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Chapter One

 


 Diesel
shifted his legs, giving the hot set of lips access to his balls.
He grabbed a chunk of neon blue hair as willing eyes tipped upward,
seeking approval. "That's right, baby. Keep going." He cupped her
mascara-tracked cheek, guiding the wet and wild ride over his cock.
Her inexperience became painfully clear by the light graze of
bottom teeth on his flesh, but he had to give her extra points for
enthusiasm and creativity as she ran her nails under his balls with
one hand and palmed his sack in the other. He tightened his grip as
her cheeks hollowed in preparation. Maybe she wasn't as green as he
thought. He pumped his hips upward as he exploded into her throat.
More points for Blue. She palmed his pulsing shaft and licked away
the last of his seed. Diesel nodded toward door at the other end of
his office. "Get yourself cleaned up in the bathroom and go out and
tell Flint to give you a good spot in tonight's
line-up."

She wiped her mouth with the back of
her hand. "Really? I made it? I'm a Heather?" Her squeaky voice
bounced around the edges of his brain resurrecting the headache
he'd had all day.

"Yeah. The boys will love
you."

A smile crossed her lips showcasing a
set of crooked teeth explaining his sore cock as he zipped up. Poor
girl. She could've used the services of an orthodontist. He could
tell she came from the proverbial "wrong side of the tracks", and
in Detroit, there was an actual wrong side and a right side. Those
on the wrong side had little money for necessities, let alone
straightening their kids' teeth. Even though Diesel had lived in
the gritty city his whole life, he’d never belonged to any side. He
floated invisibly over the tracks, yanked from one foster home to
another, never staying too long in any of them to call them
home.

The muffled sounds of a toilet flush
and running water signaled him Blue was almost ready for her
Detroit Auto Friday night party debut. Fridays were dedicated to
the fully patched members of the Heathen Brotherhood MC, and one of
the many perks of membership was the parties complete with
strippers. They gave the guys a night without their old ladies,
and, as President of the club, Diesel got his cock sucked. The
Heathens were big on tradition, and tradition had it that in order
to dance on Friday night, new girls, or Heathers, had to
successfully blow the president. Who was Diesel to argue with
tradition?

The rusty hinges squeaked as the
bathroom door opened, and her bony form slipped into the room.
"T-thank you, Mr. Diesel," she said as her eyes darted away as soon
as he met her gaze.

"Call me Diesel. No Mister. Okay,
Blue?"

Her eyes blanked. "Blue? Oh! 'Cuz my
hair." She tugged a straggly lock at her shoulder and
giggled.

He chuckled. She'd be someone's old
lady in no time. "Yeah, because of your hair. Go talk to Flint and
tell him to have one of the boys grill you a cheeseburger. You can
use some meat on those bones."

Diesel never understood why girls
wanted to be so fucking skinny. He preferred his women with curves.
He needed something to hold onto that felt like he wouldn't break
it in two. Like his life, Diesel liked his sex rough and dirty, and
he needed someone who'd take it all and crave for more.

Her hand moved to her concave belly
between her tiny shirt and low-slung jeans. "I am a little
hungry."

He nodded, and a sharp pain hit his
own stomach. The girl probably hadn't had a decent meal in a long
time, and a few minutes ago his only concern was shooting cum down
her throat. "How old are you?" Diesel knew she was at least
eighteen. The Heathens’ officers knew not to allow underage girls
inside. The club's monthly stipend to the Detroit PD was high
enough, and they kept their bargain: no underage sex and no
prostitution.

"I'll be nineteen next month." It was
usually about the age the local girls came sniffing around the
club. After graduating high school, their options were limited to
working a shitty minimum wage job or prostitution. Becoming a
Heather upped the chance of becoming a Heathen old lady, which was
like winning the lottery for some.

A deep bass beat sounded through the
wall. "The party's getting started. Go out there and find
Flint."

She smiled again and dashed to the
door.

The music pounded his brain as she
raced out, and he was happy to be alone in his office. He adjusted
his aching cock and strode to the refrigerator, pulling a can of
beer from one of the cases. He popped it open and stood in front of
the window overlooking the fenced backlot, which housed their
recent acquisitions and his prized 1969 Dodge Charger. The lot used
to be packed, but over the past few months the number of cars had
dwindled. Diesel drained his beer, closed his fist around the empty
can, and chucked the gnarled ball into the corner with the other
two he'd guzzled earlier in the hopes of dulling the edge off his
shitty day. Fuck, it'd been a shitty week rounding out a shitty
month.

