toward our President. They start to chug their beers, which, hands down, will become a contest. I set my mug down, "Gotta take a leak." I walk back toward mine and Reaper's part of the house. He got patched in way before me and lucked out with the only other ensuite room. I used the one between our doors, the community bathroom. Lucifer had the main ensuite bedroom because he was President and had a wife, Sam. She reminded me so much of my mom. She tried to convince me to connect with my family. "They don't need me, Sam, and I'm with my family. I was meant to be here." She would concede, but there was still that glint of worry in her eyes.

      I slipped into my room. I groaned out the pain that I had been hiding since our ride earlier. I was looking for relief at the bottom of my backpack. I heard the familiar sound of rattling. I noted that I only had a few pills left. 

      The doctor prescribed a 90-day supply with three refills. It seemed excessive, and I wasn't going to refill it until I realized it helped with both my pain and everyday stress. It put me in an almost euphoric high. Soon, I took them like people take their daily vitamins and quickly blew through the prescriptions. Then I found a local physician and complained about my pain, so convincingly I got another year's worth. Then, my luck ran out, and I was on my own.

      I needed to find a supplier of something similar, and that's where I fucked up. When I patched in, we were doing jobs for this sloppy, fat fucker named Frankie, who double-crossed his boss and immediately set up the business his way, and now he's the most powerful drug syndicate in the Northeast. We took on jobs for him because he paid almost double that of these smaller businesses. So we became his go-to security to get his shipments to where they needed to go, from the dock or his warehouses to the border where our chapter brothers or other groups would pick up and continue the job to its final destination.

      I learned from one of the bunnies that Frankie had every drug imaginable and sold it out of his strip club.

      Of all the things I didn't want to do, it sure wasn't groveling to Frankie. I tried to quit and fight the pain with regular over-the-counters, but the effects didn't last nearly as long, and I missed that blissful peace that took me away from my intrusive thoughts about my family, that I wasn't good enough, and a complete waste of space, and they were better off. 

      Maybe everybody was…

      One night, after Dixie was done blowing me, she reached into her purse and pulled out this little purple container before sitting her bare pussy on my stomach and grinding. Sometime between her arrival at the clubhouse and now, her underwear disappeared from her barely covering denim skirt. I was probably her second conquest of the night. She was known to bedhop, but most bunnies did, maybe not Lila; I've never seen her with anyone. I certainly haven't had the opportunity.

      Demon was probably Dixie's first stop, and he was known to collect souvenirs in his so-called dungeon.

      If she meant anything to me, I'd strum her like a guitar until she came all over me. Instead, I sat up on my elbows, watching her giggle before she popped the pill in her mouth and closed her eyes. The effect looked almost immediate as her hooded eyes stared at me.

      Somehow, I knew she was going to wear me out.

      "What was that?" I was curious.

      "It's Heaven in a little pill. It heightens all my senses, and everything is more. Even rubbing against you feels amazing. Please, let me ride you."

      She continues to grind against me, but now she was moaning like a wildcat. Fuck! She peels off her white ribbed crop top, revealing her perfect tits. By perfect, I mean they fit completely in my hands. Taking another pill, she leans forward; her nipples were pierced and begging to be pulled by my teeth. She smiles, "Open up." I ponder for a second, then stick my tongue out. She places it gently, and I take it back. It tastes wretched, but maybe I should have swallowed it immediately and not let it dissolve. Not a second after choking down the pill, her tongue was down my throat. I wrap my arm around her before flipping and tossing her on the bed. She slipped off that yard of fabric she called a skirt and stared at me as I pulled off my cut and hung it on my chair before ripping everything else off. I don't know if it was the rushing hormones or motions to take everything off, but I was hit with an invisible force. It was like hitting a brick wall, but instead of feeling pain, I felt nothing but pleasure. I see Dixie eyeing me, licking her lips. I look down to see my dick stiffer and harder than ever. The tip leaked pre-cum before she even touched me.

      "Holy shit…"

      "I told you."

      I grab her by her ankles and pull her to the edge of the bed. She squeals, "Hurry up while we're both high. It'll be an experience you'll never forget." At that moment, a pulse shot down to my dick, and I quickly slid myself in, groaning in disbelief as she pulsed against me. "Goddammit, Dixie, you're so damn tight…fuck, I'm gonna bust!" I kept the pace slow to avoid it, but she started squeezing in a pattern and bouncing her ass against me. The visual and the feeling had me cumming like a fire hose in under a minute. I grunted as I emptied into her.

      Well, that's embarrassing. 

