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  Dedication






To kinky fuckers. Stay kinky. Stay wild.








  
  ORIGINAL BASTARDS CODE



Motto: Fuck around and find out. 



DEFEND: Your cut and your brothers come before all else. Both must be defended at all costs.

RESPECT: is earned. Give it. Get it. 

OBEY: The President’s word is law.

BROTHERHOOD: Always have your brother’s back.

LOYALTY: If you fuck with one of us you fuck with all of us. 









  
  OBMC MEMBERS
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 Murder

East

 Viking 

 Prodigy 

 Banks

Link 

Holy 

Sandman

Roane

Hound

Smoke

Nav 

Slick

Static 

Crawl

T-Bird

Knuckles 
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  Taken By The Biker 


Holy is his road name, but there is nothing saintly about him. 
Holy
What started as a simple assignment became an obsession.
Hazel’s my Prez’s niece. He tasked me with tracking her down.
Falling for her was never part of the plan.
I’m not taking no for an answer.
She will be mine.
If I have to kidnap her to prove my point I will.
She belongs to me.
Hazel
I’ve always been on my own. Nowhere to call home. No family to call my own.
I don’t answer to anyone. Especially not a bossy biker who claims my family ordered him to find me.
Refusing him was mistake number one.
Number two was attempting to seduce my way out of the situation.
I’ve been taken by the biker, but I don’t know if I want him to let me go.






  
  Chapter One 

The Past

[image: ]

Sitting on the cement steps that lead to the porch of the three-story Victorian era home I sprinkle the last of the crumbs from my turkey sandwich onto the sidewalk. The black ants gladly accept my peace offering after I ruined their mound when I crashed my toy car through it. I watch them. Tiny yet they seem strong. Resilient. They disappear between the cracks of the red brick walkway. Sometimes I wish I could disappear too. No one would come looking for me. I doubt anyone would even notice if I left never to return. 
I’ve thought about it more times than I can count. I’m chicken shit. Stuck. Afraid to move forward and unable to go back. I have nowhere to go back to and nowhere to run to. 
I glance up at the sound of car doors shutting. Social worker. She squats and whispers to a little girl as she swipes her thumbs across her cheeks. I know the drill. Been through the process plenty of times already but the girl has nothing to worry about. Mrs. Winnie is strict and ugly but keeps a clean house and serves good food. Has cable and on Saturday mornings she lets me watch cartoons. Best house I’ve been placed at so far. Place is like a mansion or something. The newest foster is older than dirt and smells like it too. Plus, she’s alone. No family. No kids. I’m told I’m lucky she took me in, and that I’ve not been put into a group home.
That’s me the lucky one.
My clothes smell nice, and my belly keeps full. Not like the last home. I stare at the round scar on my left bicep and shake the memory off. 
Yeah. Lucky. 
The black wrought iron gate creaks as the woman swings it open while clasping the girl’s hand tightly in her own. 
“Hey, Benicio. Remember me?” Her shadow falls over me. 
I lift a shoulder. I remember her, but they’re all the same. They simply shuffle us through the system to be forgotten. None of them care about us. No one cares about us. Not our fosters. Not the families that left us behind. All we got is the promise of freedom if we live long enough to age out of the system. I got lucky, so they say, being born on the right side of the border, but my brother was sent back to Mexico to his father. My mother was in the states illegally. Working the streets while my brother was supposed to watch me. A two-year-old when he was only seven. One night she didn’t come back to the motel room we were living in. A maid who worked there found us a few days later dirty and hungry. At least that’s what they told me at the last home I was at.
I never stood a chance. Dirty. Broken. Forgotten. Unloved. Hollow. Unworthy. I’m reminded daily. 
No one is coming to save me. To protect me. 
One day I’ll be stronger. Tougher. But I’ll always be this. A damaged kid with brown skin. My own kind don’t want me, and the white kids taunt me. 
“I’ve brought you a new friend to play with. Is Mrs. Winnie around?”
“Kitchen,” I mutter and glance at the girl wrapped around her leg, dragging a black trash bag with her. 
She’s practically a baby. Probably wets the bed. Probably will cry all the time too. Her nose is crusted with dried snot. Her eyes ringed with red give away that she’s been crying. The only thing pretty about her is the mole above her lips. 
“Why don’t you get acquainted while I get Mrs. Winnie. Go ahead and make your introductions.” The woman pries the girl from her leg and whirls past me. The sickening floral scent of her perfume washes over me and my stomach drops. The sickness that festers in me uncurls in my belly and claws up my throat. It reminds me of her. The liar. The user. The woman who made me do things I didn’t want to. Told me I’d like it. That the better I got at it the more girls will love me. And when I didn’t do what I was told they’d burn me with their cigarettes. 
The girl stands unmoving. We enter a staring contest. I gaze into her caramel-colored eyes and the darkness that lives in me recoils. The monster inside me who tells me to do bad things goes back to sleep. 
I blink first and she smiles. At her expression something inside me snaps into place. Something that says she’s mine to protect. That she’s like me. Not on the outside but in. She’s dirty and broken too. I see it in her eyes. That lost look. The hollow shell. 
“You got a name?” I don’t know why I’m bothering to ask. Once she’s cleaned up, if there isn’t anything too wrong with her, someone will take her. Someone always wants a cute little girl to dress up. No one wants me, but her— this girl has a chance to make it out of the broken system. 
She nods but doesn’t speak. 
“I’m Benicio. I’ll call you…” I pause and look around right as a bee lands on the tip of her freckled nose. “Honey Bee,” I whisper.
I’m only a boy on the cusp of puberty but I know this. 
She’s mine to protect. 
I want her to love me. 
To keep the devil within me at bay. 
I don’t want to be bad. 
I don’t want to be alone anymore. 

