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        Dead Man’s Hollow, Pennsylvania, is ruled by the Kings of Anarchy MC. If you dare to enter their territory, beware, they won’t hesitate to protect what’s theirs by any means necessary. Because nobody fucks with the Kings!

      

        

      
        Stone was minding his own damn business when he witnessed a woman being beaten by a man. Worse, it was in front of her young son. With zero tolerance for woman beaters, he stepped in to teach the a-hole a lesson. Only, that lesson landed him in prison for thirteen long months.

      

        

      
        When finally released, the woman he never expects to see again hunts him down to thank him for saving her. While no thanks is expected, he sees it as an opportunity. He needs someone to help with his own kid after his daughter’s mother got thrown behind bars herself.

      

        

      
        They strike a deal that includes Taryn moving in temporarily to take care of his house and daughter in exchange for him protecting her and her six-year-old from her unhinged ex.

      

        

      
        But what starts out as a mutual agreement, turns into a roller coaster ride. Because nobody fucks with the Kings or what belongs to them. Nobody.
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        Ride or die, no questions asked

        Never back down from a fight

        Never let a brother ride solo

        Each chapter sets its own damn rules

      

        

      
        Nobody fucks with the Kings

      

        

      
        www.kingsofanarchymc.com

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Glossary of Terms
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      With his eyes scanning side to side, Stone strode through the parking lot of The Shoppes at Susquehanna Marketplace. A busy Saturday couldn’t be a better time. But he sure as hell wasn’t there to shop.

      Fuck no.

      The lot was packed with the types of cages Chopper needed. Since Stone happened to be down in Harrisburg earlier today to do a “collection,” he figured he’d tool through some of the local malls to hunt for some rich fuckers’ vehicles on his way back north.

      The parts for luxury rides always brought in more scratch, but they also had more anti-theft shit, making them a fucking headache to pinch. But if the model was worth it, they found a way to steal it, since it would bring in a fuckload of scratch for their club’s coffers.

      Usually, Wrecker was stealth enough with either their self-loading Ford F-550, a plain, black, unmarked tow truck, or the Snatcher hydraulic setup installed in the bed of an unassuming F-350 pickup.

      Either way, Wrecker was a pro on getting in, getting out, and getting the fuck going without getting pinched by the pigs or catching a bullet between the eyes from an overzealous owner. His club brother could steal a cage in under a minute, which was goddamn impressive.

      Of course, all those rich motherfuckers had insurance and no doubt would be compensated fairly for their vehicle’s permanent disappearance.

      Stone ducked between two vehicles and spotted a Mercedes C-Class parked right fucking next to a BMW 3 Series, two of the easiest sedans to steal and always owned by douchebags.

      How about that fucking luck?

      He pursed his lips and slowly walked behind them both, keeping his cell phone low and inconspicuous as he snapped photos of their license plates.

      Luckily, Devil Dog’s ol’ lady worked at the Department of Motor Vehicles and had access to run those registrations, making stealing cars even easier. She provided the home or business address of the vehicles they scouted and, BOOM, Wrecker stole it, giving Chopper more cages for him and his crew to strip down.

      It only took them about an hour to dismantle a four-door douche-mobile. Those high and mighty assholes probably spent more time than that at the dealership when they bought the fucking thing.

      Once the VINs were rendered illegible with a torch, the parts were sold to the highest bidder. That could be either on the black market, or to a local garage or body shop that didn’t give a shit about where the part came from as long as it was untraceable. Local shops could charge their customers a premium for that OEM replacement part after buying it for a steal.

      The Kings also recently hooked up with an individual with connections so they could sell high-dollar parts overseas. That had been a hell of a score for his club.

      He sneered up at the sun. It was too ball-sweating hot today to be doing this kind of shit on foot. He dug into the front pocket of his jeans, pulled out a black elastic hair tie and secured his messy long hair into an equally messy knot at the back of his head.

      That was better.

      He scanned the parking lot again for either pigs or rent-a-pigs, AKA mall security. They were probably on a donut break. With his head back on a swivel, he worked his way down a few more rows, quickly snapping photos of potential targets as he went.

      He never paused behind a vehicle for more than a second or two. He never wore his fucking cut. And when doing a collection job or other illegal shit, he always swapped out his sled’s plate with one of the hundreds of fake ones they kept on hand. Luckily, some of his brothers had learned how to make plates in prison, a priceless skill learned while being rehabilitated.

      Not him, though. Those CO cucks didn’t trust him enough to allow him one of those jobs. He had no idea why.

      A grin threatened to curve his lips.

      Until he remembered how much being in the hole for bad behavior sucked. Being stuck in solitary confinement meant he had no one to fuck with, besides himself, or any wet-behind-the-ears screws.

      Out of the corner of his eye, he spotted a pretty slit climbing out of a cage at the far end of the parking lot. Her ride wasn’t worth stealing, that was for damn sure, but he wasn’t interested in that. He was more focused on riding the woman now opening the back driver’s side door on an old Honda Pilot.

      Fuck yeah. He wouldn’t mind one long, sweaty night with that piece. Her ass in those shorts was⁠—

      Oh, fuck no.

      When she reached into the back seat, she helped a whole damn nut nugget out of the cage. He might be mini-sized baggage, but still baggage Stone didn’t want to deal with. Even for one night.

