
        
            
                
            
        


	 

[image: C:\Users\Mom\Desktop\Iron Dogz Logo\LOGO (2).jpg]

MARK OF A SCARRED WARRIOR

IRON DOGZ MC BOOK FIVE

RENÉ VAN DALEN

 


 

MARK OF A SCARRED WARRIOR

Iron Dogz MC Book Five

Copyright © 2020 René Van Dalen

ISBN 978-0-620-89723-5

Cover Design Danielle Burrows Art

facebook.com/danielleburrowsart/

Cover Copyright 2020 Danielle Burrows Art

Cover Photographs unsplash.com

 

All rights reserved. In accordance with the U S Copyright Act of 1976, the scanning, uploading and electronic sharing of any part of this book without permission of the publisher is unlawful piracy and theft of the author's intellectual property. Thank you for your support of the author's rights.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are a product of the author's imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales or persons living or dead is coincidental.

 

Warning: This book contains graphic language, violence, abuse and sexual content. Intended for mature audiences, 18 years and older.

 

 


DEDICATION

Close to my heart as always

13 1 13

Turbo

 

 

Between the idea 

And the reality

Between the motion

And the act

Falls the Shadow

 

Between the conception

And the creation

Between the emotion

And the response

Falls the Shadow

 

 

The Hollow Men

By

T S Elliot

 


AUTHOR’S NOTE

 

As with my previous books I want to warn you, my reader, that this book has triggers for sensitive readers. It contains graphic language, sex, violence, human trafficking, animal abuse and a traumatic pregnancy loss.

Please, be aware of the above triggers before you continue.

I’ve translated most words as the book unfolds, but some might have slipped through. Please check the glossary at the back of the book if you find one of those slippery little words.

So many things are happening around the Iron Dogz right now. I hope it doesn’t confuse or irritate you that more than one point of view is being used in the book. The voices in my head were very insistent on being heard.

And that’s my job, isn’t it? To tell the stories of a group of rough, raw and wonderfully flawed men and their women. I love my job!

Come and enjoy a walk on the dark side with me.

 

 


 

AND FINALLY

 

The big, dangerous and slightly unbalanced dog in this book was modeled on our Turbo. We lost him in March, and Brutus is his alter ego. Turbo loved his family but hated everyone else, human or animal he didn’t discriminate. We belonged to him and he refused to share. Very few people made it onto his friends list.

We miss him every single day.

Rest Easy Baby Dog.
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PROLOGUE

Scar

Grateful to be finally home Scar slowly rode up his driveway, frowning at his brother’s bike parked under the carport.

What the hell was he doing here? Parking behind him he kicked out the kickstand, settled his bike, unstrapped and pulled off his helmet then swung a leg over and stretched his aching muscles.

“What the hell is he doing here? He’s supposed to be on duty at the compound.” Claw growled as he unstrapped his helmet and got off his bike.

“No idea. Let’s get in there and find out.” Scar sighed. “I wouldn’t put it past Gigi to call him to fix whatever she’s broken again. Anything electronic she touches she fucks up.”

One step inside his house and anger started burning like wild fire in his gut. There were bottles, glasses and take away boxes scattered around his usually spotless lounge. It was very fucking obvious there had been a party, and the panties hanging from the light fixture and the used condoms discarded on the floor told him it had been wild.

That’s when he heard it. The sounds of fucking and whoever it was they were loud. He knew what he was going to find. He fucking knew. With his gut clenching and breathing like he had just swum kilometres out to sea and back to the beach he stalked down the passage to the bedroom.

Claw tried to hold him back but Scar ripped himself away from his Road Captain and continued down the passage. The door was partly closed and he shook his head when Claw once again tried to pull him back. His RC gave him a long stare, nodded and pulled his phone out, why he did Scar didn’t know and didn’t care either. Quietly pushing the door open he stalked into the bedroom, a bedroom he had been sharing with his wife for the last three years. What met his eyes was like something out of a porno movie.

Gigi was on her elbows and knees, ass in the air. Pesto, his own fucking brother, was kneeling behind his wife, fucking her hard and fast while shoving a pink dildo in and out of her ass. Gigi was howling and shoving her ass back hard. They were so into what they were doing they didn’t realise they had an audience. He stood frozen as he watched his brother and his wife. Claw stepped up next to him and that’s when he realised his RC was recording it. Evidence, he realised. Looking at the shit happening on the bed the last tiny bit of affection he had felt for Gigi shrivelled up and died and became ice cold disgust. He had never loved his wife but he had liked her enough when he married her. Now…nothing, nothing at all.

He was done, so fucking done. And this betrayal by Jeremy was just the latest in a long list of betrayals by his younger brother. He was done with him too.

Stepping up to the bed he grabbed him by the hair and ripped him off Gigi, throwing him on the floor. His glistening cock was another insult to Scar.

The fucker wasn’t wearing a condom. He had been fucking the bitch bare.

Rage unlike he had ever felt before boiled over. Leaning down he grabbed the bastard up off the floor, again by his hair. The piece of shit dared to laugh at him.

Laughed. At. Him.

Staring into the bastards’ eyes he watched as bravado and laughter became fear. He enjoyed seeing it. Relished it. He could almost taste the fear as he dragged in a breath. And then the man who was his brother by blood, and he had just caught fucking his wife, smirked and winked.

The wink tipped him over into the dark place he had been avoiding for a very long time. Not anymore.

A hand on his shoulder drew him out of the killing haze he had sunk into. Drawing in a deep breath he looked down at the battered piece of shit on the floor then looked at his bloodied fists. Fucking hell. He hadn’t lost his mind in years and now this. There was going to be hell to pay over this. He just knew it.

The whore’s swearing and screaming finally stopped and was no longer hurting his eardrums. However, her screams were now replaced by the sounds of sirens.

“You need to stay calm, brother. I called prez and he made some calls. The club’s got your back on this. All we have to do is give the pigs a statement. Prez says to not give them an opportunity to lock you up. Answer their questions. Fuck, anyone with a woman will understand why you lost your mind.” Claw said quietly and Scar nodded.