      [image: ]“Who did it?” Mrs. Winnie stares between us. Her dark, beady eyes pinging back and forth like a pinball game. Her lips pucker in distaste, the wrinkles in her face deepen with the hardened expression she wears. 
I look down at the tiny fingers trembling in my own. Her bottom lip wobbles. A sob hiccups from her throat. I can smell the urine on her, and I’m sure the hateful bitch does too.
A pointy fingernail presses under her chin. “Do you know what happens to little girls who wet themselves? Cockroaches will come. And they’ll crawl up your legs. Is that what you want?”
“No,” her voice is barely a whisper as her entire body vibrates in fear.
“I can’t hear you. Speak up, child.”
Steel coats my spine as I straighten. “It was me. I did it. I had a nightmare. It was an accident.”
“Come with me.” The old bat jerks me forward roughly by my shoulder. 
I release her hand. 
Its better this way. I can handle the punishment. She can’t. 
I’m thrust down the basement stairs, tucking myself into a ball as my ribs bang into the worn wood. The scent of mildew pulls through my lungs, and I cough, landing in a pile of dust next to a stack of boxes that are coming apart at the seams. 
Her heeled boots clack on the stairs as she descends on me like a wicked witch. “You’re a liar with a wicked tongue. I should cut it out.” Mrs. Winnie grimaces, towering over me. “What am I to do with you, boy?” She lets out a breath making a tsk sound. 
I slide back on my elbows and wince. My side aches from my tumble down the stairs. I’ve probably cracked a rib or two. It wouldn’t be the first time. 
She paces around me in a circle. The skirt of her dress swooshes around me stirring up dust motes. “His mouth is full of lies and wickedness. Trouble and evil are under his tongue,” she spits the words at me like venom. Her poison seeps into my bones. “More trouble than you’re worth. Your kind is always up to no good. Filthy little creature. This can’t stand.” She shakes her head and pulls a Bible from the pocket of her apron. “Psalm 101:7 says, no one who practices deceit will dwell in my house. No one who speaks falsely will stand in my presence.” She licks her boney finger and flips through the pages, pacing around me as she preaches the gospel from what she calls the good book. “Psalm 120:2. Save me, Lord. From lying lips and from deceitful tongues.”