      Kids could create issues when he was wrecking some plump, juicy pussy. Assuming they weren’t a damn cockblock in the first place.

      He should know.

      Fuck that shit.

      He could find another cunt for his dick to fill. Because fuck if it would be that one.

      He shook his head. Damn shame.

      But that didn’t mean he couldn’t check out her sweet tits. Or enjoy an eyeful of the smooth bare legs he’d like sandwiching his face as she reached into the back seat again. She kept one hand locked on the kid while pulling out what looked like an overnight bag.

      Then his goddamn view was blocked by some asshole who had parked right next to her and got out.

      Weird that they were the only two vehicles in the farthest area of the lot. There was no reason for the dick to park right next to her with all the empty spots elsewhere. Unless…

      Stone narrowed his eyes, took them in for a second, then headed toward his sled on the other side of the lot while still keeping them in his sights. The newcomer could be some trafficker wanting to snatch the kid or the woman, or, fuck, both. Despite the lot being busy, it was fucking stupid of her to park in an isolated area.

      He hopped on his sled and after his girl roared to life, he began heading in that direction.

      By the time he could see their vehicles again, he was still several rows away. He kept one eye on them and the other watching for cages backing out of spots and distracted pedestrians. Getting struck by a clueless driver or running over Sally Shopper was not on his list of things to do today.

      But what he saw next made him forget everything else in that fucking parking lot. It also made him scowl.

      And caused his blood pressure to spike.

      The man was now in her damn face. They weren’t having a civil conversation, either. Fuck no. The dickhead was yelling at her.

      He couldn’t hear what was being shouted, but that shit didn’t matter. By her worried expression it, whatever it was, wasn’t good.

      She turned in what appeared to be an attempt to ignore him and leaned inside the Honda again. The asshole continued to crowd her and spew whatever bullshit he was spewing.

      She had to know him. If a stranger approached any woman Stone knew shouting like that, the asshole’s balls would find themselves deeply embedded in his body cavity. So deep that it would take surgical intervention to locate them again.

      He had no fucking clue how she was keeping her shit together; he was on the verge of losing his and he wasn’t even involved.

      His eyes flicked down to the kid to see him now bawling.

      Stone slipped his Harley into a spot with a clear view of the two vehicles and shut it down, but remained straddling his sled.

      Since the man hadn’t put his hands on the woman or kid yet, it would be smart if Stone kept his distance and only observed. But his gut was screaming that something was way the fuck off here.

      When she turned after finding whatever she’d been searching for in the Honda, she was gripping a light-blue stuffed elephant.

      The moment she offered it to the kid, Stone saw her flinch right before the man backhanded her. Her head jerked violently from the impact and the elephant went flying through the air.

      Goddamn, that had to fucking hurt.

      Holding a hand to her cheek, she stared at the asshole with wide eyes and a gaping mouth.

      Before Stone could even react, she grabbed her kid and was encouraging him to climb back into the Honda. Only, the man stopped her by grabbing her arm, whipping her around and punching her right in the fucking face, knocking her to the pavement.

      What the actual fuck?

      Stone ground his teeth and threw his leg over his sled. It was time to get involved.

      He could no longer see her face. She had covered it with her hands trying to protect it from further blows, since the man still stood over her and continued to wail on her like he’d lost his goddamn mind.

      As his legs quickly ate up the distance to where they were parked, a man to his left yelled, “Don’t worry, I already called 9-1-1.”

      Don’t fuckin’ worry? “Motherfuckin’ pussy,” he growled.

      Don’t fucking worry, he’d handle it.

      The asshole was now leaning over her, screaming and shaking a finger at her. That finger needed to be broken. Or severed. Or shoved up his fucking ass.

      When the man straightened, Stone’s pace went from urgent into crisis mode.

      “Fuck you, asshole!” Stone yelled, trying to pull Asshole’s attention when he didn’t get there in time to stop him from kicking her ribs while she was still down.

      Her body heaved and rocked from each impact.

      For fuck’s sake.

      The motherfucker was so focused on the bleeding, injured woman, he was ignoring the kid and the fact that Stone was closing in on him with his fingers curled into tight fists, his jaw set, and his rage racing through every vein in his fucking body.

      He had no idea who this fucker was to her, but that was a detail he couldn’t give a shit about. What mattered was that he violently put his hands on a woman.

      Ignoring the kid hiccup-sobbing for his mother, Stone remained laser-focused on the threat.

      “Pick on someone your own goddamn size,” he growled, coming in hot.

      The blond-haired man spun to face Stone. “Who the fuck are⁠—”

      Before he could finish, Stone’s fist said, “Hello, howya doin’?” to that big-ass nose and it exploded like an over-ripened tomato. Out loud, he answered, “Someone your own goddamn size.”

      Unfortunately, Asshole, now holding his crushed nose, was still upright. Something needed to be done about that, since that wasn’t fucking acceptable.

      Stone wiggled his fingers, trying to lure him out from between the vehicles and away from the woman and her son. But when Asshole didn’t move, Stone grabbed his shirt and yanked him off balance before throwing him to the pavement behind the Pilot.

      Now he had a better view of the woman and saw she had been knocked the fuck out.

      Stone’s narrowed gaze sliced back to Asshole and the world around him disappeared.

