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Chapter One

 


Grayson ‘Grizzly’ Randall
pulled into the parking lot of the Little Sunshine Motel. Gunner, a
fellow patched member of the Ruthless Reapers MC, parked his Harley
on the spot next to his.

A quick glance showed him the place was a dump.
Located on the outskirts of a small town called Blue Falls, the
place’s sign was faded. The walls looked like they could use a
fresh coat of paint. Garbage littered the lot, as if the proprietor
couldn’t be bothered with cleaning up.

The motel looked like it was on the verge of falling
apart. A quick search online had shown Grizzly negative reviews of
the motel. Vermin, bed bugs, and other human pests like drug
traffickers and pimps frequented the place at night. It was a good
decision to come here during the daylight hours, when everyone was
still asleep.

Grizzly killed the engine and dismounted. Apart from
a few parked cars in the lot, there was no other sign of life. No
witnesses. Perfect. Grizzly glanced at the gray skies above his
head. It looked like fate or destiny made his job easy today.

“Rain’s about to fall,”
Gunner remarked.

“Then let’s get this done,” Grizzly said. He pulled
out his favorite revolver from his belt holster and checked the
bullets. Grizzly doubted he’d need to use the full clip, but he’d
learned after four decades of living that it was always better to
be safe than sorry. Grizzly tucked his belt back.

“Which room is Mervin Ayers at again?” Grizzly
asked.

“Room 1 F,” Gunner said, reading off the information
from his phone.

The MC had a brilliant resident hacker. It only took
Whizz a few clicks of the keyboard to zero in on the informant,
turned traitor, that Grizzly and Gunner were sent out to hunt.

Mervin often hung out at the clubhouse when he
wasn’t on the job, selling heroin on the side. Grizzly never took a
liking to the sleazy bastard. He thought the MC should’ve cut him
loose after Mervin had served his purpose.

He wasn’t too surprised to learn from Whizz that
Mervin was wanted by other groups as well. For all Grizzly knew,
Mervin’s other enemies were also hunting him. They need to get to
him first.

Gunner and he proceeded to find Mervin’s room. It
was conveniently located at the end of the L-shaped building. It
wouldn’t surprise Grizzly if Mervin picked this room or this town
on purpose. Mervin might be a druggie and a drunk, but he wasn’t
dumb. It looked like Mervin had picked up survival skills along the
way.

As they approached the door, Grizzly heard movement
inside the room, accompanied by a shout. Did Mervin have company
over? Well, it didn’t matter now. Grizzly and Gunner had a job to
do. If there was collateral damage, then so be it.

The Ruthless Reapers only recruited men with iron
stomachs. Grizzly had thrown his morals out the window a long time
ago.

“Out the bathroom window. Quickly!” came Mervin’s
voice.

Most of the time, Mervin sounded drunk or buzzed,
but this time, he sounded fully awake. Maybe his impending death
had made him sober.

Cornered prey often reacted the same way. There
wasn’t any room for subtlety. King, the Prez of the MC, entrusted
this dirty work to Grizzly. Grizzly had never failed King or any of
his MC brothers before, and he wasn’t about to do so now.

Pulling out his weapon, Grizzly kicked the door open
and signaled for Gunner to follow him. He wasn’t worried about the
proprietor calling on local enforcement. Whizz had already wired
the man money to keep quiet. The MC would take care of the mess
afterward.

He stepped inside the room only to find Mervin in
the midst of stuffing a wad of cash inside his backpack. The man
froze, and Grizzly see the whites of his terrified eyes.

More cash lay on the comforter, and anger stirred
inside Grizzly. Mervin had been an informant for the Ruthless
Reapers for over a year until they recently found out Mervin had
also been selling their secrets to the Black Dogs MC, a rival MC
group.

Thanks to Mervin’s greed and loose lips, he’d gotten
two prospects killed. In the MC, everyone had each other’s backs.
Mervin had committed the ultimate sin, and he wasn’t even a
prospect or a patched member. He was just another rat that needed
to be put down.

It wouldn’t surprise Grizzly if all that money
Mervin had acquired was tainted.

“Please, put that gun down. I’ll come with you
quietly,” Mervin said, raising both of his hands.

Sweat beaded his forehead and his back. Grizzly
noticed that Mervin momentarily looked over his shoulder. Mervin
had no accomplice, as far as they knew. Either Whizz made a mistake
or maybe Mervin had a whore stashed in the bathroom.

Either way, Grizzly and Gunner would find out soon
enough. Grizzly had no mercy left for a slimeball like Mervin. He’d
been alive long enough to know that redemption didn’t exist for men
like Mervin.

Most likely, if Mervin did manage to get out of this
situation alive, he’d set up shop elsewhere and repeat the same
cycle of betrayal and greed. Small wonder that assholes like Mervin
didn’t live long.

“We’re here to take you
in,” Grizzly said.

“But not alive,” Gunner finished, grinning
maniacally at Mervin.