Claw was right, he had lost his head. Shouldn’t have put his hands on the bastard. But it was too late now, shit had gone down and he would deal with the fallout.

Looking over at the bed and the obscene whore crouching on it he shook his head. In the back of his mind he had suspected the bitch was fucking around on him but he had been so busy handling things for the club he hadn’t had the time to investigate his suspicions.

Scar ignored the sirens, the people in the room, as he worked hard at shoving the rage down deep. He knew he had to control himself or he would be spending time behind bars. He heard Claw’s voice in the background as he made a decision. He wanted out. He wanted them out.

“What the fuck do you think you were doing?” Claw growled down at Jeremy or Pesto, his road name with the club.

“What the fuck do you think I was doing? I was fucking my woman.” Pesto grinned, his teeth were covered with blood and a line was dripping down his chin.

“I have a problem with that, you little punk, seeing that she’s your brother’s wife, not yours.”

Pesto laughed, he fucking laughed. “Ask her whose woman she is. Go on, ask her. He can’t give her what she wants so she came to me to give her what he can’t. He shoots fucking blanks, man. One fuck, that’s all it took, and she’s pregnant with my kid.” He boasted.

Scar ignored them all as he walked over to the glass sliding door, unlocked it and slid it open. Turning around he walked over to the cupboards that stretched the length of one wall and was filled with crap the bitch had sworn she needed. Pulling the doors open he started throwing her shit out of the sliding door. He ignored her screams of outrage and his brother’s laughter. He just kept emptying the cupboards. Clothes, shoes, handbags, fucking anything and everything he could get his hands on, it all went out the door.

He was still throwing shit out of the door when two pigs came running up. They looked at the shit on the lawn, looked at him then looked at the two naked people on the bed.

“Sir, please stop what you’re doing. We had complaints about screaming coming from the house.” One of the officers said in a very reasonable voice. Obviously they took in his kutte and were playing it safe.

“I’m helping the whore over there, also known as my soon to be ex-wife, to move out. Came home from a trip unexpectedly. Walked in on her and my brother fucking.” Scar stood with his arms crossed over his chest as the pigs stepped up onto the deck and into the room.

Their eyes went over everything then zeroed in on the pink dildo lying on the floor by the side of the bed. It was very obvious that it had been in use.

“Sir, do you need medical attention?” One of the officers asked the little bastard. But he immediately shook his head.

“No, no officers. It’s just a disagreement between brothers. Nothing to worry about.”

Gigi was not on board with that explanation and started screaming again. “He tried to kill him! He’s just jealous because he can’t get it up and I had to look elsewhere for sex.”

Scar shook his head and laughed. And the pigs’ eyes were back on him. He just shrugged.

“Sir, do you want to press charges of assault?” The officer pushed again. Why?

Pesto shook his head. He knew not to involve pigs in club business, and this definitely fell under club business.

Eventually the pigs left and Scar threw the last of her shit out the door while she complained bitterly. Pesto stayed quiet but the smirk stayed on his face.

Turning to the bed where the slut sat next to Pesto he met her narrowed sly eyes and smiled coldly. It pleased him when the look in her eyes turned into instant wariness. It pleased him even more when the wariness turned into horrified shock when he laid it out for her and the little fucker sitting on the bed with her.

“You signed an ante nuptial contract, remember? What’s mine is mine and what’s yours stays yours. You should have read the documents before you signed them. This is my house filled with my furniture. The cages and the bikes belong to me as well. Nothing in this house belongs to you. I bought it all, even the fucking clothes on your back. And that’s all you’re taking out of here. Your fucking clothes. Everything else stays.”

“Bullshit! She owns her cage and the bakkie (pick up/LDV) and half this house belongs to her and so does half your investments. Once we’re done with you we’ll have more than half of everything you own. We planned this very carefully motherfucker.” Suddenly Pesto was very much involved in what was going down and he was furiously angry.

Scar laughed as if he had just heard a great joke but the laughter died very quickly.

“She fucked you over, you stupid fuck. She owns nothing. Not a damned thing. Our ante nuptial contract has a very specific cheating clause, whoever cheats loses her or his claim on whatever was accrued during the marriage plus, the cherry on the cake dickhead, no fucking maintenance. That means it’s all mine, motherfucker. Everything is in my name anyway. I paid for every-fucking-thing. She spends her money on clothes and shit. And here’s some free information, all her credit cards have been maxed out and I won’t be paying them off. All she’ll get out of the divorce is her personal shit and not a single cent from me. You’re welcome to her, Jerry, very fucking welcome. Let’s see you try and keep up with her spending money like water and fucking any dick that points her way. Exactly like the fucking club slut she started out as. I’d be fucking surprised if that kid is even yours, it sure as fuck isn’t mine. Good luck with your new life motherfucker.” Scar snarled at his shocked silent brother.

“Now, take your newly acquired slut and get out of my house before I throw your naked asses out on the street and call the pigs on you for trespassing.” When Gigi started to protest he raised a hand and she instantly fell silent. “Don’t test me bitch, I’ll do it, you know I will.”

Claw clapped a hand over Scar’s shoulder and spoke softly. “Go, brother, get a beer or something. I’ll stay here and make sure they get dressed and get out.”

Scar nodded, turned around and stormed down the passage to the kitchen. Jerking the door of the fridge open he hoped the beer he had bought before going on the run was still in there. He didn’t have much hope with the detritus of the party all around him.

Thank fuck, there were two left. Grabbing one he twisted the cap off and threw it towards the overflowing bin in the corner of the kitchen. It fucking stank because it hadn’t been cleaned for a while. Gigi had never been the best at cleaning up behind her ass, which was why he employed a cleaning lady, but this shit was an eye opener. Looking around at the empty bottles, take away boxes, dirty plates and glasses littering the lounge, dining room and kitchen he shook his head. The kitchen basins were overflowing with dirty plates, mugs and glasses. The worktops didn’t look much better. He had been gone for two weeks and it was obvious they had been partying since the moment he had gone on the run. Why hadn’t Johanna come in to clean? Or had she been told not to come in? Was this what happened every time he was on a run? Was this why he was constantly on the roster for the long runs? Was his prez in on this shit?