      Once consumed by rage, he couldn’t easily turn it back off, and this jackass deserved everything dished out to him.

      Since Stone had no medical training, he couldn’t help the woman, except in one way…revenge. And he’d be glad to dole it out.

      He turned to see the man back on his feet and cursing him out, despite it being muffled due to his busted nose.

      There was plenty more where that came from.

      Stone stalked forward. “You feel like a goddamn man when you hit a woman?”

      “She deserved it. She was trying to⁠—”

      “Don’t give a fuck ‘bout your reason. Whatever it is, it ain’t fuckin’ valid.”

      “Fuck you!”

      One side of Stone’s mouth pulled up. “Ain’t gonna fuck you, but gonna fuck you up.”

      “You do and⁠—”

      He was tired of the bitch’s whining.

      Stone’s fist automatically shot out and kissed Asshole’s mouth this time, causing his legs to fold like an accordion when he crumpled to the ground.

      “Guess you don’t know how to duck and cover. Good for me, not good for you.” Stone leaned down and tipped his ear forward. “Got nothin’ to say now?”

      A quick glance over at the still unconscious, bleeding woman and wailing kid brought a fresh wave of fury.

      Grabbing Asshole’s shirt, he hauled his ass back up. “Can’t hit a man when he’s fuckin’ down, right?”

      As Stone released his shirt, a right fist to the side of the head had the man hitting the pavement hard.

      What a fuckin’ pity.

      But the fuck if he was done. This asshole needed a lesson he wouldn’t soon forget.

      Stone drop-kicked him in the ribs the same way he did the woman. Except Asshole hadn’t been wearing heavy biker boots. His loafers didn’t have quite the same impact.

      His boots were great for stomping on roaches, too. And he’d never seen a bigger one than the one sprawled at his feet. So, he crushed it under the sole of his boot. Just to be safe, he did it again.

      And one more for shits and giggles.

      Once his rage lessened and reality began to return, he noticed the groaning man’s head lolling back and forth. Asshole was bleeding from his nose, his mouth, even his ears.

      Was he actually crying like a little bitch?

      Now that was fucking embarrassing.

      Bruises were already blooming on every inch of skin Stone could see not covered in blood. Asshole’s eyes were swelling at a rapid rate. One cheek was split wide open from Stone’s bulky rings and his lips wouldn’t be yelling shit for a good while. He wouldn’t be able to breathe through his nose anytime soon, either. The angle of his arm seemed to be a bit off, too.

      Maybe Asshole was simply flexible.

      Or maybe not.

      “Hope you learned your fuckin’ lesson,” Stone growled and sucked a thick hocker from his nasal cavity into his mouth before spitting it on Asshole’s face. “That’s a little partin’ gift from me to you.”

      Since Asshole was no longer an active threat, he didn’t give him another glance. Instead, Stone approached the boy sitting on the ground next to his mother, clinging to her limp hand. “You okay, kid?”

      With tears and snot covering his red face, the kid could only hiccup in answer. Once the high-pitched wails started again, Stone winced. For fuck’s sake. He needed ear plugs. Or duct tape.

      He squatted down and softly tapped the woman’s unbruised cheek. “You in there?”

      He brushed a lock of hair off her forehead and checked her pulse. It was strong. She was simply knocked out.

      Stone had been there, done that, and woke up with a massive splitting headache. He had no doubt she’d experience the same. Luckily, he couldn’t spot any broken bones. But that didn’t mean she didn’t have any.

      “C’mon, wake the fuck up. Can’t leave you here like this. Can’t leave your kid alone.” He sighed. He needed to get the fuck out of there before the pigs showed up. He tapped her cheek more firmly this time. “C’mon, woman. Don’t got all fuckin’ day. Wake the fuck up.”

      “M-m-mommy!” came another high-pitched wail.

      At least her son could form words now. “Hey, kid, who’s that mother—” Fuck. “Man?”

      “He…he…he’s my d-d-daddy.” Another snot bubble expanded before popping like a damn overfilled balloon.

      Jesus fucking Christ. How did that kid have any tears left? Or snot?

      “Y-y-you hurt…him.”

      No shit. “Sorry, kid, but some lessons need to be learned the hard way.” He tapped the mother’s cheek again. “C’mon, woman, wake up.” Why did women have to be so damn stubborn?

      He really needed to get the fuck out of there.

      Finally, her eyes fluttered open but remained unfocused. She was still out of it. Maybe even had a concussion.

      He stood and offered his hand but every time she tried to grab it, she missed. So, he hauled her up and onto her feet, keeping a hold of her when she wobbled slightly. He propped her up against her Honda, making sure she didn’t slide right back down into a heap.

      “You okay?” He raked his gaze over her from top to toe. Blood soaked her blouse and her shorts. A sandal was missing and her sunglasses were gone.

      She was going to have a hell of a shiner, a fat lip, and a couple of black eyes. Maybe even a few scars where her skin had split open. He was damn sure her ribs were at least bruised, if not broken.

      She’d be hurting for a while. Most likely regretting her life choices. Like spitting out a nut nugget with a man who had no problem putting his hands on women. Especially the mother of his child. In front of the fucking kid, too. Couldn’t be more of a piece of shit than that.

      “Mommy!”

      She winced when her boy squeezed in between them and hugged her thigh. Of course, still goddamn crying.