Grizzly grunted as Mervin turned tail and run.
Mervin should’ve known he wouldn’t be able to get far, especially
with two guns pointed at him.

Grizzly fired, but a scream from the bathroom made
him miss. He tried again, and this time, his aim was true. Mervin
fell face-first on the dirty gray carpet. Grizzly thought he heard
another muffled cry from somewhere, but he focused his attention on
the traitor first.

A bright circle of blood appeared between Mervin’s
shoulder blades. Gunner bent down and turned Mervin over. The
traitor tried to talk, but it seemed Grizzly had managed to hit one
of his lungs.

Mervin choked on his own blood, and Grizzly thought
he was trying to say a name. Grizzly might have done all sorts of
foul deeds for the MC, but he wasn’t cruel.

He didn’t enjoy watching the suffering of others, so
he put another bullet in Mervin. This time, Mervin twitched. Once
he stopped moving, Gunner pressed two fingers against the pulse
point on Mervin’s neck.

“He’s dead,” Gunner confirmed.

Grizzly nodded in satisfaction. The MC had one less
traitor to worry about, although Grizzly couldn’t relax one
bit. Who knew what other secrets had Mervin spilled to their
enemies? Another problem for another day, Grizzly
thought.

“Call King and tell him the job’s done. Then tell
him we’ll need the cleanup crew in here,” he told Gunner.
“Doesn’t matter if Whizz paid the motel
proprietor. You know how these things go. The guy might get greedy
and end up calling the cops on us.”

“Done. What will you be doing?” Gunner asked
him.

“I’m going to find out what or who Mervin has
stashed in the bathroom,” Grizzly replied.

“You’ll take care of the second problem?” Gunner
asked.

“Yup,” was all he said. Gunner knew he was a man of
a few words.

He hadn’t been concerned about his other prey
leaving. Earlier, Mervin shouted at his companion to use the
window, but either the window was too small to slip through or his
accomplice had simply frozen in terror.

Either way, Grizzly’s job wasn’t complete until he
also got rid of Mervin’s friend. He or she was a witness, one who
could babble to the police.

The MC couldn’t have that. That was why King sent
him on this mission, and not some trigger-happy prospect or a newly
appointed patched member. Grizzly tried the door, unsurprised it
was locked.

“Hey, either you open the door or I kick it open.
Your choice,” Grizzly said with a growl. “Don’t worry. We got what we came for. We’re not
going to hurt you.”

Not exactly a lie, but it was up to him to gauge
whether the witness could be paid to keep his or her mouth shut or
if it was better burying a second body. The cleanup crew was coming
either way.

After a few seconds, there was a click. Grizzly
turned the doorknob. The beautiful and frightened woman cowering on
the floor was the last thing he expected to find.

She didn’t look like a call girl because she was
dressed in a ratty hoodie and matching sweatpants. Her long brown
locks were curled in a ponytail.

Heck, she reminded him of a mouse, looking for
possible escape routes. The young woman was possibly in her early
or mid-twenties.

Her brown-eyed gaze darted to the door Grizzly
blocked with his huge body, then to the small window just above the
shower. He quickly assessed her for signs she was an addict. Maybe
she was one of the junkies Mervin supplied with the shit he sold on
the side? That would make things easier. No copper would believe
the unreliable words of a drug addict. They would simply think she
was making things up even if she went to them and reported a
murder.

No bloodshot eyes or needle marks as far as he could
tell, but who knew what she hid under her baggy clothes? Still, her
skin color looked healthy. She wasn’t emaciated like most addicts
he knew either.

What was her relationship with Mervin? More
importantly, why did Grizzly hesitate putting a bullet through her
gorgeous head?

 



Chapter Two

 


The doorknob rattled, and not for the first time,
Piper Ayers wished she never came to this ratty little motel with
her useless excuse of a father. At that moment, she cursed Mervin
and even her long-dead mother. Her mother, Cherry, had died of
cancer when Piper was young.

Cherry had only one dying wish—that Piper looked
after her old man. A tall order for a twelve-year-old. Piper grew
up fast after that. She had tried to love the man she called her
father, but it wasn’t easy.

All Mervin cared about was himself. Piper worked two
jobs just to pay the rent of the crappy apartment they lived in.
The monthly allowance she gave him, Mervin easily squandered within
a couple of days. However, in the last few months, Mervin seemed to
never run out of cash. He kept talking about some big score, about
having information he intended to sell to enemies of his current
employers, whoever they were.

Piper made it clear to Mervin she wanted to be kept
out of whatever shady business he was knee-deep in. Now she wished
she had pressed him further.

When Mervin came home the day before, looking pale
and shaken, he took her hands in his. Her father loved to brag
about getting away with one scheme or the other. Yesterday, Mervin
was different. Desperate. Piper had never seen him look so
frightened, and that scared her, too. Now she understood why he’d
told her to pack
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