      [image: ]I fall to my knees as another strike of the whip cracks across the welted flesh of my back. 
“Proverbs 3:7-8. Let me hear it,” the vile bitch crows as she whips me harder. 
“Do not be wise in your own eyes; fear the Lord and shun evil. This will bring health to your body and nourishment to your bones,” I shout. 
My skin breaks open, but I don’t dare give her the satisfaction of hearing me weep. Blood trickles out as my skin peels away like the layers of an onion being stripped away one sliver at a time. 
I nearly bite through my own tongue as the pain stings through every nerve in my body. My breath catches in my throat and tears burn in the backs of my eyelids. I don’t know how much more my body can withstand. 
Today she’s mad because Hazel fed a stray cat a slice of cheese and lied about it. I told her I ate it, but she didn’t buy it. 
“Psalm 119:133,” she demands.
“Direct my footsteps according to your word; let no sin rule over me,” I cry out. 
Sweat beads down my back seeping into my wounds. Bile bubbles in the pit of my stomach and unable to fight against the act I retch on the floor of the basement. The acidic fluid scorches my nostrils I vomit so violently.
“Oh, Lord, hear my prayers. Help me bleed this evil from my home. Cut off the serpent’s tongue. Expel the demons.” 
The hot sting of the whip burns into my open flesh. Over and over again. Black dots float in front of my eyes. 
“No more,” I whisper, dropping to my hands in my own puke. 

      [image: ]“Wake up, Benicio.” A cold washcloth presses to my cheek. “Please, don’t leave me.” Slender fingers press against my skin gently. 
“Hmm,” I mumble into the pillow that’s thinner than the case that covers it. White hot searing pain slices through me, and the sickness returns. I barely get my head over the edge of the worn mattress in time.
“Beni,” she says, wiping my damp hair from my eyes. “You have a fever.”
“Let me die in peace,” I mutter. That’s all I want right now is to be left alone. To fall into a deep sleep. Sweat clings to my clammy skin. 
“Never say that again.” Her arms wrap around my neck as my stomach heaves. “I’m so sorry, Beni. It’s my fault.” 
“It’s her. She’s evil, and I’m going to kill her.”
“Then they’ll take you away. You promised we’ll never be apart.”
“I’ll find you, soon as I can.” My teeth chatter as my body fights the fever. 
“I’m scared.”
“Nothing to fear but fear itself. That’s how it works.” 
“I know,” she whispers hoarsely, fighting her tears. 
“Don’t cry, Honey Bee.” 
“I’m not,” she lies as she presses her face into my neck. The warmth of her tears trickles down my neck mingling with my sweat. 
“You’re a terrible liar.” I kiss her forehead and battle the urge to throw up as the pain radiates through my bones from the beating I took in her place. It’s nothing new. I’ve been doing it for years. Each one worse than the last but I’m older and stronger now. We’ve lived in hell for five years now. We’re the forgotten. 
Left to rot in this Hell. 
But I’m going to save us. 
No one else will. 

      [image: ]The wind howls and the shutters beat against the house as the rain pelts my bedroom window. Balls of hail strike the roof as lightning cracks across the sky vibrantly. My bedroom door slowly creaks open. Hazel tip toes across the room dodging the worn floorboards that groan when stepped on. Mrs. Winnie might be old, but she has the ears of a damn rabbit. 
We can never be too careful. If she knew Hazel sneaks into my bed often, she’d skin us both alive. I shift to my side, peeling the cover back as she climbs over me. Her cold feet press into my legs for warmth. 
“The power got knocked out.”
She hates the dark. 
She throws a leg over my hip, snuggling into my side, burying her head in the crook of my neck. I put my palm to her heart, focusing on the rhythm as it beats rapidly in her chest. 
Thump. Thump, thump. Thump. Thump, thump.
Her lips press against my skin, and she wiggles against me. 
“Where will we go first?”
“Where do you want to go?”
“Anywhere as long as you’re with me.”
“We’ll always be together,” I promise, hoping my words are true. 