      She placed a shaky hand on his head. “It’s okay.”

      It wasn’t. But if that was what the kid needed to hear to shut up, then whatever, lie to him. “Who’s the piece of shit?”

      Her already swelling eyes, one of them even had a blood spot developing, fell on the crumpled, unconscious asshole. “My ex.”

      “Why the fuck are you meetin’ your asshole ex here with no one watchin’ your fuckin’ back?” Or packing heat.

      “We meet here every Friday afternoon to exchange our son.”

      “Does it always go this fuckin’ smoothly?”

      She bared her teeth in a grimace. Yeah, he’d been there before. She had to be a fuckload of pain.

      “I usually bring my mother. She’s been sick and I couldn’t find anyone else in time.”

      “You let that abusive cocksucker take your kid?”

      Her head jerked back, then she winced. “I don’t have a choice. It’s court-ordered.”

      For fuck’s sake. What fucking kangaroo court allowed that? Asshole shouldn’t have visitations with a dead guppy that had been floating at the top of a fish bowl for the last thirty days, forget a living, breathing small human.

      “You’re bleeding,” she whispered.

      He glanced at his bloody knuckles. It was nothing. “Lot less than you.” He pulled a bandana from his back pocket and shoved it at her. “Here. Press this against…” Fuck. Her eye, her nose, her mouth; she was bleeding in too many damn places. She could choose where to use it.

      She took it and when she pressed it against her nose, she hissed in pain.

      “You need to get yourself checked out. Gonna be hurtin’ for a while. Now…it’s been fuckin’ fun but I gotta⁠—”

      That was when he heard it.

      The goddamn sirens. The squealing tires.

      Christ.

      Then he saw it.

      The flashing pig party lights.

      The one party he tried to never attend.

      Too fucking late.

      The three little pigs barreled toward him like he was the big, bad wolf and was about to blow down their fucking house.

      He ground out another curse as the three cruisers parked a half circle behind Honda and Asshole’s cage.

      As if on cue, all three driver’s doors opened and pigs from the local PD crouched behind them, using them as shields. All with guns drawn.

      Of fuckin’ course. Fuck the tasers and go right for the kill shot.

      “Turn around and lace your fingers behind your head!” shouted one uniformed oinker.

      He set his jaw and contemplated his choices.

      He could resist them, but that would only mean more time behind bars. Hard to help run a goddamn MC when you’re stuck inside.

      Add in the fact the blonde and her son had already dealt with enough trauma for the day; they really didn’t need to see him get his ass kicked and dragged away.

      For fuck’s sake.

      “Turn around and lace your fingers behind your head! Do it now!”

      He was tempted to ask them, “Or what?” but he already knew. He’d been through this shit before. More times than he could count.

      “I’m sorry.” The woman’s whisper shook as badly as her hands. She was probably going into shock. “Is there anything I can do?”

      Not unless she wanted to be cuffed and stuffed, too. “Make sure you document what that motherfucker did and drag his ass back to court. Get a PFA for you and your kid.” Not that the Protection From Abuse order was worth the paper it was printed on, but at least this bullshit with her ex would be documented.

      With his bandana still pressed to her nose, she nodded. “I will. Again, I’m sorry you had to get involved.”

      “I’m not.” It went against his grain to turn his back on the three pigs with their guns trained on him. But he did it—for her—then slowly lifted his arms and interlaced his fingers behind his head.

      “Walk backwards toward the sound of my voice. Don’t stop until I tell you.”

      Yeah, yeah, yeah. Same old fucking song and dance.

      He could do this routine in his sleep.

      They continued to annoy the fuck out of him by shouting more orders until they had him face-planted on a pig-mobile’s hot hood and cuffed, searched, and divested of his knife, his keys, his chain wallet, his cell phone, and the remainder of the pre-rolled found stuffed deep in his front jeans pocket.

      It was bullshit that any scratch made from the rides he took photos of today would now be used toward his defense fund.

      He was damn sure that wouldn’t go over well with Ransom. In fact, the prez might let him rot in prison this time.

      And Stone wouldn’t blame him one damn bit.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Thirteen months, two weeks, three days and six hours later

      

      

      “Fuck me,” Stone grumbled when he heard it.

      “I am, baby. I’m fucking you soooo good.”

      Jesus fuckin’ Christ.

      He rolled his eyes to the ceiling for a second before dropping them to the ringing phone on the nightstand next to his bed in the clubhouse.

      He had no idea who was calling, but it could be a good paying collection job and he could use the scratch. That left him no choice but to answer, even while one of their sweet butts rode his dick.

      After thirteen months in the fucking slammer, he had a lot of catching up to do, so he’d been working his way through all of the Kings’ club girls.

      One at a time.

      Two at a time.

      Sometimes three at a time. It all depended on his mood and how much he wanted to drain his balls.

      As soon as he tagged the phone, the ringing stopped. Two seconds later, it started again.

      Of fuckin’ course.

      He set his jaw and glanced at Windy’s huge tits as they flopped in time with her bouncing on his dick. “Give it a rest, woman. Need to take this.”

      “I’ll go slower.”

      He closed his eyes and shook his head.

      Windy earned her nickname honestly. There wasn’t jack shit between her damn ears. But her pussy was tight and she could suck his nuts through his dick. Smarts weren’t needed for that.

