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  Grave Prowlers MC Code


Club above everything 
No brother left behind
Ride with pride
Fuck around and find out 
Say what you mean, mean what you say







  
  Club Motto 


Eye for an Eye. Tooth for a Tooth. 







  
  Chapter One

Kitty 6 years old


“Five more minutes.” 
“How many?”
“Dis many.” I hold up my fist and count as I release each finger.
“All right. Five minutes, but then you’ve got to get your butt to bed.”
I nod and spin around the living room in my Hello Kitty nightgown until I get dizzy and fall onto the couch, knocking a bowl of popcorn onto the carpet.
“Silly goose.” Mellie bends down to clean up the mess I made. She’s the best babysitter in the whole world. She always plays games with me and braids my hair. She lets me pick a movie, and we have pajama dance parties with my stuffies.
I wiggle my fingers, looking at my dark purple fake fingernails she helped me glue on. 
“I’m firsty.”
Mellie smiles at me, tucking a curl behind her ear as she shoves up off the floor with the bowl of popcorn. “You can have a sip of chocolate milk, but then you’ve gotta brush your teeth.”
I nod. “Will you tuck me in?”
“Of course.” 
I follow her to the kitchen, dragging my favorite stuffed narwhal behind me. Mellie fixes me a cup of milk. I take my time drinking it, but she doesn’t yell at me. She never does. Not ever.
“All right, kiddo. Go brush your teeth, and I’ll be right there to tuck you in.”
“O’tay.”
I trudge down the hall and climb up on the stepstool in front of the sink, then set my timer. I have to brush my teeth good or they will rot out. That’s what my mom tells me, anyway. 
I brush and brush, then rinse.
I go to my room and climb into bed and wait for Mellie to come tuck me in like my mommy does each night. She’s at a party with my dad. They said I couldn’t come. My brother is at his friend’s house. He’s too old for a babysitter.
I hug my stuffie and wait. 
Mellie doesn’t come.
I can hear her talking to someone. Probably her best friend, Tracie. She’s all the time calling her and talking about how stupid her boyfriend is. Boys are yucky and smelly. My brother always smells like dirt and sunshine. He’s started getting hair under his armpits and his shoes stink up the front closet. He wipes his sweat off his forehead and rubs it on my arm to make me cry. Then Dad gets mad and yells at him and makes him play dolls with me. 
“You can't be here.”
“Did you think I wouldn’t find you?”
“I can pay you back.”
“Naw. You fucked me over.”
“I can pay you back, I swear. Please.”
“Time’s up.”
“What are you doing?”
Bang.
“Mellie?” I call out, but she doesn’t answer.
I crawl out of bed and grab my pink narwhal. I amble down the hallway.
I peer around the corner and see big, muddy, black boots on the kitchen floor. Only it's not mud they are tracking through. It’s red stuff. I see Mellie lying on the floor. Her face looks funny. 
“Mellie?” I whisper.
“Shhh.” A gritty voice shushes me. I look up at a big, scary man with a scar that runs in a lightning bolt shape across his cheek. “Go back to bed, little girl.”
“What’s wrong with Mellie?”
“Nothing. Go to your room and forget I was here.”
“I’m scared of the dark, and Mellie said she’d tuck me in.”
“How about I tuck you in? Would that be all right?”
I nod. 
“Good.” The big, scary man with a big skull ring on his left hand ushers me back to bed and tucks my covers in around me. He wears a biker’s vest like my daddy does, but his patches are different. 
Mommy is gonna be so mad if he got that red stuff all over the carpet.
I close my eyes and awaken much later to a scream followed by my father bursting into my room. He scoops me up out of the bed and hugs me to his chest.
“Thank God,” he mutters. 
I have to talk to a policeman and some lady. They ask me all kinds of questions. 
My daddy says that I helped them catch a bad guy.
The man who hurt Mellie. 
He’s going away to prison for a long, long time and will never hurt anyone again.