The noises of the party invaded his
ears as the door opened and closed. Diesel didn't have to turn away
from the window to know who had just entered his office. Flint was
like clockwork, and it was time for Diesel's weekly status report.
The man who acted as the Heathens’ club secretary and treasurer
slumped into the worn leather couch and lowered the pair of glasses
from his head to the bridge of his nose as he flipped through the
creased paper.

"No question about it. Sales are in
the crapper again this month." He tossed the packet of paper on the
table. "We're not bringing the cars in like we used to. No cars to
chop, no parts to sell."

Detroit Auto not only served as the
Heathens’ clubhouse, but it was also the main source of income for
the club and some of its members. About a dozen fully patched
members were on the payroll as mechanics, bodyworkers, and guys in
charge of churning the inventory for profit. Once the biggest
aftermarket parts dealer in the state, business had plummeted so
much over the past six months, Diesel had to yet again kick in his
own money to make payroll and the monthly contribution to the
Detroit PD's "shut the fuck up and look the other way"
fund.

"Did you get the new girl a
burger?"

"For fuck's sake, Diesel, did you hear
what I said?"

Diesel turned and met Flint's stare.
He was the only guy Diesel took shit from. He had ten years and
thousands of Heathen ride miles over Diesel. He would've won the
presidency during their last election, but Flint didn't want the
head position. He was a self-described operations guy. Diesel
strode to the table and grabbed the report. There was nothing in it
he didn't already know. The Gargoyles were steadily moving in on
their turf.

"Maybe I should've taken over as Prez
when I had the chance," Flint muttered.

"You want it? At this point, I'd
gladly hand the job over to you, start that new chapter in
Milwaukee we've been talking about for over a year. Just say the
word." He paused long enough for Flint to backpedal with a snort
and a shake of his head. "No? It's not an easy fix, and you know
it." The Gargoyles were a young club compared to the decades of
Heathen membership. The two clubs started off amicably, and Diesel
threw some goodwill their way by giving them a small piece of the
car business but like all young brats, they'd overstepped their
welcome.

"Just don't go soft on us. There's no
room in The Brotherhood for a soft prez."

"Fuck yourself, Flint. I'm not soft.
I'm smart, and I don't want any of our guys in jail … or dead.
Spider is a crazy motherfucker, but we gotta keep the blood off our
hands."

Flint poked his thumb over his
shoulder. "You know the club is losing respect. They can't wait
much longer. They're sayin' you keep drawing the line, but the
Gargoyles keep crossing it, taking our turf and our business. Maybe
it's time we clued them in."

Diesel's brow furrowed. "We're in too
deep and too close to the payoff to change tracks now. It's too
risky. We can't afford any kind of a leak that'll get back to
Spider or the Gargoyles."

Flint shook his head and sighed, eyes
slowly closing in that disappointed way he had. The Heathens had
forged a quid pro quo but very off the record partnership with the
Detroit PD, and keeping it off the radar was why it had been so
successful. The Heathens had doubled their net take since that
first handshake and business was going great, until Spider began
biting the hand that fed him. Once upon a time Diesel had naively
thought the Gargoyles and Heathens might merge, but that was before
Spider took over as president. Diesel's plans got royally fucked up
when that happened.

"Okay, but if the guys pissin' and
moanin' ain't enough to change your mind, how about this?" Flint
leaned back and fished his smartphone from his pocket. Squinting at
the device he slowly scrolled through his feed and tapped his meaty
thumb on the screen. "Here." He tossed his phone to
Diesel.

His eyes tipped to the display, which
was cued on an article from the Free Press.

Local Teen Dead from
Overdose

"This shit happens all the time in
this fucking city. What's this have to do with anything?" Diesel
asked.

"Read it, asshole."

Diesel quickly scanned the article. A
sixteen year old with no history of drug abuse was found dead in
her home. When questioned, her friends reported she was seeing a
biker who was pressuring her to sell heroin to her classmates. The
two were spotted arguing on school property hours before she was
found dead. The man had not yet been identified, but police were
investigating the two outlaw motorcycle clubs in the city. Two
clubs.

Diesel chucked the phone to Flint.
"This wasn't one of our guys. Cops should already know
that."

"Course it wasn't one of
ours. Our guys know the rules. But the girl's family and the public
are already all over this, putting pressure on the Mayor to crack
down on all the
MCs, whether guilty or not."

Diesel rubbed his palm over his face.
"The Gargoyles just broke two of the golden rules. No underage
girls and no drugs. One more reason they gotta go."

"When's somebody gonna get off their
ass and do something about it?"

Diesel never thought he'd be so tired
at thirty-one. He didn't need Flint to tell him his brothers were
growing tired of waiting on him to act, tired of being told to be
patient, that he was working on a plan. He couldn't blame them, but
if he could convince them to sit tight another week, two tops, the
Gargoyles would be history and the Heathens would emerge better
than before.