      Bracing himself, he swiped his finger across the phone’s screen and stuck it to his ear.

      The computerized voice announced a collect call. That meant one thing…

      “Fuckin’ fuck.” He reluctantly accepted the charge. “Better be good. In the middle of important business.”

      “Important business for you is fucking.”

      “Damn right it is. What d’you do?” He could guess. Sheena needed her ass bailed out.

      Again.

      If he didn’t share a kid with the dumb cunt, he’d have bought her a one-way ticket to Siberia so he’d never have to see or hear from that mistake again.

      Unfortunately, she did pop out his nut nugget so he was fucking stuck with her. At least for another eight years. After that, though, all fucking bets were off.

      “Why do you assume I did anything?”

      “‘Cause you’re callin’ me collect from Dauphin County fuckin’ Prison, that’s why,” he roared. “You sure ain’t visitin’. What the fuck d’you do?”

      He sat up abruptly, almost throwing Windy off. She dug her long-ass nails into his thighs to keep her balance and to remain securely on his dick.

      Goddamn pro right there.

      “I cashed a few checks.”

      Translation: she forged a few checks. Probably more than a few. Enough to get busted and prosecuted. Again.

      The annoyance rising up his throat left a bitter taste in his mouth. But then, to be fair, he’d been bitter ever since he found out Sheena was knocked up over ten years ago.

      Best and worst day of his fucking life.

      Loved his girl, but hated the cunt that held his baby hostage in her body for nine months.

      “You needed more scratch for Sunny, shoulda reached the fuck out.” He always made sure his girl had what she needed.

      “First of all, dickhead, you’ve been away and I couldn’t ask you for shit. But the money wasn’t for Sunny.”

      “What the fuck you need scratch for, then?”

      She didn’t answer, and that was wasting fucking time. Prisons had a time limit on phone calls.

      “What d’you need the scratch for, Sheena?”

      When again she didn’t answer, he figured it out.

      God-fuckin’-damnit.

      “Thought you were fuckin’ clean!” he roared. He pulled the cell phone from his ear, dropped his head and shook it, trying to keep this shit together. Once he took a long breath through flared nostrils, he put the phone back to his ear. “Jesus fuckin’ Christ, why you gotta be like that?”

      “Fuck you, Pebble. You’ve got no room to talk. You just got out for doing something stupid yourself. That asshole move kept you from your daughter for over a damn year! Don’t act like you’re so high and mighty.”

      High would be a good state to be in right now to deal with her constant bullshit.

      Since he wasn’t, he gritted his teeth. Not because what she said hit home, but because she had called him Pebble. She only did it to get a rise out of him and he tried not to take the bait.

      At least the cunt could’ve brought Sunny during visitation hours. Did she? Fuck no, no matter how many times he asked her.

      “Listen, bitch. You know I ain’t talkin’ about you doin’ another bid. Don’t give a fuck about that. You like muff divin’ in prison, that’s on you, but you doin’ meth around my girl is the last fuckin’ straw.” Sunny was never going back to her again. Her mother promised him she’d stay clean.

      He should’ve known that was a lie. Sheena wouldn’t know how to tell the truth if her life depended on it. That was why he had insisted on a DNA test when she announced she was knocked up and assumed it was his.

      At first, he assumed it wasn’t.

      “Just try to keep her from me,” came the empty threat.

      It wasn’t worth arguing. Sheena was now inside, he was now out. He currently held all the cards. “Wish I never stuck my dick in you.”

      “You’re not the only one, asshole. You sucked in bed.”

      Bullshit. “That’s why you chased my fuckin’ dick?”

      “I was high!”

      “What’s new?”

      “And you didn’t fight me off, Pebble.”

      Because he’d been on a three-day bender himself, he couldn’t remember half the pussy he fucked that Fourth of July long weekend. The only reason he remembered Sheena was because his swimmers decided to fuck him over hard by landing on her shore.

      He should get snipped just to teach those cruel motherfuckers a lesson.

      “Are you going to pick up Sunny at Darla’s or not?”

      Goddamn Darla. She was as bad as Sheena. Maybe even worse. The woman sold her skanky cunt to get her mitts on drugs. She should call the Guinness Book of World Records because the cum dumpster probably had every STD known to man.

      Maybe even some that haven’t been identified yet.

      He shuddered at the thought of sticking his dick in that woman’s petri-dish pussy.

      “Of fuckin’ course I’m gonna get my baby girl. Sunny don’t need to be around that whore.” And this time she wasn’t going back to Sheena after she got released. He might not be the best influence for his daughter, but he had to be a step up from her mother.

      Or at least he fucking hoped so.

      Goddamn it. Their girl’s future was probably doomed between her two fucked-up parents. Poor Sunny had been born with a broken plastic spoon in her mouth instead of silver through no fault of her own.

      “Darla still in Scumbag Estates?” If so, he’d have to pack extra heat. He might even have to bring along a few of his brothers.

      “No, she’s living in a pop-up camper in the RV park behind the trailer park.”

      For fuck’s sake. That place was a haven for drug addicts. The news kept getting better by the second.

      “Hey, Stone? Can you put money on my books?”

      Was she serious? Now she wanted to act sweet? Fuck that.

      “Why don’t you ask Pebble?” Stone hung up and threw his phone across the room before shoving Windy off his now-limp dick.