      [image: ]Present day

Twenty-years later

“Shake that ass…” the lyrics play through the speakers of the clubhouse as a cloud of smoke smacks me right in the face. Some chick gyrates on a pole wearing a thong and nothing else. Her fake tits stay still as her ass jiggles.
Members of my brother’s motorcycle club aren’t even paying her any attention or any of the other whores hanging around waiting for someone to take them upstairs and fuck them. Their eyes are glued to the cards in their hands as they sit around a table drinking and smoking bud.
The bar part of the clubhouse is located in what was once the old fire department. Over the years they’ve built on, but the pole remains intact, and the guys have been known to get drunk and slide down it. 
Dread glances up as I walk past their poker game. His lips tip into a smile in greeting.
I return the expression and hope my cheeks aren’t pink. That man is fine as hell. Way too old for me, but still fine.
If I didn’t think my brother would lock me up and throw away the key, Dread is exactly my type. Darkish hair. Tattoos. Muscles. Hard working. Loyal. Sexy. Sweet Lord, is the man hotter than hot. His problem is that he knows he’s a catch. Every woman in this town aged eighteen to sixty wants a piece of him. And I don’t blame them.
“You got anything in that bag for the rest of us?” He grins, knowing damn well I don’t.
“Maybe next time,” I call out as the music changes from rap to rock.
I scurry past the group of skanks hanging by the bar, reeking of cheap perfume and looking like they are one bleach job away from their hair falling out or catching fire the minute someone strikes a match to light up their next cigarette.
I swear if Candy’s tits get any bigger they are either going to pop or she’s going to float away. Considering all the air between her ears, someone better anchor her to that stool she’s sitting on.
I find my brother in the back office making phone calls and drop his lunch on his desk. 
“Thank you,” he mouths the words, and I nod. He holds up a finger, signaling for me to stick around.
I glance at the pictures hanging on the wall of our old man, Midnight, and Uncle Hillbilly. The one of our mother flipping off the camera is my favorite. Everyone says I have her smile.
“You and Sukie going out tonight?”
“We might go clubbing or just out for drinks.”
“Where?”
“Why do you care?”
“There’s been rumblings that the Raven Fork Reapers have been spotted in Ransom.”
“We’ll be fine.” The Raven Fork Reapers have been our sworn enemy since before I was a glimmer in the universe. They stay out of Kill Creek, and we stay out of Raven Fork.
You’d think that would be simple enough. Ransom is supposed to be neutral territory because it connects both our towns to a major highway, meaning both clubs need access.
It shouldn't surprise my brother that they are making a move. There’s no honor among thieves and killers. 
Dark starts to argue but leaves it there. I don’t know if it’s my safety he’s worried about or Sukie meeting someone. I see the way he looks at my bestie when he thinks no one is watching. My brother could do worse. Sukie could do better, but I wouldn’t be mad about it if they got together. She’s got the sass and the ass to stand by a motorcycle man. Like me, Sukie was raised around the club. Her father is a member, but he is part of the West Virginia chapter. Patched over when shit went south with her mom and him. She got the house and the kids. He took his Harley and left town. Our moms were besties, and seeing that there is only a year between Sukie and me, this means we are also best friends.
“We’ll stick to Kill Creek if that will ease your mind.”
“Good.”
I roll my eyes. “Later.”
“Stay out of trouble.”
“You know me, big brother. I’m an angel.”
“Right.” he snorts. “With a broken halo.”
I have no doubt my brother will have eyes and ears reporting our every move. Nothing gets past him or his club.
Grave Prowlers MC. 
The club got its start well before I was born. Our Uncle Hillbilly rode with the founding brothers before coming home to Kill Creek to start his own chapter with my father. They bought the old church next to my grandmother’s house, opened a funeral home as a business front, and the rest was history.
As I’m exiting my brother’s office, I run smack dab into Dread. 
The intimidating but sexy man towers over me. All six feet and five inches of him.
“Kitty,” he says my name, all husky and deep. The sound curls around me like smoke and whiskey.
“He’s all yours.” I stare up at him, gazing into his dark orbs, wondering what he’s thinking about. Wondering why he hasn’t taken an ol’ lady yet. He’s got to be at least thirty-eight, if not older.
I wonder if he’s ever been married?
I’ve seen him with plenty of women, but never the same one more than twice.
My brother being single, I get. He’s got too much shit on his plate right now. But Dread is Road Captain and has been around the block. Maybe he’s jaded.
He pinches my chin between his rough fingers, and I melt under his heated gaze. “Next time, text me for my order, yeah?”
“I don’t have your number.”
“We should change that.” He pulls his phone out of his back pocket and holds it out to me. “Put your number in.”
Our fingers lightly graze one another. A shiver slithers up and down my spine, and warmth coils in my belly as I create a contact profile for myself.
“I swear Goblin is trying to kill us all with his cooking. That fucker made breakfast this morning and the slop he served is criminal. Sausage was burned on the outside and raw in the middle. The damn scrambled eggs had bits of shell in them.”
I shake my head. “That sounds terrible.” I hand his phone back over.
“I wouldn’t feed that shit to the feral cats hanging around our dumpster.”
“Don’t worry. Next time I got you.”
“You’d better.” He yanks on a strand of my platinum-blonde hair before walking into the office. He shuts the door behind him, and I knock the back of my head against the wall, replaying his smile and the way his finger slid against mine.
I’ve got a silly crush on a man who will never see me as anything more than Dark’s little sister.
It doesn't matter. My divorce isn’t final, and Dread can have any woman he wants.
I drop by Witch’s Brew, the coffee shop my best friend works at to grab a coffee and make sure we’re still on for tonight. I love coming here. The dining area is dark and spooky. Some of their drinks are served in mugs that resemble cauldrons, and the plates are shaped like pumpkins and ghosts.
Sukie gives me a wave and starts making my usual before I have a chance to order. An iced vanilla with a shot of caramel. I browse the baked goods and settle on a pumpkin spice and cream cheese iced cupcake. Also a favorite of mine. 
I tap my card and Sukie comes from behind the counter to join me at a table.
“Are we grabbing dinner before we meet up or after we get ready?”
“Whichever. Dark wants us to stay local tonight.” I roll my eyes and bite into my treat.
“Did he say why?”
“Club stuff. You know how he is.” 
“Did he ask about me?”
“Kind of.”
She perks up.
“He asked if we were going out tonight.”
She deflates but doesn’t press further. “So where are we eating?”
“Since we’re keeping it local, Burl’s Diner?”
Sukie scrunches her nose, but it’s that or pizza. The Mexican place is for date night, and I stopped going to Tonky’s when Blair started working there. She’s dating my soon to be ex husband and I don’t trust her not to spit in my food.
She used to be part of mine and Sukie’s friend group, but she broke girl code and chose Zane over me. I don’t know how someone can
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