"We have to be smart about this, keep
our noses clean. It's not as simple as a bar fight and smashing
faces. Anyone surviving that sting gets a whiff it was the Heathens
that helped the cops and we go to war. That's not going to solve
anything."

"In my day that's exactly how we
solved this sort of thing. Ranger just did a drive-by. The
Gargoyles’ shop is mostly empty. One bike and a couple of cars. He
said Spider's hot cup of sweet mocha just walked in. Python thinks
we should pay her a visit."

Diesel glared at Flint. "Python
doesn't call the shots." His mentor was right though. He had to
give them an outlet for their frustrations. Maybe he could also
test their loyalty and ability to keep their mouths shut with a low
stakes op directed at the Gargoyles. But he'd have to do it without
hurting the one person he'd promised himself to protect. "End the
party and get the girls and the prospects out. I'm calling a
members-only meeting. Fully patched guys only. Everyone else
leaves."

"What for?" Flint asked, his brows
knitted.

"I'm going to give them a
distraction," Diesel said.


Flint locked gazes with Diesel and after a few
heady seconds of visible doubt, finally nodded and left the room.
His voice boomed, and the music stopped, followed by a scuffle of
activity. Diesel grabbed his vest and helmet and joined everyone in
the meeting room as the members took seats or stood in groups of
two or three. All eyes shifted to him as he took his place at the
front of the room.

"Listen up. You know we've given the
Gargoyles some slack with turf boundaries since they're the new
brats on the block." A low rumble traveled through the circle. It
wasn't a secret many of the members weren't in favor of his
decision, never wanted anything to do with a possible club merger,
a fact Flint reminded him of almost daily. "But they've fucked up
too many times. You all heard about the local high school girl who
OD'd. They're looking for an unidentified biker as the source of
the heroin, which means our club will be crawling with the DPD any
minute."

"Whata we doin' about it?" Python,
Heathens’ Sergeant-at-Arms, growled.

"First we need to clean house. I want
it to look like we're fucking knitting baby blankets in here. I
need our best choppers to break down the hot cars in the back. We
can't have any evidence of illegal activity until this thing blows
over. Only patches in the club until further notice and no girls in
here unless they belong to Heathen members."

Python lumbered around the group and
assigned jobs to a dozen men who scattered to their tasks. He
strode to Diesel's side. "You want me to pull the A-team?" Python's
voice rumbled close. Diesel nodded once. The officers of the club
had a code red plan prepared, including which members they'd take
into their inner circle for certain situations. As much as Diesel
wished he could share information about the undercover operation
with his A-team, he couldn't risk it, for all the reasons he'd
shared with Flint.

In the meantime, he would have to keep
them focused on what he'd paint as a credible threat from the cops
and public opinion. If the Gargoyles were also dealing drugs, their
takedown would be even more satisfying and, he hoped, more
imminent.

"Pitfall, Breakneck, Opal, Speed, and
Ranger, stay. The rest of you, help the choppers. We need this
place looking respectable in an hour."

Most of the group dispersed, leaving
the men Diesel trusted more than anything in life. Those guys were
his family, they all were, but especially the small group
surrounding him.

"What's the plan, boss?" Python asked
with eager eyes. The biker lived for these moments. Like, Diesel,
Python was single. And also like Diesel, his life was The
Brotherhood.

"We put a lookout outside their
clubhouse and we wait until Spider's alone."

Python shook his head. "Wait a fucking
minute. Your plan is to clean up our place and put eyes on Spider.
That's it?"

"For now."

"They're gonna keep taking what's ours
until we have nothing left. They need to be stopped.
Tonight."

Grunts of agreement traveled around
the circle of men.

"Nothing's happening tonight. It's too
dangerous."

"You're not one to drag your feet,
Diesel. What the hell?"

"We know Spider doesn't play by the
rules. We're gonna strike soon, but I'm not about to risk our men
or our club. There's too much at stake." Diesel's gaze traveled
around the group, and a sliver of unease crept up his spine. They
weren't buying what he was shoveling. He didn't care. "We'll meet
again tomorrow," Diesel said and headed toward the door. He needed
air.

"This is bullshit," Python hissed
under his breath.

Diesel turned to face his
Sergeant-at-Arms. "My club. My law," Diesel said evenly.

 



Chapter Two

 


 Spider was at it again, the fucking asshole. And in their
bed, too! Using the tips of two fingers, Cathy picked up the pair
of women's panties that had tumbled from the sheets after she
stripped the bed. They definitely weren't hers. For starters, she
never wore sheer black nylon with a gap where the crotch should be.
They were also way too small for her more substantial assets. What
to do with the evidence though?