      The sweet butt blinked at him wide-eyed. “You okay, Stone?”

      “Fuck no. Gotta go rescue my daughter.” Before Darla sold Sunny to the highest bidder to help fund her habit.

      Guaranteed, if that happened, his next bid in prison would be permanent.
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        * * *

      

      The meeting room, like the rest of their clubhouse, might not be fancy, but it was theirs.

      A massive mural of their Kings of Anarchy colors took up one wall. The rectangular table where they sat had the names of all past and present fully-patched members of the Pennsylvania chapter engraved in it.

      Once they earned their colors, each member carved their own name into the long table’s wood top themselves, using a buck or pocket knife, or any other blade they happened to have on hand. Some had even burned their names into the wood. The six founders of the Dead Man’s Hollow, Pennsylvania chapter had started this tradition after establishing it back in the early eighties.

      Out of habit, Stone rubbed his fingertip over a worn-down carving directly in front of his place at the table, where he sat to the right of their president, Ransom. The name belonged to the Kings’ member who sponsored Stone.

      Rubble.

      His older brother. First by blood, then by club. Rubble was the one to convince Stone to slip on a prospect cut only a couple of days after his eighteenth birthday.

      The only reason he didn’t do it the day he turned old enough was because he was too damn drunk and stoned. On top of the very important fact that he was also busy planting his dick in some bitch for those two days straight.

      He found out later the woman had been forty-five.

      He wouldn’t have cared about her age, even if she told him up front, since she lured him to her fancy double-wide trailer with the promise of an endless supply of expensive whiskey and quality coke.

      In those forty-eight hours, her massive fucking tits almost smothered him to death more times than he could count. He also discovered she could suck a knob off a door.

      It was the best birthday in all of his eighteen years.

      Until he sobered up.

      Until she finally opened the shades in her bedroom and he saw her without all the heavy makeup. Without that tight-as-fuck shape-wear she squeezed herself into that he swore was invented solely to trick men. Until he saw her pussy flaps looked like a goddamn Arby’s roast beef sandwich in the light of day.

      His walk of shame turned into a sprint of horror and ‘never agains.’

      It was a hard lesson learned, but from then on out, his strict rule was to pick them only while he was still stone-cold sober.

      Though, rules were meant to be broken. The whole reason he had a daughter.

      But that horror story was also how he got his road name. When he told his brother what happened, and why he’d been missing for two days, Rubble started calling him Stones for having the damn stones to actually tell that story out loud. Stone dropped the extra S once he got his full set of patches a year later.

      Now his road name could mean a shitload of things.

      “Brother, why you got the sweet butts watchin’ your girl?” he heard from his right.

      “Don’t got a fuckin’ choice right now,” he answered Lick. “Can’t leave her alone.”

      “Get a house mouse.”

      Stone hooked an eyebrow at their club secretary. “Got one in mind?”

      “Fuck no.”

      Stone shook his head. “Well, that’s helpful, asshole.”

      “No, the asshole is you, lettin’ those club whores watch your girl. I mean, what’s Juicy gonna teach her? How to suck dick? She certainly ain’t teachin’ her math or spellin’.”

      “She learns that shit in school.”

      “They teach girls how to suck dick in school? Know a few that musta missed that fuckin’ class.”

      “Lick—” Stone growled, but before he could finish, their treasurer, Outlaw, slammed his hand on the table.

      “Where the fuck’s Ogre?”

      Stone glanced across the table to the empty spot on Ransom’s right.

      At the other end of the table, Wheels hooted loudly. “When the fuck is that bastard ever here on time?”

      Stone could easily answer that. Not once in the eight years since Ogre was voted in as the chapter’s sergeant at arms.

      Ogre knew no one would say shit to his face about it. That was why he made a great club enforcer. To him, a fist could solve any problem. Or a knife. Or a gun. But anyone who knew Ogre, knew he didn’t need a weapon. He’d put you six-feet under with a beatdown alone.

      If you pulled a knife or gun on him? He’d fucking laugh. If Ogre actually laughed.

      Stone wasn’t sure if he’d ever heard it. For those that did, those motherfuckers’ best bet was to run as fast and fucking far as their shaking legs would take them.

      “You seriously got Juicy watchin’ your kid?” Ransom asked beside him.

      “Juicy, Slick, Windy, Loosey, Swallow…almost all of ‘em,” Lick answered for him.

      Stone scowled at him.

      “What the fuck, dude?” Ransom laughed. “You gotta be desperate.”

      “No shit,” Stone grumbled. “Goddamn Sheena, man. The bitch promised me she’d stay clean this time.”

      “Hard to fix a junkie,” Wheels began, “if they ain’t willin’ to fix themselves.”

      Their road captain should know. He lost his younger brother to a fentanyl overdose.

      He should’ve known better than to fuck with fentanyl. Not much was prohibited from club property, but that shit was. Any member caught with it or doing it would be stripped of their colors.

      “Yeah, well, I’m fuckin’ done with that bullshit. Sunny ain’t goin’ back to Sheena after she gets out.”

      “Then you definitely need a house mouse,” Ransom said.

      How the fuck did the officer’s meeting turn into a dissection of his life’s choices?

      His eyes flicked to the empty seat. Because goddamn Ogre was his normal late-ass self.