      [image: ]The blaze of the fire dances in our eyes. Sirens howl in the distance. To keep one promise, I have to break another. We only have minutes before they arrive and take me away. “I gotta go away now.” I tuck a finger under her chin knowing I shouldn’t but unable to deny myself of this one guilty pleasure. My greatest sin. I press my lips to hers. Soft and sweet meets my rough and dirty. 
The hot wet of her tears stains my lips, etching their shape into my skin, and burning their saltiness into my memory, where the ghost of her will live forever. Until the day I’m dead and maybe even beyond that. Her tongue slides against mine one last time. 
“Come back for me, Beni.”
“Soon as I can,” I tell her though we both know it’s a lie. I won’t be back any time soon. She’ll forget all about me and live a beautiful life. The one she deserves. The one I wish I could give her. But it’ll never be me. 
The devil lives within me, and without her he’ll win every time. 
I close my eyes and welcome the darkness. 
My oldest friend.






  
    Chapter Two

Present Day 

[image: ]

Viking kills his vivid black Harley Davidson Forty-Eight next to mine. “This the place?” He questions as he climbs off. 
I stare at the blue neon sign that reads Night Moves. “Must be a Seger fan.” I snort. “Yeah, it’s the place.” Slick said this strip joint was her latest known place of employment. It’s the fourth lead I’ve tracked down. Every time I think I’m on the right trail I hit a dead end. I climb off my royal blue Road King and light up a smoke. We’re early. 
“How you wanna play it?”
“Cool. Don’t want to spook her. She’s a runner.”
“What makes you say that?”
“Just a feeling.” I pull the photograph Slick gave me out of my wallet and stare at the now wrinkled and creased image, but I have every detail memorized. Fuck me her portrait gets prettier every time I look at it. Long, dark hair streaked with highlights I ache to wrap around my fist. Pretty bow shaped smile with a beauty mark on her left cheek I want to kiss. Light brown eyes that remind me of caramel. 
Its more than attraction though. Hazel isn’t only the Prez’s niece. “Honey Bee,” I mutter under my breath. My lips spread into a shit eating grin on their accord on instinct. 
“All right. We’ll play it your way, man. You do know that staring at her pic won’t make her materialize in front of you, right?” 
“Fuck off.” I suck in a hard drag off my cigarette. 
Viking grins at me flashing his pearly whites. “Prez’ll cut your balls off and hang’em in his office.”
I exhale a ring of smoke. “It’s not like that.”
“Sure it’s not.” He punches me in the arm. “Your secret is safe with me, bro. You’ve stared at that damn picture of her every stop since we left Charleston. Bet you stroke one out to it every night after your milk and cookies. What happens on the road stays on the road. You want to get in there I won’t stand in your way is all I’m saying.”
“Right. Like your pansy ass will do anything. Surprised you aren’t back at the room jerking off to thoughts of what’s her name?” I shove the picture back in my wallet. 
“The fuck you talking about?”
“Wylla Mae’s friend. The one with the nice rack.”
Viking’s expression hardens. “I don’t know who that is.”
He knows exactly who I’m talking about. The bitch he’s been pinning over. He thinks no one has noticed, but everyone knows he wants in there. I lick my lips and snuff my cigarette out with my boot. “Cool. So, you won’t mind when I take her out on the back of my bike.”
He rolls his eyes and the muscle in his jaw ticks. “Shut up.”
“Think she likes it rough and kinky? Ass slapping? Hair pulling? Neck biting? Whips and chains? Handcuffs?” I cock a brow and smirk. 
“I’m warning you. Don’t go there.” He rolls his neck, the thick veins in his arms pop out. Shit. He’s tore up at the thought of it.
“Thought you didn’t care about Andi. She turned you down, didn’t she?” I press my luck and wonder if he’s about to knock me on my ass. 
“I didn’t ask her out.”
“Shit.” I’m thrown off by the seriousness of his tone. “Why not?”
“I’m not talking about this right now. We got bigger things to worry about.”
He’s right. We do. I slap him on the back. “Let’s get a beer and see some titties.” 
“Now you’re speaking my language.”
I let him off the hook for now, but I’m not the club’s chaplain for nothing. I care about my brothers. They’re all I got. Only family I’ve ever had. Besides my little Honey Bee. I shake my head as another smile crosses my face. Hadn’t thought about the brat in years. Not since I was released from juvie. Looked for her for months but nothing came of it. I was a kid without resources. Hell, I didn’t even know her last name. Doubt she would’ve remembered me if I had found her. At least that’s the lie I tell myself to keep the guilt from eating at me. 