Holding the cold beer bottle against his aching hand he closed his eyes and shook his head.

When had this mess become his life? Why had he let this shit continue for so long? He hadn’t stuck his dick in her for longer than he could fucking remember. Was his suspicions part of the reason?

He had married her when she fell pregnant with his kid. But she had lost the baby while he was on a run and blamed him for not being home when she needed him. Even though they had tried she hadn’t fallen pregnant again. Gigi had insisted on tests and crap after years of nothing and he had gone only to hear he was at fault. Low sperm count apparently. Now he was fucking thankful they didn’t have a child. It would have tied him to her for life.

And apparently she was now pregnant with his brother’s kid, if it was even his. Stupid fucking bastard.

Two weeks later.

Scar walked out of their Chapel shaking his head. He couldn’t fucking believe what had gone down in Church. According to their bylaws Pesto should have lost his patch and been punched back down to prospect for fucking a brother’s wife. He didn’t. Instead he got a slap on the wrist and the fuckers voted that he wouldn’t be eligible for promotion for the next two years.

The fact that Scar had been betrayed by a brother meant nothing. It meant fucking nothing.

He couldn’t handle being around the men he had thought of as his brothers. They had betrayed him today. But not only today, most of the bastards had known about Gigi and Pesto and said nothing. Now he knew what all those sly looks and sniggers had been about. So much for fucking brotherhood because in this club it didn’t fucking exist.

Walking over to the bar he grabbed a beer then went over to wait for Hotdog outside his office.

He was done with the Durban chapter. After today he would not be coming into the clubhouse or going on any runs unless his president ordered him to do so, and even then he would have to have a fucking good reason to call him in. As soon as he had his shit sorted he would be hitting the road and going were ever it took him.

He was leaving it all behind.

But first he was going to make sure the bitch didn’t get a single fucking cent out of him.

Not one fucking cent.

Not now, not ever.

 

 


 

CHAPTER ONE

Scar

He lay on his back on the mat and groaned. Every single muscle in his body ached. He could handle that.

It was the pain in his lower back that was killing him.

Earlier Tori had offered him one of the pain pills their specialist had prescribed but he didn’t want it. He would only take one if he could no longer power through the pain. It was a very short step from taking the pills because he needed them to handle the pain, to becoming addicted to them. Not happening.

“One more repetition and we’re done, Scar. Come on, I know you can do it.” The tiny menace was the one the club had elected to help him with his exercises.

Why the hell he had agreed to Tori working with him he’ll never know. There was no way he could snap or swear at her because her man would fucking kill him if he did. No way was he going to aggravate Beast. The man’s temper was a thing of legend throughout the Iron Dogz MC.

Groaning in pain he did as his slave driver insisted and completed the leg raises while she spotted him.

At least he could now raise his fucking legs. Two weeks ago he had sweated blood trying to get them even a few centimetres off the floor.

His muscles felt like jelly and the pain in his back was so bad he didn’t want to move. But he had to because if he didn’t she would know. Slowly sitting up he couldn’t stop the grimace of pain and she was on him in a split second.

“That’s it. You are taking this pill even if I have to pinch your nose closed and shove it down your throat.” Tori snarled.

Scar sighed and looked up at her. She stood next to him, a pill in one hand and a bottle of water in the other.

“Fine, but only this once, Tori. This shit is too powerful to take on a regular basis. I don’t’ want to fight to walk and an addiction at the same time. I’d rather deal with the pain.”

She immediately nodded. “I know exactly how you feel and I agree. But you have to take it today. You’re in pain.”

Giving her a nod Scar took the pill threw it into his mouth and dry swallowed before taking the bottle of water to wash the bitterness out of his mouth.

“I fucking hate taking pills.”

“You might hate them but right now you need them. As we continue with the exercises there’s going to be pain. As you already know there are going to be days you will want to kill me because I will be the cause of your pain, but I promise, at the end of this you will be walking. And better yet, you will be back on your bike, and isn’t that the perfect goal to work towards?”

Sitting on the mat with his legs stretched out in front of him and balancing on his hands Scar looked at the small woman sitting next to him before he answered.

“I don’t care how much pain I’m going to be in or how long I’ll have to suffer that pain. I will be walking and riding again. That’s a promise.”

Tori gave him a huge smile as she patted his shoulder.

“Good, before you know it you’ll be walking without a walking stick and from there it will be an easy leap to riding your bike.”

She stood and moved behind him to help him up.

“Now, let’s get you up and onto the massage table. A massage will help with the pain and lactic acid build up in the muscles of your back and legs.”

With a groan Scar let the tiny woman bully him up and onto the massage table.

He had learned at the start of this road he was on that Tori Keating was a force to be reckoned with. It was no use fighting her. She got what she wanted every time. He was grateful for the time she spent helping him because it meant he didn’t have to see the physical therapist every day. He was now only going twice a week and that was too much as far as he was concerned. The woman was getting too damned friendly and he wanted to see her as little as possible.

Thank fuck Tori had had an interest in physical therapy and had been taking classes.

Between the pain pill and the massage the throbbing in his back became a faint ache and he could handle it, easily.

After the massage he had a hot as hell shower got dressed and when he opened his door he found Sassy camped out in front of it. She gave him a big doggy grin, jumped up and with her tail wagging wildly followed him to the kitchen.

When he first arrived he had been in an upstairs room. But soon after he started walking with the damned walker he had insisted on moving downstairs where there were no stairs to negotiate. Everyone had been worried about Sassy tangling in his legs but she has been an absolute star. She became his shadow when the girls weren’t at the house. Almost as if she believed it was her job to take care of him while he’s hurt.