      Motherfucker.

      “Know one?” Stone asked his prez.

      “Not off the top of my melon, no, but I’ll ask around. Someone’s gotta have a sister or cousin you can trust.”

      “You sayin’ I can’t trust our club girls?”

      “Sure,” Ransom answered, “you can trust them to suck and fuck the shit outta you. To help raise your kid? Fuck no.”

      “If you find one that’s got big knockers and a tight cunt, even better, right?”

      “Who?” Stone asked Wheels.

      “The house mouse,” he answered.

      “Find one that can cook, too,” Outlaw suggested, like it was that fucking easy.

      “And doesn’t bitch,” Lick added.

      Now they were weaving a fucking fairy tale.

      He didn’t need a house mouse who could suck and fuck him. He could get that anywhere. What he needed was someone stable in Sunny’s life. Someone who wasn’t a total fuck up and could take care of his daughter and his house when he wasn’t there. Which was too often.

      “Well, when you find one like that, send her my way,” Stone told everyone at the table. “Now, can we get this fuckin’ meetin’ started?” He was done with this subject.

      “Not without the big guy.” Ransom tipped his head toward the still empty seat.

      Goddamn Ogre.

      A second later, they heard the heavy thump of boots right before the six-foot-four, three-hundred-pound monster shouldered his way through the door to the meeting room. On his heels, like always, was his one-hundred-fifty-pound brindle Presa Canario, Thor.

      With a bite force of over five hundred pounds per square inch, the fucking dog’s powerful jaws alone were deadly. So yeah, Ogre didn’t need any weapons other than himself and his canine sidekick.

      The sergeant at arms never went anywhere without his four-legged beast. He had even added a sidecar onto his Harley for him.

      “‘Bout fuckin’ time, asshole!” Stone yelled as Ogre lumbered around the table to his spot at Ransom’s left.

      Ogre yanked out the chair and sank his weight into it, then he tipped his bearded chin down but lifted his dark, soulless eyes to stare across the table at Stone. “You say somethin’?”

      Probably not the best idea to poke the grizzly bear. “Yeah, I was sayin’ how much I’ve missed you.” Stone puckered up and blew a kiss across the table.

      Ogre rose from his seat, turned around, dropped his jeans to expose his ass, and pointed to one hairy bare cheek. “Kiss this, motherfucker.”

      “Prefer not to get pink eye, fuck you very much.”

      At the head of the table, Ransom howled with laughter and slammed his gavel down, then yelled, “Let’s get this shit over with.”

      Best words Stone had heard since entering the room a half hour ago.
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      It took a while to find him, but Taryn’s determination finally paid off. It also helped that some of her past and current clients had connections with access to non-public records. It only took asking the right one. One who also didn’t ask fifty questions on why she needed the info.

      Or lecture her on searching for “trouble.”

      It was her opinion that day in the parking lot almost fourteen months ago, her savior had been nothing but “good trouble.”

      According to the info, James Conrad lived in Dead Man’s Hollow. It was about an hour north of Harrisburg and only twenty minutes or so away from where she lived in Selinsgrove on the opposite side of the Susquehanna River.

      Lifting her foot off the accelerator, she let her Honda Pilot slow enough so she could get a better view of her surroundings. She glanced at the map on her dashboard again. Was this right? The area seemed so remote, despite being only minutes from Sunbury.

      “Make the next right onto Brush Valley Road,” George, her monotone GPS voice, instructed.

      Well, if George was telling her to take a right…

      She followed his guidance and a minute later was surprised to find herself deep in a thickly wooded area.

      “In a quarter mile, make a left onto Whiskey Springs Road.”

      “Okay, okay. But I’m not liking this.” She wouldn’t be surprised if the next road ended up being dirt.

      Nobody was out here. At least she had cell phone coverage. It might not be strong but two bars was better than zero.

      Her heart leapt into her throat.

      Maybe this was a bad idea. But then again, so was marrying Victor.

      She swore her life was one bad decision after another.

      “Your destination is on your right,” George announced.

      “Are you sure, George? It sure looks like an old school to me.” Maybe even an abandoned one.

      Of course, George refused to answer her.

      She pulled over and hunched down enough so she could get a better view of the sprawling two-story brick building at the top of a long, grassy slope. Surrounding the building and a majority of the property was a six-foot chain-link fence. Most likely installed to keep out vandals after the school was closed.

      To the right of the school were double gates with one side wide open. The empty paved parking lot in front of those gates had seen better days.

      From where Taryn sat, she could see the cracked and crumbling macadam also had some deep potholes wide enough to dent a rim, if not pop a tire, and the painted lines for the parking spots were barely visible, another sign that the lot hadn’t been maintained in a long time.

      George had to be mistaken. James Conrad could not be living at this address. He had to have provided a fake ID when he was arrested that day.

      But why this property? He had to have some sort of ties to it.

      Gnawing on her bottom lip, she contemplated her next steps. She could park in that lot and travel on foot through the gate. Or she could simply drive through it and straight up to the building.

      However, the abundance of ominous “no trespassing” signs attached every few yards to the metal fence posts was a good indicator she needed to be cautious. She might not be welcome here, whether on foot or four wheels.

      At least if she drove up, she could make a quick escape. That decided it.

      She pulled through the gate.