From past experience, her tearful
confrontations ended one of two ways: Spider would apologize,
usually after swearing it didn't mean anything, and then purchase
her more jewelry that she would only wear once before chucking his
guilt gift into her already overflowing jewelry box. The second
would be him hurling recriminations at her, why her failures as a
woman had left him no choice. She was too fat, too selfish, too
moody, too smitten with some imaginary lover he accused her of
having stashed away somewhere. Like, how would that ever happen?
She rarely got to leave the house or the club.

Both scenarios sucked.

But what sucked even more was she
wasn't sure she even cared. If he was off fucking some other Bunny,
he wasn't nagging at her to give him head, let him fuck her up the
ass or his most recent idea—a three-way as an initiation for the
latest Bunny. Heaven forbid he suggest a three-way with a male
initiate. That might stir her blood a little more than eating some
other woman's pussy.

Cathy tossed the panties in the trash
and covered them up with used tissues and other garbage already in
the can. Some things were better left to die a quiet death. These
sorts of annoyances came with the territory, unfortunately, and
Spider and all the boys got themselves tested regularly and used
protection. She wouldn't stake her life on it, but what else could
she do? She had nowhere else to go, no job, no family. Spider and
the rest of the Gargoyles were her family. Nobody ever said family
was perfect and hers certainly was no exception, but she loved
them, she guessed. She didn't know for sure. There was only one
person she could say for certain she'd ever loved, but he was a
distant memory from a lifetime ago. Spider and his whole family had
been with her through some difficult times. She owed them
loyalty.

A flash of orange plastic flipped to
the top of the garbage after she'd buried the panties. She grasped
it only to discover it was a recapped syringe. A syringe? In her
garbage can?

What. The. Fuck?
Was Spider doing drugs now? Surely, he wouldn't
be that stupid. Maybe he was diabetic and hadn't told her? Like
that would happen. He was a hypochondriac who demanded she be his
nursemaid at the slightest sniffle or headache. “Make me some
chicken soup. Rub my legs. Massage my temples. Bring me the
ledgers. Tell so and so to do this and that.” He ran her ragged.
No, if Spider was on insulin, he damn sure would have told her and
he'd have made a big fucking Broadway show out of it.

Did it belong to the Bunny Spider had
fucked in their bed? Had Spider given her the drugs, or worse, shot
up, too? Cathy's blood raged through her veins, her heart pounding
in her ears. No condom in the world would protect Spider from Hep C
or HIV delivered via needle. Surely, he wouldn't be that
stupid.

If only she knew what had been in the
syringe. Was there anyway she could tell? Unlike the cops on
television, she had no idea what heroin tasted like, and she for
damn sure would never experiment, certainly not with a used needle.
But maybe one of the other old ladies of the club could help. Lucy
came to mind first. She was Dagger's old lady. Dagger was the
Sergeant-at-Arms and one of the longest running members of the
Gargoyles. He'd even recruited Spider, and her since they were a
package deal, into the club. Best thing about Lucy, however, was
she kept her mouth shut and could be trusted not to go ratting her
out to Dagger, who would ultimately tell Spider. She'd know if the
boys had connections to the drug market—something Spider swore to
her he'd never dabble in.

Cathy found an unused tampon and
discarded the insert, retaining the applicator. She slipped the
syringe's orange tip inside the plastic applicator and then wrapped
it up in several tissues before stashing it inside her purse. A
quick glance at her watch confirmed Lucy would be at the club by
now. On Monday nights the old ladies usually drove themselves to
the club because the guys had business they conducted in the
"field". The guys typically streamed in on their hogs around seven.
She'd have a good thirty minutes if she left
immediately.

She paused at the door to the downtown
condo she shared with Spider and took in a deep breath. As she
exhaled, she mentally shifted gears to assume her role in the club
as Thorn, Spider's old lady. All her years in foster care had given
her a chameleon-like ability to be who she needed to be to fit in,
be accepted, survive.

****

 Thorn parked on the side of the Gargoyles' body shop that
also served as their clubhouse. A quick inventory of the
vehicles—auto and motorcycle—told her Lucy was inside. PeeWee's
Harley was the only one of the guys' bikes parked in the area. Who
knew why he'd be at the club? Something about PeeWee made her
uneasy, almost as if he were a cop or a spy or something. To Thorn,
it seemed he was always skulking around, lurking in every
conversation, even the old ladies'! They called him PeeWee because
he was only five foot six and had the typical short man's syndrome
to match. He always
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