“There you are.” Penny gave him a wide smile. “I’ve baked some muffins this morning. Would you like one with your coffee?”

She was sitting at the kitchen table with her baby girl in her high chair next to her. It wasn’t an actual high chair but a small chair with long arms that hooked onto the table top and had the baby sitting at the table with them. Scar knew Penny would jump right up to get him what he wanted but he didn’t want her to do it. He could and wanted to do it for himself.

“You stay and take care of our princess. I’ll help myself, thanks.”

“She’s being a little devil this morning and spitting her food all over the place. Don’t sit too close.” Penny grinned. “You’ve been warned.”

Scar couldn’t resist running a hand over Delene’s soft fluffy hair and dropping a kiss on her forehead. The baby girl looked up at him and gave him a wide toothless grin. Their beautiful little princess was the happiest baby he had ever come across and he, like everyone else, had fallen in love with her.

“Good morning, princess Lennie.” He knew he wouldn’t have long to wait for Penny’s reaction.

“No, just no. Do not even try. Her name is Delene. I know what you guys are trying to do and it’s not happening. No nicknames.”

“Okay, so Lennie is a solid no. I’ll have to think of another one.” Scar teased as he poured his coffee and grabbed a muffin from the plate on the worktop and set it in the small plate already set out for him. Penny did small things like that, taking care of him without saying a word.

Setting his coffee and muffin on the table he very carefully lowered himself until his ass was in the chair. Penny watched him intently and so did the baby.

Sipping his coffee he gave a sigh of pleasure and both he and Penny burst out laughing when Delene copied the sound. Shrieking with laughter the baby slapped her hands on the table and globs of cereal went flying everywhere.

“You’re messy this morning, princess.” Scar teased as he grabbed a paper serviette from the pile in the middle of the table. Penny had come prepared. He wiped the food bits that had splattered his way. Taking a clean serviette he gently wiped the baby’s face and grinned when she pulled a face and jerked her head away while frowning at him.

“Who’s messy girl this morning?” Tori teased as she walked into the kitchen.

Sassy jumped up and met her as she reached the table and bumped her head insistently against her thigh. Demanding a head rub. Tori didn’t let her wait and sank down in front of the dog and ruffled the fur around her head as she gave her the attention she wanted.

“How’s our big girl? Have you been good while I tortured Scar? Yes, I can see you were. You’re such a pretty girl. Yes, you are. My big pretty girl.” Sassy’s entire body seemed to wag as she enjoyed the attention. She moved close to Tori and laid her muzzle on her shoulder and just stood there leaning against her while she stroked her head and back.

“Oh boy, she’s not going to want you to stop anytime soon.” Penny laughed.

Tori grinned as she slowly stood and with one last pat on Sassy’s head went over to the basin and washed her hands.

“She’s a good girl and deserves a lot of loving.” She said over her shoulder.

Getting herself some coffee and a muffin she sat down at the table and grinned when Delene once again spat out the food Penny sneaked into her mouth. Blowing bubbles and grinning when they laughed.

“You two are making it worse. She knows she has an audience.” Penny complained.

“We’ll pretend to ignore her to give you a chance to try and get some food in her. But, just saying, maybe she doesn’t like whatever that is you’re giving her.” Scar said with a shrug.

Penny frowned, looked down at the bowl she was holding and shook her head. “It’s her usual cereal. She gobbled it down yesterday.”

“Hell, I don’t know babies at all so don’t pay attention to what I’m saying. You’re the mumma. You’d know better.”

“I’m getting her another flavour, maybe she’ll eat then.” Penny said as she got up and took the bowl into the scullery.

“I’m glad I found you here.” Tori said as she broke a piece off her muffin and popped it into her mouth.

Scar raised a questioning eyebrow at her.

“I think we should start swimming every morning. It will work all the muscles in your body and strengthen your back. How do you feel about it?”

Scar shrugged. “I swam competitively at school and I used to be a Navy diver. Before moving up here I swam or surfed almost every day. So, swimming again would be great. I haven’t been in a pool in a while.”

“The club has a good sized pool we can use. I spoke to Beast and he says all we have to do is ask Jagger for the gate keys. He keeps it locked to keep the kids and the dogs out.”

“I never noticed a pool at the clubhouse.” Scar frowned then shrugged. “I didn’t explore before the accident so maybe that’s why”.

“It’s behind the lapa and braai facilities and rather easy to miss. Actually, there are two pools. The one behind the lapa is a standard rectangular pool that will be great for exercising. It’s the other pool that’s something really special. Jagger built an eco-pool at the base of the rocky hill behind the compound. He designed it to look like a clearing in the woods with a rock pool at the base of the hill. It’s stunningly beautiful. A warning though, he’s freaking anal about not allowing any unaccompanied kids, drinks or food around it. It’s completely enclosed by a high palisade fence and thorny hedges. The only way in is through a gate with one of those coded locks and Jagger changes the code all the time.”

“I don’t blame him. The brothers would wreck it if they were allowed to party there.” Scar shrugged. “We’re a bunch of wild bikers with hardly any limits.”

Tori shook her head and gave him big cartoon eyes.

“When are we going to start?” He changed the subject before she could say more.

“I think as soon as possible. How about tomorrow morning?”

“Okay. I’m actually looking forward to it instead of you torturing me to death in the gym.”

Tori laughed. “Sorry sweetie, you’re still going to have to do those exercises. I’m just adding swimming to our workouts.”

Scar groaned and dropped his head to the table. Delene screamed with laughter and did the same. His hand shot out, just in time to stop her forehead from crashing into the table. Shit!

Penny shook her head at her daughter as she sat down with a small bowl of cereal.

“Delene, look at this, I’ve got something yummy for you.” Drawing Delene’s attention away from Scar.

After getting that first spoon past her pursed little lips she suddenly realised she liked the taste and opened her mouth like a little bird every time the spoon came near.

Scar finished his coffee and muffin and stood, his back giving a pinch but he ignored it.

“I’m going up to the clubhouse for a while. I’ll see you ladies later.”