We were just two lost kids looking to belong to somewhere but all we had was each other. Only now I’m about to be face to face with her for the first time since we were kids. I’m nervous. Anxious even. I don’t get nervous. I’m a fucking Original Bastard, but my stomach churns and my palms slicken with sweat. 
From what Slick shared with me Hazel isn’t living that beautiful life I envisioned for her when I set fire to that house with that old cunt in it. 
I follow Viking into the strip joint. The glow of blue neon illuminates the entrance. We pay the cover charge and hit the bar for that much needed overpriced beer. 
We may be early, but the place is already crawling with bitches eager for the Benjamins. Lucky for them I’ve got a wad of cash on Murder’s dime. I’ve got my orders. Find Prez’s niece and bring her home. No matter what. 
His sister gave a kid up for adoption or some shit, been searching for her for years. Finally got a solid hit on her after chasing down her ghost for months so here we are. What I never anticipated is that Prez’s niece and my Honey Bee would be the same person. Haven’t shared that information with a soul. I’m still processing it myself. 
I’d given up on ever seeing her again, and now I don’t know what the fuck to do about all these old feelings clawing their way to the surface. Curiosity being the biggest. Is she happy? Will she remember me? Will she feel the same as she once did? Will our connection be as strong as it once was? Is she with someone? 
I sound like a pussy. Might as well start a circle jerk where my brothers and I meet once a week to talk about our emotions instead of club business. 
I know I need to push these thoughts away to focus on what we came here to do. Find Hazel and get her back to West Virginia to reunite with her mother. 
It’s important to Prez and its my obsession for a host of other reasons. 
I take a swig of my beer and scan the room for her. Club is about what you’d expect for any run of the mill titty bar. Dim club with flashes of neon lights giving a glow around the stage. Scantily clad women of all sizes and shapes. A real pussy smorgasbord. Fake tits. Real tits. Big asses. Flat asses. Whatever a man fancies for the night they got it. Hell, I think I even saw a sign for a midget. Music City’s tiniest dancer or some shit. 
Know one of these cunts will turn on her for the right price. Once we flash some money the greedy ones will provide whatever information I want. Everyone has a price. Money always talks and bullshit walks. Had a few scammers try to feed me shit for some spare change in the last town, but I have a good inkling that for once my luck is changing. 
Viking moves off to a booth to do his own re-con which I suspect has more to do with working Andi out of his system than helping me with Hazel. We all have our own demons. I turn to the bartender who looks like she should be on a street corner instead of slinging drinks her makeup is so god damn thick and intense. “Keep the beers coming for my friend and myself.” 
“You got it, handsome.” She winks a heavy false eyelash at me. Thing is so damn big it looks like a butterfly wing. I start to ask her how she sees with all that shit impairing her vision, but I don’t think insulting her will get me any answers. 
I slide some bills on to the bar along with Hazel’s picture. “Look familiar.”
The woman glances at the picture. “You a cop?”
“Do I look like a pig?”
She gives me a once over and smiles once she sees the money. “You planning to hurt her?”
“Far from it. Her family is looking to reconnect.”
“Not everyone wants to be found.”
“You gonna deny her mother her dying wish,” I lie.
Her face softens. “Shit. You for real?”
“Wouldn’t lie about something so damn tragic.” 
“You should talk to Crystal.” She nods toward the stage. 
“Much obliged. Keep half for yourself. Cash me out some ones too.” I pull some extra bills out of my wallet then I tuck the photo back in with the ones she hands me. I shove off and plant myself closer to the stage. Crystal is a dark-skinned beauty with a booty that tells me when God made her, he was feeling like an ass man. Her chest is flat but damn that ass. Could balance a steak dinner on that fine thing. 
I smirk when I catch her eye. I toss some bills her way. Reeling her in slowly. Viking comes up on my left. The way her mouth parts and her eyes flutter at the sight of him I know what play I gotta make here. 
“That our mark?”
“According to the bartender.”
“You making contact or want me to handle it?”
“All you.” I slap money in his palm. 