      But she pulled me down and flipped me, straddling me again, sliding down my still-hardened shaft.

      "It's okay. You can blame the pill. I've never had a guy last more than two minutes the first time the first go around, but they completely decimated me in the second round… here's your chance to redeem yourself."

      And that's what I did. I fucked her up and down, side to side, and in any other position I could put her in for the next hour. Finally, after my second orgasm and her sixth, she physically tapped and passed out in my bed. I covered her, threw on my boxers, and went out to the bathroom. The enhanced feeling was still raging. I felt amazing as if I could go at least once more. Then, I was interrupted out of my bliss by a knock. More like a bang!

      "Stop jerking off in there! A girl's gotta go! Come on!"

      I opened the door and pulled in whatever smartass was running her mouth. Poppy looked surprised that we were now in the bathroom together. 

      "Fiend, I thought you were servicing Dixie?"

      Poppy sauntered past me, standing near the toilet. She eyed my rock-hard erection and smirked before pulling her shorts and underwear down to sit. She had no shame at all…and neither did I.

      I rubbed my erection and growled as I approached. She looked up through her bangs and licked her lips.

      "Suck my dick."

      I could hear the night's drinks exiting her system while my dick split her full, pouty lips. She sucked me in as far back as she could without using her hands. She rolled her eyes and exhaled hard. I knew she knew she was tasting Dixie on my cock. 

      Her continuation said she didn't care as she worked even harder, trying to erase every trace of her off my dick. 

      My entire body shook as I shot down her throat. Poppy leaned back and swallowed before she grabbed the toilet paper to clean up and wash her hands. I watched her watch me through the mirror.

      "Tasty, I'll see you around." She licks the corners of her mouth before exiting the bathroom.

      I look at myself in the mirror; this could be a decent substitute. I felt complete and utter euphoria. I went back into my room and passed out.

      Sometime later, I felt like I was still sleeping but in a slight state of awareness. I felt this warmth surrounding me, accompanied by this weird sound I couldn't make out, but I could feel my body move in sync. Until I bolt up, growling out my orgasm as Dixie sucks me dry. I flop back down, breathing hard. 

      She wasn't as mind-blowing as Poppy, but I'd be dead if I said that out loud. I don't play favorites; they're all fair game.

      "Good morning. That was my gift to you for last night." She started getting dressed, grabbing one of my T-shirts to cover her. "I might get this back to you." She flashes her pussy again while chuckling.

      "No worries. I was wondering, where do you get those pills, and what are they called?"

      "They're called cliffhangers. I usually get them at the Dollhouse from the old blonde bartender; you know the one. I flirt. He puts a couple of extras in there for me."

      "You ever…" I motion a blow job.

      "Fuck no, he's way above my comfort level. Lucifer's the only exception, but Sam would demolish me and bury my body with no remorse. Remember what happened with Reba?!"

      She is correct. The rumor has always been that Lucifer is wildly jealous of his baby girl, but Sam is silent and deadly. 

      

      I remember that night. Lila and I were chatting at the bar when Reba, one of the long-standing bunnies, stomped in on a mission to take Lucifer from Sam. She drunkenly decreed it the night before, not knowing how loud she was. She also didn't see Sam quietly observing in the kitchen. The darkness behind Sam's eyes freaked me out, but she didn't make a move that night.

      The moment Reba stumbled in; I knew chaos was about to ensue. No matter how many of us told her not to be fucking stupid, including Lucifer himself, she was on a mission to be the Queen Bee.

      *hiccup* “I think it's time for a change in power. We all know I'm the top bitch of this club!”

      I guess she was screaming at the top of her lungs to establish dominance, but Lucifer wasn't there, and Sam was in their room. Everyone else was forced to listen to her one-sided tirade.

      Lila hopped up quickly. She may be tiny, but she had the balls of a giant.

      “Reba, go home before Sam drags your ass up and down this fucking house! You won't win, and he doesn't want you. Have some goddamn respect for yourself!” Lila pushes her toward the door, but she slides around her, “No! This is my clubhouse! I will fight for it!”

      Those were her last words as Sam stormed out while cocking her arm back. When she was close enough, she swung, hitting Reba so hard she spun and landed on the floor next to the couch. But she doesn't stay down and charges towards Sam. Demon and I were the only club members there, with Lucifer, Reaper, and Wicked running a small shipment to a local shop. Demon and I were able to separate them, but they tried their best to get at each other by any means necessary.

      "Enough!" Lucifer bellowed as he walked into absolute insanity. Sam became very docile. It's rare for him to yell at her, but he was over all this.