Sassy tried to follow him into the garage but he shooed her back and closed the door so she couldn’t sneak out behind him.

He hated not being able to ride his bike. The small SUV he drove around in wasn’t too bad but, hell, he missed the freedom he had on his bike. He missed being able to go where ever the hell he wanted without having to tell someone where the fuck he was going. But he had promised Tori and he was a man who kept his promises.

Always.

 


 

CHAPTER TWO

Chris

Slapping my books closed I rubbed my tired eyes and sighed. Why the hell had I decided to continue my studies? And why of all things had I chosen to do a B.Com degree? Okay, I know why I did but it was so much work and so not what I’m really interested in. I would much rather spend the day taking photos instead of sitting here hitting the books.

It was my dream to be a professional photographer one day. But it was a long road from where I am now to where I wanted to go.

It was going to take time but I didn’t care. I had time.

My ambition to be a photographer was partly to blame for me ending up at the club.

My parents liked to celebrate our birthdays with parties, but they weren’t the kind of parties with balloons and cake and stuff. Their parties were carefully planned events and their guests were selected for their influence and social standing. My twenty second birthday party had been no different. The parties weren’t all night affairs and mostly ended around midnight. Once the last guest was waved off my parents would sit down with a night cap and compare notes.

But that night had been different and I won’t ever forget what had happened.

I was bored at my own birthday party. It wasn’t really a party, just another pretext for my parents to make business connections. I should have made an excuse not to come, like having to study for my exams or something. I had been hiding in the guest bathroom to avoid my parents. Squaring my shoulders for the onslaught I walked out then half turned to pull the door closed behind me. A hand came out of nowhere, grabbed me and dragged me into my dad’s study. I didn’t even have time to scream before his hand was shoved over my mouth.

The lights were on in the study and my eyes widened as I met the eyes of someone I’d always thought of as a family friend. Isaiah, the eldest son of my dads’ partner. Right now though he didn’t look the way he usually did. His eyes looked weird and he gave me a very creepy vibe. He smiled as he shoved his face into mine.

“You look good enough to eat tonight, little Amaliah. Would you like me to eat you?” He whispered and gave my cheek a slobbery lick.

I shook my head violently from side to side to avoid his mouth and tongue as he tried to kiss me. Pushing his body against mine he rubbed himself against me. I was totally grossed out when I felt his erection. Somewhere deep inside I knew if I didn’t get away he was going to hurt me.

“I can’t wait. Just a little taste. One little taste wouldn’t harm now would it?” He said in an eerie whisper.

He wasn’t talking to me I realised. He was talking to himself as he shoved his hips into me and pulled his torso slightly away to look down. His free hand slid down my body, grabbed a handful of my dress and jerked it up. As I tried to fight him off I regretted giving in to my mother’s urging to wear a dress. He was panting like an animal and his mouth hung open and looked all wet and gross. I fought but he was too strong and I couldn’t budge him. I screamed when he thrust his fingers inside me, it hurt so bad, so very bad. I fought harder when he started moving them in and out of my body. I had to get him off me.

My salvation came in the form of voices right outside the study door, my sister and her husband fighting about something. Isaiah jerked back and I shoved him, hard, really hard. He shook his head and chuckled.

“Sorry, I was a bit rough but you are such a sweet little morsel, my darling.”

“Stay away from me! I’m telling my dad about this.” I threatened as I fixed my clothes and ran for the door. He laughed as if it was a big joke and I froze with the door handle in my hand and looked back over my shoulder.

“Try it and see what happens, Amaliah. You’re mine you just don’t know it yet. I’ve waited years for you and had to be satisfied with fucking Caroline while I waited. She’s not you though, not a sweet innocent who I can break and train to my hand.” He laughed when I gasped in shock.

“You’re lying! Caroline wouldn’t do that to Jasper. She loves him!” I shouted at him and he just laughed at me.

“You’re such an innocent, my darling. I’ve been fucking Caroline for years. She loves being bent over my desk and taking my cock in her ass. Her marriage to Jasper is a fucking joke.”

“No, that’s not true.” I whispered.

“You are so blind to what goes on around you, Amaliah. Caroline hates you. Your parents gave you to me. I hold all the cards, little girl.” He laughed as I grappled with the door handle to get out of the office and away from him.

Jasper was coming towards the office as I rushed out and tried to stop me but I pushed past him, ran upstairs and locked myself in my bedroom. I waited for everyone to leave so I could tell my parents what had happened.

I knew the minute I told them that Isaiah hadn’t lied. They shook their heads in exasperation and then my mother explained in that cold courtroom voice of hers that I hated.

“The families have an agreement. You will be marrying Isaiah after graduation. The ceremony will take place in his parents’ garden.” My mother smiled at me coldly. “Flora Jacobson will be taking you to your dress fittings as I’m busy on an important case. She’ll call to set up appointments around your class schedule. Caroline will be in your bridal party of course. I’ll contact Flora tomorrow and set up a meeting for us to discuss the wedding.” Only then did she look at me. “You are lucky Isaiah wants you. He’s a prominent lawyer and is going to go far. The families have political aspirations for him. He needs a young wife of good breeding with an impeccable reputation and that is you. He has agreed to allow you to work at the family firm until you give him his first child, afterwards you will stay home and raise your children.”

I shook my head wildly. “No, no, I won’t marry him and I don’t want to be a lawyer. I dropped out two weeks ago. I’m now…”

My father didn’t let me finish. He lost his shit.

“I’ve had enough of your wilfulness. Either you continue your legal studies or we’re withdrawing all support” He said coldly.

“I don’t want to be a lawyer, Father. I want to do something different with my life.” I tried to explain but he wasn’t listening.

“We have spent time and money to ensure you are adequately prepared for your future. A future you should be grateful we are giving you. I’m no longer wasting time and money on you. You’re cut off, get out of our house.” There wasn’t a single emotion on his face or in his eyes. He looked cold and remote. “Isaiah can take over from here, we are done with you.”