      [image: ]The big booty bitch also known as Crystal jiggles her thick peach shaped ass in Viking’s face. 
“You got a friend for my boy here?” He slaps a palm to a cheek earning him a glare from security. 
“Maybe.” She grins over her shoulder. “We talking a private party or what?”
“Our motel room private enough?”
“That can be arranged for the right price. What’s his type?”
“Buddy of mine hooked up with a gorgeous girl a while back said she works here.”
“What’s her name?”
“No name but said she has a beauty mark.”
Viking tucks a twenty in her G-string. 
“You must mean Honey.” She pops her booty and grinds over his crotch. 
My heart thumps wildly. My Honey Bee. But fuck if she doesn’t have a shitty friend. Selling my girl out cheap. Didn’t even bat an eye. Gave her up at the snap of a finger. 
“Yeah, sounds like the one,” I tell her.
“My girl is wild. Likes to party.”
“Good.” A tight lump forms in my throat. My girl is wild. Likes to party. 
The memory of the last time I saw her flashes in my head. A single tear rolling down her cheek. My promise I’d come back for her. The cool metal of the handcuffs slapping on my wrists. The taste of her tear-stained kiss mingled with ashes on my tongue. The terrible scent of rotting wood burning branded in my nostrils. Flames dancing in my vision. Hazel’s palm on the glass before the police cruiser pulled away from the curb. The gut-wrenching sob that tore out of her one last time on my name. 
I set a fire that changed the course of our lives forever. I killed Mrs. Winnie, but they could never prove it, and at eighteen I was released. The arson I committed sealed with my record. 
Hazel was long gone. I questioned the neighbors, but if they had any answers, they weren’t giving them to me. My former case worker had retired and moved away. My Honey Bee was lost to me. 
Until now. 
The face of an angel and soul of a devil. Her memory became my Heaven and Hell. I had to let ghosts of the past go. I thought I’d moved on. Being here, so close to her I can almost taste her tears on my lips, I know that I never let go. Only buried the pain of losing the one person to give a damn about me before I met the club and found my true place in the world. 
“You good?” Viking studies my face.
“Yeah. Fine.”
“It’s almost show time. Bitch with the big ass went to see if Hazel is on the floor tonight.” 
I finish my beer and my empty is taken away and replaced by some skinny bitch with fake tits so big I’m afraid she’ll topple over. 
I take a swig of my beer and the energy around me changes. 
I can’t explain the physical shift that takes hold of me, but I know the second she enters the room. Awareness of her crackles through my veins like electricity.






  
  Chapter Three 
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“Hey, girl, hey,” Crystal shouts at me before sticking her tongue out as I drop my bag on the counter at my station. 
“Hey yourself. How’s it been so far?”
“Little slow, but there’s two biker hotties out there dropping lots of cake. We could make a nice payday. They are fishing for a little something, something. Know what I’m saying?”  She flips her sleek dark hair over her shoulder. “You know we make a good team.”
“Bikers?” I scrunch my nose thinking of the fat smelly bastards that were through here a few weeks back. They were terrible tippers, grabby, and rude. I unzip my bag and pull out my heels. 
“I know what you’re thinking.” Crystal dabs a sponge across the bridge of her nose. “But trust.” She thrusts a palm outward in my direction flashing the tips of her neon green nails at me. “I said hot. I know hot. These men are sexy, and they got the paper. I need a good payday. Bruno’s been breathing down my neck.”
At the mention of Bruno is when I see the dark shading under her right eye. The dickhead is always broke. 
“You’ve gotta cut loose of him. He’s a user and he hits you.” I know I shouldn’t say anything. It’s not like she will ever listen. 
“He’s Dayvon’s daddy. Been with him since I was thirteen. I love him. And yeah, I know he’s
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