      When you get out, keep your door unlocked and your keys in your hand. Seconds might count.

      Another huge parking lot at the top of the hill and much closer to the school had rusty signs stating the parking was for “staff only.” Nobody was parked in that lot, either. However, she saw what appeared to be a few junk cars in the distance behind the school.

      Once she parked, she could easily read a weather-stained concrete rectangle embedded in the brick above the entrance: Oaklyn Public School.

      Public school. No indication whether it had been an elementary, junior high or middle school, or even a senior high.

      No one made this type of school a home. Offices, maybe. A home, no.

      It made no sense. This address had to be wrong. But since she was here, she might as well confirm it.

      She glanced around one more time before climbing out. Once she did, she stood there for a few seconds, waiting to see if anyone would approach.

      She didn’t see a soul.

      Once at the school’s front entrance, she found the door handles chained together with a heavy-duty lock as well as two huge “no trespassing” signs.

      She was sensing a theme here. A very unwelcoming one.

      Since the door’s dirty window panes were covered from the inside, she couldn’t even get a peek inside.

      Shit.

      With a building this size, common sense said there was more than one way to get in. She only needed to find one that wasn’t locked or blocked.

      The landscaping around the exterior had probably been abandoned since the last time the school saw a student. What remained was dead and overgrown with weeds.

      If someone did live here, they wanted it to look as uninviting as possible.

      Goal achieved.

      She headed back in the direction she had come from, but instead of returning to her car—what a sane person would do—she rounded the building and came across a metal basement door that was also locked.

      Of course.

      With a sigh, she continued on, heading around back. The school was bigger than at first glance. The placard by the front door stated it was built in 1927, but it looked like some major updates and additions had been done after that.

      Obviously, none of them recent.

      When she got to the rear of the property, her feet slowed to a stop and she blinked to make sure she was seeing all of it clearly. Either the place was occupied or it had been vandalized, she couldn’t quite tell.

      Or it could be a popular party spot for local teenagers.

      She continued on her trek, taking it all in.

      Rusty fifty-five-gallon drums, cut in half, had been used to make barbecue grills with the grates made out of stolen shopping carts. She hoped anyone eating off those were up to date on their tetanus shot.

      She kept moving and spotted a burnt circle full of chunks of charcoal and piles of ashes. Stacked next to the huge fire pit was a mountain of wood pallets at least twelve feet high.

      She next came across a covered pavilion built out of what appeared to be scrap wood and metal road signs. No surprise that it needed a fresh coat of paint. On the cracked concrete slab under the pavilion were six picnic tables and another half dozen were scattered around the rear schoolyard, some in the beaten-down grass and the rest in dirt.

      Those weather-worn tables must’ve been used recently as they were not only covered in, but also surrounded by trash. Half-empty beer bottles full of cigarette butts. Smashed beer cans. Shards of broken bottles.

      A few garbage cans also made from fifty-five-gallon drums dotted the area. No surprise, they were all overflowing. At least at one point, whoever had partied here made an effort to try to keep the area clean.

      Apparently, that hadn’t lasted long.

      Not an ashtray could be found. But silly her, that was what the bottles and cans were for, right? Or maybe not, since she couldn’t take one step without seeing crushed cigarette butts in the dirt under her feet.

      About three hundred yards from the rear of the school and along the tree line, she spotted something that made the fine hairs on the back of her neck stand up.

      A haphazard “shooting range.” It included shredded paper targets of life-sized silhouettes as well as blown apart cans and bottles. A headless, armless mannequin had a massive hole blown through its torso, most likely made with a shotgun or a high-caliber handgun.

      She was so out of her element.

      She shouldn’t have come here.

      If Mr. Conrad truly lived at this address, it was screaming, “Leave me alone. Or else.” He most likely didn’t want her here looking for him. Even though she only wanted to thank him.

      She should’ve mailed a damn postcard, or sent a “thanks for beating the crap out of my ex” greeting card.

      “Hey, girly! You lost?”

      She jumped out of her skin. Her heart skipped a beat or two and it took her a few seconds to find her breath so she could answer, “I…I’m not sure.”

      A bearded man with a beer belly so big he looked about to deliver triplets stood only yards away. His black leather vest couldn’t be buttoned closed even if he tried. His worn jeans were dirty with brown and black stains. She didn’t want to know from what.

      She needed to pay better attention. This man approached her while she’d been distracted. She glanced around to make sure he was the only one and this wasn’t an ambush.

      He tipped his head and scratched at his long beard. “Huh. Pretty fuckin’ sure you are. Best you get back in that cage of yours and skedaddle.”

      Cage? Skedaddle?

      His scraggly salt and pepper beard was overdue to have a date with a weed whacker. It would take a day’s work to find his lips in that mess.

      Taryn would not volunteer to be on that search party.

      His boots, similar to the ones James Conrad had been wearing, were covered in scuffs and dried mud. What gray-streaked hair remained on his head was pulled back into a thin ponytail. The man should stop fighting the good fight and shave it off.

      He took a long drag on his cigarette, then flicked the still burning butt onto the ground.

      This is why the “yard,” or whatever it was called, looked the way it did.

      “Like whatcha see, girly?” He yanked on his long beard again as if he was pointing out his best feature.

      No, she was not interested in the man standing before her.

      “I have business here.” She squinted and read the patch on
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not met.

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