I didn’t get a chance to explain that I had switched to a B.Com degree and after what my father said about Isaiah taking over I wasn’t hanging around. I got out of there and drove back to my residence on the university campus.

On my way back to rez (residence) I had stopped at an ATM and withdrew the maximum allowed from the account my father had set up for me. Once back in my room I transferred what was left in the account into my personal bank account. I didn’t feel any guilt about taking their money, not after what they had planned for me. I was so very thankful I had opened a personal account at a different bank because without it I would have been left nearly penniless. I had six thousand rand in my bank and two thousand in cash and it would have to last until I found a job and a place to live.

When I woke up the next morning my car was gone. It had been my twenty first birthday present and I had always felt it was too flashy. I didn’t report it as missing because I knew my father had had it towed to their house.

Fortunately I had a roof over my head until the end of the semester. Unfortunately not for long, I had two weeks before rez closed for the holidays. I knew that my father would have cancelled my accommodation and applied for refunds. My exams were done and I had two weeks to look for a place to stay. And find a job. Any damned job, I wasn’t picky. I knew with no real experience I had no chance of getting any of the better paying jobs I had been looking at. I was going to have to try waitressing and it would have to be somewhere the tips would be really good, like a pub, or heaven help me, a strip club.

I was desperate and alone. So alone.

And that’s when I met Grietjie.

We were waiting in line at a coffee shop when she overheard me on my phone talking to my sister. I was desperate and had called Jasper, unfortunately Caroline answered his phone. She was cold and nasty, telling me that if I knew what was good for me I would return home and fix the mess I had made. I tried to explain about Isaiah but she laughed and said I would learn to like it. I abruptly ended the call and was trying hard not to burst into tears when the beautiful girl in front of me turned around and patted my arm soothingly.

“Don’t let them break you down, poplap (doll). Stick to your guns. No one should have to take an abusive man just because her daddy wants her to.” She tipped her head to the side as she looked me up and down. “I know of somewhere you’ll be safe, have a place to live, earn a bit of money and be able to continue with your studies if you want. I’ll be sitting at a table on the deck, come and have a chat once you have your coffee. My name is Grietjie by the way.”

I was desperate and after paying for my coffee found her, we chatted, and the rest is history.

After talking to Hawk I became a club girl. Someone who was available to the men of the Iron Dogz MC whenever they wanted and however they wanted. I wasn’t expected to have sex with anyone the moment I moved in, I was given time to settle in. After my first week at the club one of the men started chatting to me and I liked him. It was Dizzy. I became his regular girl. He must have warned the others to stay away from me because no one else approached me for sex.

We talked, a lot. And became friends, really good friends. I was there for him when he had been taken advantage of by the bitches at the club. He was a good man and I stood by him and took him to my bed when it all became too much for him and he needed to be held. He became one of my best friends. We went from friends with benefits to just friends. No more sex between the two of us. Just friendship.

He tried to warn me to be careful with my heart around the men. I should have listened to his warning. Unfortunately I didn’t and it led to a very embarrassing period in my life. I fell for one of the brothers, Beast. But he never fell for me. He used me and when it became apparent that I wanted more he dropped me like a hot potato.

It flippen hurt and I made some stupid mistakes that cost me the respect of the brothers and their old ladies. I worked hard to fix my mistakes and earn back their respect. It worked with some of the brothers but not all of them. A few of them still treated me like I was a slut and somehow less than them. I tried to ignore it and not let it affect the way I did my job.

Thank fully I wasn’t working as a club girl anymore. I no longer had to have sex with a man I didn’t want to have sex with. Wait, no, that isn’t right, we didn’t have to have sex with them. The girls had the right to say no, no matter who came to her. It was a rule I had been very grateful for a time or six.

When my time as a club girl came to an end I had only been with three of the club brothers, Dizzy, Army and Beast. Which compared to the other girls was the exception, not the norm. Plus no one knew about Army, we had a late night hook up after a club party. We both had too much to drink and afterwards agreed to pretend it never happened. With his death he took our night together to the grave with him. As would I.

Ice gave me the bartending job at the club when he cleaned out the nasty sluts after what had happened to Dizzy. I became an employee who earned a salary, a very good salary. I earned enough that I could start paying for my studies through Unisa (University of South Africa). Because of my duties at the club I could no longer attend classes regularly and had to change to a distance learning institution.

After seeing how my studies were opening a different path for me and after the horrors the club had gone through Grietjie decided she wanted more from her life as well. She was studying to become a nurse because she had realised she liked taking care of people who were sick or hurt.

Not that her training had helped when Leo had been kidnapped and hurt, she had only just started her studies. I knew once she completed her studies she would no longer be hanging around the clubhouse at all hours. Grietjie was at the top of her class and she was going to be snapped up by one of the private hospitals once she was done. I could only hope that it would be somewhere close to where ever I was going to end up. I didn’t want to lose her friendship.

I knew I wouldn’t always work for the Iron Dogz MC as their bartender and assistant to Aunt Beryl. I had dreams and goals I was working towards.

Closing my tired eyes I raised my arms and stretched my back with a soft groan. Lordy, it felt good.

When I opened my eyes someone was standing on the other side of the table and I jolted in shock, almost falling off my chair.

“Fuck. I didn’t mean to give you a scare.” The brother they called Scar glared at me as he leant on his walking stick across the table from me. Even looking all scowly the man was hot.

“No worries. I didn’t realise there was anyone else in here.” I babbled as I looked up at him but he avoided my eyes. He was frowning heavily as he looked down at my closed books.

“Jagger said I had to speak to you about the key to the pool gate. I need the key.” He bit out sharply, still not looking at me directly.

What the hell? I didn’t even know the man and he was being all snarly and rude. As usual.

“I’ve got a spare key behind the bar. I’ll get it for you.” I got up without giving him a chance to say another word and dashed behind the bar.

The spare key was right where I had left it. Taped to the bottom of the shelf that the most expensive bottles of booze were sitting on. It was out of sight and out of reach of the children. As far as I was concerned it was a very safe place.