      "Come here, baby girl." She hesitated before walking into his arms, and she sighed in relief. 

      "You never have to fight or prove yourself. You're MY #1, no one, and nothing will change that. I married you, Samantha. I love you." 

      He turned to Reba, "And since you don't seem to understand or respect that, Reba, you're banned from the Merciless Few clubhouse. If you step foot on this property again, I'll let my ol' lady do what she wants."

      Reba looked shocked as if she was wronged. We would not witness the reaction to the consequences of her drunken actions when she woke up hungover with a shiner. In her final moments, she screeched at the top of her lungs and then shoved me off her before she walked out. Then the atmosphere cleared, and everybody exhaled before Lila burst out laughing. "I told that stupid bitch to shut the hell up. Now look at her, a whore without a house." Now we're all cracking up.

      

      I walk behind the bar to pour Dixie and I an after fuck shot. The three wise men, equal parts Johnnie Walker, Jack Daniels, and Jim Beam will lessen the effects of being manhandled all night, or it'll put you on your ass. Dixie takes the shot like water and winks at me.

      WHOA.

       She gathers her things and hops off the barstool, "Hey, I'm going to re-up. Do you want in? One hundred pills for 200 bucks should last you."

      I reached into my pocket and handed over the funds, looking around to see who might be around. "Thanks." 

      "I'll be back later."

      And that's how it started. Dixie was my runner for a while, which is good because I hate stepping foot in any of Frankie's establishments. He acted like he owned us when we were doing him a favor while getting paid.

      Then life happened, and Dixie fell in love and moved to New Hampshire with her now fiancé, Brutus, a notorious Sinister Skulls member. We live dangerously like any other club, but the Skulls were that 0.1% unhinged, chaotic, territorial bastards. Other clubs move out there way to avoid getting on their shit list. She's in for a wild ride!

      I spent the next few weeks trying to wean myself off, but the shaking and pain seemed to intensify when I tried to. Everything would irritate my scar when brushed against it, and the placement of it made that inevitable. Tank tops, t-shirts, and even my cut caused this mind-numbing sting. Those pills were my relief, dulling the sensation enough to function. I had to lower myself to get my fix.
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      I started frequenting the Dollhouse for a quick transaction. After the third or fourth visit, I had to pay the bartender an extra 150 bucks to keep our interactions secret, especially when the group didn't frequent the club due to this long-standing animosity between Frankie and Reaper.

      Reaper had a bit of tough luck when he found out his girl was running around on him. What's worse, it caused him to wreck his precious bike. There's nothing worse for a biker than losing the girl who carries him through life with his boots in the breeze.

      The accident messed him up good. I had never seen a case of road rash that brutal. Although I was concerned for his physical and, more importantly, mental well-being when we visited the hospital, all I could think about was getting back to the house for another dose. It seemed like any bit of stress, whether mine or someone else's, made me crave a hit.

      I could barely handle maneuvering my bike back to the clubhouse. I beelined to my room, paying little attention. I pulled one from my case, "Hey, Fiend, could you..." It was on my tongue when Demon strolled in. I knew it would be suspicious if I blew up at him. I chuckled as I swallowed it, "Since my accident, the doctor put me on pills for…um, pre-diabetes as a precaution. I'm still new to when to take my dose, but I did feel a little dizzy."

      His brow raised because, typically, people with diabetes shoot insulin, not take a pill for it. "I can get tattoos with multiple needles, but I can't shoot myself with one, crazy huh?"

      "Yeah…anyway, we got a job for Frankie. We'll leave in 30 minutes."

      "Okay." Thirty minutes should be enough time for it to hit. The job took little time, a quick run about three towns over. He had a secondary operation there. Backup in case he got shut down here. He may be a sloppy fat fuck, but he was smart. We completed the task for Frankie. What does he want next? To celebrate and host a party at our clubhouse. He has never once 'celebrated' a successful delivery before. 

      We all knew he was being vindictive since he was now dating, rather, fucking Daisy, Reaper's ex-girlfriend. He couldn't wait to flaunt her around him. My brother was better than me; I'd make sure they'd have to wire his jaw shut and reconstruct an eye socket. But the joke was on Frankie when Daisy secretly ran behind Reap after their confrontation. I know because Daisy bumped into me, almost in tears, on the way out of Reaper's room. I saw Lila in his lap, licking her lips. Lila despised Daisy, and she laid on the sexy-and-willing girl routine thick to stick it to her, but that slut deserved it. Everyone knows she wouldn't be with Frankie if he weren't supplying her. 
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