Not according to Mr Snarlface.

“Why the fuck do you keep it there? It’s not safe.”

I snorted with annoyance. “Did you think to look there? No. No one would think to look for the key to the pool here. Just like you wouldn’t find the keys for the booze stockroom in here either.”

I slapped the key down on the bar and he grabbed it, turned without a word and leaning hard on his stick limped out of the clubhouse. Rude bloody ass. Even though I was staring at that nice looking ass it didn’t excuse the rudeness.

The only time he ever spoke to me was to ask for a beer, water or a shot. Never a thank you, at least he said please now and again. Snarly rude bastard.

Unfortunately he had been sitting at the table when I lost my head over Beast. Plus he was one of Beast’s Lieutenants. And now I knew he was one of the men who held my mistakes against me. He lived in the same house as Beast and Tori and she had obviously become a friend which made me the flippen enemy.

I sighed as I sat down and picked up my phone to call Jagger.

“Hey sweetheart, what can I do for you?” The smile in his voice came across clearly and it made me feel slightly better.

“Hey, Jag. Uhm, Scar just picked up the spare key for the pool. Is it still okay if I use the pool every morning? I don’t want to step on anyone’s toes.”

There was a beat of silence before he swore. “He’s one of the assholes who are holding on to the shit that went down with you and Beast isn’t he?”

I didn’t say anything. Silence was also an answer.

“Babe?” He asked softly.

“I really don’t want to cause any more problems, Jagger.”

“Listen to me, babe. Beast was a fucking ass and not setting the record straight with the brothers is not cool. Not fucking cool at all. And that’s all I’m going to say about that shit. Now, about the pool. You were there first. You use it like you have always done and fuck him and his attitude. The damned thing is big enough for more than one person to use at a time. If you have any problems you come to me.” He was silent for a beat. “I know the eco-pool isn’t ideal for the kind of swimming you do, but fuck it. I’ll give you the combination for the gate when I come to the clubhouse later. Use it if he becomes too much of a pain in the ass. Okay?”

Jagger was such a nice guy. One day he was going to make some woman an amazing old man. The way he looked after Sam, or Crash as they now called him, was the first thing I had noticed about him. And then the way he was around the dogs. It made him vastly more attractive than just his rugged good looks. And believe me the man was a hottie.

“I’d love to swim in the eco-pool. It’s so peaceful and I promise I won’t disturb the plants or anything. I’d rather swim there because I don’t want to piss Beast or Scar off.”

Again a beat of silence.

“I thought you and Tori had sorted shit between you two? What’s going on?”

Ugh. I shouldn’t have said a word.

“Yes, I apologised and as far as I know we’re all good, but that doesn’t mean Beast is comfortable with me being around his old lady. I’ve been avoiding them as much as I can so as not to make waves. We all have to live here and we both know if he complains Hawk will kick me out. I really don’t want that to happen. Scar doesn’t like me being here either.”

I could hear the anger in Jagger’s voice but I knew there wasn’t much he could do for me.

“Babe, don’t let their shitty attitudes affect your life. You keep doing your thing and trust your friends to have your back. I’ll be up later and we can have a beer and a chat, okay?”

“Okay, I’ll see you later.”

He didn’t say goodbye. He was just gone. As normal.

Back at the table I gathered my books, slipped them into my backpack then walked down the passage to my room at the back of the clubhouse. I had a tiny room with only enough space for a double bed, a small side table, a chest of drawers and a built-in cupboard. I was lucky to have a small bathroom with a shower, basin and toilet so I didn’t have to use the communal bathrooms. There wasn’t space for a desk, which was why I studied at the table in the common room or at the kitchen table when no one was around. And that was usually late at night after the club had shut down for the night.

Looking around my room I bit my lips and tipped my head to the side as I thought about what I wanted to do.

I wanted to move. I wanted to move out of the clubhouse. That’s what I wanted to do.

Dropping my bag on my bed I turned around, locked my door and headed for Hawk’s office. No time like the present to talk to him.

His door was closed and I knocked. His harsh voice shouted ‘come the fuck in’ and I opened the door slowly and peeked around it.

He sat behind his desk and waved a hand to beckon me to come in as he closed the laptop in front of him. I stepped inside and softly closed the door behind me.

“What can I do for you, Chris?” Those piercing eyes of his felt as if they bored right through my head.

“I was wondering if…if I could maybe move into one of the cottages at Mr Bekker’s place. I heard Boots talking about it a few nights ago and it really sounded amazing. I’ll pay rent and everything and still work here and I won’t slack off at all.” I rushed it all out.

Hawk frowned. “You want to move out of the clubhouse?”

I nodded vigorously. “Yes. I’m no longer one of the club girls so I don’t need to live here. And when I’m not working at the bar or helping Aunt Beryl I have to study and it’s not easy because my room is so small I don’t have space for a desk. I have to use a table in the common room or work at the kitchen table and there are always interruptions.”

He sat forward and rested his chin on the palm of his hand as he stared at me. “So, let’s clarify. You are formally stepping away from being a club girl. You know it means we will no longer pick up the bill for your studies, right?”

I nodded. “I know and I have already changed my details with the university. I did that a while ago already. They no longer send invoices to the club, it comes directly to me. The salary Ice pays me to run the bar and help out with Aunt Beryl is enough to pay for my education and a place to stay. If the cottage isn’t an option I will look for a flat or cottage somewhere close to the compound because I can’t live here anymore. I need my space.”

Suddenly Hawk grinned and I blinked in confusion.

“DC warned me you were going to want to move out and I didn’t believe her, and here you are.” He kept looking right at me, the grin now gone. “Sweetheart, you work fucking hard, I know it and Aunt Beryl knows it and we don’t want to lose you. I’ll speak to Spider about your salary and adding you to the company medical aid and sorting out tax and all that shit. The cottage is yours and you won’t pay a single cent for it. You’re a valuable member of this club and we look after our people. I’ll call Jagger to let him know to allocate one of the cottages to you. He’s the one in charge of the renovations and making sure all the cottages are eco-friendly or some shit and he will know how soon you can move in.”

I couldn’t stop the huge smile even if I tried.

“Do you have any furniture, babe?”

I shook my head but grinned right through it. “No, I don’t, but I don’t care. I know of a place all the students use that sells raw wooden furniture at a reasonable price. I’ll get what I need from them and order a bed online once the cottage is ready. And there’s a huge Mr Price Home in Centurion, I’ll get dishes and the rest of the stuff I need there.”

Hawk laughed. “I can see you’ve given this some thought. Okay, girl, I’m happy if you’re happy. Come to me if you haven’t got enough money to buy what you need, understood? And don’t shake your head at me like that. You are one of my people and I look after my people. Do you think Rider and Beast had all the shit they needed when they moved to the house?”

I pulled my shoulders up and widened my eyes.

“No they didn’t. The club sorted that out for them. Yes, they contributed but we have a fund that we use for our members and family when they need it. And you are a part of our family, Chris. You will always be a part of our family.”

Tears were threatening to overflow but I smiled right through them. These guys, they were rough and rude and violent and dangerous but they were also fiercely loyal and protective of their family and the women in their lives. And I was now lucky enough to be considered one of theirs.

“Thank you, Hawk. You have no idea how much I appreciate being a part of the Iron Dogz family.”

He smiled, sat back in his chair and gave a short nod, an indication that he was done talking.

I pushed up out of the chair and speed walked out of the office. Closing the door behind me I was grinning wide as I rushed down to my room.

I had to budget and make lists of what I needed.

And tonight I would talk to Jagger.

The common room was packed and I was chatting to Dizzy and Ratel at one end of the bar when Scar and Beast walked in. I glanced over at Devon, the prospect who was helping out behind the bar tonight. When he set beers on the bar in front of them I went back to pouring shots for the guys at my end of the bar.

I felt the back of my neck prickle and knew eyes were on me and when I looked up I found Scar staring at me angrily. I immediately looked away. Not going to go there. At all.

While looking at him I had missed Jagger slipping into the empty chair in front of me.

“Hey, babe, can I have a beer please?” Jagger asked, smiling at me.

My smile was instant and I nodded as I pulled a beer out of one of the fridges behind me, opened it and set it down in front of him. Seeing that we were running low I called Devon over, gave him the key to the stockroom and asked him to start re-stocking the fridges.

“How was your day?” I asked. I always asked because Jagger was one of the hardest working brothers at the club. He was always busy with club business in one way or another. As far as I knew he had no personal life and no woman. And he was one of the brothers who never touched the club girls or hangarounds. I had no idea what he did outside the club but that wasn’t my business anyway.

“It wasn’t too bad. We got the vet coming to check on the dogs next week and I had to clear some time for her. And I had some security and building shit I had to see to, so not too bad of a day.”

“I’m glad.” I rolled my lips and leant over the bar. “I spoke to Hawk today and he said he was going to call you about the cottages. He said you would allocate one of them to me and when it was ready I would be able to move out of here. I promise I won’t be a burden and I’ll pull my weight and I…”

He leant over and his big hand covered my mouth as he laughed. “Slow down, sweetheart.”

I sighed when he removed his hand and crossed his arms on top of the bar while looking at me with narrowed eyes.

“Does this have anything to do with what we spoke about earlier today?”

I gave a short nod.

“A little bit. But it’s more about having space from being here all the time. I need to concentrate on my studies when I’m not working, and being here I’m always being pulled into helping with something and unfortunately I find it hard to say no. I need some space to spread out and be me.” I shrugged.

Jagger nodded as if he understood.

“Okay, I get it.” He said, his eyes never leaving mine. “Here is how it works. The cottages come with a security system that’s connected to the security office. All the appliances are supplied so you don’t need to worry about buying a fridge/freezer or a microwave. The stoves are gas/electric and hot water is supplied by a solar geyser. I’m working on a plan to have all the cottages on an alternative power source, but that will come later. You’ll have access to Wi-Fi and I’ll install your television once you’ve moved in. We’re planning to build a communal laundry but for the time being you’ll have to use the laundry here at the clubhouse. The cottages use a septic tank system and they are all part of a grey water system.” He grinned when I looked completely confused. “Don’t stress, babe, once you move in just follow the directions on the pamphlet taped to the backdoor and you’ll be golden. The short explanation is the grey water is filtered through fish ponds and a wetland to a pond from which we water the veggie gardens. All tenants have free use of the veggies but they are expected to pull some duty at the gardens as part of their housing agreement, but that will only happen about once a month once we have all the cottages completed. At the moment it’s about once a week or so. The only rule we enforce is all visitors have to be cleared ahead of time. No one gets on the property without clearance.”

My eyes must have been huge while I listened to him. And he grinned when I started nodding like a crazy person.

“It sounds amazing. I’ll do anything, as long as I can live there.” I wanted to bounce with excitement but I curbed the impulse.

“There’s only one thing you have to do for me before I assign a cottage to you.” He gave me a wink and a small smile. I tipped my head to the side and narrowed my eyes at him.

“What?” Shit, I hope it wasn’t something I really didn’t want to do.

“Get rid of the blonde hair and the coloured highlights. I liked your natural hair colour.”

My mouth fell open as I stared at him.

“Close your mouth before a fly uses your tongue as a landing strip.” He teased and I blinked repeatedly then stood on my tippy toes, leant across the bar and hugged him, kissing him on his cheek before I let go.

“Done! I’ll get it done as soon as I can, I promise.” I said as I gave him a wide smile.

“Good. The hair looks good but it isn’t you. And fuck, babe, let your hair grow, don’t go cutting it all off again.”

I grinned and hooked my hair behind my ears to get it out of my face. I haven’t had more than a trim in quite a few months and had been growing it out from the short bob I had worn it in. It now reached to my shoulders and I liked the new length.

I nodded vigorously. “When can
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